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The party was in full swing at 2 a.m.

The cops had been by twice in uniform, once at 10 to ask the partiers to turn the music down. 

Roger agreed. He owned the place. In his sneakers, jeans and a Cincinnati Reds jersey, he crossed the room. He turned the volume lower as he watched the older officer’s face. When the man’s eyes went soft, he stopped. “That’s good?”

The officer nodded. “Yep, that ought’a do it.” Then he touched his fingers to the brim of his duty cap. “You folks have an enjoyable evening now.” He turned to the younger officer’s back. “You ready? Dave?” 

But Dave was busy. He and Julie were talking quietly. 

She shifted her leather sandals just enough to turn her tight pink shorts slightly to face Dave. 

The muscles in her legs tensed, moved gently beneath her smooth, tanned skin. 

Beneath her cut-off white peasant blouse, the lower few inches of her abdomen were already taut. But it still tensed a bit as she smiled and reached up to her forehead. She pinched a strand of hair between her thumb and index finger, moved it behind her ear. It fell back in place.

She canted her head slightly, assumed the age-old pose that indicated interest, feigned or otherwise.

The older officer had seen it all before. He shook his head and laughed, then tapped his partner on the shoulder.

Dave looked around, his eyebrows arched. “Hmm?”
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