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Chapter I

As always when he ran into her unexpectedly, Kirk Marshall’s heart did a little flip when he spotted Betty Case alone at a table in the country-club bar. He learned to repress any emotional reaction when he knew in advance he would encounter her at some social function, but even after eleven years of her being another man’s wife, an accidental encounter still threw him.

She glanced up to see who had stopped so abruptly in the doorway, and flushed slightly when she recognized his tall figure. Her flush caused his heart to flip again, for it seemed to indicate she, too, still reacted to their unexpected encounters.

He moved over toward her table, a tall, lean man dressed in rumpled cotton slacks and an open-necked sport shirt. He said casually, “Hello, Betty. Where’s the lord and master?”

“Out on the lake fishing with Doc Derring,” she said in an equally casual tone. “Bud and I got bored spending Sunday afternoon at home alone, and decided to visit the club. Bud’s down on the beach.”

Bud, whose real name was Bruce, Jr., was her ten-year-old son.

Standing the golf bag he was carrying in the corner behind her table, Marshall folded his lanky frame into a chair across from her. He glanced at her nearly empty glass.

“Tom Collins?” he asked.

When she nodded, he called to the club steward, “A beer for me, Al, and a Tom Collins for Mrs. Case.”

It would have been rude not to sit with her, since she was the only other person in the bar aside from the steward, he told himself. He wasn’t going to carry his practice of avoiding her to the point of acting like a juvenile.

While awaiting the drinks, Marshall examined Betty Case critically. At thirty she seemed as lovely to him as when she had been his teen-age sweetheart. She was tall and shapely, with a bust still as firm and a stomach as flat as it had been in high school. Her hair was the same strawberry-blond and her golden tan skin still as creamily smooth.

A good deal of the latter was visible at the moment, for she was dressed in the standard summer afternoon garb of the younger female members of the country club: very short shorts and a halter.

Suddenly glancing up, she caught his gaze on her. “Are you admiring or disapproving?” she asked sardonically.

“Admiring,” he said with a grin. “You always had the prettiest legs in Runyon City.”

“Thank you, sir. If I were standing, I’d curtsy.”

Al brought over the drinks and Marshall paid for them. Glancing around at the empty barroom, he said, “Where’s your clientele today, Al?”

“Those that aren’t out on the beach are on the golf course,” the steward said. “Wait till about five and the place will be packed.”

When Al moved back behind the bar, Betty said, “Where’s Lydia today? I keep hearing you’ve become inseparable.”

“She’ll be along. We have a date for golf at two.” He glanced at the clock over the bar, which said one forty-five. “I’m a little early.”

Betty took a sip of her fresh drink. “Set the date yet?”

“Why’s everyone so eager for us to get married?” he inquired. “We both like the status quo.”

“Both?” she said with raised brows. “She’s an unusual woman if she really means it. It’s been about two years, hasn’t it?”

“Uh-huh,” he said. “She doesn’t have your belief in whirlwind courtships.”

She looked at him reproachfully and he flushed. “Sorry. That was a teen-age comment. I didn’t mean to sound bitter after all these years.”

She made no reply, and they silently sipped their drinks for a few moments. The bar phone rang.

“For you, Kirk,” Al called.

“Excuse me,” Marshall said, going over to the bar and taking the phone from the steward’s hand.

After a short conversation he returned to the table.

“Lydia,” he said ruefully. “An aunt and uncle from Buffalo drove down unexpectedly, so our golf date is off.”

“That’s too bad,” Betty said. Then she cocked an eyebrow at him. “I’m at loose ends. Would it hurt your pride to play a round with a woman who can beat you?”

“That’ll be the day,” he said. “Bring your clubs?”

“No, but I can be home and back in five minutes. It’s only four blocks. You could be locating Bud on the beach while I’m gone to tell him where I’ll be the next couple of hours.”

Finishing her drink, she rose to her feet. Marshall got up also.

“Think he’ll be all right down there that long?” he asked.

“He’d be in the water all afternoon whether I’m sitting here or am on the golf course. There’s a lifeguard. See you in five minutes.”

She walked out the door leading to the main lounge; Marshall turned the other way and left by the door facing the lake.

The Rexford Bay Country Club was right on the shore of Lake Erie, and the beach was only fifty feet from the clubhouse. About two dozen people were sunning on the sand, and another two dozen were in the water. Ten-year-old Bruce Case, Jr. was among the latter. Marshall spotted him in the act of ducking another boy about his own age. The lifeguard spotted him, too, and his whistle blasted.

Both boys looked shoreward. Marshall made a beckoning motion and called, “Bud!”

The boy waded ashore with an abashed expression on his face. He was a wiry, well-built youngster with strawberry-bond hair, the color of his mother’s, and his father’s solidly handsome face.

“Hi, Mr. Marshall,” he said.

“Don’t look so guilty,” Marshall said with a grin. “I didn’t call you in for ducking that kid. I’m just delivering a message from your mother.”

“Oh,” Bud said in a relieved voice.

“We’re going to play a round of golf, so you won’t find her in the clubhouse for a while.”

“Okay,” the youngster said cheerfully. “That all?”

“Uh-huh.”

Bud turned and dashed back into the water.

As Marshall and Betty pushed their golf carts toward the first tee, he wondered without much concern if their game together would incite any clubhouse gossip. In all probability most people had forgotten by now that they were once childhood sweethearts, he thought. There were probably numerous married women in the club who in their teens had gone with male members now married to someone else, and with whom they were still casually friendly.

As though she read his thoughts, Betty said, “Do you suppose we’ll cause a scandal?”

“Why should we?” he asked.

She gave him a sidelong look. “Bruce has always been a little jealous of you, you know.”

Marshall was honestly surprised because he certainly had never given Bruce Case any cause for jealousy. As a matter of fact he had tended to avoid the Cases ever since their marriage, and had merely been impersonally polite when he was unavoidably thrown into their company.

“If you’re worried about his reaction, why’d you suggest a game?” he asked.

“Who’s worried? I’m not very concerned about Bruce’s reactions to anything at the moment.”

That sounded as though they were having trouble, he thought. Maybe the predictions of the town gossips that the marriage would never last were finally working out after all these years.

As Betty teed up, Marshall thought back with a twinge of pain to the days when she had been his girl. Though there had never been a formal announcement of their engagement, it had been tacitly accepted by both of them from the time she was a high-school freshman and he was a sophomore that someday they would marry. Insofar as he was concerned there had been no change in their future plans when he went off to the University of Buffalo and she went to Byrn Mawr. It had been a total shock to him when, in her sophomore year, she suddenly eloped with a twenty-five-year-old Philadelphia law clerk.

When Betty quit school and brought her new husband home to live with her parents, the local gossips had a field day. Since Bruce Case’s Philadelphia antecedents were never mentioned either by him or his in-laws, it was automatically assumed that he came from a moneyless and socially unknown family, which in turn led to the automatic conclusion that he had married Betty Runyon for her money.

Of course this would have been the automatic conclusion if any outsider who wasn’t known to be a millionaire had married her, for the Runyons were not only the oldest, but the richest family in Runyon City. Betty was the great-granddaughter of old Cyrus Runyon, who had founded the city in 1850 and had made a fortune in real estate. The tradition-conscious community felt the same vested interest in her that it felt in the Memorial Park her grandfather had donated to the city. It was generally felt that she had no business marrying outside one of the other old families.

The gossip that Bruce Case was nothing but a fortune hunter had been reinforced when Betty’s father, Arthur Runyon, had bought his new son-in-law a junior partnership in a local law firm. The local I-told-you-so group drew some satisfaction from the fact that he had never developed more than a mediocre practice which couldn’t begin to pay for the scale on which the couple lived.

The gossips had also done the inevitable counting they always do after a runaway marriage. They were extremely pleased when the bride gave birth to a son just eight months after the marriage.

Actually this lessened the hurt Kirk Marshall felt. At least he had the satisfaction of knowing that there had been a more compelling motive than mere fickleness which caused Betty to marry another man so suddenly.

Because Marshall’s handicap was four strokes less than Betty’s, he spotted her four. She was in good form though, and at the end of the eighth hole he had made up only one stroke. On the ninth, a dogleg, Betty topped her drive and dropped her ball at the edge of the fairway, only fifty yards from the tee. Marshall drove his a hundred and twenty-five yards to the exact center of the fairway, right at the turn.

He stopped with Betty when they reached her ball, and watched as she chose a brassie.

“Don’t you think a midiron would be better?” he suggested.

“I’m taking the short route,” she said. “Right over the trees onto the green.”

The ninth hole was at the end of the club grounds, the course backtracking upon itself from there on. Just beyond the ninth green was heavily underbrushed woods, where it was almost impossible to find a lost ball. For this reason golfers seldom tried to loft above the trees, as overplaying the green even a dozen yards could be disastrous.

Marshall said, “Better let me get down to the turn so I can spot your ball.”

She waited until he had reached his own lie and signaled back to her. Even from where he was he could tell she had hit the ball nicely, with a beautiful follow-through. He watched it loft over the treetops and, for a moment, thought it was going to land directly on the green. But it hit ten yards beyond, bounced mightily and disappeared into the woods.

Mentally he marked the spot where it had gone in, then addressed his own ball and laid it ten feet from the cup. He played it safe by taking two putts and was in with a par four.

Betty dragged up her cart as he sank the ball and gave him an inquiring look.

“It went into the woods just this side of that small pine,” he said, pointing. “By the height of the bounce, I’d say it’s at least twenty-five feet in.”

Making a face, she chose an iron and headed toward the indicated pine. Marshall pushed both carts over to the next tee and waited.

About five minutes passed with no sign of either Betty or her ball. A foursome came along and Marshall told them to play through, as his opponent was hunting a lost ball.

When the foursome moved on, he went over to the edge of the woods and called, “Betty!”

“Still hunting,” she called back from perhaps twenty yards in.

He moved toward the voice, crouching to avoid being scratched by low boughs. He found her in a small, grassy clearing on hands and knees, peering into the surrounding bushes.

“Why don’t you give up, sacrifice a stroke and play it from where it went in?” he said.

“And let you take the hole? I can still make par if I can find the blasted ball.”

Shrugging, he seated himself on the grass with his back against a tree.





Chapter II

After a few moments Betty rose to her feet, glanced at him petulantly, and came over to sink next to him, laying her iron beside her.

“Five-minute break,” she said. “Give me a cigarette.”

He lighted two and handed her one. After taking a drag, she grinned.

“If we were worried about just our playing together causing scandal, wonder what would happen if someone saw us here.”

“I wasn’t worried,” he said. “You’re the only one who’s mentioned scandal.”

“Well, this isn’t exactly the sort of place for a married woman to be tête-à-tête with an ex-boy friend.”

She had a point. Though they were no more than thirty yards from the ninth green, no one could possibly have seen them from there. Or from anywhere more than five yards away, for that matter, for the little clearing was entirely surrounded by bushes.

Her nearness and their isolation began to have a strange effect on him. A trifle self-consciously he crushed out his cigarette after two puffs.

“Maybe it would be more decorous if I waited for you at the tenth tee,” he said, making no move to rise.

Carefully she stepped out her own cigarette. “Maybe I’d better start hunting again.” She made no move to rise either.

For a long moment they stared at each other. She was seated half turned toward him, her left shoulder nearly touching his right. Slowly she reached out to lightly touch his cheek with her fingers.

The next moment she was in his arms and he was crushing her to him savagely. Her lips were against his and he felt her tongue thrust into his mouth.

He was not conscious of undoing the snaps, but suddenly her halter was lying on the ground. Her back was arched across his lap and her plump breasts, snow white in comparison to her suntanned shoulders and stomach, thrust upward inches from his face. Burying his head between them, he ran his palm across one nipple, then the other, feeling them harden beneath his touch. She emitted a little moan.

He was conscious of removing her shorts, for it seemed to take him forever to find the side zipper. When he finally found it and pulled it down, she slid from his lap to lie full-length on the grass.

“Don’t,” she said in a hoarse whisper, at the same time raising her hips to make it easier for him to pull off the shorts.

She was wearing open-toed sandals instead of golf shoes. They came off with the shorts, leaving her stark naked.

She lay motionless, staring up at him glassily as he removed only the essential part of his own clothing. Then they were in each other’s arms, their bodies working together and their breaths coming faster and faster until both their bodies stiffened in an excruciating spasm, then together went limp.

When they were both dressed, she avoided his gaze. “I don’t think I’m up to the second nine,” she said. “Let’s go back to the clubhouse.”

“Are you ashamed of yourself?” he inquired with raised brows.

She glanced at him briefly, then away again. Picking up her club she began to work her way to the edge of the woods. He followed.

They both stopped behind the screen of bushes edging the woods when they saw two men on the tenth tee. The men glanced curiously at the two golf carts and one made some comment. Both looked around, seeking the owners of the carts, then shrugged and played through.

They waited until the two men were out of sight before venturing out into the open.

As they started to push their carts back toward the clubhouse, Marshall said, “Are you by any chance angry with me?”

“Of course not,” she said, still not looking at him. “It was more my fault than yours. I’m simply embarrassed.”

“Why?” he asked. “It isn’t as though it were the first time between us.”

This brought a quick glance from her. “It’s the first time since my marriage,” she said dryly. “Do you have to remind me of the follies of our youth?”

They walked on in silence for a time. He finally broke the silence. “You said embarrassed, not ashamed. Does that have some significance?”

It was a few moments before she answered. Then she said, “I’m not ashamed of breaking my marriage vows. What’s sauce for the gander is sauce for the goose.”

“You mean Bruce has done some straying?”

“I would rather not talk about it,” she said.

“All right,” he said agreeably. “We’ll drop that subject. But why are you embarrassed?”

She stopped short and looked him full in the face for the first time since she had rolled from his arms in the woods. “Do you really insist on knowing?”

“I think I’m entitled to.”

“All right,” she said, producing a golf ball from the single little side pocket of her shorts. “Because I found my ball almost as soon as I entered the woods.”

After staring at her for a moment, he burst out laughing. She turned a deep red. She dropped the ball back in her pocket.

“I’m sorry,” he said contritely. “You can stop feeling embarrassed. I think you’re cute.”

“I think you have a perverted sense of humor,” she said, putting her nose in the air and moving on.

But a moment later she glanced sidewise with a little smile on her face. When he grinned at her, she reached out quickly and gave his hand a small squeeze.

“Still friends?” she asked.

“At the very least, friends,” he assured her.

At the clubhouse side entrance, which led to the locker rooms, they met Chief of Police Barney Meister coming out with a golf bag slung over his shoulder. The chief was a burly, moon-faced man of forty with a perpetually benign expression which concealed a remarkably shrewd mind.

“Hi, Barney,” Marshall greeted him. “Anything new on the cat burglar?”

Meister gave Betty a polite nod before saying, “This is my day off, Kirk. Can’t you newspaper guys stay off a man’s back just one day a week?”

“I’m not asking for a press conference,” Marshall said reasonably. “I just asked a simple question.”

The chief sighed. “I’ll give you a simple answer. No.”

As the man moved on, Marshall said to Betty, “Barney’s a little sensitive on that subject, I guess.”

“He should be. I think it’s ridiculous that the police can’t catch this man.”

The “cat burglar,” as he had come to be called by the general public, had gotten his designation from a news story written by Kirk Marshall after his third break-in. For the past two months he had been terrorizing the residents of the Rexford Bay area by breaking into homes while the inhabitants were sleeping. Recently, when surprised by a woman who awakened to find him in her bedroom, he had struck at her with some kind of weapon which inflicted a deep shoulder gash. As the room was dark, she had been unable to describe either her attacker or the weapon, but the wound suggested that the burglar carried either a hatchet or short-handled axe.

The burglaries had so far been confined exclusively to the Rexford Bay area, Runyon City’s wealthiest section, where the beach-front homes of the rich were strung along the shore of Lake Erie on both sides of the country club. Since the victims included some of the most influential people in town, the pressure on the police department to catch the culprit posthaste had been rather overwhelming.

Marshall said, “They’re doing all they can. I happen to know Barney has an extra police car patrolling this area all night long.”

They moved indoors and stopped again in the hallway in front of the women’s locker room. Betty said, “I’d hate to depend on our local cops for protection. I’ve been sleeping with a gun under my pillow ever since the attack on Mrs. Ferris.”

“Oh? What’s Bruce think of that?”

“He doesn’t know it. We haven’t been sleeping together for some time.”

The marriage must be breaking up, he thought. They not only had separate rooms, but apparently little conversation.

He said, “Hurry with your shower and I’ll buy you a day-cap.”

“All right,” she agreed, and disappeared into the women’s locker room.

The men’s locker room was only a few feet up the hall. Marshall had a quick shower and put on fresh clothing from the supply he kept in his locker. The soiled laundry he simply stuffed into his golf bag.

Betty appeared from the women’s locker room at the same moment he stepped into the hall. She was wearing fresh shorts and halter and, in addition to her golf bag, carried a small zippered case which presumably contained the other shorts and halter.

“That’s timing it nicely,” she said with a smile.

They entered the barroom together and stacked their golf bags side-by-side against the wall. There were now a number of people in the room, and it wasn’t until they approached the bar that Marshall realized one of them was Betty’s husband.

Bruce Case was thirty-six, with a wiry, well-muscled body and a darkly handsome face. He sat on a bar stool next to Doctor Emmett Derring, a thin, reedy man of about the same age who wore horn-rimmed glasses. Both had on old clothing and fishing hats.

Young Bruce Case, Jr., sat at a table near the bar sipping a bottle of orange pop through a straw.

A trifle coldly Betty said to her husband, “I didn’t expect to see you until dark.”

“Apparently,” Case said with a glance at Marshall. “They weren’t hitting, so we beached the boat and came in for a drink.”

Marshall said, “Hello, Bruce. How are you, Doc?”

“Pretty good,” the doctor said. “Buy you a drink?”

Bruce Case ignored the greeting.

“I’ll have a beer,” Marshall said, seating himself next to the doctor.

Betty sat next to her husband. Al the steward drew a beer and placed it before Marshall, then looked inquiringly at Betty.

Before she could order, Case said to her, “I found Bud unattended down on the beach while you were off with your old boy friend.”

Marshall turned on his stool to stare past Dr. Derring at the man. Betty flushed.

“He was hardly unattended,” she said. “There’s a lifeguard.”

“I don’t mind you catting around with your ex-lovers,” Case said, “but I don’t expect you to neglect your child to do it.”

Other conversation in the bar died as everyone stopped to listen.

Marshall said, “Just a minute, Case.”

Betty got up from her stool and said to her son, “Come on, Bud. We’re going home.”

“I haven’t finished my pop,” he said.

Taking the bottle from his hand, she set it on the table and drew him to his feet. She didn’t exactly drag him across the room, but he had to hurry to keep up. Slinging the strap of her golf bag over her shoulder, she picked up the zippered case with her left hand without releasing her hold on her son’s hand. A moment later she was gone.

Marshall got up, too. He said, “If you have anything to say to me or about me, Case, we’ll go somewhere private. Unless you prefer to get knocked off that stool.”

Bruce Case turned to stare at him. When he saw Marshall’s set expression, his own belligerence died and he smiled a bit weakly.

“I was mad at her, not you,” he said. “Sorry I made a damn fool of myself. Forget it and I’ll buy you a drink.”

“No, thanks,” Marshall said curtly. “I’ll forget it, but Doc’s already bought me a drink.”

Returning to his stool, he drained his beer glass in two long gulps, politely thanked the doctor, got up to collect his golf bag and left.





Chapter III

When Marshall got home, he found his father reading the Sunday paper in the big front room. Jonas Marshall was an older version of his son, with a long, lean figure, still well-muscled at sixty, and a full head of iron-gray hair. As owner, publisher and editor of the Runyon City News, the town’s only newspaper, he was Kirk Marshall’s employer as well as his parent.

Their father-son relationship was more congenial than their editor-reporter relationship. Jonas Marshall had definite ideas on what made a good newspaperman and he was a strict taskmaster. Someday he expected to turn the paper over to his son, and he wanted to be sure Kirk understood it from the ground up. Since he had gotten out of school nine years earlier, Kirk Marshall had worked at every job from copy boy to editorial writer. For the past five years he had operated as a roving reporter, and was considered the paper’s ace by everyone on the staff except his father. Jonas never seemed quite satisfied with his son’s efforts. As they were equally strong-minded, they often clashed on matters of policy.

However, outside of the newspaper office, they had a quite cordial relationship.

“Lydia called,” his father greeted Marshall. “She wants you to phone back. Your mother announced that dinner will be in twenty minutes, so if you plan to make cocktails, you’d better hurry your dressing for dinner.”

It was Kirk Marshall’s chore to mix before-dinner cocktails, and it had become such a ritual that Jonas Marshall wouldn’t have thought of taking over merely because his son arrived home a little late. It was typical that he had simply sat and waited for the family bartender to show up.

Marshall carried his golf bag up to his room, fished the dirty laundry from it and dropped it into the bathroom hamper. His dressing for dinner consisted only of changing his rumpled cotton golf slacks for a pair of dress slacks, and changing his shoes. He was back downstairs within three minutes.

His mother was standing before the stove when he entered the kitchen. Sylvia Marshall was a plump, matronly woman five years her husband’s junior. She was almost universally liked, because she was unable to find fault in anyone at all, but she was also universally regarded as a trifle addled, in a nice sort of way. She had vast trouble remembering faces, even occasionally regarding her husband and son with a puzzled expression.

Marshall bent to kiss the back of her neck and said, “Hi, Mom.”

Glancing over her shoulder, she smiled vaguely. “Oh, it’s you. I think your father is waiting for you to mix a cocktail.”

“He usually is,” Marshall said, getting a tray of ice from the refrigerator.

He mixed only two martinis, as his mother didn’t drink. He carried one in to his father, then carried the other into the den and dialed Lydia Harrison’s number.

When her clear voice answered the phone, he said, “Dad told me you called.”

“Yes,” she said. “I just wanted you to know Uncle George and Aunt Ruth drove back to Buffalo, in case you have any plans for me tonight.”

He took a sip of his cocktail. “What do you feel like?”

“Umm …”

He laughed. “There’s a good show on at the State.”

“You must not have heard me,” she said. “I said Umm …”

“I’ll be over at eight p.m.,” he told her. “Shall I dress, in case you decide you want to go out later?”

“Don’t bother,” she said. “I’m just going to be wearing perfume.”

Back in the front room Jonas Marshall laid aside his paper and raised his glass in a silent toast.

When both had sipped their drinks, the father said, “Read today’s paper?” He referred to the Buffalo paper, as the Runyon City News didn’t publish on Sunday.

“Glanced at it,” Marshall said.

“There’s a feature article on the cat burglar. Seems he’s attracting the attention of the big-city papers. Barney Meister isn’t going to like it.”

“Why?”

“The story isn’t very kind to the local police. Implies they’re a bunch of Keystone Kops whom the cat burglar has been running circles around.”

“That’s hardly fair,” Marshall said. “Personally I think Barney is a pretty good chief. He’ll net this man before long.”

“He’d better, before somebody gets killed. The man must be a psycho, carrying that axe or whatever it is around with him. What’s the score to date? About ten burglaries?”

“Nine. But only eight losses. He didn’t get anything from the Ferris home. Left his pillowcase full of loot when he swiped at Mrs. Ferris with his weapon and ran.”

Sylvia Marshall called from the dining room, “Dinnertime.”

After dinner Marshall decided to take Lydia at her word and not dress. He drove over to her place wearing the same sport shirt he had donned after his shower at the country club.

Lydia Harrison was originally from Buffalo and had no relatives in Runyon City. She had come there two years before, fresh out of college, to take a job in the advertising department of the Runyon City News. She lived alone in a three-room downtown apartment only a block from the newspaper office.

She answered the door barefoot and wearing a quilted housecoat. She was a smaller woman than Betty Case, being only about five feet three and possessing a smaller bone structure. There was nothing delicate about her, though. She had a full, rounded figure and quite a robust chest. Her hair, eyes and complexion were all dark and her face rather plain. But she had such dancing eyes and such a vivacious expression, she gave the effect of being quite pretty until you took close inventory of her features.

Closing the door behind him, Marshall said, “I thought you were going to wear just perfume.”

“I couldn’t answer the door that way, silly,” she said. “Suppost it hadn’t been you?”

She put her arms about his neck and kissed him on the lips. Then she released him and padded across the front room to the bedroom door, casually slipping off her housecoat en route. There was nothing beneath it but Lydia. At the doorway she smiled back over her shoulder and gave her round little bottom an inviting wiggle.

One of the many things he liked about Lydia Harrison was her absolute lack of pretense. She had a healthy, uninhibited liking for sex and she made no attempt to shield her desires from him. In the early days of their relationship she had somewhat startled him, for she gave the impression in public of being rather demure. She still behaved quite conventionally in front of other people, but when they were alone she could be pretty earthy. When she had the urge to be loved, she seldom wasted time with preliminaries. She usually matter-of-factly announced her desire, sometimes in rather down-to-earth terms, then took off her clothes.

When he reached the bedroom door she had tossed her housecoat over a chair and was lying on the bed. She assumed a rather lascivious posture and grinned at him.

“Hurry up,” she said. “I’ve been panting ever since we talked on the phone.”

He deliberately took his time undressing, getting some kind of mildly sadistic pleasure from her increasing impatience. He carefully hung his slacks and sport shirt on hangers in the closet, then neatly placed his shoes side-by-side on the floor and dropped his socks into them. Her expression became pleading when he slowly folded his undershirt and shorts before laying them on the dresser.
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