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ONE

“Do you, Ellen Edith Russin, take this man … to honour and to obey… to love and to cherish… in sickness and in sorrow…”

Ellen was only vaguely conscious of the Reverend Silas Taylor’s droning phrases. Although it was early in the day, the old church was stifling hot. Her forehead beneath the veil was damp with perspiration, the new bra which her mother had insisted on her wearing and which was too small, really, was cutting into the flesh beneath her breasts and probably making an ugly red line, and her mind was reeling giddily with all the things she had to remember to say and do when the ceremony was over. She smiled when Reverend Taylor paused. She said clearly: “I do…”

“And do you, Richard Paul Drake, take this woman …”

Helen Boostedt was sniffling, Ellen realized; probably remembering the boy she’d been engaged to who had gotten himself killed in the war. Instead of Helen, maybe she should have asked Ruthie Marten to be her maid of honour. But, darn it, Ruthie had been maid of honour when Pearl McGinnis got married, and Helen worked at the bank and was a lot of fun, and Dick always got a lot of laughs when she was around. Now she was crying, the dope. Was it bad luck if somebody cried at a wedding? Ellen realized suddenly that the church was deathly quiet and that her father and the Reverend Taylor were both staring intently at Dick as though waiting for him to say something. Ellen turned her head slightly, smiled at the taut-faced man beside her, and nudged him gently with her elbow.

“Oh!” Dick said huskily. “Yes … I do!”

Somebody snickered, probably Pete Helstrom — the cynical jerk! — and then Dick was sliding the carved gold band on her third finger and the Reverend Taylor was murmuring a benediction and then Dick and her father and mother and everybody else was kissing her and the organ was rising stridently and… and… oh, God, she was married! She was really Dick’s wife! Mrs. Richard Paul Drake. She didn’t feel much different, not yet, anyway, but it was wonderful just to know that now they belonged to each other, for ever and ever, just like she’d dreamed. The thought surged through her and diluted some of the weariness which had been pulling at her shoulders, and, with a proud smile, she seemed to float down the long, crowded aisle, with Dick’s arm around her and the organ booming triumphantly — really, old Mrs. Congdon had never played better! — while everybody, even Agnes Moody, the town’s old maid whose face always looked half-frozen, smiled and beamed their admiration and the murmur of congratulations rose in waves and flooded her ears.

Then they were through the doors and out in the sunlight, walking down the straight sidewalk between the green lawns, and Dick’s fingers were stroking her arm restlessly. She knew what that meant, of course, and, suddenly, almost as if her insides had just gone and melted, she felt a wild eagerness, an abandoned eagerness, and she wanted to be his, completely his, as soon as possible. She laughed and squeezed his arm and looked up into his face. He was frowning a little and ducking his head and his handsome face seemed a little tight, almost as if the rice pelting them would leave bruises, or as if he was worried about something. There wasn’t anything to worry about now, though. Everything was wonderful. In just a few hours, as soon as the reception was over, they’d slip away and drive and drive and drive, and if he wanted to stop some place and make love to her before they got to Chicago, if he tried to talk her into stopping at some motel, for instance, like he’d tried to get her to do five or six times in the past few weeks, why, she’d just smile and tell him that the sooner he stopped some place and let her start being his wife the better she’d like it. He’d be surprised, all right. She could imagine the expression on his face. She was a little surprised herself, but it was what she wanted, what she really wanted, and, after all, that’s what honeymoons were for, weren’t they? She’d been a good girl right up to this moment. But now she was married. They were married. Dick slid on to the seat beside her, being careful not to crush her gown, and the sedan moved forward. Ellen sighed. Both Dick and her father were waving to people. Ellen managed to smile and to flutter a hand at the faces grinning at them from the sidewalk. She felt Dick’s arm encircle her waist and tighten suggestively. Ellen shuddered deliciously. Damn Mama for insisting on a reception…!

• • •

In Greenwich Village, on East Fourth Street in New York City, approximately 993 miles due east of Fairburg, Wisconsin, where Ellen Russin and Dick Drake had been joined in holy wedlock, four men sat around a table at the rear of a darkened saloon. Three of them were sad-faced, well-dressed, and obviously sober; the fourth wore shabby clothes, needed a shave, and was drinking freely and steadily from a nearly vanquished bottle of rye whisky.

“I tell ya, it was him,” the grizzled one rasped. “I knocked over a can in Minnesota, see, and got away clean. I headed into Wisconsin and was going through LaCross when I picked up this flash on the radio. Somebody’d knocked over some joint in one of them nearby burgs and the heat was ordering roadblocks. Right away, I figured I was in a spot, seeing as how the car I was riding was hot and I had the swag in the trunk, so I turned-tail and hit for the nearest town and holed up in a hotel — ”

“What town?” the Dapper asked softly.

“Fairburg. A small dump, full of retired hayseeds, maybe seven … eight thousand altogether. You know the sorta layout — one hotel, one bank, a couple saloons, an A & P, a garage, and — ”

“Where’d you stash the car?” Mr. Stevie asked.

“I ran it into the garage — it was just a block from the hotel — and told ’em to do a ring job. I figured they’d jack it up out of sight long enough for me to figure out which way to duck.”

“How big a load did you have?” Mike Vincent asked. He was the only one smoking, and he growled the question around the cigar which he held clenched in the corner of his mouth.

“Twenty grand. I told you it was a small can, didn’t I? I was in and out before they even knew what’d happened. Nobody even hit an alarm. The cashier must a wet his pants and was afraid he’d get electrocuted if he touched the button — ”

“Get back to Dickie,” the Dapper said softly.

“Sure — but Mike asked me a question, didn’t he?” the grizzled one protested. He slopped more rye into his glass and guided the glass to his mouth with both hands. He drank earnestly, set the glass down, wiped his mouth on his sleeve. He started to grin — and burped softly. “Dickie Boy,” he muttered. “I saw the bastard, all right. And I saw Heinie, too. I swear to God I saw ’em both, right there in that one-horse town, big as life — ”

“Dickie, first,” the Dapper said.

“He was inna bank. I went in, mostly from habit, you unnerstand, to sorta see what kinda can it was — and he was standing there, talking to a big white-haired guy in a shiny blue suit. For a minute, I didn’t make him. He’s got his hair cut short and he’s put on a little weight and he was wearing a bow-tie and a white shirt like a bookkeeper, but I did a double-take — and it was Dickie Boy, himself, sure as God made green apples. I got change for a fiver from a dame at one of the windows and beat it out before he seen me.”

“Heinie?” Mr. Stevie asked.

“I was getting ready to blow town, and I’d just gotten the car out of the garage. There’s just this one main street, see, and they gotta big traffic light on it right where the highway comes in. Well, I was heading for the highway when I drew a red and hadda stop. While I’m sitting there, looking around to see if any heat’s on my tail, I see this good-looking dame come outa a store carrying an armload a groceries. She gets to the corner and drops a couple bags of carrots or something on the sidewalk. You remember that song, The Horse With The Hansom Behind? That’s the way she was built, and, heat or no heat, I was thinking of getting outa the car and helping her pick up the stuff, when this guy crosses right in fronta me and picks the stuff up for her. I Stared at him, thinking I must be nuts, seeing first Dickie Boy and then him in the same God-forsaken dump, but he stands there, right in front of me, piling the stuff into her arms — and then he tips his hat to her. Honest to God, I almost jumped outa my skin. He’s got the same Dutchie haircut, only it’s dyed black, and his ears don’t seem to stick out as much — ”

“You saw the scar?” Mike Vincent asked.

“Naw, I was on the wrong side of him, but it was Heinie, all right. Why, I did fifteen … sixteen jobs with him, didn’t I? I oughta know the bastard.”

There was a long silence. The grizzled one emptied the bottle and drank earnestly from his glass. The others watched him, their eyes abstracted, as though doing intricate sums in the backs of their minds. Finally, the Dapper broke the silence.

“It wouldn’t hurt to check,” he said.

“What’s the word from upstairs?” Mike Vincent asked.

“Nothing,” Mr. Stevie said. He pursed his lips for a moment. “The Feds have the serial numbers — they say. Nobody’s caught any, though. It’d hit the stands, for sure.”

“That serial number stuff might be crap,” the Dapper said. “Figure it out. A hundred-twenty-five grand, most of it small bills, a whole suitcase full. Who could write down all them numbers — and who’s got a brain big enough to remember them?”

“Some guys got photographic memories,” Mr. Stevie suggested.

“Crap!” the Dapper said.

“Maybe they microfilmed them,” Mike Vincent put in.

The Dapper snorted. “Hell, it’s been two years, don’t forget. No two-bit bank teller’s got that kind of a memory.”

“I’m thinking of that,” Mr. Stevie said. “Dickie Boy took a powder, showing he’s smart enough to hole up until the heat burned itself out. We’d have taken the load from him for a big two-bits, but he probably figured to slip it out a little at a time and keep the whole bag.”

“Not if Heinie’s there,” Mike Vincent growled.

The Dapper and Mr. Stevie nodded. There was another period of silence, then Mr. Stevie said, “I think it’s worth checking. You’ve got nothing on, Dapper. Suppose you take a trip West and see how it adds.”

“Okay.” The Dapper nodded again. “How about him?” He looked at the grizzled guy, who had his head on the table and was snorting softly.

“He’s carrying twenty,” Mr. Stevie said casually. “I think hell take 15 per cent for the big bills and the paper. suppose I give him 5 per cent for the tip, if-as-and-when it works out?”

The Dapper shrugged. Mike Vincent chewed his cigar a moment, then nodded an okay. The Dapper and Mike Vincent left the building together. Mr. Stevie locked the door behind them, and, whistling sombrely, got a fresh bottle of rye from behind the bar. He opened it, set it on the table beside the snoring man, and wearily peered at his watch. It was nearly eleven A.M. Another hour and it would be noon and the porter would be coming in, banging bottles, rattling his pail, getting things ready for the Saturday night rush. Mr. Stevie sighed heavily. He was getting too old for these kind of hours. A guy his age ought to get some sleep in the mornings …

• • •

Ellen tugged at his arm and whispered, “Let’s go, darling!”

“God, yes.” He rolled his eyes like an exhausted runner, then glanced towards the big front room, where forty or fifty perspiring guests were still raiding the buffet luncheon or admiring the array of wedding gifts; some were standing in groups, some were sitting in clusters, and nearly all were holding drinks in one hand. “Sure it’s okay?”

“I don’t care if it isn’t!” Ellen said spiritedly. “I want to start honeymooning, darling — don’t you?” She gave him an arch look.

“You know it, sweets!” He caught her to him and gave her a quick squeeze. “How’ll we work it?”

“I have to get out of this” — she indicated her wedding dress with a careless gesture — “and into a suit. You’ll have to change, too, of course,” she giggled — “unless you want to go driving around in a tux. How long will it take you?”

“Five minutes, maybe less. Our bags are in the car, and all I have to do is jump out of this monkey suit and into some slacks.”

“All right.” Her eyes were shining. “I’ll get Sis to help me. I’ll sneak out the back and meet you in the car. Bet I beat you!”

“What do you bet?”

She laughed softly, blew him a kiss, and ran upstairs, holding the billowing skirt up so she wouldn’t trip. Marie was in the bathroom, as usual, doing something to her face, which was all right, because God knows something had to be done with it if she was ever going to get herself a steady beau, but when she saw Ellen she came out and helped unhook the gown and hung it up. The new Sacony suit was lying on the bed, waiting, and Ellen slipped on the skirt, changed shoes, and poked her arms into a plain white nylon blouse almost in one motion.

“You scared, El?” Marie asked, buttoning the blouse for her.

“What’s there to be scared about?” Ellen asked, laughing.

“You know. I heard sometimes it hurts.”

“Oh, fiddle-de-dee,” Ellen scoffed. “Mom said it’s nothing to worry about, didn’t she?” She checked her purse swiftly, looked in the mirror, jabbed a comb at her thick blonde hair. “Anyway, I don’t care if it does. Wasn’t it a wonderful wedding?”

“Sure it was, El.” With a rare display of affection, Marie put her arms around her and kissed her. “All the luck in the world, El! I know you and Dick’ll be happy.”

“Thanks, Sis.” Ellen chuckled wickedly. “I’ll tell you all about it when we get back — maybe.”

“You’d better. Where’re you going, El? I won’t tell.”

“It’s a secret. Not even Mom knows.” She glanced about the room to make sure she had everything, then she gave Marie a misty smile — and went swiftly down the back stairs. Old Mr. Fairman was in the kitchen, peddling his usual line of pats and prods to the Stedmeyer girl, but neither of them saw her slip around the freezer and open the screen door. She ran down the path to the rear gate, stopped for a final happy glance at the old homestead, and saw her mother waving from the dining-room window. Ellen blew her mother a kiss, then ran lightly towards Watson Street. Dick’s blue Chevy was in front of his hotel — and, darn it, he was already in it. He saw her, grinned, and started the car.

“Gosh, how’d you ever manage to change so fast?” Ellen gasped, plopping on to the seat beside him. “I hurried like mad!”

“Organization,” Dick said mockingly. He leaned his face towards her and captured her lips. “Ummm. Hello, Mrs. Drake. Feel married?”

“Much. You?”

“You bet. Let’s get out of this town.”

“The sooner the better, Mr. Drake.” She inched closer to him, feeling a surge of excitement as her hip and shoulder touched his, sensing the eagerness which immediately flowed between their bodies. “I don’t care how fast you drive, darling, as long as it isn’t too far!”

The car was moving down Watson Street towards the main highway. He turned and smiled at her. “You mean you won’t mind if we don’t make Chicago tonight?”

“Chicago! Don’t be mean, Dick. It’s four hundred miles, at least, to Chicago, isn’t it? I hardly slept a wink last night, and Mom got me up at the crack of dawn so she could get everything packed, and … Gosh, I’m exhausted.”

“So am I,” Dick said softly. “Suppose we look for a motel along the way?”

“That’s a darned good idea, Mr. Drake. Nobody knows where we’re going, and it’s none of their business anyway, is it, if we want to stop and get some rest?” She averted her eyes shyly. “I mean … well, it has been a hectic week, hasn’t it?”

“It sure has, sweets.”

There wasn’t much traffic on the highway and the Chevy purred effortlessly down the long ribbon of white concrete. Dick slipped an arm around her and his hand cupped one of her breasts. The pressure was slight and his fingers were gentle, but her heart stopped for a second — and then began to race.

“Think it was worth it?” she managed to murmur softly.

“Of course.”

His fingers continued to fondle her, although he didn’t turn his head, and her blood turned to fire and she wished shamelessly that she’d left the jacket off, that all she had on was the thin nylon blouse, that they were alone, all alone, and she didn’t even have to have — 

“Darling, do you mean it?” she whispered thickly. “Do you really and truly mean it?”

“Don’t talk, sweets. Keep watching for a sign which says M-o-t-e-l …”

• • •

At 3:05 that afternoon, a young, dapper man in a light grey, summer-weight flannel suit boarded a United Airlines plane at La Guardia Field in New York. The plane, a DC-7 with plush accommodations, was not yet filled. He smiled pleasantly at the stewardess as he entered, replied to her inquiry with the name “Edgar Jackson,” and waited politely while she found the name on her list and checked it off. He chose a seat on the right-hand side of the plane, at about the centre of the wide, gleaming wing, and sank down into the seat, being careful to twitch the creases of his trousers away from his knees before the expensively tailored fabric tightened. Then he fastened the seat belt, leaned back, and closed his eyes.

When the big plane left the ground and began its three-hour non-stop flight to Chicago a few minutes later, he was sound asleep …

• • •

“Gosh, darling,” Ellen said somewhat peevishly, “it doesn’t have to be a palace! We’ve passed lots of places we could have stopped. Don’t you want to stop?”

“I don’t want to spend the night in a dump, sweets,” Dick said. He was gripping the wheel tightly and his eyes were on the rear vision mirror. “It’s hot and we’re both tired and this is our honeymoon. When we hit U.S. 41 there’ll be some big modern places with air-conditioned cabins.”

“I’m so darned tired I could sleep anyplace!”

“You don’t realize how hot it is. As long as we’re driving, the breeze keeps us fairly cool; once we stop, the heat’ll be like a furnace blast.”

“But you aren’t even looking for a place!”

“Sure I am.”

“You’re not! You keep looking behind us.”

“Sorry,” he said shortly. He jerked his eyes away from the mirror and smiled weakly.

“What are you watching back there?”

He moistened his lips and stared straight ahead at the road. “I don’t really know,” he said after a moment. “It seemed as though a tan Ford was following us. Did you know anybody with a tan Ford coupé?”

“There’s probably hundreds of tan Fords in Wisconsin, Dick! Who on earth would follow us, anyway?”

“I don’t know.” His lips tightened a moment, then twisted into a smile. “Maybe that church stuff and all your yakking relatives at the reception put my nerves on edge. I guess I was thinking about those jokes they play on newlyweds.”

“Jokes?” She stared at him incredulously. “What kind of jokes?”

“Oh … you know. Tricks. I’ve heard of them following along and hiding, then banging on the door or calling on the telephone all night, and — ”

“Oh, Dick — !” Ellen burst into laughter. “You don’t think anyone in Fairburg would go to that much trouble, do you, honestly?”

“It was just a thought. I noticed the Ford a couple hours ago. It drops back occasionally, then it closes in and hangs on our tail.”

“Gosh, I didn’t think you were the nervous type, darling!” She snuggled against him and burrowed her head against his shoulder. “I’m sleepy and want to go beddy-bye. I can hardly keep my eyes open.”

“Go ahead, sweets, grab forty winks if you can,” he said, turning and brushing a quick kiss down the length of her nose. “I’ll wake you as soon as I spot a decent-looking place.”

She closed her eyes, intending only to rest them for a moment, but she must have dozed, for when the raucous blare of a horn awakened her, the Chevy was in the midst of a lot of traffic and evening shadows were sifting down upon the highway …

• • •

It was five o’clock, Central Daylight Time, when the Dapper left the United Airline’s plane at Chicago’s Midway airport. It took another hour for him to get to the Loop. He went directly to the LaSalle Street station and inquired about trains to Fairburg, Wisconsin. Fairburg, he learned, was some place in the hinterlands and not easy to reach. He could take either the North-western or the North Shore railroad to Stillwell and then switch to a bus, or he could take the Milwaukee Road’s “400” to LaCross and then take his chances on finding transportation to Fairburg, which, the ticket agent estimated, would be some ninety miles north and east. It wasn’t much of a choice, especially since the “400” didn’t leave until the next morning.

The Dapper ate a solid dinner in a restaurant near the LaSalle Street station, then taxied over to the Northwestern’s main depot. He questioned another ticket agent and learned that it was also possible to take a train to Elroy, Wisconsin, by way of Madison, and to then get a bus to Fairburg. It was the same bus which he could get by going to Stillwell, and the Madison train, like the “400”, left the next morning.

The Dapper was impatient to be on his way. Time might be of the essence, he realized, particularly if Dickie Boy and Heinie were in the same area. Impulsively, he bought a ticket on the next train to Stillwell and wired ahead to the Drayton Hotel for an overnight reservation.

• • •

“Do they have a vacancy?” Ellen asked eagerly.

“You bet. Air-conditioned cabin with television and bath,” Dick said, dangling a key in front of her eyes as he got into the car. “How does that sound, sweets?”

“Wonderful!” she murmured, feeling her heart begin to quicken. “I thought we’d never find a place. Where are we, anyway?”

“Just outside Stillwell,” he told her. He drove the Chevy down a winding crushed-stone driveway, slowing at each of the cute, modernistic ranch-type miniatures so he could see the number on its pink door. When they reached number nine, he grunted and swung the Chevy off the driveway and ran it in alongside the low building. He turned off the ignition, then the lights.

“We’re here!” Ellen sighed. “Finally!”

“Shhh. Be quiet a minute, sweets.” He appeared to be listening intently and to be watching the highway.

“Darling, don’t tell me you’re still worried about that car!” she exclaimed. “If you don’t carry me over that threshold this very minute, I’m going to divorce you!” She opened the door and sprang out of the car, nearly wrenching her ankle as she landed on the soft ground.

“Okay, okay.” He got out, caught her in his arms, and squeezed her lightly against him. His mouth found hers and the tip of his tongue burned between her lips and she felt the immediate rise of urgent ecstasy flood through her like a tide. She clung to him, feeling as though their bodies were one, and then he lifted her off the ground and carried her to the front of the cabin. He unlocked the door awkwardly, kicked it open, and carried her into the dark interior. When he tried to set her down, she clung to him and sought his lips again. The kiss seemed to last for ever …

Dick snapped the lights on and closed the door. There were two fair-sized rooms, larger than she had expected, with a tiny shower and bath in between. The front room was a combination dinette and kitchen, complete with a small refrigerator, a gas plate, a twelve-inch TV set, and three chairs with gay plaid upholstery. There wasn’t much in the bedroom, just a three-quarter-size bed which looked clean and comfortable, a desk, a chest of drawers, and another of the plaid-upholstered chairs. While Dick went out and got their suitcases, Ellen pulled down the shades on the two windows and snooped in some of the drawers. They were empty, of course.

“Want me to get us something to eat?” Dick asked, setting his own brand-new suitcase just inside the bedroom door.

“Say, you’re beginning to sound exactly like a husband!” Ellen exclaimed. She giggled, then blushed a little. “Are you really hungry?”

“I thought you might be.”

Ellen pretended to deliberate. “I think I’d rather get some sleep. A shower — and then lots of sleep. Honest, darling — I’m not a bit hungry. But if you — ”

“Not me, sweets. You take your shower. I’ll lock the car and smoke a cigarette” — he hesitated, sort of embarrassed-like, then concluded hurriedly — “and then I’ll be ready to turn in, too. Okay, Mrs. Drake?”

“Very much okay, Mr. Drake,” she said, skipping into the bedroom. “I’ll holler out when I’m through with the shower.”

She closed the bedroom door and then just stood there for a minute, listening to the thump of her heart. Gosh, in a couple of minutes she’d … she’d really be married! The thought sent her into a flurry of activity. She opened her suitcase, got out the blue nylon shortie her sister Marie had given her, unpacked her toothbrush, her make-up, and the new bottle of Woodhue she’d gotten at the last Rexall sale, and arranged them hastily on top of the chest of drawers. She undressed quickly, hanging her suit on wire hangers which she found in the tiny closet; her under-things she simply pushed into a corner of the suitcase. With a shameless feeling which made little chills tremble up and down her spine, she opened the bedroom door and scampered naked into the bathroom. The shower sputtered and ran first hot and then cold, but she didn’t care. Hurriedly, she dried herself, administered a slash of lipstick to her lips, and then scampered back to the bedroom.

Before closing the door, she shouted, “Okay, darling!” She listened a moment, and then, thinking that she heard his footsteps outside the cabin, she pushed the door almost shut, turned out the light, and felt her way to the window. The shade rolled up with a startling snap which made her jump back and stub a toe against the chair.

“Damn!” she whispered to herself. “Be careful, you goof. You want to break a leg now?”

She answered the question by giggling softly. She peered out the window, but there was no moon and very little light except for that which came from occasionally passing cars on the highway. Gosh, there she was standing naked as a jay-bird — naked as a pretty jay-bird, she amended — while he might open the door and come in any second! She found the bottle of cologne, put a dab behind each of her ears, a dab on her throat, and then, after a moment’s hesitation, a tiny dab beneath each of her breasts. Doing so made her feel deliciously wicked, and, for a moment, she considered leaving the blue nylon shortie on the chair, where it certainly belonged. She oughtn’t to make things too easy for him, though, she decided; he might think she was … well, that she was too eager. Maybe she was too eager, but that’s why girls had so much fun, wasn’t it?”

Smiling at her own wit, she fumbled the shortie over her head, patted it into place, and then lay down on the bed. Maybe he hadn’t heard her. Of course he had. He’d been standing outside, pretending to smoke a cigarette just like new husbands always do in stories, and he’d been listening nervously for her shout. She’d hollered loud enough for them to hear it in Stillwell, too. He was probably undressing in the dinette, doing whatever it is men have to do before they come to bed, and any second the door would whisper open and he’d be coming towards the bed.

Ellen yawned. God, she was tired. Not too tired, of course. Dick was the one who was really tired. She’d had a nap in the car, while he’d had to sit there and drive all those miles. Ellen closed her eyes, trying to concentrate on listening for the whisper of the opening door, trying to imagine what it would really be like, wondering if it would hurt much, trying to remember what the joke was that Mary Ann Eils used to tell about her bridal night, hoping … hoping …

Without realizing it, she fell asleep.

• • •

The Dapper was in the Town Casino bar of the Drayton Hotel, the biggest and best hostelry in Stillwell, sipping a rye-on-the-rocks and trying to make sense out of the bus schedule which he’d gotten from the hotel’s clerk …

Two agents of the Federal Bureau of Investigation were speeding towards Little Rock, Arkansas, where several bills bearing serial numbers which identified them as part of the pay-off money in the Aberdeen kidnapping had been spotted by an alert bank teller …

Sergeant John D’Alessandro, now permanently assigned to the detective bureau of the Stillwell police department, drove past the Lazy Acres Motel at the north city limits. The motel seemed quiet. D’Alessandro radioed in, gave his position, was told that nothing new was on the books. Yawning, D’Alessandro pulled into the next driveway, backed out, headed back into the city …

And Ellen Drake, waiting for her new husband on the bed of the dark motel bedroom, clad only in the sheer blue nylon shortie, her slim young body expectant but limp with the weariness engendered by days of feverish preparation for the wedding rites and the reception afterwards, and her mind sluggish with sleep, heard the bedroom door open …

As in a dream, a lovely dream which she had seen on the screen of her imagination many times before, she sensed the presence of maleness in the room, of maleness coming quickly towards her, and, as her heart began to quicken, she smiled happily, still more than half-asleep, and raised her arms towards it.

The bed lurched as his weight came upon it suddenly and she felt his hot breath upon her cheek, a breath which worried her vaguely because it was different somehow, and then his hands were clutching at her, and, imagining that this was what the other girls had meant when they talked about the cruelty of men and trying desperately to remember what it was that Mom had warned might happen on her wedding night, she choked back the moan which rose involuntarily towards her lips and she tightened her arms about him, enduring the terrible way his weight was crushing her, trying to respond to the cruel pressure of his mouth on hers, trying to sense the instant so she could remember it always … and, oh, God, is this what they meant by passion? Is this what men and women had to do, for better or for worse, through sickness and all the rest of it, for ever and ever?

She felt, almost as though someone had flicked a switch, that something was wrong, something was terribly wrong, and she tried to twist away, tried to fling off the body which was violating her. The conviction that it wasn’t Dick, it couldn’t be Dick, sprang into her mind. Terror froze her for a moment, and, in that moment of horror, the weight went away and a fist seemed to be smashing at her face and then there was nothing in the dark room, nothing except her trembling body and a horrid dream.

She lay there, rigid with terror and shock, for what seemed like an eternity, while her startled senses and her sleep-drugged mind tried to understand what had happened. It had been a dream, a nightmare! No, no, the pains in her body told her, it had happened like that, it had really happened … and it hadn’t been Dick … it hadn’t been her husband … it couldn’t have been, because . . because why?
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