


“I love the Ben Dimover novels and wish I could be more like 
him”
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“Had me reaching for the Kleenex on every other page”
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Raymond Bengt Handler began writing at the age of 44 having been 
made redundant from the Bradford Peverell High Street Branch of 
the Threadbone Mutually Assured Financial Destruction Co-operative 
Savings Bank.  His first novel Hello Handsome was “an explicit and 
frankly rather crude exploration of the underground world of male dating 
in the Knighton Heath area”.  The author has recently admitted that it 
was semi-autobiographical.

Turning to crime fiction, Mr Handler drew upon the rich tradition 
of North American noir in the creation of his famous hard-bitten 
oestrogen-fuelled gay detective Ben Dimover who has now featured 
in more than one novel  [Gun In My Pocket and Pleased To See Me?].  
The latter was nominated for a Dorset Crimewriters’ Silver Truncheon 
Award.

Goodbye Sweet Regret is his fifth novel.  Raymond now lives in an 
open relationship with companion Dudley and Pansy, a 16 year old 
Pomeranian with a mind of his own.  He divides his time between 
writing, thinking he could do better and knowing he can’t.
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CHAPTER ONE: BLUE

He was six two with eyes the colour of a Malibu Beach pool and I 
could have eaten him with a spoon.  He was standing on the corner 
of Vine and Elm and he looked like trouble; a whole trouser-full of 
trouble. History told me to walk away; my horoscope said the same. 
He was definitely not what the doc had ordered, but I knew - just like 
I knew the Rams wouldn’t win the Super Bowl this side of the next 
moon landing - that we were headed in the same direction. Sure, it 
was the wrong direction, but I wasn’t going any place else.  Not now.  
Maybe not ever.

I guess, after a lifetime busting ass, you just know when you know.  But 
from the look on his face, I could tell blue-eyes was no bottom-feeder.  
He was the kind who liked to be on top and that suited me fine - as my 
old mom once said as she prized the last wage packet from my father’s 
dead hand - “It’s better to receive than to give”. Blue looked like a giver and 
I’d take a bullet from him any day.

The two-day stubble on his chiselled face and the way his pants hung 
half way round his ankles, were signs.  He’d seen plenty of action and 
was maybe looking for more. He reminded me of someone I knew.  
Maybe my dad’s best friend Earl.  Still, I should have seen him coming 
and maybe I did. Maybe he’d rung by Taco-Bell before. In the dark, 
all cats are black. But one thing was for sure, he and yours-truly were 
headed for a long and bumpy ride and though we both probably need-
ed it, neither of us would be using protection.



I turned on the ignition hoping it would save me from myself.  I was 
looking to put as much distance between me and this chunk of bad 
news as I could - but the Big Man up there didn’t want me to pass up 
on the chance of a real-time fuck-up.  So naturally, the engine coughed 
like a whore with the ‘flu and told me it was going nowhere.  Seems 
like I wasn’t either.

I slammed the Chevy’s door and lit up a Lucky Strike.  I crossed the 
street, headed for who knew what. All I could think was that this could 
be messy. I’ve been in sticky situations with guys like Blue before and 
this one felt real sticky straight off the bat.

You could call it was fate or karma or whatever.  I don’t even care. 
But any which way, my life was headed south even before I crossed 
the line. Somewhere on a snow-capped mountain some ancient Greek 
with a beard crazy sense of humour was laughing as a blonde nym-
phette sucked on his plums and he moved the rest of us like pieces on 
a board across the sun-baked streets of LA.  But if I was going to castle 
Old Blue-eyes’ king and pocket his pawn, I was going to do it the only 
way I knew - may way. Maybe if I’d paid more attention in school, I’d 
have understood what those Greek guys were up to back when a blow 
job was a biff on the nose from a guy with a grudge, but as my old mom 
used to say, “fate has a way of fucking you over son” and today was the day 
to prove it. 

Later on and a pint of bourbon down, I would play the sad old game of 
“what if”.  What if a tip from a downtown punk hadn’t routed me to 
Vine and Elm, what if I’d picked up the order for the orphanage like 
I was supposed to? Sure as hell I never would have met Blue and the 
whole heap of pain that came with him. As my mom used to say – and 
she sure said a lot of things - “If is a little word with a whole crapful of con-
sequences”. Maybe if I’d listened to mom, maybe if I’d waited longer in 
the line giving out noodles... maybe if I’d never stopped off at Rocky’s 
for that just-one-slug-that-turns-into-five and takes the corners off a 
bad day and maybe if I hadn’t heard that Lonesome Boy never hit the 
front in Kentucky leaving me a G short and a whole lot of bills to pay... 



then maybe ... 

Still and all, I should have listened.  Even the crazy voice that some-
times sings Sinatra in my head told me I shouldn’t go to his place - a 
ten-bucks-a-night flophouse where the cockroaches crawled so fast 
they could eat your pickle before you’d shown it the daylight. But Lady 
F**k was sure messing with me on the day I met Blue and deep down 
I guess I already knew it.

***

So maybe I should tell you who I am and how I came to be mixed up 
in the biggest gay porn crapshoot murders LA ever witnessed.  The 
name’s Dimover - Ben Dimover and I’m a dick for hire. Not the big-
gest dick in town and for sure not the hardest or the straightest, but I 
come cheap and I come quick.  PI to the stars and the not-so-stars, I 
hunt down losers who can’t keep it in their pants; I hate pussies and 
earn a buck wherever there’s trouble around and misery that can afford 
me.  

Truth is I’ve got what no smart-suit ever had – hands-on experience. 
I’ve handled more than my share of stiffs but never stuck around long 
enough to clean up afterwards.  Seems like the desperate and the needy 
all find their way into my alley - looking to fill a hole or maybe to off-
load for the price of a free consultation.  I work for cash – or enough 
of it to pay the rent, buy a little fun and maybe grab a little something 
for the weekend. You could say I’m one of the good guys.  You could 
also say I have bad ideas.  And you could add that I should have known 
Blue was one of them.

My office - a table and two chairs with a filing cabinet big enough 
to hold an empty bottle and a dirty glass - is just off Hancock on the 
wrong side of Maine.  My clients aren’t what you’d call classy, but a 
drink is just a thought away and Tony serves the best chowder this side 
of Fairmont.  Some days it’s so good you could swear there were real 
clams in it.



Two days before I had landed a 5G check after finding some rich dame’s 
husband in bed with the pool guy and though she wasn’t exactly keen 
on the photos, she could tell a pro when she saw them.  I’d used a tele-
photo and there was no way he could claim that wasn’t his hose clean-
ing the other guy’s pipes.  I planned to use the dough to fund a short 
vacation - maybe to Miami - but first I needed to make that delivery to 
the orphanage - payback for all they’d done for me.  Those kids were 
the best.  They’d bend over backwards if I asked them to. 

So here I am standing on the corner of Vine and Elm and staring at 
trouble. Staring at Blue and feeling the sap rise. Staring at desiny - or 
maybe it was staring at me...
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“Hard-bitten, and even harder to swallow”
Herston Gay Times

“Marvellous.   The plot was easy to follow and the sex scenes 
were great.  Can’t wait for the inevitable TV Series”

Books that should be TV Programmes Weekly


