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Jake Longfellow is a small-time private eye. Infidelity is his bread-and-butter kind of case. Looking into other people’s failed romances isn’t a glamorous line of work, but it pays his bills, and that fact his landlord appreciates.

Right now, he’s working a boring little case involving a banker called Seymour Butts who isn’t all too faithful to his wife Anastasia. Naturally, this banker assumes what goes for the gander also goes for the goose. The only problem is that Jake has only hints of Anastasia’s knocking around town, while Jake discovers Seymour’s mistress, Claire Clinton, knocks out in the open and only at backdoors. Naturally, Jake thought he understood who was a goose and who was the gander in this case. That was his first mistake. His second mistake was trusting just about anyone, because when the banker ends up dead, Jake discovers he was involved in a case involving missing mob money, transgender damsels in distress, and cold-blooded murder. Jake has to unravel it all and maybe, for once in his life, get the girl, so to speak.


Chapter 1

Jake flipped the laminated card with his fingers as he stared into his binoculars. The name on the laminated card read Jake Longfellow. The profession typed under the name in Times New Roman font read Private Detective. A professional license in this state to be a private eye didn’t grant Jake any real professional policing powers, but a good private eye never told a client that. A good detective let his client assume anything they wanted to believe about his glamorous profession. Not that their beliefs mattered much, since none of his regular clients needed actual policework done. Yeah, Jake was a private dick, and he mostly got work because other people in polite society couldn't keep their dicks to themselves. Involving yourself in other people's failed romances might sound like a less-than-glamorous job, but it was a living.

Today, Jake was working for a client who went by the name of Austin Summers. That wasn't his real name. That was just the fake name he used to hire Jake behind his wife's back. His real name was Seymour Butts. If your name was Seymour Butts, you'd go around calling yourself Austin Summers too. Besides the name upgrade, the alias of Austin allowed Mr. Butts to get around town without advertising the fact that he wasn't trying to be all too faithful to his wife. Jake wasn't one to care what his client did in their spare time, and he was paid even less to worry about the ethics involved in what they did in their spare time. Well, that was unless someone paid him to care. In this case, no one was paying for that type of emotional involvement. The husband just wanted dirt and wasn’t particular about how Jake happened to come across it.

What Jake had found out so far in this case was enough to make a nun blush, and possibly say a few Hail Marys for a few unfortunate souls. Unfortunately, it was Mr. Butts soul that appeared black as a starless night. Yeah, Mr. Butts was fucking a local socialite that went by the name of Miss Claire Clinton. Miss Clinton wanted an upgrade from Miss to Mrs. It was a complicated business when your mistress wanted marriage, and you were already a married man. That was illegal in every state, including Utah, or at least the expensive parts of Utah.

When a rich man fucks around and wants his wife to pay all the consequences, that's when people like Jake got involved in their romances. Mr. Butts currently had a nearly unbreakable prenuptial agreement with his wife. The word nearly being the key word. If he could prove his wife was having an affair, he could save a lot of money in the upcoming divorce. Now, naturally, he could afford to divorce his wife and marry his mistress without a care in the world. He could afford to do it, sure, but people like Seymour Butts don’t become rich by going down the easy path. Now greedy men who want women and money are used to exploring every path to financial savings. Well, except the ones that involved keeping their dick in their pants. Jake didn’t care if his client could or couldn't afford to follow through on his sexual fantasies. Jake only cared about the three hundred-dollar retainer plus daily expenses the man was paying him. The key to being a private eye was to never get personally involved with a client. When they were a cold fish like Seymour Butts, it was easy to follow that advice.

It had been two weeks of Jake constantly investigating Anastasia Butts, the wife, so far and if Mrs. Butts was banging men behind her husband's back, it was news to Jake. Still, a man like Mr. Butts could dream. As long as the dream survived, Jake's bank account would never get lonely.

Jake's cell phone rang. He would normally ignore it while on a job, but it was his client calling. Jake put his binoculars down and answered his phone. “What can I do for you, Mr. Butts?” Jake asked.

“I want news on my wife's affairs,” said Mister Butts.

“She is currently at the garden center selecting rose bushes,” informed Jake.

“Rose bushes?”

“Yeah, I figure the fact that Monday she had the gardeners dig out the old ones, Tuesday she had the gardeners trench the spot, and today she's shopping for new rose bushes, then it all adds up to the fact that she plans on planting new ones at your lovely home,” explained Jake.

“I don't care what she plants. I want to know who is planting her! Get me dirt on her and get it fast!”

Love, it was so beautiful in all its colloquial forms, figured Jake. Jake replied, “From the looks of it, she is buying some of that too.”

“Some of what?”

“Dirt. It goes well with flowers.”

“Why do I pay you idiots?”

The phone hung up. That is what Jake liked about this job: the sounds of another satisfied client always filled his heart with joy. It wasn't his fault in this case. Jake couldn't dig up dirt on a backdoor man when she wasn't seeing one. At least, she wasn't seeing one this week. There was always the chance she was smarter than her husband. That felt like the norm in most marriages in Jake's experience. That would mean she knew her husband was watching her, so she was being careful in her affairs of the heart. The thing about that was, the loins can only cool off for so long. Eventually, passion won out, and she'd go see whoever was pushing her buttons. If there were another man, that is. A big if. Jake was hoping it would take a while longer to find out one way or another. He liked having steady work because his landlord almost insisted on steady rent checks.

Mrs. Butts came out of the nursery. Jake focused on his binoculars. She was wearing a white sundress. It caught the sunlight just right. He could see that she wasn't wearing a bra. She was top-heavy enough that she really ought to consider wearing one. It was times like these that Jake was glad there was a sun. A man like Jake could only admire a piece of ass like Mrs. Butts from afar, so he needed Mr. Sun to silhouette her body and let him appreciate the finer things in life from afar. Maybe Jake was a bit of a Peeping Tom, but it helped in his chosen profession to be one, so he let his peeping slide. Anastasia Butts had it all in all the right places. It felt like a shame her loving husband was tossing her to the curb while she was still in her prime. Her driver's license said she was only twenty-six. Her measurements said she was a ten. Jake remembered the fact that for every hot woman in the world, there was a boyfriend sick of her shit. Still, a man like Jake could put up with an awful lot to bed a woman like that. That was probably why women like Anastasia Butts stayed away from men like Jake. Yeah, Jake didn't have what women wanted. The Mr. Butts of the world had the one thing all women wanted, money. That might be cynical, but it was also usually accurate from his experience. It was hard to be a socialite when you lived in a trailer park.

Anastasia got in her black Bentley and headed off. Jake tossed his binoculars on the passenger seat and started up his car. Jake gave her a good head start before tailing her. She wasn't leaving many surprises in today's movements. She had gone to do her nails, after that was hot yoga with an all-female class, and then came lunch with another female friend. After that came pickleball at the country club, and now the garden center. The next stop appeared to be home, judging by the direction they were traveling.

His expectations were fully met as she pulled the car into her driveway. The Butts resided in a lovely mid-century home. It was a humble little estate with only four thousand square feet of living space inside and a lot more outside. That outside was meticulously maintained by an army of gardeners. The Butts family had a lovely swimming pool and hot tube. Yeah, life was hard for the Butts family. Jake drove on by the joint and up the hillside. The Butts lived at the bottom of a ravine and Jake got better views of the house from the top of the ravine. He went to the end of the road and pulled to the curb. Then he sat there with his binoculars watching for anything interesting to happen.

He didn't need to wait long. She came out of the house a few minutes after arriving home. Fortunately, she had changed into something more comfortable. She was wearing a white string bikini that was short on strings. He didn’t get what was wrong with her. Mr. Butts didn't know how good he had it. That was the difference between men who got it easy and men like Jake. A guy like Jake appreciated the finer things in life. Maybe he was romantic, or maybe he was just desperate. In his book, a solid hopeless romantic was always filled with a hint of desperation. That was the problem with men like Seymour Butts, they weren't desperate for anything. They had it all already. He was a lucky fucking bastard, and a paying one, so Jake continued to watch the man’s wife.

Anastasia proceeded to inspect the trench the gardeners dug. After that, she went past the pool house to the poolside and sat down. She read from a flat-screen tablet. Jake had no idea what she was reading. Probably romance, because what else did women read? That book was the only romance she was getting at the moment. He didn’t think reading romance novels were enough to break a prenuptial. It was shaping up to be another unproductive day in this case.

She sat out there by the poolside until the sun went down. Then her husband arrived home. At that point, Jake was no longer needed. If she cheated in front of Seymour while he was home, then there was no need for Jake to watch. Jake started up the car and headed off to home. He lived in a five-hundred-square-foot apartment, and that included the balcony. It was another uneventful day. A few more of those and Mr. Butts would probably fire him. Jake would then have to wait for another client, and the whole process would start over.


Chapter 2

The knock came to his apartment door. Jake opened his eyes. The room was dark. Mister Golden Sun was not shining down on him. That meant it was too early in the morning to answer a knock on his front door. Jake was tired and didn't have friends, so he didn’t exactly get up and answer the door. Unfortunately, whoever was at the door really wanted to be Jake's friend because they kept on knocking.

Well, he wasn’t falling back asleep at this rate. Jake yawned and got out of bed. He checked the alarm clock next to his bed. It read five in the morning. Jake was too tired to check if it was correct. His bedside clock was known to be accurate enough for government work. He shuffled his feet over to a chair holding his pants. He picked them up and put them on. Then he headed for his front door. The knocking hadn't stopped the whole time. He yawned again, unlocked it, and yanked it open.

“Can I help you?” asked Jake.

Two men in police uniforms stood on the other side of Jake's front door. Neither looked happy to see Jake, despite all their knocking in an attempt to get the opportunity. The larger of the two men held out a badge. It advertised them as part of the city's finest, not that the competition was fierce in that department.

“You go by the name Jake Longfellow?” asked a cop.

“I have to confess that I do,” replied Jake.

“Word on the streets says you are a dick,” said the cop.

“That's pretty harsh, I happen to think I have a charming personality,” replied Jake.

“Private Detective, wise guy!” clarified the cop.

“It's a living,” replied Jake.

“We want to know the whereabouts of one Seymour Butts,” asked the cop.

“Who wants to know?” Jake replied.

“Mr. Seymour Butts has friends in city hall, they called their friends, and their friends called me,” explained the cop.

“Well, I'm a charitable man, I never judge a man by their friends,” replied Jake.

“Cute, real cute,” grunted the cop.

The cop, not talking, took an opportunity to throw a punch at Jake's face. He missed, but not due to lack of trying. Sometimes the non-verbal questions tell a man more than the verbal ones, so Jake didn’t need a follow-up to his question. The cops, on the other hand, were not done being physical. They forced their way into Jake's apartment.

“Come on in,” said Jake, since they were in already, it didn't hurt to be polite.

One proceeded to start searching Jake's apartment. If they expected to find Mr. Butts inside, they were bound to be disappointed. Jake sort of doubted they thought he was here, though. He assumed, by the amount of his personnel gear hitting the floor at a high rate of velocity, that searching was a less kind word for what was actually going on. Jake took the wise move of letting the man do what they wanted since a battering of his possessions was easier to absorb than a battering of his body.

Finally, the talkative cop started up again. “We got word that you're working for Seymour Butts.”

“You heard wrong. My only client's name is Austin Summers,” Jake replied.

“Don't get cute or we'll stomp you,” grunted the cop. His buddy just finished dropping a lamp on the floor. His foot stomped on it to prove a point. That seemed to conclude today's search. To the surprise of no one, Mr. Butts wasn't inside Jake's place.

“Are you planning on destroying my whole apartment or are you planning to tell me about why you think I know where Seymour Butts is?” asked Jake.

“Neither,” grunted the cop.

“Then I'm partially glad you stopped by.”

“Cute, real cute. Barney, fuck this dude. He is just a nobody. We've got better places to be,” said the cop. He left. His friend followed him out. Jake went over and shut his front door. This wasn't exactly how he wanted to start his day.

Jake went over to his front window, pulled the shade over slightly, and looked out. The cop car was sitting in front of his place, plain as day. They had left, but they hadn't left him alone. All that made Jake curious as to what was going on. The last time Jake saw Seymour Butts, he was doing just fine at home with his wife last night. Nothing in that made him think cops should give a damn. A man boinking behind the back of his wife wasn’t a federal case. 

Jake checked his cell phone. There were no messages from his client. He smacked the phone in his hands a few times. Then he hit the redial button. The phone rang, but no one picked up. Then it went to voicemail. That didn’t have to mean anything at this hour of the day. Still, it meant Jake didn’t understand why two deadbeat cops were harassing him over a simple divorce job.

Jake went to his closet. He found his cleanest shirt and put it on. Then he slipped his feet into some shoes. He went to his bathroom. He opened the tiny window over the bathtub. He hoisted himself out and dropped down into the back alley. He figured the cops would eventually wonder where he went, but he could worry about that later. Right now, he had a job to do, and he needed to start doing it. At least, he thought he did. He squeezed through the alley and came out on the adjacent street. He called for an Uber. It was going to be an expensive day, but it was likely going to be cheaper using a hired car than his own if the cops were watching it. Getting on the wrong side of the cops could mean jail time. Jail time was well known to cost a working man his paychecks that the state didn't reimburse you for when you got out.


Chapter 3

Jake slid his credit card through the windowsill. It caught hold of the lock and unlocked it. This was the only use of his credit card he could afford. Those people rating his credit didn’t appreciate that fact. He pushed his office window open and slid inside from the fire escape. It wasn’t the most elegant way to enter one's office, but it was a method that guaranteed he would avoid being seen by any more cops.

He slid his cell phone out of his pocket. He frowned. There were no messages from his client. The man had to be awake by now and know Jake had tried to contact him. That was the problem with clients, they only needed you on their time, never on yours. If only the cops this morning had been helpful, then he might have known why they were so interested in Seymour’s whereabouts. He didn’t owe Seymour anything, still, it was the honor code at stake. When a man knew the cops were looking for someone, it was the man's code to tip off the poor guy. The whole thing worried Jake. The cops wanted Seymour found when the man had never been lost to begin with.

Jake opened his World War II office surplus desk and rummaged through its drawers. He was hoping to find a bag of chips or a Slim-jim, but he found nothing instead. Since nothing was his usual breakfast, Jake took the lack of it in stride. He sat down at his desk and strummed his fingers over the desktop. Just think, yesterday he had a paying client and no police troubles. Today, he was very worried it was the complete opposite. He sure would like to hear from Seymour right about now.

He went out of his office proper into the section that was, in theory, reserved for his secretary. In the movies, private eyes always had a dizzy blonde secretary who was steadfastly loyal to her employer; in reality, he couldn’t afford one. However, Jake owned a desk for one, which made it appear as if he had one. The desk appeared loyal enough. In life, appearances counted more than reality to most people who came into his office. He went over to the front door of his office and unlocked it. Office hours were now open. He didn't welcome a second visit by the police, but he welcomed them more than paying to replace a door. He was pretty sure the police would bash the door down if they found it locked. He was a little thankful they hadn’t done that very act this morning. What decent folks called vandalism, the police called routine entry.

The official door unlocking task done, and no breakfast in sight, Jake moseyed on over to his desk to begin a very promising day. He sat down and kicked his legs up. There was nothing to do today but wait. Tailing Anastasia again today felt a little unnecessary if his employer suddenly had police issues. Yeah, fixing police issues paid higher rates than divorce work. Either he'd hear from Mr. Butts or the city's finest again today, but he doubted today would pass without hearing from at least one of them again.

The little brass bell on Jake's office door rang out. That woke Jake from his stupor. He couldn't afford a wall clock in his office, and he had no idea how long he'd fallen asleep at his desk while waiting for his client to call him. Judging by the crick in his knees, too long was the answer to how long he slept.

He called out, “My secretary is out at the moment, so come on into the main office.”

He rubbed his legs to try to get the blood moving in them. It was a wasted effort because his blood would have had another destination in mind as soon as he saw who had come through his office door. It was Anastasia Butts in the flesh, so to speak. She was a woman a man would like to see in the flesh. Even wearing a yellow and pink sundress like she had on today, she was worth a gander. She also wore matching gloves and a wide-brimmed hat. Yeah, she looked like a real lady of the court. Her heels were high, and Jake's interest in the reason why she was here in his office was even higher. She didn't say anything at first. Instead, she slowly removed her gloves to reveal her dainty hands. Jake didn’t rush her. He had been told it was impolite to rush a lady. That held true if you were in bed or not.

Finally, she asked, “You are Mr. Longfellow, are you not?”

Jake stood up. He half hoped the wood he was sporting wasn't showing, and half hoped it was. Either way, he extended his hand to her. “My friends call me Jake.”

She didn’t take his hand. He didn't feel slighted because if he were in her situation, he wouldn't take his own hand either. He felt ashamed sometimes that they were attached to him, given all the places they had been. All the same, that hand sure would have liked to know how Mrs. Butts felt. He could imagine how silky smooth her skin was, but he had a limited imagination, and he figured the silkiness of her skin was unlimited. He reminded himself to buy a new pair of binoculars because the pair he owned didn’t do Anastasia justice now that he saw her up close.

She explained, “My name is Anatasia Butts. I found your name in my husband's address book. I feel that I may be in need of your services.”

Jake played it cool. There was no need to explain to her that he was working for the family on another pressing business already. Instead, he played it straight. He asked innocently, “Your husband's name is?”

“My husband is named Seymour Butts. You are probably familiar with him. After all, he is a former city councilman, and your name and number were in his address book.”

“I never dabble in politics, Mrs. Butts.”

“He owns five used car dealerships and has a bank with his name on it,” she added.

“Nothing better to own than your bank. That way, you don’t have to work for money because everyone gives you their money instead. That’s probably how I know your husband, I haven’t made a car payment on time in years,” replied Jake.

She let his comment slide. Instead, she got right to the point. “Mr. Longfellow, last night I left my husband at home and went to my sister's place. He called me at midnight, and I haven't heard from him since. I want him found.”

Jake shrugged. “Look, Mrs. Butts, a lot of men don't talk to their wives for weeks on end, and it has only been a few hours since you last spoke to him, so I'd calm down and go home. Eventually, he will come back to you. Husbands often lose their way from home from time to time, but in my experience, they almost always come back.”

“At midnight last night, he called to tell me his mistress had arrived at our home, and he was ready to end it. He was to call off their engagement and return to being faithful only to me. Once the task was done, he was to call me back. You understand, I fully expected to return home last night, but that call never came,” she explained.

“You know, a lot of men also lie to their wives.”

“I have called his cell phone, over and over again. There is no answer. His car is still at my home. I checked, his mistress has not seen him and was never at my house last night.”

“You spoke to his mistress?” interrupted Jake.

“Claire and I are good friends. We have been through a lot together, you understand?”

“Yes, you both have been through the same man,” added Jake.

She slapped him. He didn’t take it personally. He would have slapped himself over that remark. Instead, he played it cool. “In a nutshell, you want me to locate your husband, am I correct?”

“Yes, and hurry!”

“Why come to me instead of the police?” he asked.

“There are matters one doesn't wish to share with the police.”

“You don't have to worry, Mrs. Butts, I'm notoriously bad at sharing things with the police.”

“Just find my husband, please.”

After making her demand for his time, she turned to leave. She looked better leaving than coming, but then Jake was always a bit of an ass man, and she had ass to spare. Jake couldn't imagine cheating on that ass, but then again Claire had it all put together too. Lucky fuckers like Seymour Butts had it all and still wanted more. Actually, not only did Seymour want more, but he also got it. That was even luckier.

Jake felt like it seemed pretty obvious what had happened. There was another woman in Seymour’s life. When it rained, it poured for some men. Who her name was seemed to be the only question at hand. Two-timing your wife was a sin, but three-timing her must be pure greed. Seymour had run off on both of them, it had to be the answer. Only, why would the police give a fuck about that? Maybe it was the mayor’s wife or daughter . . . Maybe. It didn’t quite feel right. Jake had seen the mayor’s wife and daughter, and they didn’t exactly put a man in his running shoes. Well, maybe they had great personalities. Jake didn't care about the exact answer yet. There was one matter unresolved that was far more important to him.

“There is the matter of my fee,” said Jake.

Anastasia turned to face Jake. The mention of money clearly disgusted her. Rich bitches that never earned a dollar in their life were usually disgusted when asked to part with even a cent of their husband’s cash. She opened her purse slowly. She asked, “How much?”

“I require a three-hundred-dollar retainer to start any job.”

She pulled out her phone. “Do you take Apple Pay or Venmo?”

“I take cash. For a nicely dressed piece of ass owned by a banker and former city councilman, I would even be willing to accept a check,” informed Jake.

She glanced down at Jake's waist. She had to notice the wood he was sporting. He couldn’t blame him; a woman like that made men weak. She frowned all the same. Then she said, “Mr. Longfellow, has anyone ever told you that you are a complete degenerate?”

“All the time, but I am a degenerate willing to work to find your husband and whoever else he is with for three hundred down, plus daily expenses.”

She asked, “And you charge what in daily expenses?”

“I charge reasonably.”

“You are hired,” she assured him.

She didn't inquire more deeply. She simply closed her purse and walked out. She had the kind of bottom land that you watched all the way to the door. He didn’t get his three hundred, but he considered that she was good for it. For a lady like Anastasia, Jake was willing to overlook a lot of things. Jake sat back down at his desk. He was being paid by both sides of this family now. It was a good setup, and yet Jake was worried. The cops were involved, and Anastasia didn't seem to be the one who involved them. Who did?


Chapter 4

One of the keys to successfully getting into a place where you don't belong is simply acting like you belong there. Jake wasn't a gifted actor. He simply didn't give a shit about made up rules and regulations and no place was more full of those than the Hilltop Country Club and Spa. It was a place where the somebody came to meet up with the anonymous wealthy. It was today's first stop on the let's find Seymour Butts investigation.

“You sure you want me to leave you here?” asked the driver.

“Unfortunately, I am sure,” replied Jake.

Jake stepped out of his Uber and onto the manicured lawn of Hilltop. He snapped a pair of sunglasses on his face and went into the clubhouse. There was a beefy guard at the door. Jake walked by him like he wasn't there. When it came to guarding, a country club got what low wages paid for.

Jake spied the rug in the lobby. It looked like it was purchased yesterday. He needed staff to chat with, and luckily, they had staff on hand right near the entrance. He went up to the front desk. He hit the little brass bell on the desk, and a female clerk in a uniform immediately gave him her full attention.

Jake shoved the sunglasses up so the clerk could see his eyes. He said, “I'm looking for my niece, Claire Clinton.”

“Oh, Miss Clinton is your niece,” echoed the clerk. Jake gave her a lazy head bob in return. That was enough to satisfy the clerk.

The clerk informed Jake, “I see from our events calendar that Miss Clinton has reserved the tennis court this afternoon.”

“Does her court have a number?” asked Jake.

“She reserved court five,” the clerk replied.

Jake took out a five-dollar bill and dropped it in a tip jar on the counter. “Much obliged.”

He didn’t want to ask where the tennis courts were. There was only so much information he could afford to buy. Besides, it was better to let the clerk think he knew already. Anyway, it wasn't hard to find tennis courts in a country club. A man just had to follow the lovely ladies wearing tennis skorts. It was the type of fashion that was a dead giveaway to what activity you planned on doing.

Jake casually trailed a couple of retirement-age female members of the club until he reached the tennis course. Then he climbed the bleacher seats and watched. Claire Clinton and Seymour often played tennis together at the club. Indeed, they often went home together after playing tennis. They had done that in full view of Anastasia any number of times while Jake watched.

Sure enough, Claire was playing tennis on court five with a man. At first glance, the man looked a lot like Seymour Butts and Jake was temporarily satisfied his worries were over. Only this man displayed more athleticism than Seymour ever displayed. It could mean a number of things. Mostly, it meant that Jake was confused. He had expected another woman, and here he found Claire with another man. It was the same make and model as Seymour, but different, all the same. A girl banging around a man's tennis balls wasn't the same as banging around the balls between his legs, but it wasn't a whole lot different either. Not in polite society anyway. The couple that bangs away on the court often bangs away at home. How Anastasia failed to understand that fact was anyone's guess.

The match ended, but not soon enough for Jake. Sitting out in the sun was not too much fun. Some people had no consideration for the plight of the poor private eye. The couple hung by the tennis court door. The guy, he sure looked like Seymour Butts. But the clothes and hairstyle were all wrong. Jake was more curious than ever as to who this guy was. Jake flipped his laminated license in his hand while he watched the happy couple. Would they, or wouldn’t they? It was like looking at the box, trying to guess the fate of Schrödinger's cat. Then it happened. She wrapped her arms around him, and they kissed mouth to mouth. It wasn't a long goodbye, but there was passion behind it. Enough passion that Jake wished Claire kissed him the same way. Yeah, even Schrödinger’s cat was envious, and he was still stuck in that box. Claire was seeing a Seymour Butts doppelganger. That was interesting, sort of.

The couple parted ways, and Jake moved in. He hadn't come here to learn about this man, and yet he had learned about him all the same. Now he had even more questions for Claire, and the sooner he started getting answers, the better.

A woman from Claire's social class goes right to the showers after a workout because they didn't appreciate how much real men liked them hot and sweaty. Claire had a nice pair of legs. She was only a few years younger than Anastasia, but that was Jake guessing. The way women in high society looked these days, from twenty to forty, they may age, but their faces never change. At least, their face without the cosmetics, fillers, and plastic surgery. Jake wasn't one to discount art in any form, so a painted-up girl's face was just a better use of canvas in his book.

Claire opened the locker room door, and Jake put his foot on it to make sure it wouldn't close. He said, “Miss Clinton, I work for a mutual friend of yours, Austin Summers. I would like to ask you some questions.”

She looked confused, but only for a second. “Oh, you mean the other Austin Summers.”

“Other?”

“Seymour Butts.”

“Yeah, I meant Seymour. You haven't seen Seymour in the last twenty-four hours, have you?”

“What is it to you?” she asked.

“I saw someone with you just now and I thought it was . . .”

She interrupted, “That wasn't him.”

“Well, I've got news for him about his wife. It is the kind of news that might help make you Mrs. Butts instead,” explained Jake.

That interested her and plenty. She grabbed Jake by the collar and pulled him into the women's locker room. Evidently, he wasn’t the first man in this club’s women’s locker room, because none of the other women inside protested his presence. Claire led Jake to a shower stall. She shoved him inside and then closed the curtain.

“Now that we’re alone, you can tell me everything you know about Anastasia's affairs, and I’ll pass it along to my precious Seymour,” she replied.

Jake shook his head. “I’m paid to give and get information by Seymour himself. I wouldn’t be worth my badge if my lips slipped so easily.”

“Maybe I can persuade you to change your mind,” she said. Only she didn’t just say it. She draped her arms around Jake and kissed him. Her tongue knocked on his lips’ door as he kissed. Her tongue didn’t take no for an answer. It forced its way into his mouth. He didn’t mind tasting her any more than she seemed to mind tasting him. Claire was a good kisser, but not good enough to tell her things he didn't think he owed her.

As she kissed, her hands must have been working behind his back because the shower went on. He was under the shower head, and it was pointed directly at her. It was spraying her down. Claire had looked good dry; wet, she was practically irresistible.

She pulled off his body. She splashed the water playfully at him. Then she turned around and dropped her skort. The shower stream splashed off her bare bottom. She pressed her hands against the shower wall. She arched her back and asked, “See anything you like?”

Yeah, it was suddenly anyone for tennis, and it sure was nice. Jake saw plenty that interested him. She had a peach ass that was likely not too cherry, but still had plenty of miles on its tread. That interested him a lot. However, it was her two sagging grapes between her legs that he wasn’t expecting. Claire was transgender, and that was a fact. Jake hadn’t ever been to the mountain with a girl like that before. He didn’t let his inexperience stop him. He spread her back hills and exposed her pink valley. Jake had a horse in his pocket that was going to love riding in her pink valley. He let his rider out of its stall and pressed it against her gaping hole.

“My, that’s a big one,” Claire said.

Chicks always say that to you, no matter your size. They thought men cared how big their dicks were and would give better performance if the guy thought he was stuffing her to capacity. Truth was, once a girl lets a cock start roaming in her range, a man just cares about watering a girl’s fertile hole. Jake was working hard in that regard. Claire’s ass gave it up and quickly. He went all in on pay dirt. There was nothing wrong with anal, nothing wrong with it at all. He pounded her bottom, and the thump was loud as thunder in this tiny shower.

Finally, Claire shuddered as she climaxed on Jake’s magnificent cock. There was nothing like popping a girl on her first ride. Jake found out that trans-girls make quite a mess when they pop, so it was a good thing they were in a shower. Her spunk went down the drain.

Jake didn’t let her arrival stop his train. Jake was the kind of man who, when he started something, didn’t stop until it was over. He wasn't going to let his load get wasted down a drain either. She wanted to pump information out of him, and he was happy to deliver it. It ended when he deposited his salty white load deep into Claire Clinton’s bottom. She took his load like a champ. Yeah, Claire Clinton was as good a lay as they came, and her gender had nothing to do with it.

When he’d finished, he pulled out and slapped her ass. She proceeded to pull her soaked skort up, and just like that, it was game, set, and match. The credits didn't start to roll, however. She gave him a coy glance. He knew she had just paid that price for a reason. She didn’t just expect him to drop a load in her ass but drop his information in her ear. Jake had performed exactly as she had expected to date, so why stop now?

“Seeing that you're so committed to Seymour, I don’t think it can hurt much to tell you my news,” said Jake. Her eyes grew wide. Clearly, she wanted to hear something. He wouldn’t lie, but he wouldn't tell her the truth either. “Mrs. Butts tried to hire me this morning. I think she is on to Mr. Butts affairs of the heart.”

“Is that all?” she asked.

“No, the police are looking for Seymour as well.”

“The police!” She had tried to sound shocked, only a man can tell when a woman is faking. Her climax was real, and her shock about the police looking for Seymour was as fake as her luscious, full lips. Jake liked those lips anyway, and he liked Claire despite her faults, along with those lips.

“I wouldn't know anything about that,” she said, pushing the curtain open. She slapped him across the face. “Get out, pervert!” she shouted.

The locker room murmured, and suddenly all eyes were on Jake. He imagined he wasn't the first pervert to leave the women's locker room this way. He zipped his pants and left.

He took his shower soaking ass over to the front desk. The clerk gave him the evil eye. Apparently, dripping on the clubhouse rug was frowned upon. Jake shrugged. “Not my lucky day, sun shower. I have to go home and change.” He took a few steps from the front desk, stopped, and snapped his fingers. He spun around and asked the clerk. “Claire Clinton was playing tennis with a man that looked a lot like my best friend Seymour Butts, but that's impossible because he's in Washington. Got any idea who that man is?”

The clerk smiled. “That would be his twin brother, Austin.”

“Austin Summers?”

“Exactly.”

“Thanks.” Jake slipped another five bucks into her tip jar. This one was damper than his first five he had put in the jar, but worth just as much. It had been an expensive trip to the club. Jake had lost ten bucks and a few ounces of precious bodily fluid. Hopefully, he didn't lose all that without getting something important back in return. He would find that out soon enough. Only it would cost him to do so.


Chapter 5

Maybe Jake was supposed to be questioning his manhood right about now. Only he knew where he stood on the sliding scale of sexual preference, and he wasn’t gay. A piece of ass as shapely as Claire’s didn’t get offered up to him that often, so why should he get all emotional about what charger port she had on the front end when he was connecting to her rear. Every girl's back door was the same, and there wasn’t a man alive who didn’t mind knocking on it.

As Jake sat in the back of the Uber, he went over what he had learned from pumping Claire for information. Not as much as he had hoped was the answer. The problem was, he had let her charms distract him. He hadn't learned about her meeting with Seymour last night. Something must have happened, though. Claire told Anastasia she had never met Seymour last night, but she knew about the police looking for him. That meant one and one weren't coming up twos in Claire's mathematics. A woman like Claire doesn't offer the goods to Jake unless she wants him distracted. Something worth fucking Jake happened last night, and that was probably gold star information to know.

“You've arrived, buddy,” said the driver.

Jake glanced out the car window to confirm he was being let off in the correct part of town. He didn't frequent this area too often. When you're hetero, there wasn't any need to come here.

Jake stepped out of the Uber. He was tired of not having his car. Hopefully, the cops will be bored with watching his place by tomorrow. He walked up a half-flight of stairs and knocked on a pink door. Then he waited. He checked his cell phone. No calls from anyone. He frowned. He hated feeling lonely. Claire hadn't rushed to inform Seymour that Jake had news. Yeah, he had learned more from Claire than Claire likely realized. He called Seymour Butts's phone number. It rang and rang and went to voicemail. His mailbox was full, and it disconnected. He shoved his cell phone in his pocket.

The door opened at last. The distinct odor of cannabis streamed out. On the other side of the door was a man who went by Huggy. Huggy was stereotypically gay because appearing so paid his bills. How Huggy paid his bills was the reason Jake was knocking on his door. Huggy was the type who kissed and told. Yeah, Jake didn’t let the name Huggy fool him. He knew if a man paid Huggy enough cash, Huggy would do far more than hug.

“Jake Longfellow, man about town, what brings you to my door?” greeted Huggy, sticking his tongue in his cheek.

“Sorry, Huggy, still straight as an arrow.” Jake pulled a Ben Franklin from his pocket and handed it over to Huggy. Huggy took it and tucked it into the front of his shirt. Jake added, “I'm on a fag case and need a little down low.”

Huggy replied, “Sure, come on in and sit for a spell. For a clean hundred, if I gagged on your man, I'll tell you about it.”

Well, there went a few more bucks. This was getting to be an expensive case. Jake went in, and the front door closed. Huggy picked up a joint that was smoldering in an ashtray. He took a few puffs and looked toward Jake. Jake explained, “What do you know about a tempting socialite called Claire Clinton and a real housewife called Anastasia Butts?”

“When you go in asking for gossip, you really raw dog it, don't you?” replied Huggy.

“I was working for Anastasia's husband on a divorce case, or so I thought. Then Anatasia turns around and hires me to find her husband.”

“It is a small world and not that many dicks in it,” chimed in Huggy.

“Maybe it is a coincidence that brought them both to my door. But I didn't know it was part of your world too until I found out her husband's mistress, Claire, is a . . .”

“Tranny, pretty one at that. I wish I had her lips and her dad's bank account,” finished Huggy.

“Then you know her?”

“Me, Claire, and Anastasia went to the same conversion therapy sessions when we were impressionable teens, you can see how it was a complete success for all three of us,” explained Huggy.

“Yeah, I suppose they're as heterosexual now as the day is long,” said Jake.

Huggy added, “Claire is fire, but her family supported her. Anastasia is ice, but her family dumped her when she transitioned. Families, one never knows about them. Jake. Mine, they wish I stayed in the closet, and I still do sometimes. Hell, I will do any kinky old thing for cash.”

Jake hadn't been certain Anastasia was trans, but he figured her husband wouldn't fall too far from the tree while cheating. Still, it was nice to confirm it with a homosexual gossip of Huggy's class. Jake asked, “What do you know about Anastasia's husband?”

“Always a delight for us fags when a tranny finds her true love.”

“Is he gay?” asked Jake.

“If knocking boots with women like Claire and Anastasia makes a man gay, then I am out of business,” said Huggy.

“He was cheating on her with Claire, remember, so he likes his girls cocked and loaded.”

“Who wouldn't?”

“I don't know. This world is all new to me. Usually, my clients aren't as easy on the eyes and as confusing in what's inside their pants,” explained Jake.

“Jake, trannies are like potato chips, a man can't eat just one,” replied Huggy. That was an idea Jake might have to agree with after eating his first.

Jake asked, “Then you don’t think her husband would divorce Anastasia to marry Claire?”

“More likely, he'd cheat on both with another girl. Men are pigs, Jake, no offense,” said Huggy.

“None taken, I've squealed a few times myself around the right woman. What do you know about a man named Austin Summers, who I am told is Seymour's brother?” asked Jake.

“That name rings a bell. He is an attractive fag from my old days. He did the rounds in the gay clubs and did most of the working boys while at it. People called him Austin Butts back then. Haven’t seen him in ages because I heard he embezzled three million dollars from a bank.  He got caught and spent three years in jail. Society is a weird place, Jake. A fag steals three million and they punish him by sending him to an all-male prison for three years, like getting slammed in the ass all day and night inside a prison cell is teaching him some kind of a lesson.” Huggy burst into laughter.

“Is he really Seymour Butts's twin brother?” asked Jake.

Huggy shrugged. “I just sucked their dicks for cash, I don't ask to get to know their whole family tree, Jake.”

“If Austin is a pure blood boy fag, why is he knocking on Claire’s backdoor?” asked Jake.

“Good question, is he?” asked Huggy.

“They play tennis together.”

“Telling,” smirked Huggy.

“I can see a straight man banging away at those two women, but how about a fag like Austin?” asked Jake.

“There is sex and then there is gender, Jake. Some men just swing for the fences no matter who is pitching to them, get it. I even heard a bit of gossip about how after he left prison, he was banging his balls against Anastasia.”

“I got no proof of that,” said Jake.

“A lady like Anastasia doesn't have her affairs out in the open like a tramp like Claire, Jake.”

“I’m not so sure about that. At least Claire used a shower stall when she let me shop around her goods just this afternoon.”

Huggy burst out laughing. “I'll make a fag out of you yet, Jake,” replied Huggy.

“It didn't feel gay to bang her bottom around the block.”

“Gay, shit, Claire's ass is almost enough to turn me straight, Jake,” assured Huggy, handing the blunt over to Jake. Jake took a hit to clear his head. Jake now had a criminal involved in his case. All he had left to find was a crime to pair up with him. Claire knew both brothers in more ways than one. It was interesting, but it did not tell him where Seymour had gone off to. This alternative world was a new world for Jake. He wasn't sure what all the rules were. All he knew was that today he had played ball on that field for the first time, and he had liked it. Indeed, he had wished a doubleheader had been scheduled.


Chapter 6

A man can learn a lot about another man from the Internet. If you pay money to the right websites, they will spill out your whole police record for the world to enjoy reading. All that cost was the one thing Jake had in short supply. What Jake learned was that Austin Butts changed his name legally to Austin Summers one year ago right after he left prison. Serving one year for each million you stole sounded like the type of punishment you expected in this day and age.

Unfortunately, not everything a man reads on the Internet is true, even if he paid to read it. For instance, Austin's current address wasn't so current. His parole officer would probably want to know about that. No one was paying Jake to tell his parole officer shit, so Austin's little lie was safe. At Austin's address, Jake met a nice Hispanic woman who didn’t know Austin Summers from Adam. Jake had confirmed some of Huggy's information, and that was enough. Did this all add up to anything? Jake didn't know. Certainly, it didn't add up to where Seymour Butts was now.

Where he wasn't was at home. Jake knew that because, currently, Jake was standing on the top of the ravine watching the Butts's house through his binoculars, as he surfed the Internet on his laptop. He had just spent a lot of money on background check websites, and his client had yet to pay him. That was bad business. This whole case was bad business. Yet he was still doing it. He had to face facts, he was a sucker for a pretty face and this case was full of them.

He figured his client would pay eventually. Anastasia paid her gardeners, and the gardeners had done a great job putting in the new roses. Jake was hoping to do as good a job finding her wandering husband as those gardeners did on the roses, but he was going to need a few breaks.

Jake put his binoculars to his face. Mr. Butts's car was in the driveway, but that didn't mean he was at home. The only one he could confirm as home was Anatasia. Mrs. Butts came out of the house dressed in a string bikini. She was worth watching more than a car, so he switched focus quickly. She didn't look too upset that her husband was missing. A woman like that, though, always looked her best, so it didn't mean anything.

She briefly inspected her improved rose garden. Given the strings of her bikini, Jake was nearly able to inspect all of Anastasia's rose garden at the same time. It was hard to believe that under that fabric was a few inches of rock-hard man steel. These days, a man never knows what is lurking underground. Yeah, women, they built them differently these days. Some people hated that idea, but Jake was warming up to the concept. Not that he would likely get a chance at Mrs. Butts's butt like he had Claire. A man like Jake could only get so lucky, right? The platinum blonde Anastasia and the raven-haired Claire were best friends. How that worked, well, men never understood women, trans or cis.

She must have liked the sight of her new flower bed every bit as much as Jake liked the sight of her, because she moved from the roses to the hot tub. She turned it on and slipped inside. Jake thought of Claire. The two women were ten out of ten, so what was Seymour doing fucking around town? Maybe Huggy was right, some men wanted to fuck them all. Even the knotholes in fences weren't safe around those types of men.

Well, it was time to inform his client what he had learned. Jake got out of his car and hiked down the ravine. A detective doesn't get paid if he doesn't speak with his client and wet their whistle from time to time. He had learned plenty today, but not the answer to his client's question. Mrs. Butts was worth talking to if he had the answers or not. He rounded the corner of the house when he caught sight of something he couldn't see from his previous vantage point.

There was a cop car coming down the road. It was decelerating. Then it came to a halt on the side of the road right in front of Butts's house. Jake carefully slipped back to the side of the house before they saw him. He wasn't keen on cops at the moment. He still wasn't sure who had brought them in on this case. He clucked his tongue against the roof of his mouth. He was here to speak with his client, and cops couldn't stop him from doing that.

He went over to the back fence. He grabbed the top rail firmly with both hands. Then he kicked himself up and over. He could have made for an okay burglar if his dear ole mom hadn't drilled a sense of morality in him. Too bad, Austin Butts proved crimes paid better than the detective business.

The Butts's backyard lawn was manicured better than a Brazilian's privates. Not an inch wasn’t shaved to the correct height. Jake hated to walk on it, but he needed to see Anastasia. The cops outside made the matter even more urgent. He walked by the roses. Anastasia had gone with pink and red. Jake, being a man, was partial to a woman's pink rose. He followed the roses to the pool. In the corner of the pool area was the hot tub. Anastasia was inside the hot tub with the bubbles tickling her fancy while she sipped pink champagne.

“Do you have a minute?” Jake asked Anastasia.

She shot upright. She realized the strings in her bikini weren't up to the task that they had been assigned to while wet and grabbed a towel. She placed it over her shoulders. Anastasia was a good view even in cloudy weather, so the towel wasn't that big a deal.

She asked, “How did you get into my backyard?”

“I apologize for popping in unannounced. I was going to ring your front doorbell, but the cops watching your place encouraged me to find an alternative entrance, so I slipped through your fence,” explained Jake.

“Slipped my fence . . . The police are watching my place, but why?” she asked. She looked genuinely confused. Maybe she was even.

“Someone told them about your missing husband is my conclusion,” replied Jake.

“That is silly, an affair of the heart isn't a legal matter. My husband lied to me about ending his affair with Claire and slipped away with her instead. They both lied to me, and that hurts. Claire, I can forgive. Seymour, better mend his ways, but I assume he will realize his mistake soon enough,” she said.

“Then why hire me to find him?”

“Because he deserves the same treatment he gave me, just in case it comes to divorce,” she explained to him.

She knew about Jake following her. That made things awkward, but only a touch. “Maybe you're better off without him.”

“Maybe, but I hired you to find him.”

“You didn't need to bother because the police have more eyes and ears than I and they're looking too. Someone called them in. I wonder why?”

“I wish I knew.”

“Maybe we're better off not knowing,” replied Jake, glancing back at those rose bushes. Suddenly, he had a creep like a choo-choo train running down his spine. Thoughts of what was lurking underground haunted him. Nah, it couldn't be that way, could it?

He continued, “And another thing, I had an exchange with Claire Clinton at the country club, so if you think your husband ran off with her, you would be mistaken. She is clearly banging Austin Butts at the moment.”

“Oh,” she replied, once again appearing confused.

Jake cracked a smile. “Oh, indeed.”

“It doesn't sound likely. Austin was never a ladies' man even before prison, if you catch my drift.”

“Mrs. Butts, let's be perfectly honest. You didn't suspect Claire running off with Seymour for a minute, did you? You think your husband ran off with a third woman the other night. He dumped both of you for her, right?”

“If you know the answers to all your questions, why do you bother to ask them?” Mr. Longfellow.”

“Who is she?” asked Jake. The doorbell on the Butts's house rang. “Come on, tell me. You have minutes before the police storm this place.”

“That's absurd. Why would they storm my place?”

The postman always rings twice. The police, when they want in, don't bother with a second ring. The familiar sound of a battering ram collapsing a mid-century front door was unmistakable.

Jake told her straight. “If I were you, I'd consider slipping into something less comfortable. A string bikini isn't the type of outfit you want to be dressed in while hanging around in a holding cell waiting to be processed.”

“Are you insinuating I'm about to be arrested?”

Jake's two favorite cops strolled out of the house and into the backyard. One of them was carrying a battering ram. Jake didn't wave hello to them. They weren't in charge. Nah, no way two nobodies of the force would be allowed to force their way into a house like this. Jake waited for their master. He didn't have to wait long. There was a plainclothes detective who strolled casually behind them. His name was Police Lieutenant Felix Shatt. Felix had an unfortunate last name that even less unfortunately fit him. His eyes fell first on Mrs. Butts, as any red-blooded male's eyes would, then his eyes shifted over to Jake.

“Beat it, Jake,” scowled Felix.

“She's my client, so I am staying,” Jake explained.

“I heard Seymour Butts was your client,” said Felix.

“I work for the family,” corrected Jake. It was sort of true, and the police never needed to know more than the sort of truth. What wasn't true, they made up anyway, so why bother trying to be accurate when dealing with them?

“In a minute or two, you're going to need a new client,” informed Felix.

“Is that so?” replied Jake.

“When you two men are done flexing your cocks, will one of you tell me what this is all about?” asked Anastasia, as she stepped out of the hot tube. She had the type of body that made a man get right to the point, and she knew it.

“It's about your husband, Mrs. Butts. One of the oldest tricks in the book. Did you really think planting rose bushes would fool us?” asked Felix.

“I don't have the foggiest idea what you mean,” she said.

Felix rolled his eyes as two more guests arrived. They were dressed in white bunny suits and not the kind you found at the Playboy Mansion. They had shovels with them. Felix pointed them over to the roses. They didn’t ask to start digging before their shovels hit the dirt.

“Really, Lieutenant, I just had them planted,” protested Anastasia.

Felix handed her a warrant. She didn’t bother to read it.

“I am going to take her upstairs to change,” said Jake.

“No funny business,” warned Felix.

“No worries, I'm not in a laughing mood,” replied Jake.

Jake grabbed Anastasia by the arm. She pulled away from him. “I am staying.”

“Trust me, no one wants to see a dead man.”

“A dead man,” echoed Anastasia.

Now she relented and went with him. They went into the house. They went upstairs to her room. Once they were alone, Jake said, “Change your clothes and call your lawyer.”

“I don't have one. Seymour handled those types of things,” she said.

“Then I will find you one.”

“What is this all about?”

“Someone killed your husband last night, buried him where your rose bushes were going to be planted, and tipped off the cops about it all this morning,” informed Jake.

“That's insane.”

“Last night your husband disappeared, but what time did you last see your husband alive?”

“That would be around nine or ten.”

“You can't be more specific than that?”

“I didn't realize at the time I would need to be.”

It was a fair answer, so Jake moved on. “When did you arrive at your sister's place?”

“After ten.”

“Can she confirm that?”

“She is in Hawaii.”

“I see . . .”

“It is the truth!”

“I like the truth, let's hear more of it. Whose idea was it to replant the rose bushes?” asked Jake.

“Mine. I have wanted proper roses for years.”

“Then why didn't you plant them years ago?”

“My husband didn't agree to it until last week.”

Having the table setting questions taken care of, Jake asked the million-dollar question. “If not Claire, who did you think your husband ran off with the other night?”

“I don't know. He has always been very loyal to both of us.”

What counted as loyalty for a husband was a little different among the social elite, but Jake let that pass. “But you suspected he was seeing someone else and hired me to find that someone else!”

“Are you working for me or my husband?” she replied.

“You, your husband is dead, and they think you did it. Who else was he seeing?”

“I don't know. He was acting funny for about the last three months. He was no longer the man I married. He had grown cold to me. The Claire affair had been going on for over a year; men are men, Mr. Longfellow, so I took no notice of that affair. But this new thing, whatever it was, felt different. I told him that he had to change his direction or else. He promised that night that he would. He needed to be alone, talk to Claire, and it would all be fine from then on. I trusted him that he would make this right, so I went to my sister's place.”

“Yeah, but it didn't get made right because someone chose the or else option for him,” replied Jake.

“It wasn't me. I didn't do it.”

“Hmm . . . I believe you.”

“Why?” she asked.

“You have an honest face.”

“And the rest of me?”

“I heard the rest of you was two timing your husband with his brother,” replied Jake.

“I deny it!”

“Well, a whore naked Huggy told me differently. If the cops ask him, you might need a better answer because it will sound bad to a jury,” explained Jake.

“And what do you think?”

“I think I like you, head to toe.”

“I wish you'd show it.”

“You're a married woman, Mrs. Butts and according to you, you don't cheat on your husband.”

“You forget, I'm not anymore, if you're correct,” she replied.

Jake raised an eyebrow. He liked a woman when she was right. She moved closer to Jake. He embraced her. She was trembling. She was cool as ice from the outside, but afraid on the inside. Jake knew pretty women were a trap, but real men allowed themselves to fall into that trap time and time again.

He caressed her face. “Look, baby, let's get you changed. Like I said, you don't want to go to jail dressed like that. I have lawyer friends; we will see that you're taken care of.”

“Kiss me,” she begged.

“Better to kiss later, when the cops can't see us together.”

She didn't reply verbally. She just pulled those strings on her bikini and let them fall to the floor. She changed in front of him, and he liked that a lot.


Chapter 7

The little bell on Jake's office door rang. It was too early in the morning for that bell to be singing. Jake hadn't even sipped his morning coffee yet on this brand-new, confusing day, and he already had a visitor. That was interesting because not many people urgently needed to see him at this hour of the day. He urgently needed to learn just who came in to say the least.

Jake called out, “My office assistant is busy, so come on into the main office.”

Felix strolled in all by himself. He was grinning ear to ear. He didn't exchange pleasantries. Indeed, he offered just the opposite. Felix greeted Jake with, “First degree murder, open and shut case. Your client is fucked Jake and judging how she looked at you last night, I'd say she was fucked in more than one way.”

“Not by me,” replied Jake.

“You shitting me?”

“I wish I weren't.”

“Really?”

“She isn't my type,” explained Jake.

“Maybe, she had got a dick, you know?” Felix replied.

Jake replied, “I know, and a little thing like that can't come between a man and true love.”

“I saw the cavity search; it wasn't so little,” replied Felix.

“Well, what I got with the Butts's family is anything but true love,” replied Jake.

“You disgust me, Longfellow, but it my pleasure to say, your case is over, so fuck off!”

“Yeah, you think Mrs. Butts killed Mr. Butts in the garden, but not with her cock.”

“She used a wrench,” finished Felix. “It is a nice big heavy one, perfect for the task. Blam, back of the head. We found it in the tool chest in the back of the pool house. A lot of dried blood was out there, too, if you catch my drift.”

“She isn't much of a homemaker if she can't clean the floor after she blasted a man's head open,” said Jake.

“I saw her last night. She wasn't hired to clean,” said Felix.

She was married to the man, so she wasn't hired at all, but Jake would let the sexism pass. He asked, “And the coroner added what to our sad tale of domestic violence?”

“You know that it takes months to get anything official from those fucking guys,” grunted Felix.

“Unofficially?” asked Jake.

“Unofficially, they gave me enough for the DA to approve of my booking her. She will be lucky if she gets out on bail.”

“Huh, wrench to the back of the skull. Odd way for a woman to kill a man,” said Jake.

“But she ain't a real woman, she's a man in drag, Jake. Fag husband like hers drops dead easy from a wrench to the head, know what I mean.” Felix hadn't appreciated seeing her in her string bikini yesterday. Not only was he a sexist, but a bigot as well. Well, that's to be expected from a policeman. All the facts were for lawyers to prove or disprove, so Jake left it there. Jake sipped his coffee. There was something else left unsaid. Rather than ask for it, he would let Felix do his work. Finally, Felix added, “I want a full statement from you.”

There it was the reason for the visit. Jake had no interest in explaining anything to Felix, mostly because he didn't understand what had happened himself. Felix wasn't interested in the truth because he thought he knew it already. If he didn't understand that Anastasia was as real as any woman, he probably couldn't handle the rest of the truth in this case. Jake could buy Anastasia poisoning someone, but beating them to death . . . Nah, not her style. She was a lady through and through.

“I am always willing to help the local police,” replied Jake.

“Bullshit.”

“Maybe, but try me.”

“What were you working on for the Butts's family?” asked Felix.

“Felix, you know my line of work already,” replied Jake.

“Him or her?” he asked right back.

“He hired me to find out about her, but I only have evidence of him,” replied Jake.

“And the night of the murder?”

“I watched the house until around seven. It was a boring day. After I was satisfied, nothing was going to happen, I left.”

“Satisfied how?” asked Felix.

“Husband came home. People rarely cheat in front of their husbands. Those that do, their husband is the type that likes to watch, so they have no reason to hire me.”

“You have a perverted job, Longfellow,” said Felix.

“Nothing perverted happened that I saw in this case,” replied Jake.

“A tranny and her husband ain't perverts? If you say so. You claim that the husband was murdered after you left, right?” interjected Felix.

“Yup,” replied Jake.

“Looks bad for you,” said Felix.

“What can I say, I'm good at my job.”

“And what were you working on for her if not a wrench job?” Felix asked.

“She came to me because her husband was missing, and she wanted him to be found. You see, the night of the murder, her husband told her he was breaking off the affair. She left him alone to do it, and she thought he ran off instead.  It's bad luck all around that he didn't run off.”

“Sounds perverted to me. Only he didn’t run so good, seeing that he was dead, so maybe you're right,” interjected Felix.

“I agree that being dead slowed him down some.”

“Level with me, how are you at wrench swinging, Jake?” Felix asked.

“Sounds like you're looking for a plumber, not a detective,” Jake replied.

“Maybe so, but don't leave town all the same.”

“Who can afford a vacation at today's prices?” Jake replied.

Felix smirked. Then he turned tail and started to leave. It didn't seem fair that he got to ask what Jake knew without Jake asking for something in return.

“Felix, who tipped you guys off to the murder?” asked Jake.

Felix briefly turned around. He looked annoyed at the question. He answered, though. “Let us say that the man had respect in high places.”

After saying his peace, Felix left. Jake waited for the brass bell to ring before he relaxed. He heard it and sat back down, sipping his coffee. Well, it was an official murder one case. When it's your client on the ropes, then you're supposed to care. Only his client was on both sides of the case. One was the murderer, and one was the victim, so that complicated things. Maybe he should just sit this one out. Maybe. Anastasia wasn't the kind of woman who encouraged you to sit on your hands. Nah. Jake would rather sit on hers.

He downed his cup of Joe and headed for his office door. He reached it in time for his little brass bell to ring again. Two men came into his office. One was as big as a house and dressed in department store sales rack items. The other man was a much more dapper dressed man. He was dressed to the nines. Jake didn't know either man, or did he have a feeling that he wanted to.

“Office hours are over,” announced Jake.

The guy in the designer suit apparently agreed because he took the opportunity to lock Jake's front door. Now, Jake wanted to get to know these men even less. Jake eyed the big fella. He didn't do anything. He just stood there. He needed the organ grinder to grind his organ to act. Jake shifted his focus to the sharp-dressed man, hoping he wouldn't be grinding today.

“Can I help you fellas?” asked Jake.

“I heard you were spying on the Butts's house,” replied the dapper dressed man.

“I might have been, but not anymore.”

“Yeah?”

“He's dead and so I no longer have a paying reason to care,” Jake explained.

“Good.”

“If that is all, I have pressing matters to attend to,” said Jake.

“That's not all,” informed the dapper dressed man. “I don't like coming here and finding you talking with the cops.”

“That's funny, I doubt the cops would like me talking with you,” explained Jake.

That must have been the wrong answer. The dapper dressed man lifted a finger and pointed at Jake. It was the fickle finger of fate, and the ape in the room acted on it. He came at Jake like an obese man went after an all-you-can-eat buffet. He threw fists like they were free. Only Jake was paying the cost of those punches. After a good four or five, Jake went down. Then the ape kicked him in the gut.

“Off him, he has got the picture,” said the dapper dressed man. The ape stopped his beating on Jake. He spat on Jake, though, out of spite.

Jake heard the little brass bell ring on his door, and he knew they were gone. He didn’t know who they were, but he had a feeling they had hard feelings for his client. No way Anastasia brought that out in a man, so the hard feelings were for Seymour. This case just got messier. Only it wasn't really his case at all. He was paid to find either signs of adultery or a husband. No one was paying him to look into a murder. No one. But he was looking, he was looking into it out of spite now.


Chapter 8

Seymour Butts was dead, and Mrs. Butts was in jail for the murder was headline news by now. What the news didn’t say was how happy some people were with this arrangement. Happy enough to beat the crap out of Jake to make sure things stayed that way. Maybe. These fists didn't explain if they were pro or con Seymour being dead, but he took it for granted they didn't like Seymour much. That was a mistake on their part because if that were true, no one needed to lay a finger on Jake. Jake could take a beating, but he could also dish it out. It was better to beat a man at his own game than to beat a man with your fists. All that boiled down to the fact Austin Butts was still alive and there was one person Jake knew that knew how to get in touch with him. Jake had a few facts and a lot of blanks, and he figured Austin could fill in the details. Brother's blood was thick, and a man tells his brother things he would never tell his wife.

Claire left her country club around one. She didn’t appear too upset that the man she loved was dead. Then again, maybe a round of mixed doubles helped a socialite get over her grief. Not being a socialite, Jake was in no position to judge her.  Well, tennis was over, and Claire, at the moment, was on the move. She went to a little strip mall off the highway. She pulled into the parking lot. She exited her car and headed up a flight of stairs.

Jake parked and got out. He headed for the stairs, but didn't go up. He didn't need to. The sight of all the other women going up the stairs told him all he needed to know. They all wore yoga outfits. Nothing reveals more about a woman than her yoga outfit. Yeah, in Jae’s book a yoga outfit was the most clothes a woman could wear and yet still be almost nude. Jake didn't know why women went from the comfortable and baggy look to fashion that dictated workout clothes needed to be glued on them, but he was glad all the modern fashions had moved that way, just the same. These past few years, he had never seen more for free in his life. All that meant was that Claire was working out her grief in a hot yoga class. While Jake had a desperate need to work something else out. The temperature was hot, and the women doing the yoga were even hotter. Lucky Jake, as the man who got to watch.

Jake stopped by the deli on the ground floor underneath the yoga studio. He decided that if he had to cool his heels while Claire did hot yoga, then he might as well do it while working his way through a corn beef sandwich. After all, a man could eat a corn beef sandwich in public as opposed to what Jake really wanted to do at the moment. He ate while watching the girls go up the stairs to class. He could tell when the class was winding down because girls were trickling out one by one. The thing about yoga outfits was that they tended to make men feel glad to be a man, and their enhancement of the backside was their best feature.

Claire came out at last. Her best feature was better than most, so Jake recognized her right away. How she tucked her surprise package in those revealing yoga pants was a secret Jake was willing to find out, but not right this minute. Jake took the last bite of his sandwich and followed her at a discreet distance. Claire, in a yoga outfit, put most women to shame. He felt a little ashamed to be tailing her while drooling over her tail at the same time. It didn't help that he had that tail once already. Her tail was one that a red-blooded man remembered for life. Jake was a touch worried. She was bad to the bone, and he still wanted to bone her bad.

She walked by her car and kept on walking. She headed down the street. This wasn't her neighborhood, that much Jake knew. They weren't in the ghetto by any means, but this middle-class neighborhood was below the standards of a girl like Claire. Still, she seemed to know her way around, and that was enough to keep Jake following her. She stopped in front of a brownstone walk-up. She didn't ring the bell. She pulled a key out from her cleavage. What a lucky key, figured Jake. She unlocked the door and went inside.

Jake walked by the brownstone. It was attached with no street-level windows. It was perfect for the person inside that didn't want any curious onlookers and bad for a Peeping Tom like Jake, so he walked by.

He went down half a block, crossed the street, and stood there watching the joint. It was a boring neighborhood. It was a good place to lay low. That is how he remained until sundown. Claire hadn’t come out. He passed his time seeing what the Internet said about the current address he was watching. All it said was that it was a rental. The last time it was on the market was a little over a year ago. Who rented it was unknown, at least to Jake. It was a good place to lay low, but not this low.

By ten o'clock, his feet were hurting from standing, and she still hadn't come out. Jake frowned. No one in Claire’s class stays in a brownstone walk-up that long. He hit the pavement and walked back to the yoga studio. He arrived at his car to find his windows bashed out.  The basher had been nice enough to tuck a note under the windshield wipers. It read, fuck off. It was signed Claire. Jake scratched his head. The handwriting didn't look like a woman's style. Nah, it looked like a man's handwriting. Did a tranny write like a man or a woman, Jake didn’t know, but he couldn’t imagine Claire writing a note without dotting the I in her name with a heart. Yeah, she was too feminine by half to have written this note. Someone must have made him while he was watching Claire, he figured. Then again, maybe the person she had just visited did this. He strummed his fingers on his hood. Did all this mean that Claire knew something? The answer screamed yes, but what? Maybe he just thought Claire knew something. But she had lost Jake, and someone bashed his car, so he was back to thinking she knew plenty.

He walked over to Claire's car. It was still parked with the engine stone cold to the touch. She was likely long gone by other travel arrangements. There must be another way out of that brownstone. Jake crumbled the note and tossed it to the ground. He had wasted a day while his client was being formally charged with murder. She hadn't hired him to help save her from a murder charge, but a woman like Anastasia, a red-blooded man like Jake, helped them out of instinct. They didn't make many real women in this world, and it seemed a shame to waste one. Maybe he was being too chivalrous, but it didn't feel that way. Besides, after he and his car took a beating today, he had skin in the game, too.

Jake cleaned the glass off his driver's seat and then dialed his lawyer. The phone rang and rang, then went to voicemail. That's what happens when you call off working hours. His lawyer would still bill Jake for that call, so Jake dialed again.

This time, it picked up. “Fuck, Jake, check your watch it's late.”

“Jerry, I know the time. It is time for me to buy a few new windows for my car. Is my client safe in jail?” asked Jake.

“Judge denied bail, but I'm working on it.”

“Good, there are some bad people running around, and Anastasia dying by suicide would tie things up nicely for them, get it?”

“Flight risk then?”

“Yeah, tell the judge whatever you want, but keep her in jail and away from them until I sort this out.”

“How sorted?”

“There's a dapper-dressed man and a monkey bugging me. Does that remind you of someone you know?”

“There are a lot of thugs in this town, so they could work for just about anyone. If they're that type, let me remind you that people are known to die in jail, Jake,” explained Jerry.

“I don't think the cops are in on this one, so she should be okay locked up.”

“Who should she fear?”

“That I don't know yet.”

“You're a shitty detective, Jake.”

“And you're a lousy lawyer.”

The phone went dead after that. Jake rubbed his chin. Where was he in this case? The answer was that he was in need of a visit to the bank, but he would have to wait until that bank opened tomorrow. Until then, he was fucking laying off like the note suggested. He had tailed Claire, and she led him to nowhere. But in doing so, she had told him plenty. There was nothing more he could do tonight. He hoped the same could be said for everyone else in this case. I would rest more soundly if he were certain that was true.


Chapter 9

When your car has window issues as bad as Jake's, it tends to further discredit your financial acumen when visiting financial institutions, so Jake parked his car a few blocks away from the Butts Credit Union. Jake shared a lot in common with this financial institution. After all, everything about finances was good but his credit. Jake got out of his car and hiked over to the bank's front door. Jake was dressed in his Sunday best, which was only good enough for an average man's Thursday mass, but it didn't matter in this case because Jake hadn't seen the inside of a church in years. Banks weren't exactly the same as churches in Jake's book, but they weren't much different either. Maybe religion was a crutch for the weak-minded, but the financial system was a close second in Jake's book. After all, the same man who told you God was imaginary believed deeply in the power of the green inked paper inside his wallet. If the whole financial system wasn't an example of the power of man's belief in the imaginary, nothing was. Lucky, most people believed, so Jake could spend a buck or two to keep eating, if, that is, he kept earning the green stuff.

Jake was relying on the power of people's imaginations today more than usual. Lying and being a private eye went hand in hand at times. Jake snapped his sunglasses on and strolled through the doors of the credit union, acting casually. The credit union was a small bank with a teller behind a few inches of bulletproof glass. For people who hated talking to real people, they also had an ATM. Jake needed a real person today, but Jake didn't go to the teller. He instead looked over at the executive-type people working behind desks. There were three of them in gray suits. Two were twiddling their thumbs, and one was engaged with a client. Jake walked up to the one that was already engaged. He pulled his laminated card and flashed it at the man behind the desk. He only flashed it because he didn't dare give them time to read it. He interrupted the man mid-sentence and said, “Lester Crabtree, Treasury Department, I'm here on official government business.”

“Excuse me, but I am with a client,” said the man behind the desk.

“Bank fraud waits for no man,” informed Jake.

Well, the words bank fraud being mentioned sprang the bank's gray-suited army into action. A man hooked Jake by the arm and led him away from any clients within earshot. The man quickly rambled at Jake. “Mr. Crabtree, you should speak with our manager.”

Jake didn't protest that suggestion one bit. Jake was escorted behind the bulletproof glass and into a small office occupied by a short, balding man wearing a cheaper gray suit. The man escorting Jake said as softly as possible. “Mr. Ferguson, this is Mr. Crabtree from the Treasury Department. He is here about bank fraud.”

Mr. Ferguson wiped sweat from his brow with a dirty rag as he looked Jake over. He waved the other man off at last. “Okay, I will handle this.” With that reassurance, Jake soon found himself exactly where he wanted to be, alone with the manager of the late Seymour Butts's bank.

Mr. Ferguson stood up and extended his hand. Jake looked at it with indifference. Mr. Ferguson soon stored his hand and added, “I'm sorry we are in a bit of a state of disorganization. You see, our founder has just died suddenly and . . .”

“I don't get paid to give a shit about that. I'm here to clear up a legal matter involving fraud and this bank,” interrupted Jake.

“Oh dear . . . I mean, yes, of course! And this matter is about what exactly?” asked the manager.

Jake replied, “A few years ago a man named Austin Butts was convicted for embezzlement, three million dollars’ worth of embezzlement from this here financial institution. But lo and behold, my boss,” Jake paused to spit on the floor at the mention of his boss. He continued, “My boss is hot on my heels over a lot more money missing than what was stated in that legal case. He wants answers, and so I need to get him answers.”

Mr. Ferguson relaxed. He said, “Oh, is that all?”

“Yeah, that's all. We at the Treasury take a few million one way or the other as a big deal.”

“I can explain that. We only charged the man for the bare minimum of the fraud, as the sentence would have been nearly the same. The DA stuck to what was a slam-dunk case. But we filed the losses correctly with the insurance company and the Treasury, I can assure you of that.”

“Assure me more tangibly,” replied Jake.

Mr. Ferguson was a reassuring kind of man. He mopped the sweat on his brow, and then he went over to a filing cabinet. He pulled out a manila folder thick with official government paperwork. That's what Jake loved about the government: the rest of the world was using cloud storage information, and the government still required hard copies.

Mr. Ferguson explained, “You will find everything you need right here; I can assure you.”

Jake sat at the man's desk. He kicked his feet up and leaned back on the chair. Then he shoved his sunglasses up and proceeded to read what was in the folder. He didn't read long before he paused and looked at the bank manager. Jake then pointed to the door. “I have no further use for you, so you may leave.”

Mr. Ferguson did just that. Jake got back to leafing through the folder. All in all, Austin embezzled fifty-four million dollars plus or minus a few hundred thousand. Nearly all of it, but the three million, was taken from one company. The company was called Lancaster Oil Inc. Jake had never heard of it. He figured the Lancasters must not be too happy to have been taken advantage of, even if the insurance settled eventually. Settled, yeah, but it looks like for half. What type of company allows itself to be taken to the cleaners like that? Jake found a sheet of paper with Lancaster's vitals. It was headquartered in the Cayman Islands. After seeing that, he knew the rest didn't matter. He was pretty sure he could dig up a local employee or two of this old company if he needed to, and likely he needed to. They likely didn't sell oil either, but they would be slippery like oil all the same.

Jake shoved the cover letter with the exact sums in his pocket and closed the manila folder. He then left the office.

Mr. Ferguson rushed to him as Jake exited the man's office. “Is there anything else you need?”

Jake looked his cheap suit over. He asked, “What’s the name of your tailor?”

“This,” the man paused, then added, “I got it off the JC Penney’s racks.”

“I didn’t know they still existed,” replied Jake.

“Anything else I can help you with on your fraud investigation?” asked Mr. Ferguson.

Jake replied, “With fashion sense like you have, you've got nothing further to offer me.”


Chapter 10

Jake sat behind his desk inside his office. It was long after closing hours, but he was in no mood to go home. Instead, he was busy working on his next move. His excitement over his day at the bank was wearing thin, and he was having trouble coming up with his next move. When in doubt, he knew that in this business, waiting and letting that next move come to him was often his best move. Only waiting was hard because there was nothing you could do to speed up the process. He had a beautiful woman behind bars, and he knew she was innocent. Granted, he wasn't one hundred percent sure about that, but a man could never be one hundred percent sure about anything female-related. Heck, women even had cock and balls these days, so expecting to be one hundred percent sure about something as intangible innocence was acting for trouble. Her innocence didn't matter at the moment. What mattered was what would come next. Jake just had to wait and see. People worked on their own timelines first, and they often weren't worried about Jake's need for speed related to his timelines. Yeah, they never worked on his timeline. Thus, all he could do was wait.

The little brass bell on his door rang, making him feel like a liar. Well, that didn’t take long. It was better to be lucky than good, he figured. He took his bank information and stored it in his desk.

“It's after hours, thus my office assistant is out of the office. You better come on in here,” said Jake.

It was good to see right away just how lucky he was. She came into his office looking like an angel dressed in black. Claire Clinton, that is, walked into his office in the flesh. He hadn't been expecting her. She had lost him the other day on purpose, and he assumed she’d stay lost. Nah, after his little bank deal today, he expected a visit from the cops maybe, from the thugs almost certainly, but a visit from the beauty, he never figured on that. Yet here she was dressed in a little black dress that hugged her tightly. A man could envy a dress like that.

“I missed you at the yoga studio the other day,” greeted Jake, trying not to show his surprise about her coming to see him.

“Mr. Longfellow . . .”

He interrupted her, “I fucked you in the ass, so you can call me Jake.”

“Are you always so vulgar?”

“Are you always so easy?”

“No . . . Yes . . . Maybe I like you a little.”

“It isn't that little now, is it?”

“You are vulgar.”

“And you're here to tell me some details about Seymour Butts's murder. Not true details but details all the same.”

She made a half turn away from him. “I didn't know what you meant by that statement. I know nothing about the murder,” she said.

“Funny, a man starts thinking you did the way you let me ravage you in that shower the other day just to prevent me from probing you in other ways.”

“The things you accuse me of, it's scandalous,” she said.

Jake ignored her and finished, “Then yesterday you ditched me in front of Austin Butts's place. Why did you do that?”

“For the obvious reason that I needed time to think.”

“But that was Austin's place?”

“Of course not. I have nothing to do with him,” she assured.

“You are a liar,” Jake said.

“I'm trying my best,” she replied.

“I or we?”

“I, as I don't have a mouse in my pocket.”

“You sure do, and it squeaks if you pet it just right. I found that out the right way,” he boasted.

“I won't stand here listening to such vulgarity.”

“You don't have to stand here. Feel free to go back to wherever it is he's hiding.”

“Where who is hiding?” she asked.

Jake smirked. “We don't need to continue to lie to each other, Claire. Now, where did he move to after you made me? I need to talk to him.”

“Him?”

“Austin Summers, who is better called Austin Butts. Don't tell me you don't know the man because you played tennis with him just the other day.”

“You think you understand things, but you don't understand, not half of it,” she replied.

“Then fill me in,” he insisted.

“Can't you see, I can't. They will kill me too.”

“They? Who are they?”

“I mustn't say. I shouldn't have come here.”

Now she was dangerous. She was a loaded weapon that he’d have to disarm. There was only one way for a man to do that. Sure, a woman can use her body to lead a man astray. But she can't hide how much she liked a man's lovemaking, and she had liked it plenty in the shower the other day. He stood up and walked behind her.

He said to her, “You can tell me anything.” Then he unzipped the back of her dress.

“Don’t,” she insisted, trying to step away.

He didn’t let her get off that easily. He grasped her by her bare back and forced her dress open from the back. Then he ran his hands up her sides from behind. He stopped at her bare breasts. They were firm and ripe. He reached around and started to play with her nipples. They were hard and erect. She didn’t protest his manhandling a second time.

“I . . . Have to tell you about them,” she stammered.

“Later,” he insisted, kissing the small of her back.

“Later,” she reluctantly agreed. She now allowed her black dress to fall helplessly to the floor. Jake spun her around and kissed her hard on the lips. He could feel her dull surprise poke him through her black satin panties. It wasn't just her nipples that were erect. He didn’t mind so much. There was something hot about knowing how turned on your girl was. This was a new kind of lovemaking for him, but he was getting used to it. It would just take a little more practice, and he loved practicing on a girl like Claire. He liked it plenty.

His rough hands went under those satin panties, and he pulled her ass cheeks apart. Her kissing went from passionate to desperate. She wanted it and was willing to give her ass up for every inch of it. “Get on my desk,” he suggested.

She leaned over the desk as she let her panties hit the floor. Jake let his trousers snake out for a walk. He played with it between her legs, toying with her. “Please, less playing, more doing,” she begged.

Jake pressed his hands on her rear cheeks. Her ass spread, revealing her endless bottom of delight. Jake was going to plumb the depths of that bottom, endless or not. He put his steel rod of man meat into her. Her bottom gave it up easily.

“You’re no good for me, I don’t know why I want you like I do,” she said, as his cock entered her.

He chuckled. “Maybe I’m the only honest man that ever boned you, baby,” Jake replied.

She didn’t reply because they both knew it was true. Jake didn't like to brag, but he was a natural at drilling her bottom country. The sound of flesh on flesh filled the office. Jake grasped her hips firmly because he wanted to pump her for all her information. Once a man like Jake starts a job, he doesn't stop until he's satisfied, he has done his duty for his client. He was going to leave a little information in DNA form deep inside her.

“Harder,” she begged. When she wanted a pounding, she wasn't kidding. Harder was one thing Jake couldn't do. His cock was as hard as it got and was stretching her out like nobody's business. He focused on being faster. He upped his tempo. She was rocking her hips to aid in the motion. He never felt more like one with his girl than at that moment. Then he popped like a champagne cork on New Year's Eve. He burst deep inside her, filling her with warm, wet love, and she didn't protest being filled one bit.

Jake pulled out of her, wiped the sweat from his brow, and went to sit down. She circled her legs around and sat on his desk facing him. Her little cock was anything but spent. She looked toward him eagerly. He knew she wanted him to finish her off. What type of man leaves his woman hanging unsatisfied? Jake had never satisfied a woman by blowing her horn before. The idea didn't turn him off. A little cock like hers barely counted, he figured. He sucked it down. He didn't need to deep throat it to fit that girl cock inside his warm wet mouth. She sighed in delight as he played with it using his tongue. He sucked a little and then spit it out. He was a man after all and better at jerking a chain than sucking it. He jerked her off. He went at her love stick fast and hard, the way a man liked it. Yeah, his hand job was made for men, but women liked it too. She shot her white-hot love lava all over the front of Jake's shirt. Well, there went his Sunday best clothes. Well, when you make a memory, it's nice that it stains.

Now they were both satisfied. She reclined across his desk, completely nude, basking in love's glow. Jake fished through his desk drawers. He pulled out a pack of cigarettes. He lit one. He wasn't much for smoking, but a shot of nicotine after sex just felt right. He took a few puffs, then he offered it up to Claire. She pulled a long drag and blew smoke through her nose.

Jake leaned back in his chair. The truth was that fucking women like Claire was fun, but truth be told, he had a lot of work piled on his desk that needed urgently to be taken care of. Now that she'd taken to liking his dick, he felt more comfortable focusing on working her in other productive ways.

He asked her, “And now you can tell me who they are?”

“Forget about them. He wanted me to make you think they were involved in Seymour's death. He's told them he suspects you of doing it. He wanted a public scene between the two of you. Then I was to lure you somewhere out of the way. A place where he could kill you to set them up as the murderers,” she explained.

“Ah, so you were the one who smashed my windows after all. You smashed them, and then I blame the mob, because your signature didn’t match.”

“The signature was a nice touch,” she boasted.

“The whole kill him and make it look like the other guy did it is a plan so good that it worked once for the police, so why not twice?” he added.

“Look, I need to tell you. . .” Jake put his finger over her mouth.

He said, “If you tell me more, they could arrest you as an accessory after the fact. Never tell anyone what you know.”

“But . . .”

“No one, anything, ever,” he warned. “I want you to get on the first flight out of the country. Let's say a trip to Paris for two weeks. It will all be over by the time you come back.”

“I never killed anyone. I didn't want . . .”

“And I believe you.”

“Why?” she asked.

Typical of women, huh? The desperate desire he felt to make love to her wasn't enough of a reason. He had it bad for her. Was it love or the stupid things men do for some tail? It was probably the same thing in the end. There was nothing more attractive to a man than a dangerous woman. He replied, “Because you're going to tell me who they are that you were setting up to be my murderers.”

“They are the Geatono brothers,” she replied. She added, “And he is …”

“You don't know, you never knew who he was,” he warned.

She took another long drag on his cigarette. “I don't know anything anymore.”

Good, she wasn't stupid. Looks, brains, and a hint of danger, this babe had it all, including Jake's little buddies swimming around in her crack. He took a long puff of his cigarette as she held it. Then he pulled it from her hand and dropped it to the floor. He stamped it into the floor. Then he stood up. He wasn't ready to let her go, but she was in too much danger to keep around. “Let's get you dressed and off to the airport,” he said.


Chapter 11

Jake sat in his car. He was parked outside in a dirt parking lot of an after-hours bar. It was currently open because it was three am by the time he had gotten Claire on a plane to Paris. Jake was watching the neon sign on the roof of the bar. It read Pussy Cat Club, only the Cat Club part blinked on and off. It was either a clever or a stupid touch. Opinions on that likely varied. Jake knew it often paid to advertise, although not usually if you were an after-hours bar. When you were illegally selling alcohol after hours and advertising the fact, it meant you didn't have a lot to fear. Yeah, Jake was that smart. That lack of fear scared Jake plenty. Not that it was going to stop him from going inside.

He stepped out of his car and headed for the bouncer guarding the front door. The bouncer spotted him miles away but waited until Jake got close to move one of his ample muscles. The bouncer held up one of his hands and said, “Halt, right where you are. It's a cool hundred upfront to get inside.”

Jake raised an eyebrow at the pricing news. He took out his wallet. He opened it up and showed the bouncer its meager contents.

The bouncer didn't have a heart. “Then you don't get inside. Scram.”

“I think I might stay because I got something better than money,” Jake told him.

“You can't.”

“Why don't you let the Geatono brothers decide that?” asked Jake.

“Who?”

“What is inside ain't worth one hundred bucks if you're asking me who they are,” snarked Jake. Jake closed his wallet and shoved it in his pants.

“You think you're clever, but you ain't. Beat it, punk!”

“I didn't say I was clever, I said I got something better than money,” said Jake, as he took the folded sheet of paper that he had taken from the bank out of his pocket.

The bouncer sneered and replied, “Nothing is better than money. Not even pussy.” He reached for a small black button by the door. He pushed it. Then he just stood there.

Jake took the opportunity to enjoy the night air. A couple came out of the bar. They were lit. He must have been fifty, and she wasn't more than twenty. Neither cared about Jake as they nearly walked right into him. Jake stepped to the side, and the couple stumbled into the night. Heading for the parking lot.

“Ah, young love isn't beautiful to see,” said Jake to the bouncer.

“Shut up!” warned the bouncer.

“Funny thing to say to someone you really need a word or two with,” said Jake.

“I don't need nothing.”

“You need money, don't you?”

The bouncer readied his fists. But he didn't strike. He wouldn't dare. He pushed that little button for a reason. The reason was that no one paid him to think. He could only slug whom he was told to slug. The man's brain finally arrived. The dapper dressed man who didn't like Jake walked out of the bar. He didn't seem pleased to see Jake.

“The man has something to say,” explained the bouncer.

“Does he?” asked the dapper dressed man.

Jake handed over his sheet of paper. The dapper dressed man read it over by the light of the neon sign. It wasn't a long read. When he was done, he asked Jake, “So?”

“It's the Geatono brothers' money that went missing, wasn’t it?”

“Ancient history,” explained the dapper dressed man.

“According to the paleontologist we were all once pond scum back then in ancient history. Only the Geatonos were pond scum with fifty some odd million bucks that went poof overnight,” explained Jake.

The dapper dressed man didn't reply. Instead, he balled up Jake's sheet of paper.  He didn't hand it back to Jake, though. Instead, he walked into the bar. Jake took a chance and followed him. The bouncer let him by. And just like that, Jake knew who owned the shell company called Lancaster Oil.

The bar lights were so dim that even the prostitutes over fifty inside looked good by it. A white jazz rock fusion band stood on stage butchering entire genres of music like only a white jazz fusion band could. The bar itself was half full. How many were paying guests and how many were guests hoping to get paid was anyone's guess. Jake wasn't in a guessing mood, so he just followed the dapper dressed man. He went to a steel door elevator in the back of the building. The elevator doors opened for him. He held the door open until Jake stepped inside. The steel elevator doors closed, and Jake went up.

The doors opened. The dapper dressed man handed Jake the balled up sheet of paper back, then he explained, “Johnny Geatono will see you now, but I can't guarantee that after you see him that you will ever see another thing after that. Get it?”

“Yeah, keep the lion happy, I got it,” replied Jake

The dapper dressed man smirked like what Jake said was clever. It didn’t feel clever to Jake. The lions’ den, the worst place for the antelope to roam, but the grass was high there and Jake needed feeding, so in he went, or some bullshit like that. He was tired, and he just wanted to get this over with.

Jake stepped out of the elevator and onto the second floor. The sound of the jazz band was muffled, but unfortunately not enough. The main theme of the room Jake found himself in was blue velvet. Not the same color blue, but different tints and shades. It covered the furniture, the walls, the floor, and the scantily clad ladies of the night who were in large numbers. As Jake walked in, the ladies all suddenly had to powder their noses. Seated on a blue chair at a blue table in the middle of the room was Johnny Geatono. He was alone with his thoughts. Johnny was dressed in a pink suit that didn't flatter him, not that any man dared to mention that fact to him. Jake vaguely remembered now that Johnny's brother Antonio, was serving five years for racketeering. Why Johnny wasn't found guilty, too, was anyone's guess. That just meant Johnny was the smarter of the two, but not necessarily the nicer.

Jake made his way over to Johnny's table. He asked Johnny, “Do you mind if I sit down?”

Johnny shrugged. He added, “Go ahead, it's your funeral.”

Jake pulled out a chair and took a seat opposite Johnny. Then Jake straightened out the sheet of paper and placed it in front of Johnny. Johnny didn't look at it. “I think you were told to walk away from this business, not dig up more of it.”

“My client is paying me to not walk away, and you weren't paying me a thing to walk away, indeed, you smashed my windows on my car. A thing like that takes money to repair, so you can understand how my hands were tied,” explained Jake.

“My offer was your life in exchange for walking away. You don't value your life, do you?” asked Johnny.

“I’m like you, I don't get paid to value my life. However, I figured, if you wanted to take something so valueless away like my life, it would have been gone already. Besides, we both value money more than lives,” said Jake, slapping the sheet of paper.

“I know about those accounts, but what do you know about them?” asked Johnny.

Jake took a deep breath. Then he explained, “Your family makes good money on human trafficking, drugs, and racketeering. A family with those types of income sources needs an honest banker. You found one in Seymour Butts. He laundered your money, and you paid him to do it.”

Johnny took out a lighter. He set the sheet of paper on fire. He held it and watched it burn. He replied, “Seymour's brother wasn't as honest.”

“Then why didn't you kill him instead of Seymour?” asked Jake.

Johnny slammed his fist on the table. “I want my money back, so I didn't kill anybody, particularly the only man that could have convinced Austin Butts to tell me where he stashed it!”

“Austin's been out of the pen for over a year, so why didn't you ask him for it?”

“Don't you think I tried?”

“He seems to be all over town, but you still couldn't find him, could you?”

“His brother was helping me locate him, after all, we both got screwed. It isn’t good for a bank’s reputation to embezzle money. But that man, Austin, he is a slippery type, almost like a politician.”

“Looking for him for nearly a year? Come on, this town ain't that big.”

“What are you implying?” asked Johnny.

“Seymour Butts stole your money and had his brother take the fall for it for the promise of riches after he left jail. Only his brother didn't get the riches. Seymour stalled both you and his brother for over a year, and when the heat started to finally get too hot, he killed his brother to fake his own death.”

Johnny stood up. He flipped the table in anger. “You mean he's not dead!”

“Alive and planning to live high off the hog on your dollars.”

“That bastard lied to me again!”

“And now you want him dead.”

Johnny kicked the nearest chair. “No, I want my money first. Then I will rip his heart out!” He straightened his suit. Then he moved over to another table and sat down. “I tell you what, cheapie, if you find Seymour and tell me about it, I will make it worth your while. A man who kills his own brother ain't worth the spit in his mouth.”

“You already have paid me enough just by having this conversation. Stick close, and who knows what I dig up,” replied Jake. He got up from his chair. He added, “I take it that I am free to leave.”

“Consider it an early present for you, getting me what I want.”

“I always liked early Christmas presents.”

“Like Anastasia Butts?”

“Maybe,” confessed Jake.

“I didn’t know you swung that way, but I suppose a lady like Anastasia swings a man. Johnny here always likes his pussy wet and on demand, but it’s your funeral if you want to try walking on the other side, cheapie.”

Jake headed for the elevator. Johnny’s approval of his sex life didn’t motivate him one way or the other. The idea of things to come with Anastasia, well, that would motivate any man. Even a playboy like Johnny knew that, and that fact was a comfort for Jake, a real comfort at that.


Chapter 12

The next morning’s sun was up and saying hello. Now Johnny wanted his help too. Another non-paying client was one thing that Jake didn’t need on this bright new day. That was just like life, when it rained, it poured. The dapper dressed man and his sidekick goon had followed Jake around town all morning. Jake didn't mind the fact that they had followed him straight to the police station. What they thought about that, Jake didn't exactly care. Their feelings weren't high on Jake's list. Still, Johnny Geatono had confirmed everything Jake was thinking, so now it was time to open up other people's eyes to the truth, or at least, one version of it.

He strolled into the police station like he belonged there. Police stations were like banks, their assets were well guarded. However, their assets weren't worth nearly as much as the bank’s. Jake went up to the bulletproof glass. He told the dispatcher seated behind the glass, “I need to speak with Detective Shatt.” He then tossed his laminated card through the little hole in the bulletproof glass. The dispatcher gave his card a thorough reading to see if it was going to be on the test. Then she headed off to the police station.

Jake took a seat on the wooden bench. He didn't have to wait long for Felix to appear. Felix looked about as happy to see him as your girlfriend's cat was to see you. Felix tossed Jake's laminated card back at him.

“Make it quick,” warned Felix. Jake figured Felix's wife used that line a lot, too. Yeah, a line like that ran in the Shatt family tree.

“I want to see my client,” said Jake.

“You ain't family or a lawyer, so your shit out of luck, Jake,” replied Felix.

“And you don't have Seymour Butts lying dead on a slab in your coroner's morgue.”

“He sure looked dead to me,” said Felix.

“You got the body of Austin Summers, not Seymour Butts,” explained Jake.

“Who the fuck is Austin Summers?”

“Seymour's twin brother.”

“Jesus Christ, Jake, you expected me to buy that bullshit?”

Jake explained, “Austin was a felon. Spent three years in our great state's prison system. Because of that fact, you've got medical and dental records up the ass on him. It won't take the coroner long to ID our body as Austin instead of Seymour. Now that you know the identification is in question, you'll sort it out and let me see Anastasia Butts.”

Felix gave him the “I’m not buying this bullshit for a minute” look. The idea of the state records was working in his mind, though. Beautiful socialites whose husbands were once on the city council make for bad enemies. Yeah, Felix was starting to make a career decision, and Jake would help him make the correct one.

“What really gives, Jake?” asked Felix.

“You give, as in some time with my client alone,” explained Jake.

“Twin fucking brother, that shit hits hard, like Taco Bell at three in the morning hard,” scoffed Felix. He waved Jake inside the police station, all the same. He led Jake to a little mirrored interrogation room. There was one chair inside, and that was it. “You wait here,” said Felix.

Jake sat down on the chair. He wasn't expecting the third degree, but one never knew for sure from the police. They could be watching him right now through those mirrors. Jake took out his cell phone. He had no messages. He called Seymour Butts anyway. The phone rang and rang before finally going to voicemail. Seymour had to be worried by now. Claire was the only one in the world that he could trust, and she was gone without a trace. Yeah, he had to be worried plenty about what was going on wherever he was.

Felix showed up. He didn't get further than the doorway. “What a sonofabitch pain in my ass that twin brother is!” Then Felix was gone. Jake smirked. It's funny what the police can overlook. Jake had half a mind to explain to Felix it was Seymour himself who called in a political favor to look into his own murder after he committed it. Jake wondered how much money it would take to get the average man to kill a family member. Even Johnny, with his brother in jail, wasn’t as cold-hearted as Seymour. If family was stronger than all the power and money of the Geatono’s, then Seymour had to be world class dogshit. Jake had no family, so he didn't worry too much about what his price was.

“This way, Mrs. Butts,” said Felix. Then he delivered her to the room. He said to Jake, “You've got as long as it takes.”

The door closed. Felix was feeling generous. That must mean he understood how badly he'd whiffed on this case. Anastasia didn't know. She stood there in her orange prison uniform, looking beaten down. The loneliness of a prison cell will do that to the best of people.

Jake got out of the chair and offered it to her. “Please, sit down.”

“No, prefer to stand,” she insisted.

“Your husband killed his brother and pinned it on you,” said Jake. She didn't react. She was still cold as ice. Jake added, “I said, your husband is still alive and well. He . . .”

“I heard you,” she said, having thawed just a touch.

“You don't seem too surprised.”

She arched her eyebrows and gave him a long, hard stare. “Maybe I've lost the ability to be shocked after the past few days,” she replied.

“Where is your husband?” asked Jake.

“Up until a minute ago, I thought he was dead, remember,” she replied.

“It would have to be somewhere safe. Somewhere he could stash Austin for a year, pretending to protect him from the mob while really he spent the time formulating his death.”

“Why do you care so much?” she asked.

“You paid me to find him, and I, that's just what I still intend to do,” Jake explained.

“I never paid you,” she replied.

“I don't feel shortchanged if that is what you're wondering.”

“I wasn't wondering that at all. Instead, I was wondering why you haven't kissed me yet.”

Jake hated leaving her wondering. With all these mirrors around, it would be awkward to kiss a married woman. If Seymour were dead, then kissing her would be okay. Since he was alive and kicking, there was a bit of awkward morality at play. It felt like a shame. After all, widows deserved a kiss more than most women, particularly the pretty ones.

Jake asked, “Were you and Austin a thing?”

“You never found the answer to that, did you?” she replied, looking proud to have shafted him on that point.

“I slept with Claire Clinton the other night,” he confessed, hoping to shaft her right back.

Suddenly, she pulled him toward her with both arms. She kissed him long and hard. That wasn’t the response he expected. Not that he was complaining one bit. He also had something long and hard, and it wanted some kissing as well. After the kiss, she said, “Claire and I always had the same taste in men. You understand, I had no problem sharing Seymour. If he had loved me, that is. But he didn't. Maybe I tried a round with his brother looking for love, maybe I didn’t. Does it matter? I see it all clearly now. Seymour is a loveless toad of a man. All he ever loved was money. Jake, money is something you can love, but it is a lifeless creature that can never love you back.”

“Being a pauper myself, I'll have to take your word for it.”

“Jake, when this is over you can take anything from me you want.”

It felt like a fair trade. She was a generous gal, and he wouldn’t disappoint her. He would take her up on the offer and then some. But first things first. “Where is he?”

“I wish I knew. Ask Claire, she knows.”

“I can't.”

“Why?”

“It's complicated.”

“It always is with Claire.”

“And you?”

“Me, I'm easy.”

“Funny, it seems like it is the other way around.”

“Try me some time.” She leaned in again and kissed him. Jake knew he would, without a doubt, have to take her up on that offer later. A man couldn't resist a woman like Anastasia just because they were banging her friend Claire, too. Men, they were only born with so much will power. It was just a shame that he couldn't fuck a woman inside a room full of mirrors with the cops watching him no matter how badly she deserved to be fucked.

Jake kissed her on the forehead. “Sit tight, baby, the cops will clear you soon enough. With him on the lam, you’ll be safe now. Meanwhile, I'll figure out how to dig up the location of his safe house.”

“Do you plan to kill him?” she said.

“Easy, baby, I don’t get paid to kill people.”

“But you want him dead, don’t you?” she asked.

“Not me, baby, but his friends don't like him that much. Does that worry you?” asked Jake.

She shrugged. She replied, “It is what it is, after all, he is dead to me already.”

Yeah, Anastasia was cold and hot at the same time, and Jake liked her that way. This case just picked it up a notch, and Jake hoped he got to see every inch of her notch soon enough. But first, he needed a plan to push Seymour out in the open. He was a clever boy, so he felt confident he’d think up that plan. He just needed inspiration, and he thought he knew where to find it.


Chapter 13

Jake pulled the yellow police tape down from the Butts's front door. The police tape warned Jake not to trespass, but it didn't put up a lot of resistance to prevent it. Jake jammed his credit card between the door jam and the front door. Then he slid his card down until he heard the door's lock pop. He tried the handle. The door opened effortlessly. Who said Jake had bad credit? Well, his credit card company, but they didn't appreciate all their card's uses.

Jake entered the Butts's residence. He looked around for signs. He wasn’t looking for signs of Seymour being here recently. Seymour would be a fool if he ever went back here, and nothing about Seymour screamed he was a fool. Jake was searching for clues to where the man had run off to. Judging by the decor, these clues wouldn't likely be found on the ground floor. The downstairs of this place was filled with furniture that an interior designer bought for you. Likely a gay interior designer based on Mr. and Mrs. Butts, but Jake was over any worries about that. It did mean Jake wouldn't find clues to where Seymour Butts was down here.

He went upstairs to the bedroom. Seymour and Anastasia had his and hers master bedrooms. Jake went through hers first. There hadn't been any change since Jake took Anatasia up here to get changed. The string bikini was still lying on the floor. The problem with the modern world is that everyone keeps their photographs on their phones and social media sites. No one had proper photos on their wall. That left the rooms in their houses lacking a certain personal touch. All that added up to the fact that Anastasia's room could have been the room of any rich housewife these days. 

He left her room. He hadn't expected much from her room. He pinned more hope on getting more information from his room. Unfortunately, opposites don't really attract. If anything, his bedroom was even more sterile than hers had been.

“Come on, buddy, leave me a hint as to where you are.”

Jake exited his bedroom. The Butts lived large, so there were plenty of more rooms to search through. Dining room, living rooms, a smoking room, a laundry room, a kitchen . . . There was a whole lot of nothing to see. Jake was getting worried.

He was starting to be spoiled for choices when Jake went into the garage. The Butts were like most people in this town. They had too much stuff and no basement to hide the stuff they wanted least. Thus, their garage was practically a who's who of unloved objects. Jake was feeling a touch curious. If a clue was going to be somewhere, it was going to be here.

Jake found a bowling ball. Not many many people went bowling these days, that appeared to include Seymour Butts given the dust all over the ball. The tennis rackets were in a similar state. Seymour must have borrowed one of the country club’s rackets when he went there pretending to be his brother. The Butts family liked activewear, but weren't very active about using it at home. It was hardly a case-breaking discovery.

Jake moved over to a line of broken vacuum cleaners. They were likely bought for the maid to use, or more to the point, the working one was bought for the maid to use. These broken ones were for no one. Why people kept broken objects was a mystery Jake didn’t get paid to solve. He just knew the Butts were like most people. Most people had a closet full of broken electronics they stored on the notion that maybe one day they’d be needed again.

On the other side of the vacuum cleaners, there were suitcases. Now there was something useful. Jake opened them up one by one, but didn't find anything in any of them. Jake shoved the empty luggage out of his way and discovered some fishing gear behind them. There were two fly fishing rods and reels. They were top-of-the-line stuff.  Unlike most of the stuff in this garage, the fishing gear was dust-free. At last, Jake had something. He took it for granted Anastasia wasn’t dressing in hip waders and playing with her rod. Fly fishing sounded like the type of thing a banker does. It was a small clue, but there had to be a million places a man could fish in this country.

But where did Seymour Butts go when he went fishing? Jake opened up the tackle box. There were handmade lures, but Seymour didn't make his own flies. He bought them. Jake picked up an unused lure. It had a little card attached. It read Robert Reid's Flies and Bugs. Now there was a clue that was possibly as loud as thunder. Jake put the lure in his pocket.

“You got something, cheapie?” Jake looked over at the garage entrance. The dapper dressed man was standing there grinning. “Boss says we're to keep an eye on you. He is expecting to hear good news from you,” the man explained.

“Since we are going to be such pals, do you have a name?” asked Jake.

“Nope.”

If he wasn't offering a name, then Jake wouldn't bother learning and forgetting it. He tossed the fishing lure over to the man. The man caught it. He looked at it with all the interest a man takes in a WNBA game.

“It is a woolly bugger,” explained Jake.

“You don't say.” Jake's cell phone went off in his pocket. Jake watched the dapper dressed man. The man asked, “Are you going to answer your phone, or should I?”

“I'd rather put my own hands down my pants, thank you very much,” replied Jake. Then Jake pulled his phone out. He answered, “Hello.”

“It was his fucking twin brother dead in the ground,” greeted Felix.

“Can I pick up my client?” Jake asked.

“That is why I called you. The DA is not pressing charges at this time, so she is free as a bird.”

“I will be there to take her off your hands then,” said Jake. The phone went dead.

Jake walked over to the dapper dressed man. He relieved him of his woolly bugger. “The house is all yours. Don't forget to lock up.”

“Where are you going?”

“Back downtown to the police station, my client just got a reprieve.”

“Lucky her,” said the man.

“Maybe, maybe not,” replied Jake.


Chapter 14

Jake read the sign on the roof of the wooden shack that Google Maps had led him to. It read Reids Master Bait and Tackle Shop. That checked out. Master Bait, huh, the fishing business was a lonely one, figured Jake. The shack was located up the highway. Up being the key word here as they were up about eight thousand feet into the mountains. It was on the edge of a little village. There couldn’t be more than a thousand people living in the surrounding area. Everyone would know everyone in a place like this.

“Pretty part of the state,” said Jake.

“Funny, I never thought about Seymour's fishing trips. I always assumed the only fish involved in them was his dick that Claire was fishing out of his pants. Seymour never took me here once, and it's so peaceful here,” added Anastasia.

“Peaceful for now,” added Jake.

Jake got out of the car. It was her car. For some reason, Jake assumed his car wasn't quite up for a mountain trip at the moment. Besides, a lovely Bentley was fun to drive. Jake headed inside the bait and tackle shop. It was everything he could imagine it being and more. They even sold cheap beer to be consumed while fishing. It sold it warm in aluminum cans. No doubt because the mountain streams were natural refrigerators.

Jake spied an old man sitting behind one of those cash registers that mechanically popped up numbers in a display window as the cashier typed on the keyboard. Jake figured he was exactly the man Jake needed to speak with.

Jake headed to the counter. He said to the old man, “I'm looking for Robert Reid.”

“Man has been dead for twenty years,” replied the old man.

Jake tossed the woolly bugger on the counter. He asked, “Did you make this?”

The man didn't need to examine it. He replied, “Yup.”

“I'm looking for someone who bought that from you.”

“I don't have the bait to catch people, you'll have to go somewhere else,” replied the old man. With a response like that, Jake liked the old man instantly.

“I want you to look out your window at what's in the front seat of the Bentley parked at your shop,” explained Jake.

The old man dropped from his stool. He spat on the grime covering his windows. Then he took a rag and wiped the window clean. Clean was a relative word here. The old man gazed out the window. He whistled. “Nice piece of ass in the front seat.” He turned to Jake. He said, “If you got a piece of ass like that in your car, why look for anyone else, son.”

“That's good advice. Unfortunately, I can't take it just yet. The man I'm looking for is her husband.” Jake took out his laminated card. He placed it on the counter. The old man glanced at it briefly. Jake explained, “I just get paid by women like that to locate their no-good husbands, I don't get to try them out myself.”

“If I were you, I'd find time for both,” said the old man, climbing back on his stool.

“Maybe I plan on that, but it stands to reason that a man can't bang a wife without knowing about the husband, now doesn't it?”

“I suppose.”

“Well, suppose for me a little more. I think you will find that I’m all ears,” said Jake.

“In my experience, some husbands are the shooting kind and others are doormats,” the old man said, picking up the woolly bugger. He played with it for a while. “Top of the line, never been used, though. Shame,” he said at long last.

“Remind you of someone?” asked Jake.

“There was a man who bought a cabin by the lake three years ago or so. A city fella, didn't belong up here. Ethel at the diner told me he was a fag. How does she know a thing like that? I don't know. But Ethel knows things. He never came into my shop, though. But his brother did, once or twice, when he visited. Didn’t look like a fag to me. Bought himself more than one of these beauties. My best product,” explained the old man.

“That sounds like my man. Where's this lake?”

“In the valley. Popular spot, cooler by the lake, don’t you know.”

“I suppose that it is,” replied Jake.

“Mister, I got one question for you,” said the old man.

“Seems only fair that I try to answer it after all the help you’ve given me,” replied Jake.

“Why does a fag marry a woman like?” asked the old man.

“You wouldn't believe me if I told you,” replied Jake.

“You're probably right about that,” agreed the old man.

“Where is he now?” asked Jake.

“Like I said, inside a cabin by the lake. Keeps to himself mostly, don’t know why,” said the old man.

“Thanks,” said Jake. He turned to leave, but the old man wouldn't let him get away.

“Don't forget your woolly bugger. A man ain't a man without one tucked in his pants. Tell me, do the ladies still like the woolly buggers as much now as they did in my prime,” said the old man.

“They do.”

“Good luck, son,” said the old man.

Jake turned back around and snatched up the lure. “Thanks again.”

He left the shop. Anastasia was eyeing him all the way to the car. Once he climbed inside, she asked, “Was the owner any help?”

“He saw your husband or his brother, maybe both. They were both up here at one time or the other because he called Seymour a fag. I don't think he'd call Seymour a straight up fag, but his brother was a known flamer,” explained Jake.

“Do you always talk like that?” she asked.

“Well . . . I am working on appreciating the other side of things.”

Jake started up the Bentley. They pulled from the curb and headed onto the local roads.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

“Seymour owns a cabin by the lake,” he replied.

“There are probably countless cabins near the lake.”

“Yeah, but one of them will have Seymour inside it. We will hike around until we spot the correct one.”

Jake looked into his rearview mirror. The Toyota pickup was behind him again. It was a bland white color with no thrills. It had followed them out of town and all the way up here. Now it was heading for the lake. Jake didn’t like the idea of helping murder a man. Still, there was little he could do to shake the goons. Johnny had said that he wouldn’t kill him until he talked, but sometimes men like Johnny took all they could take and then cashed out.

“Baby, do me a favor and open up my bag,” said Jake.

Anastasia reached around to the backseat and grabbed Jake's little black working bag. She unzipped it. She asked, “What am I looking for inside?”

“My gun. Be careful handling it. It's loaded,” he explained.

“Don't worry, I've handled a few loaded guns in my time,” she replied.

“I forget sometimes that you come fully loaded yourself.”

She zipped up the bag. “I don't believe in violence, Jake.”

“I'm not sure your husband agrees with your beliefs, so I will take a gun,” replied Jake.

“Suit yourself. Either way, we locate him and then confront him. Later, we call the cops on him, right?” she asked.

That was an idea. It wasn't a likely effective idea. Jake watched his rearview mirror. The dapper dressed man behind them wasn't the taking Seymour alive type of man. He was the tortured Seymour until he told them where the money was, and then kill Seymour type of man. If Seymour died before he talked, oh well, shit happened. Yeah, Johnny Geatono was tired of waiting.

“We will see how things shake out,” explained Jake.

“Pull over,” she ordered. She had an authoritative manner in her voice. Jake felt compelled to comply. He pulled off the road and behind a clump of trees. The white Toyota had no choice but to drive on by them. It wouldn't be that easy to lose them, Jake figured. However, losing them wasn't on Anastasia's mind anyway.

She undid her seat belt and climbed into the backseat. She explained, “The only gun of yours I'm interested in is in your pants.” She then proceeded to take her shirt off. She wasn't wearing a bra. She had the kind of perky breasts that didn't exactly need more support to stay firm. Her nipples just popped up and said hello. They made Jake proud to be a man.

“I'm not sure this is the time or place for this,” said Jake.

“Mr. Longfellow, my husband has been cheating on me the whole marriage, while I remained faithful.”

“So, you never really touched Austin.”

“A twin doesn't count, does it?”

Jake didn't know the answer. He never went downtown with a set of twins. Now, a set of trans-twins meant you could be pumping for buried treasure while being pumped at the same time. Jake wasn't sure he was into that. But in life, sometimes the most fun was in finding out. If she wanted her back country plowed, then Jake was the willing plow horse to see that the job was done well.

“I can see how that might not count,” replied Jake.

“If I wait to fuck your brains out until after he is dead, I will never have the satisfaction of him knowing I cheated on him with the guy he hired to find out about my affairs.”

The logic there felt downright cruel. He liked it. Jake cut the engine. Her logic felt impeccable. Who was he to deny a lady satisfaction? He climbed into the backseat. She was already pulling her black leggings off. Unlike Claire, Anastasia was hung better than most men. It was a touch more intimidating when your lady sported that much wood. Jake was never a man to let intimidation slow him down. “Go ahead, touch it, stroke it, play with it,” she toyed.

“I don't mind if I do. I don't like to brag, but years of masturbation have made me a world-leading expert in touching, stroking, and toying with it,” explained Jake.

“Prove it, you dirty bastard.”

There was something about a perfect lady talking dirty to him that turned Jake on. He pressed his rough hands onto her silky-smooth panties. Her mound of delight grew in excitement under his touch. He liked a lady who showed her appreciation for her man's touch in feet instead of inches. Her poor panties couldn't contain the monster she was hiding. Not many men packed that much heat, and even fewer ladies, but Jake could handle the heat just fine. Indeed, it was easy to get a firm handle on it.

“Are you just as good inside a lady's backdoor as you are on the reach around?” she asked him.

“Better,” he insisted.

She pointed her round mound of delights toward him, as she planted her face into the backseat. There was something about a woman going ass up that was hard to resist. That thirsty ass was dry as a bone, but it wasn't a task Jake couldn't rectify. She had a wide peach bottom, and Jake was in the mood for a fruit salad. Jake lubricated her rear with her tongue. Her ass grew moist. As he watered her down, that girl meat slapped him in the chin. It was almost like it was saying hello there, don't forget me. Jake stroked her girlhood between her legs as he made sure her runway was ready for a smooth landing.

Satisfied she was slippery when wet, he undid his pants. His friendly fellow popped out to say hello. She was bigger than he, but his soldier didn't act all envious. After all, it had a mission to do. He slapped her bare bottom a few times with his soldier's helmet, and then slid his happy stick inside her gaped rear.

“You've done this before,” she said, knowing that she knew he'd done her good friend Claire. Maybe this was a little revenge on Claire for her two-timing Anastasia's husband. Then again, maybe both girls got off on fucking the same man. Right now, Jake couldn't care one way or the other. All he knew was he had the happiest balls this side of the Mississippi, and in a few minutes, those balls of his would show Anastasia just how happy they were.

He reached around and grabbed her firm girl rod. He hadn't forgotten her challenge that started this all off. He could give a girl a reach around. The fact that he had to hug a body like Anastasia's made the reach around all the more fun.

The shocks on the Bentley were rocking. The squeal of those shocks echoed in the forest. Every animal in that forest was getting quite a show. Those fucking animals probably didn't appreciate it. They were too busy gathering nuts to enjoy it. That just left Jake's nuts to enjoy it.

Well, Jake was wrong about his nuts being the only nuts in the car having the time of their life. “Oh, I'm going to climax, daddy,” sighed Anastasia. Then came the familiar sound of cum splattering on the Bentley's backseat. That was going to be one hell of a mark for the detailer to get out the next time she took the Bentley into the car wash.

When Jake gave a reach around, happiness soon followed. He let go of her cock as it grew flaccid. Now he worked on detailing her backside with his white gold. He pulled out of her ass and dropped his hot load down her back side alley. He gave her three nice shots, each one bigger than the next. His task now done, he took her panties and wiped her bottom side. After all, a real man can't leave a lady like Anastasia dirty, no matter how nasty she just got.

She turned around and sat on the wet spot. She was glowing. Jake stored his friend and sat down next to her.

“Well, baby, how does it feel to have cheated on your husband?” Jake asked.

“Not nearly as good as it is going to feel when I tell him face to face,” replied Anastasia, taking the panties from Jake's hand. She balled them up and placed them in her mouth. Well, Seymour Butts had hired Jake to find who was planting his wife and now Jake knew every intimate detail in regards to that story. When it came to getting his clients what they wanted, no one could say Jake didn’t deliver the goods.


Chapter 15

The sound of the loons echoed from the reeds at the edge of the lake. The lake's surface was smooth as glass. It reminded Jake of Claire’s ass, it was that smooth. There was a lone rowboat drifting aimlessly it about three hundred feet out. Inside the boat there was a man that looked a lot like Seymour Butts. He was just sitting there holding his rod and reel. Jake didn't like to disturb a man when he was playing with his rod and reel. At a time like that, a man deserved his privacy. To sum up, the lake seemed like a nice place to get away from it all, particularly when it all included your brother's murder that you committed and fifty-some odd million dollars that you stole.

“What do you think, Jake?” asked Anastasia.

“The old man in the bait shop was right, it is cooler here by the lake,” replied Jake.

“Is that my no-good husband inside that boat or not?” asked Anastasia, getting right to the point.

Jake put his binoculars down. He replied, “It's him.” He looked into her eyes. She had a fire in her that he wasn't used to seeing for an ice queen like her. He added, “Look, baby, the smart move is to call the cops and let them handle your husband. We got all the facts, he is going down for a long time.”

“Do we have all the facts?” she asked.

“Yup.”

“Then the smart move for me would have been to never marry the devil. It is too late now, I have too much sunk cost in him,” she replied.

“Then you insist on confronting him?” asked Jake.

“I owe him that,” she replied.

What she owed him; Jake wasn't sure. To a woman like Anastasia, they could take the cheating and the lies, so long as the dirty dog loved them. What she couldn't take was him using her. She was going to bust the bastard's balls before sending him to the gallows. Normally, on a divorce job, when Jake reached this point in his investigation, he walked away. What the couple did after confirmation of the obvious wasn't his business. This wasn't his normal case by a long shot. The right things to do, it wasn't always the smartest thing to do. Yeah, if Jake were smart, he'd have stayed in college and become an accountant like his mom wanted.

“If you speak to him and then call the cops, you are giving him a hell of a head start. In a sense, all this would have been for nothing,” explained Jake.

“Law and order is not my job, nor is it the one that I paid you to do,” she said.

“You haven't paid me a cent yet,” reminded Jake.

“Haven't I?” she replied, as her eyes flared. Jake looked her up and down. She had paid him plenty, and he had liked it. Claire and Anastasia were both dangerous women and Jake was now ass deep into both of them. She was right, she had paid and paid him plenty for his services. Maybe that made Jake a whore, but he was a willing one, so there was no shame attached. She wanted the satisfaction of him knowing she fucked up her husband's game. It was her right. It wasn't the best move. It wasn't the best move by a long shot. Not a word could Jake say to stop it, and that worried him. It worried him plenty. Well, if that was the way it was, Jake couldn't stop it. The train had started rolling down this track long before Jake got involved.

Jake said, “We can wait for him at the cabin then.”

“Fine.”

They walked back to a log cabin about one hundred feet from the water's edge. It was shaded by pine trees and still smelled of the campfire that must have burned last night. The front door was unlocked, because why lock a door up here? The interior was stark. Jake's eyes shift around. There wasn't a suitcase or a sack stuffed with fifty million dollars lying about. Of course, there wouldn't be. Not in this day and age. Seymour would have that money hidden in Bitcoin under some assumed name or some other bullshit currency that was hard to trace. He'd only have the bare minimum of greenbacks on him. Yeah, it didn't take much ready money to live up here high on the hog.

Jake pointed to a chair and told Anastasia, “Go ahead, baby, have a seat.”

She sat down, crossed her legs, and stared at the front door with a fire burning in her eyes. Jake pulled his gun out and sat down on the bed. He pointed the gun at the door. There was only one thing to do now, and that was to wait.

Eventually, Jake could hear Seymour coming up the dirt path from the lake. His footfalls quieted the forest, so there could be no mistake. And then, his footfalls stopped. He must see the car and his cabin door wide open. Would he come inside? Jake figured he would. It was, after all, only Anastasia's car and not the cops. He had nothing to fear from Anastasia.

Seymour appeared in the cabin entryway with a silly grin on his face. His grin fell when he eyed Jake, then again, maybe it was only Jake's gun he cared about. Seymour said, “Did you come alone?”

“Yeah, baby, we're alone, because Jake and I came together,” replied Anastasia.

Seymour spat on the ground. “Jake, I expected better from you after all I paid you.”

Jake replied, “Paid me for what, to help set up your wife for a murder you committed?”

“You think you're pretty smart,” sneered Seymour.

“Smart enough to be the one holding a gun,” said Jake.

“And now you will drop it,” said Anastasia. She was out of her chair and packing heat. Where she had hidden it was any man's guess, given how heavily Jake had frisked her in the backseat of the car. Well, Jake knew she had a big gun, but he didn't figure also had one made of steel. It was an error on his part. Jake tossed his gun away in disgust and then put his hands up.

Seymour just laughed. “Good work, Anastasia, this fool needs to go away,” explained Seymour.

“You two were in on it the whole time,” said Jake.

“Shut up!” ordered Anastasia.

Unfortunately, Anastasia failed to calculate that a man with a gun pointed at him as little reason to shut up if they believed, correctly, the gun was going to fire at him if he was silent or not. In this case, it was Jake who started talking.

Jake explained, “The way I see it, a man like Seymour marries a woman like Anastasia out of love, but it is a high-maintenance kind of love. I saw the cheap suit on your bank's manager. You're rich, Seymour, but not maintaining a socialite like Anastasia type of rich. Her family cut her off when she transitioned. But that was easy to solve, a bank willing to launder mob money makes the type of dough men like Seymour need to satisfy women like Anastasia's needs.”

“Dream on,” scoffed Seymour.

Jake continued, “However, why only launder the money when you can process it so thoroughly, you can skim a little extra off the top easily without detection.”

“That was her idea!” shouted Seymour.

“Shut up, Jake,” shouted Anastasia.

“Make me,” dared Jake. Only she didn’t. He had a woolly bugger in his pocket and two fish on his line. They were going to listen until he got to the end. They always want someone to know just how clever they have been. Jake continued, “That's when things got complicated. The law found out about the embezzlement. Some jerk auditor always finds out. Anastasia didn’t panic, she isn’t the type, she gets Seymour to set up his own brother for the crime.  Seymour, being blinded by love, complies. Luckily, the law is corruptible, and only prosecutes the sucker Austin for some of the millions embezzled that was not stolen from the mob. But it doesn't work, because the Geatono family aren't fools. Now the mob knows, and they want all their money back. You delay them for three years while Austin is in jail, but once he's out, he is a walking dead man. And that's where he ends up, only Austin digs his hole in a complicated way. Three years is a long time for a relationship after the money train stops running. Seymour gets wandering eyes for Claire, Anastasia’s friend. She doesn’t mind because she is spending time with Austin, who is more than happy to bang his brother’s wife as his reward for being the fall guy. That is how it was all supposed to look, but it wasn’t really that way at all. And that is where I come in. Seymour hires me to find out about Austin and Anastasia, only I was supposed to only dig Anastasia’s grave in guilty reasons to kill Seymour.”

“Seymour would never leave me,” boasted Anastasia.

Jake added, “And I believe you. The way I see it. You and Seymour call Austin over and bump him off and bury the body where you know he will be found. I'm supposed to spill all the obvious shit I saw watching Anatasia to the cops. Open and shut case, only it isn't. Meanwhile, you roped Claire in because she was so lovesick she’d help you pretend to be Austin for a while. The police arrest Anastasia, it goes to trial, and Seymour reappears, the police realize they fucked up and end up so confused they can’t make a case in the Austin murder. The amount of evidence you need to convict a rich man is mountains compared to a poor man in this world and you both knew it. Things were going great, only I messed up your plan and revealed Austin as the victim too early. Worse, you still need to get Johnny Geatono off your back. That was to be part two of the plan, where you sued Claire to set me up and bump me off in a way that would look like Johnny Geatono did it. That way you still got the money, the girl, and no loose strings. That plan didn't work so well either because Claire likes a real man's cock more than she likes murder.”

“The plan isn't dead, just evolved,” Anastasia said.

“Shoot him,” ordered Seymour.

“Not so fast,” said the dapper dressed man. Yeah, the talking criminal always talks too long. Granted, it was Jake doing the talking, and he felt rather innocent. Jake knew one thing: had Anastasia been innocent, she’d have called the cops. Once she didn’t, Jake knew things were going to get dicey.

Seymour backed away from the door. The dapper dressed man stood in the doorway holding a gun. Jake didn’t doubt he was a man who knew how to use it. The dapper dressed man said, “I heard some interesting things, but I didn’t hear where my boss’s money was. I don't care who kills who at this point, so long as we get our money.”

“Where you won’t touch it,” replied Anastasia. Then she leveled her gun, fast ready to shoot. The dapper dressed man plugged her in the gut. She got off a shot of her own. It caught the dapper dressed man in the forehead. Anastasia was nasty right to the end. Now, Seymour saw the gun fall from Anastasia’s hand. He dove on the floor for it. Jake wasn’t the gun-tosser he ought to have been. He tossed his gun within easy distance to reach. He got to his gun first and cut Seymour down with one shot. Seymour crumbled to the floor.

“Bastard,” whispered Anastasia to Jake as she lay bleeding out on the floor.

Jake adjusted his junk. “Baby, you’re pure poison,” he replied. If she heard him before expiring, he didn’t really give a shit. One thing was for sure. It was going to be one hell of a call to the police he had to make. The worst part was that no one was going to pay him to make it. Three fucking clients all dead and gone. That was just Jake's brand of luck in life.


Chapter 16

Jake held the little sign up that read welcome home. Claire walked out of the terminal, and her face lit up immediately. Jake wasn't one hundred percent sure what he was going to tell her. The official story he told the cops was only good for government work. Claire was the type of woman who deserved to hear the truth for a change, so he'd give her as official a version as he knew.

The truth was Johnny Geatono was less than pleased to know he was never getting his money back. But, as long as no one else got it either, he wasn't too upset with ole Jake. Indeed, he was pleased enough to pay Jake a little reward. That he lost his best man in the process never concerned a thug like Johnny.

Claire left security and raced into Jake's arms. Jake scooped her up. She was more dangerous now than ever. After all, she was the only woman in the world for him, and she knew it. There was nothing more dangerous than a woman who had her man hooked.

“Enjoy Paris?” asked Jake.

“I bought the loveliest little nightie, want to see me wear it?” she asked.

“Baby, on or off, I bet it is ten sticks of dynamite.”

“I'll settle for one, and I've got a loaded mineshaft in need of blasting,” she replied.

Yeah, Claire wasn't the innocent type. But Jake would take Claire over the fake innocence of Anastasia any day of the week. He hooked her arm and walked her out to the parking lot. Jake had a Bentley waiting to take her home.

“New car?” asked Caire.

“Nah, used, but the previous owner owed me money and couldn't pay, so I took it in exchange,” he explained.

“Just how broke are you?”

“The dime in my pocket is lonely, it hasn't had a friend to rub it in months,” explained Jake.

“It's a good thing I'm a rich socialite, then,” she replied.

“Yeah, that does make for a solid girlfriend in my book.”

“Am I your girlfriend?” Claire asked.

“My stick doesn't just blast anyone's mineshaft, baby,” replied Jake.

She smiled and climbed into the car. The only question left was if he'd do her in the parking lot or if they could wait to fuck her when they got home.
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