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  Foreword


   


  In an era of rapid change during which knowledge and technology increases in staggering proportions, we know more about travel to the moon, the possibilities for stored memory in amino acids or of ecology than about human relationships; especially, marital relationships and the function of sexuality in and out of marriage are just now coming in for their share of scientific research. 


   


  Sociologists, psychologists and psychiatrists are becoming aware that marriage is also in a state of change. Profound changes in marriage also means change in the American family. The family, as it was known, traditionally, had roots in the soil, the small town or village, and was an extended family, consisting of grandparents, aunts, uncles and the proverbial cousins by the dozens, but American mobility has changed all of that. Family units more often, now, consist of a man and a woman and their children, if there are children. It is interesting to note, that in spite of what is considered a population explosion the birth rate has declined, in the United States from 30.1 births per thousand in 1910 to 17.7 births per thousand in 1969. 


  
Chapter One


  


  The accident had happened in a crazy way. Maybe, all accidents happen that way. They don't need to happen; it just seems like everything is there, then somebody does something stupid. All the parts fall into place. The accident occurs, and the unfortunate, stupid bastard ends up in the hospital.


  John Wright lay in the hospital bed, a body cast constricting his torso from hips to chest, and tried to fit all the parts together leading up to his accident. He was not quite sure how it all had happened.


  


  In his position as Assistant Production Manager, he had given the order to pull that malfunctioning high-speed router off the line, to be replaced by a newer model slated to arrive the following morning. He hadn't needed to be down there on the floor just then, but he wanted to see the job done properly. He knew the section foreman, Steve Matulich, could handle the job . . . so why in hell was he there? Management personnel weren't supposed to be involved in such activities, but the last time something had gone wrong, Royce had practically held him personally responsible. He told himself it was because he had wanted to do a good job; however, that gnawing fear of being called into Royce's office, the little man sitting there, behind his oversized desk, a picture of glacial ice, coolly enumerating production-loss figures and assessing the reason for them; all of which seemed to indicate some non-performance


  on John's part, had drawn him like a magnet to the vast production floor to oversee, personally, the removal of the machine. It was stupid!


  


  He saw himself, now, for the damned fool he was, but it was too late. It was part of Royce's game, one in which the Production Manager held up numbered hoops for his assistants to jump through, pushing them to the ultimate to find out the limits of their humiliation. Perhaps, he reflected, it was to find out whether they wanted to become a part of his trained seal act, or resign and move on to another plant. He had been determined that Royce would not force his resignation; neither had he wanted to blow horns, by the numbers, while responding to the little man's cues. The upshot was he had ended up down there on the production floor, jumping through Royce's unseen, but very real, psychological hoops. Matulich had been disturbed when John had shown up, but he had tried to hide it. In his mind, people with white collars had no damned business messing around, sticking their noses into his job . . . and he was right.


  


  The mobile crane had backed in and was lifting the router off its foundations; as the crane operator swung the heavy machine around, John saw it would go too far. It was going to arc in toward the turret lathe across the aisle. He envisioned it crashing into that machine, shutting it down for two or three days, and he could already hear Royce ticking off the damages, the production-loss figures and a request for his resignation, all in the same breath and tone of voice. Sometimes, John thought the man was less than human . . . a computerized robot that spouted figures.


  


  "Stop the damn thing, Steve!" he yelled, grabbing at a projecting part of the router.


  


  "That lathe . . ."


  "What the hell . . . !" Steve's concentration was broken from giving the crane operator hand-signalled instructions.


  


  Then, it happened.


  


  The hapless crane man heard John's shout, but couldn't see him. Steve's sudden stricken glance at John, as he saw the Assistant Production Manager grab hold of the machine, spelled danger to the operator. He reacted. The crane was stopped dead, but the twisting arc of the huge router, dangling from the cable, could not be stopped. As it turned, John was thrown off balance, backward, against the half-raised elevator of a parked fork-lift.


  That was the stupid part, his grabbing hold of the machine. He had seen potential damage arising where none existed because of being overly cautious, an attitude he would not have had but for Royce.


  John's hard-muscled body, still in good physical condition, smashed into the fork-lift.


  


  He knew, in the instant he hit it, that his back was injured. The instantly


  overwhelming pain put him down for the count, and he was only dimly aware of Steve's concerned face bending over him; then he was in the hospital.


  A.J. Royce had come to see him. It was business-as-usual. All he wanted was a report from John on how the accident had happened. He had to make out the


  insurance and compensation forms. It hadn't taken long. Royce was gone within fifteen minutes, and John had cursed him, roundly, when he realized the man had not inquired how he felt; neither had he expressed any sympathy.


  


  "Yeah . . . he was here . . ." John answered, when Faye asked him about it.


  


  "The bastard was here less than fifteen minutes . . . and didn't even ask how I was getting along!"


  


  Faye's deep blue eyes showed her concern for her husband, but she was puzzled at the deep funk into which he had fallen. He was so full of complaints about Royce, the hospital, his doctor and the discomfort he experienced from the cast, not to mention his grousing about the pains in his back and legs.


  She didn't really know how to answer him. "Well. . . that's just the way Mr. Royce is John. You'll just have to take him the way he is."


  


  "I don't want any more of him!" he said vehemently. "Who needs an iceberg? I'm through! Soon as I'm up and around . . . I'm looking for another job!"


  Hoping this was only a part of his presently foul attitude, she tried to placate him. He had a good job. There was financial security in it, and she knew his ability and training could carry him far. "Mr. Royce will be retiring . . . and there's the possibility you wouldn't have to work for him very long . . ." she suggested.


  


  "Him . . . retire?" he derided. "He's bolted down to the floor . . . like one of the


  machines! He comes with the place!"


  


  Cheerily, she tried to change the subject, telling him about happenings in their


  neighborhood. She had been trying, desperately, ever since he had been in the hospital, to present herself to him with a happy face, bringing him cheery cards, bouquets of flowers and messages of sympathy from friends and neighbors. She even contrived to smuggle into the hospital, in a soft drink bottle, some Scotch highballs, in the hope that the alcoholic lift in them would snap him out of his doldrums. Moving her chair in close to his hospital bed, she glanced up to make sure the curtain was drawn separating them from the other person in the two-bed ward, and said, "I love you . . . John.."


  


  Her mouth sought his, giving him her soft lips to kiss, then her tongue probed deep into his mouth, guessingly, for him to nibble and suck. Feeling risqué and naughty, her hand crept under the sheets to lift his hospital gown and find the softly reclining length of his cock. She fondled it, lovingly, in an attempt to taunt it into turgid, alert erectness, but it lay limp, almost lifeless, in her teasing hand. She didn't know what made her do it. John had been injured almost ten days before . . . and she hadn't realized how much she missed their sex-play. How much more he must miss it! This had been her thought: She would use her hand to give him some sexual satisfaction, a release of tension. Perhaps, that's what he needed to bring him back to his old self. It was the least she could do for him!


  


  He twisted his head away, after a few moments. "I love you . . too, Honey. . . but you might as well stop trying to get me hard! I just can't seem to raise it . . . any more! I haven't had a hard-on since I've been in this damned hospital!"


  


  Reluctantly, disappointedly, she released his unresponding penis and whispered, "I ... just thought . . . maybe I could do something for you . . ."


  


  "Yeah . . . I understand, and I appreciate your thinking about it," he said, huskily. "But. . . it's no use! I think the injury to my back must've done something else to me, too!


  


  Some nerve injury, maybe . . . that controls erections . . ." He turned his head away from her, unable to continue.


  


  Faye was overwhelmed with tender feelings of love and concern; she put her arms around him, as best she could, because of the bulky body cast, and kissed him on the cheek. Tears glistened in her eyes, as she said, fervently, "It'll be . . . all right, John . . . just as soon as you can be home with me! You just wait and see . . . you'll be scaring me half to death with it . . . chasing me all over the place . . . to make love to me!"


  


  "Maybe . . ." he said, mournfully, "we'll just have to wait and see . . ."


  


  "It's just temporary! Your body's using all its energy to heal you up . . . and I don't think you need to . . . to worry about it! Anyway . . . you haven't talked to the doctor about it, yet . . . have you?"


  


  "No . . . Why should I? He's treating me for my injured back . . . not for a limp prick!" he growled. "Well . . . you should say something to him about it . . . because if you don't I will!" She was determined.


  


  "No, you don't!" he exploded. "I'll tell him when it's time to tell him! How would it look for my wife to be saying, 'Doc . . . my husband can't get a hard-on . . . can you do something about it?'"


  "All right . . . I won't say anything, but I want you to promise me you'll do it!" she nagged. Faye had left the hospital, at the end of the visiting period, with a sense of depression she couldn't shake off. She knew it was because John felt so intensely about his temporary impotence; his foreboding attitude toward it had infected her, and she was, by nature, usually optimistic, always looking on the sunny side of things. She didn't know how she could help him, now; she had agreed not to say anything to Doctor Bender in John's behalf. His vehement outburst when she had said she would speak to the Doctor, if John didn't, made her think her husband had already built up a great deal of tension in himself because of it. He felt threatened . . . touchy.


  


  She could understand that, she thought; after all, his very manhood was involved. A man's ability to raise an erect penis had to be present . . . or there was no penetration. There was nothing! How tragic that would be for a virile man . . . a man like John . . . to be stricken with impotency. . . permanently!


  She refused to believe it could possibly be permanent . . . with John. He had been a virile man . . . almost too much so! He had been almost too much for her . . . at first!


  


  Getting into John's car, she drove along the streets, until she gained the freeway, her memories of the three short years of their married life flooding back to her, as she headed toward home, a home without John . . . and she felt the acute loneliness of it.


  


  Back and back, in memory, her mind burrowed, until she was remembering how it had been with them, at first, when they were newlywed. It had been a time of joy . . . and pain.


  
Chapter Two


  


  It was three days after their marriage. They had eloped to Las Vegas. Now, they were headed back to Los Angeles. John had driven the last fifty miles in almost total silence, punishing the Porsche, without mercy, as he blazed down the freeway. His face was set in an unsmiling mask, his jaw jutting out, defiantly, his keen eyes raking the multi-laned highway, judging distances and speeds with practiced and aggressive arrogance.


  


  Deep in the recesses of his mind, he knew that everything would be all right, but at the thinking, conscious level, his brain whirled, constructing defensive arguments; rebuttals designed to convince his uncle that he was, indeed, capable of making some decisions for himself, especially in making the selection of his own wife. The old bastard couldn't run his life, forever!


  The young engineer looked over at her. She sat, calmly, watching the traffic as he drove, her deep blue eyes cool, complacent and unafraid, the speed, somehow almost hypnotic but at the same time, exhilarating. Faye caught his sidelong glance and turned to look at him. He had turned his head, again, however, and was looking ahead through the windshield. Her eyes drifted over the handsome profile of his face, seeing the strong chin, long, straight nose, broad forehead and the slightly pouting lips that gave him that certain, appealing, little-boy look, especially when a lock of his unruly, curly black hair fell down over one eye. She smiled, now, as she saw him toss his head and, impatiently, brush his hand across his forehead in a futile attempt to control the recalcitrant curl. Her tinkling laugh caused him to turn, questioningly, toward her, again. "Something strike you funny?" he asked.


  


  "Yes . . . the way you've been fighting that lock of hair all day . . . We'll have to get you to a barber."


  


  A smile crinkled his face. "So! You're trying to change me, already . . . and we've only been married three days!"


  


  Knitting her brow, she calculated, rapidly, after consulting her watch. "For your


  information, Mr. Wright . . . we've been married exactly sixty-eight hours and twenty three minutes!" she laughed. "It's not quite three days, yet." Then, seriously,". . . And, you haven't said one word to me for the last hour! I'm beginning to feel neglected!"


  


  "I've just been thinking is all . . ."


  


  "You mean . . . about what to say . . . how to . . . tell them . . .?"


  


  "Yeah . . . and I still don't know what I'm going to say. It'll be touch-and-go . . .


  especially with Uncle Morris," he said.


  


  "Is he really . . . that hard to get along with?" Faye queried, remembering that all she knew about the man was what John had told her.


  


  "Well, let's say that he can be pretty ornery and when he's really angry, he's a fire-breathing dragon!"


  "Do you think he'll be angry . . . about us, John?" she asked. Her voice trembled, tension beginning to build in her. John's answer was candid. "Hell be mad as hell!" The freeway traffic, again, absorbed his interest. He turned away from her, his jaw set, rigidly, worriedly. Faye watched as he expertly passed a fast, high-performance sports car, the driver of which had churned up beside them, challengingly, the spitting roar of the car's engine loud in their ears, as John tromped hard on the accelerator and showed the Porsche's tail to the couple in the other car. His quick grin, as he picked them up in the rear-view mirror, was a boyish exultation of self in an easy victory. "That'll show them something!"


  


  Yes! She thought about it. John's always showing somebody something! She asked herself what it proved for him. It was like the show-off stunts of a little boy . . . only John was a grown man, still feeling the need to show-off. Was their elopement to Las Vegas just another of the same sort of thing? She wondered, seriously, about it; running away to get married, against his mother's and his uncle's wishes, could be an act of defiance . . . a show-off stunt.


  


  She would have been willing to wait to have a regular wedding in a church . . . begin their married life in a conventional manner, but now, she knew, they would be walking into a row with them, the first thing . . . only three days after their hasty marriage. With unusual fervor, she hoped she would be able to say the right words to John's uncle. John portrayed him as a testy, difficult man, yet he had raised John, paid for his engineering education, at a good school, had done everything possible to help him; she just couldn't believe that sort of man could be the ogre her husband painted him. Certainly, John knew, when he urged her to elope with him, that the old man would be hurt.


  


  So why had he insisted on their running off? Why? She didn't know the answer . . . yet; of course, she had wanted marriage; to her, marriage was, somehow, the answer to many things, and when she had met John Wright, consented to date him, she had known that when he asked her, her answer would be a positive yes.


  


  She had not expected him to ask her so soon, and the unexpected manner of his asking had been a great surprise for her, which had come only two weeks after their first date. It had been two weeks of fun, activity and surprising turns of event, capped by their going to Las Vegas, where they were married in one of the numerous, commercial wedding chapels.


  No . . . Faye hadn't wanted it that way, at all, but she knew, instinctively, that if she had insisted upon the proper procedure: Announcement of engagement, preparation of invitations, arrangement for church wedding, wedding gown; veil, flowers and a reception followed by a honeymoon, her marriage to John would never have taken place.


  


  One might say it was womanly intuition guiding her, but Faye, sometimes wise


  beyond her years, saw in the boy-man the impulsiveness, the wildness of rebellion against his uncle . . . a rebellion that, perhaps, he didn't even recognize in himself ... and his need for stability.


  John was almost twenty-eight years old. He had lived almost his entire life under the direction of his Uncle Morris, and Faye recognized the unnatural aspects of that kind of life. He should have been on his own, for several years, already. It was her hope, that in their marriage she would be able to provide John with the stability he needed, a stability in which he would be able to find himself . . . his true self. It was the stuff of which romantic dreams are made and dreamed by young brides. Faye was no exception; she knew she could do it, if only her husband were no longer under the direct influence of his uncle. To this end, she wanted them to establish their new home elsewhere than Santa Monica, the city in which he had been born and reared.


  


  She would insist they live out in one of the more pleasant suburbs; commuting on the freeways wasn't all that difficult. Thousands of people did it every day.


  She loved John. With her whole heart and soul, she loved him; she had known it from the first date she had had with him. Her recognition of it had been a revelation. Faye had been too sure that no man would ever capture her heart. The deep bitterness in her had been almost buried, in the deep recesses of her mind, and the man beside her, now her husband of three days, had penetrated the weakened defenses, made her come alive, again . . . something she had thought sure would never happen.


  


  The psychic scars on her mind, the slowly healing lacerations of her soul and the deep, empty void in her heart had, somehow, been pushed aside, allowing her to hope, to live, again . . . and to love . . . replacing hate. Hate, she found, can only be destructive; love is generative. It was ever so!


  It is one of the minor miracles of youth that tragedies are overcome with a tough resilience, a certain moral fiber and strength of character that one never knew existed in them.


  


  Faye was young. She was just twenty years of age, having passed the all-important milestone from tender 'teens into the magic of the sophisticated twenties and approaching majority.


  Beautiful, downtown Burbank, that day, two months ago, when she had descended from the Greyhound bus, had been sunny and warm. She had looked out upon its streets, finding them new, yet there was a hint in them of the old life, something that reminded her of her own home town. Whether it was homesickness or nostalgia, an unspoken wish not to sever herself, completely, from something she had known, she didn't really know, but she walked out of the bus depot into the street, finding herself at home, immediately.


  


  She had almost chosen Burbank, blindly, when she had bought her ticket. Originally, she had wanted to go to Los Angeles, a place where she was sure she could lose herself. The sprawling city, its mass of humanity and its myriad activities offered her the anonymity she sought. It was, in her mind, the perfect place to hide, but on the spur of the moment, she had chosen Burbank. It was smaller, yet near Los Angeles; the deciding factor had been the knowledge that the NBC studios were located there.


  


  Walking out onto the street, she was glad of her wacky decision. She knew that this city, a continent away, offered her, at once, a part of both the old life and the new one she must build for herself. Happily, she rushed back into the bus depot and claimed her three pieces of luggage. She became, on the instant, a citizen of the town named for the plant wizard. She was six weeks past her twentieth birthday, a stranger in a strange town . . . and alone.


  Yes, she was a stranger, albeit a beautiful, young and vivacious woman . . . stranger; she didn't stay a stranger for long. She moved fast.


  


  First, she selected a clean and modest room, in a rooming house within walking distance of the downtown district. Secondly, the following day, she groomed herself, donning a demurely conservative suit and putting on her best smile, to apply for work. She returned to her room, in the late afternoon, happy and exhilarated with the prospect of starting work, as a clerk, the following day, in a combination book store and stationers.


  


  Earlier that same afternoon, she had opened a bank account, depositing what was left of the six hundred and thirty three dollars she had withdrawn from the savings account her older brother, Robert, had opened for her. She remembered how painful it had been to make the decision.


  It had been mostly her money. She had made deposits in the account, regularly, but she hadn't wanted to take anything that wasn't legally hers.


  


  Finally, she had resolved the problem in her own mind by withdrawing all but the fifty dollars Robert had first deposited. Now, she had her own checking account, for the first time; the figures in her bank book assured her the four hundred and seventy-four dollars were hers to do with as she chose.


  Her own place to live, a job, starting tomorrow, and money in the bank gave her a comfortable feeling of independence and self-sufficiency, the very things that Robert had told her, over and over, again, she would never have, as he kept her dependent upon him. The tragedy, she realized, now, was that for too long she had believed him, clinging to him, after they were orphaned. It was a sick situation!


  


  Catapulted into her final act of defiance and self-preservation had proved the lie. She had done exactly what he said she would never do; she had left him . . . packed her bags, withdrew the money, bought a bus ticket and left him.


  She should have done it sooner. Robert would never be able to find her, and that was the way she wanted it . . . especially after that horrible night, before she left.


  


  Never! Never would she return to that town or that house! She had been sure of that . . . after Robert, her own brother, had tried to make love to her. He had stripped her clothes from her . . . the memory of his actions, the mad light in his eyes . . . and the hugeness of his fully erect penis that he had tried to shove into her, as she struggled and squealed beneath him, was almost too painful to bear. Finally, she had escaped him, but she would never understand why he tried to do it to her. Of one thing she had been sure: She would never marry! Men! Men were beasts, and she hated them!


  


  She hated them all!


  


  Then, she had met John Wright. She bad been living in Burbank for six weeks. To her, it seemed, already, that she must have lived in the city all her life. She seemed to belong there. That's why she was shocked. John had called her a stranger. She was sure she knew almost everyone who came to the downtown area. It had been during the slack time, in mid-afternoon, that Faye, following her employer's directions, was restocking one of the higher shelves, behind the long counter. She was standing on a ladder reaching high up, her hands full of ledgers she had just price-marked when his voice startled her.


  


  She had not been conscious of his entry.


  


  "When does the special sale start?" he asked, looking up to enjoy the view of


  shapely, tapering thighs.


  


  Faye looked back and down at him. She started and lost her balance, momentarily; grasping at the ladder, she dropped the pile of black-bound books, emitting a little cry as they crashed to the floor. "Oh! Darn it!"


  His amused eyes continued to look up at her, and she realized, suddenly, that her position on the ladder afforded him an unobstructed view of her legs and thighs . . . probably all the way up to her panties. She gasped and scrambled down from the ladder. He came around the counter, murmuring an apology, and scooped up the fallen account books, smiling down into her eyes as he handed them to her.


  


  "I'll take a dozen!" he said.


  


  "A dozen . . . ledgers . . .?"


  


  "No. . . a dozen just like you!"


  


  Her face reddened, prettily. "Well! . . . Really . . . I'm . . ."


  


  "You're new . . . a stranger to Beautiful Downtown Burbank, aren't you? I've worked around here for two or three years . . . thought I knew most everybody . . ."


  


  "I've only been here a few weeks," she confessed.


  


  "I thought so . . ." he smiled.


  


  Hastily, she added, "But I don't feel like a stranger, here . . . just sort of transplanted."


  


  "Actually, I'm transplanted here only for work," he grinned. "I live in Santa Monica."


  


  Then, an afterthought, "You live with your folks, here . . . ?"


  


  I'm all alone, now! His understanding was quick. "I'm sorry . . ." he said, "I didn't mean to pry . . . By the way, I'm John Wright . . . and . . .?"


  


  "Faye . . . Faye Andrews," she supplied.


  


  Then, he had made his purchase, a package of carbon paper. As he turned to leave, he said, almost offhandedly, "You'll have dinner with me, tonight? I know a nice place out on Foothill . . . not too far . . . ?"


  "I'd love to!" She said it without thinking. Afterward, on reflection, she thought she had accepted too quickly, too eagerly, perhaps. It was the last thing she wanted: To be thought too eager . . . and she, certainly, didn't want involvement, at least not yet, for a while.
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