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ONE

IT BEGAN AS A DREAM. He saw Narda coming toward him.

The light from the hall was on her, and she wore a nightgown of pink shimmering stuff that made bittersweet the memories of her body. He lay in bed and knew that he would wake before she reached him, for that was the way of dreams.

Narda paused at the foot of the bed. There was almost no bodice to that nightgown. Her luscious breasts, partly exposed and wholly revealed, were held high as if in offering.

“I’ve come back to you, darling,” she said brightly.

Dirk Hart tore open his eyes to abolish the vision of her. Even in a dream he had to reject her. Then he found with a shock that his eyes had been open all along and that this was no dream.

Narda was real.

He sat up in bed. “What’re you doing here?” he said harshly.

“Why, darling, I’ve come home.” She made it sound as if she merely had been out shopping for a few hours.

She moved around the foot of the bed so that he could see all of her to her painted toenails.

The nightgown was nylon, hardly more than a pink mist over that generously rounded figure. He could remember all of it from their two years of marriage, the curves and texture and the responsive feel of it. But seeing her again left him only with the old contempt.

There was a small interval, a silence as she paused in the middle of the room to display herself in the light from the hall. Her brown eyes under darkened lashes held that familiar sensuous look of anticipation. Her too-red mouth was parted.

Momentarily Dirk Hart’s blood urged him to reclaim her, but his brain remained cool and rational, brushing aside desire. Not again, he thought. It was over, done, finished, and it had to stay that way.

He said: “Beat it.”

Narda’s smile, calculated for passion, didn’t flicker. She stepped closer.

“After all,” she said, “a man’s wife belongs in his bed.” And she leaned forward to lift the cover.

He fled as she put a knee on the bed to get in beside him. He had never fled from any man, but you couldn’t combat a woman with fists or a gun. He rolled to the other side of the bed and sprang out. He stood in baggy pajamas; with restrained fury he ran a hand through touseled straw hair.

“Ten months ago you stopped being my wife,” he snapped.

“You never divorced me.”

That was true enough. He hadn’t bothered. He’d had no thought of a second marriage, so he had left a divorce up to her. But she had done nothing about it either, going on her way with whatever man happened to please her at the moment.

Now she was back, her ripe smile asking for him across the bed they had once shared. She had spilled completely out of the inadequate bodice and did nothing about it. The fact that they were no longer living together made it brazen.

“Darling, you do want me,” she purred, and flowed around the bed to where he stood.

Dirk Hart’s cheek ridged as he watched her undulating approach. If he kept looking at her face, it was easier to despise her. She used too much make-up these days. It emphasized what she was.

When she reached him and offered her red mouth for his kiss, he slapped her face.

The blow wasn’t hard. He struck her to let her know better than words that he wanted none of her.

There was a silence.

She had made no outcry. She had drawn back a step and stood holding her cheek, but her smile remained. And she said almost gaily: “Darling, some men beat women because they love them. Is that what it meant?”

There was no coping with her. A man was at a disadvantage in any conflict with a voluptuous, practically naked woman, wife or no wife.

He had thrown her out once. Not bodily, it was true; he had simply told her to go. He could throw her out again, physically if necessary.

“Where are your clothes?” he said.

“Darling,” she purred, “you used to prefer me this way.”

She put her hands on his waist and her cheek on his chest and snuggled against him. She was not a short woman, but barefooted she hardly reached his shoulder.

Ignoring her, he glanced around for her clothes.

They weren’t in the bedroom. Obviously she hadn’t come here in that transparent nightgown. She must have retained a key from the time when this had been her house too, and she had let herself in and undressed in the living room.

He said, “You’re getting dressed,” and closed his strong fingers over her bare forearm.

She winced. He hustled her out of the bedroom. She tried to hold back, but his ruthless strength overwhelmed her. After he had half-dragged her as far as the hall, she moved her feet.

She had left a living room floor lamp on, and there on the couch was a yellow leather bag. Beside it lay an emerald green dress, sheer hose, underwear as fragile as the nightgown, and on the floor stood green spike-heeled shoes.

Slowly she turned within his grip, and her red smile was now sheer mockery. “And if I refuse, darling, will you dress me yourself? I’m sure you’ll enjoy it.”

Brutally he thrust her toward her clothes. She sprawled on the couch, bruising a bare shoulder against a corner of the bag.

“Damn you!” she sobbed. “A lousy cop! A stinking, crummy shamus!”

That was still her ultimate in scorn. At first he had been only a cop. And then only a private detective.

There were ready answers. He could have reminded her how she had tricked and betrayed and failed him during their life together, and only at the very end — and only tonight for the second time — had he sought to redeem his male pride.

But he only said again: “Get dressed.”

There was no protest left in her. She sniffed and like a small child wiped her nose with the back of her hand.

“Please let me stay,” she begged.

It was not like her to beg any man. Always in the past it had been the other way around.

Why now? And why, he asked himself, if she was so anxious to come back to him, did she do it like this? He could expect her to be shameless, but never crude.

“It’s no good, Narda,” he said more gently. “All I want from you is to be let alone.”

She stood up and glared, hating him because he was a man who had strength not to succumb. Now she was acting more like herself.

“The hell with you!” she said shrilly, and she dropped off her nightgown and turned to her clothes.

Contemptuously he looked away from her nakedness, and he saw his sister Lucy watching them from the hall doorway.

The surprising thing was that Lucy hadn’t awakened before this and come to see what the row was about. In snug maroon pajamas she leaned languidly against the doorjamb and from a corner of her mouth a wisp of cigarette smoke curled across her face.

“When a woman’s a tramp,” Lucy drawled, “she’s a tramp even with her husband.”

Cloth rustled, and Narda’s voice retorted with sugary malice. “You ought to know all about tramps, Lucy, being such an expert at it.”

Dirk Hart sighed. This was like the old days, his sister and his wife at each other like cats. Lucy had continued to live with him after his marriage, here in this small cottage, because she’d had nobody but her brother. One of the things he had learned was that a man could live with a wife or with a sister, but not with both.

Lucy made no comeback to Narda’s last crack. They were all quiet now — Narda dressing, Lucy smoking, Dirk waiting.

After a minute he turned back to the couch. Narda was fully dressed except for shoes. She stepped into them and shoved the nightgown into the yellow bag and clicked the bag shut. Without a glance at either of them, she started toward the door.

“Good-night, Narda,” Dirk said.

She stopped and looked at him over her shoulder. There was nothing left in her over-painted face — not hate or desire or mockery or defeat. It was as if within ten minutes she had run through every emotion and had none left. And there were no words left in her either, not even a response to his polite good-night.

The bag swinging, hips exaggeratedly undulating, she went on. The door slammed. Her heels clicked on the small open porch, and then there was silence.

“You really wanted her, didn’t you?” Lucy said lazily.

Dirk scowled at his sister’s high-cheeked, attractive face behind thin smoke.

“Suppose you mind your own business and get back to bed,” he said crisply.

She moved away from the doorway, but not into the hall. She came farther into the room and very slowly mashed her cigarette out in an ashtray.

At a glance you could tell they were brother and sister. His blonde hair was a disheveled mop at the moment and hers a crown of wheat, but the tint and texture were identical. She didn’t reach much above his chin, but she was quite tall for a woman, long-limbed and sweepingly curved under those thin pajamas. Her face was angular like his, but soft and delicately toned where his was hard and rugged.

In other ways his kid sister was like him too — quiet and secretive and fiercely independent.

“But the question is,” she said as if continuing a conversation, “what did Narda really want?”

He had no answer for that.

Lucy let go of the mangled cigarette. Lithe and graceful, she walked slowly past him and out of the room.

A minute later Dirk returned to his bed.

He couldn’t sleep. Once this had been Narda’s bed too, shared with him, and this cottage on the outskirts of the city he had bought for her when they were married. He hadn’t been able to afford it then, and he hadn’t been able to afford much after. The city of Branton hadn’t paid its cops well, not even its detective sergeants.

That had been the trouble from the first — money.

Narda had an expensive body and expensive tastes to go with it. She was the one who had persuaded him to quit the force. That had been just after he had hit the headlines by cleaning up the local numbers racket and sending Chet Sheridan, the kingpin, to jail. Narda had nagged him into cashing in on his transitory fame. The only way to make money, she had pointed out, was to be in business for yourself. And because money had meant so much to her and because he knew only one business, he rented an office downtown and set himself up as a private investigator.

But that didn’t do it either. Though he doubled his income, he continued to be a poor man — that is, by Narda’s standards. He didn’t become a rich private detective for the same reason he hadn’t become a rich detective sergeant.

Honesty was a bar to wealth in his profession, and he wore honesty like a badge, flaunting it before the chiselers and the grifters, before all the corrupting host. And later, when Narda was no longer with him, honesty was the core of his toughness and his bitterness.

It had taken two years of marriage to discover that Narda was not confining herself to his bed.

It was ironical that he, a detective, should have been the last to know. Maybe he had been deliberately fooling himself. She had not been less affectionate, for she was a passionate woman; she had wanted too many things at once, including him. Maybe he had wanted to believe that clothes too costly for him to afford had been bought with money sent to her by parents in a distant city, and that nights away from home she had actually spent with women friends.

But eventually her blatant infidelity had opened his eyes, and he had kicked her out.

Tonight she had returned. Or tried to, and he had kicked her out again.

His contempt for her churned in his stomach, and he could not wipe from his half-sleeping brain that vision of her lush body shimmering through the disarrayed pink nightgown.

After a while he went into the kitchen for a drink of water.

It was not necessary to put on a light. Moonlight bathed all of that small cottage, and through open bedroom doors it filtered into the inner hall.

As he crossed the hall, he faced Lucy’s room. The door was open, and he could see her bed. He noted that the bed was empty, which meant that she was in the bathroom. Barefooted he padded through the living room and into the kitchen. He drank ice water from the refrigerator.

On the way back he passed the bathroom. That door, like almost every other in the house, was open; the interior was lightless. What that meant didn’t register until he had taken a couple of more steps. Then he went back for a look.

Lucy wasn’t in the bathroom. She couldn’t be anywhere else in the house because he had just been through the other rooms. Within the last half-hour, while he had been struggling to sleep, she had slipped out.

He looked out a window. The car, shared by both of them, was there under the car port. Had somebody called for her? He would have heard it; he had never been wholly asleep. It wasn’t much after one-thirty and it wouldn’t have been a particularly late hour for her to have been out on a date. But what did it signify when a girl went to bed and then got up and sneaked out of the house?

This was an old problem. How much like a father was an older brother supposed to be? To what extent did one try to interfere in the private life of a twenty-two-year-old girl?

Women, he thought wearily, and got back into bed.

Sleep came now, but in it there was a remote ringing, growing louder and louder with his complete awakening. It was the phone.

The radium dial of his alarm clock said that it was twenty after two — well over an hour since Narda had left. Sleepily he went out to the hall and picked up the phone.

“Hello,” he said.

There was no mistaking Jim Bath’s always dreary voice. Captain Jim Bath, chief of the city Homicide Squad to which Dirk used to be attached.

“Dirk?” Bath said. “Are you still legally married to Narda?”

“Yes.”

“I thought so. Then you’d better come down to Market and Pine at once.”

“What happened?”

“She’s dead, Dirk.”

Dirk drew in his breath. “Accident?”

“Shot. At least two slugs in her.”

Dirk stared at the hall wallpaper. It was covered with tiny bunches of yellow and blue flowers. Narda had selected that paper when they had moved into the house.

“I’ll be right over, Jim,” he said quietly.

As he hung up, he was looking directly through the open doorway into Lucy’s room. She was back in bed.

Moonlight bathed her, glinted on her wheat hair spread on the pillow. Her eyes were closed, her breathing regular. The ringing of the phone hadn’t awakened her.

He took one step toward her, made a complete turn to his own room. He dressed.

Narda was dead. He hadn’t let her come to him tonight, but now that she was dead he had to go to her.





TWO

THE TARPAULIN WAS spread beside a gas pump at the curb of the large commercial garage at the corner of Market and Pine.

Dirk Hart saw it as he rolled by in his car. Spectators lined the other side of the street. Gathered in front of the closed-down garage were the homicide men.

A harness bull waved Dirk on. He parked around the corner on Pine and walked back to Market.

Captain Jim Bath detached himself from a conference with a couple of other plainclothesmen. Glumly he nodded to Dirk and turned his head.

“Steve,” he said, “give Dirk a look at her.”

A detective bent over the tarpaulin, gripped one end. Dirk stepped forward and stopped as the tarpaulin was pulled down over the head, over the shoulders and hips and to the knees.

A nearby street lamp shone fully on the dead face. The only colors remaining had been painted on by her in life — blood-red on lips, pink on cheeks, black on eyebrows and lashes, all hideously garish now. But the body was still Narda’s, lush under the emerald green dress.

Dirk looked away. The detective restored the tarpaulin.

There was a minute of routine. Though Captain Bath had attended their wedding, it was required that Dirk identify her for the record.

That over, Dirk said: “What’ve you got, Jim?”

“Not a damn thing,” Bath replied. “We know she was shot right here at one-forty-five. Several people heard the shots. A hack driver parked halfway up the street saw her fall. But that’s all he saw or anybody else saw. The killer must have been waiting right here in the shadows against the garage wall. He pumped lead into her and slipped around the corner and walked away down Pine Street. Anyway, that’s how I figure it.” He sighed. “This is going to be one sweet headache.”

To Captain Bath everything was a headache. He was small for a cop, short and skinny, and his posture was without dignity. He dragged his feet when he walked, slumped when he stood. His pinched face wore a perpetual expression of disgust; his dreary voice always implied that he was tired of it all.

He was the shrewdest manhunter in the state.

Down the street a vertical electric sign read: “Majestic Hotel.” Dirk gestured toward it. “The last I heard, she was staying at the Majestic.”

“Yeah, that much we found out already. About all we did find out.” Bath applied a match to his pipe. “You been seeing her recently, Dirk?”

“No. But I saw her tonight. She left my house at one o’clock or maybe ten after.”

Bath nodded wearily, as if that explained everything. “She was carrying a bag with clothes in it, including a nighty. The lab boys have the bag. We figured she’d left the hotel a minute before to spend a few nights away when she was shot. Now you say she was going back to it. From your house?”

“Narda arrived tonight when I was in bed. She wanted to move back with me, maybe for one night, maybe for good. We didn’t discuss it much. I told her to get out, and after a few minutes she did.”

“What did she want?”

“I told you,” Dirk said testily. “If that’s not convincing, your guess is as good as mine.”

“You still live over in the Hillcrest section, don’t you?”

“That’s right. Four miles from here. I doubt that she had a car. I didn’t hear it leave when she did, and she didn’t know how to drive unless she’d learned recently. You can’t find a cab out there that late. The only way back for her would’ve been by bus. There’s a one-thirty bus leaves two blocks from my house. It reaches this corner some fifteen minutes later.”

Bath took out a notebook, made notes in pencil. “That should check.” He put up the book and brooded at Dirk. “You’ve been on the force. You’re still in the business, kind of, though you know how I feel about private snoopers. You know the answers we need. Dirk, you got anything else to tell me?”

“No.”

“You sure?”

Six-feet-two of Dirk Hart towered over the captain. His lean jaw ridged.

“I didn’t kill her, Jim.”

“I’d be surprised if you did,” Bath said dismally. “You wouldn’t shoot anybody in the back, much less kill a woman. What I want to know — are you anxious for us to get the killer?”

“I’d like to get him for you, Jim.”

“Well, don’t you go off half-cocked.” Bath jabbed the pipe stem in Dirk’s chest. “Remember you’re not police any more. Come in to see me tomorrow morning.”

Dirk Hart crossed the street. On the opposite sidewalk a voice called: “Wait up, Dirkie.”

He didn’t have to recognize the voice to know that it belonged to Felix Lanahan. Nobody else called him Dirkie.

Felix was somewhat more drunk than usual, his eyes slightly out of focus. He wore a battered hat low over the right side of his brow. He was within an inch of Dirk’s height, but his shoulders and chest didn’t compare. His face was permanently molded by the cynical leer of a hard-bitten newspaperman.

“So it’s Narda,” he said without regret. “Well, she had something coming to her.”

“Not this,” Dirk said.

Felix Lanahan glanced across the street at the tarpaulin.

“I guess nobody has,” he agreed. “I abhor waste, and there’s no denying that it’s sheer waste for such flesh to molder into dust. You haven’t been seeing her again, have you?”

Felix was his closest friend and had a right to know, but he was also a newspaperman.

“Are you covering this?” Dirk asked.

“Me? I’ve been off the news beat for four days. Didn’t I tell you? In his wisdom my managing editor ordered me to drop everything and go find Thomas K. Banner, the missing state senator. Six months ago he vanished off the face of the earth. Five months ago the cops gave up looking for him. But does that discourage the Branton Record? Not the managing editor who has nothing to do but sit on his tail and say to me: Go find him. Dirkie, you’re not the only one making like a detective these days.”

They had walked through the crowd and were turning down Pine Street.

“Then why are you here?” Dirk asked.

“Just happened. I was on my way home and saw the crowd and joined the gawkers. Got involved with a date earlier. She had hardly the face or figure to inspire a man even on a desert island, but a lad must live. So I’m not covering Narda’s murder. Whatever you say, Dirkie, is off the record.”

Dirk told him about Narda’s visit.

“Maybe some lad didn’t approve of her running back to her own hubby,” Felix commented. “I can understand why sooner or later any lad who took up with her would get a yearning to liquidate her. Any idea who in this case?”

“No.”

“Do you care, Dirkie?”

They were standing beside the sedan. Dirk closed his hand over the door handle.

“Yes,” he said.

Felix clucked his tongue. “That’s rank sentimentality after what she did to you. There’s a legend in Branton that you’re a hard guy because your good with your fists and quick with a gun. I know better. You’re soft, Dirkie.”

But not soft enough tonight, Dirk thought. Not so soft that he hadn’t been able to resist Narda. Those bullets wouldn’t have reached her in his cottage.

He got into the car.

Felix leaned against the door. “How’s Lucy?”

“Okay. You haven’t been coming around lately?”

The open car window framed Felix’s sardonic face. “Too much temptation and too much frustration. It hurts.” He drew back. “I’d even marry her if she’d have me.”

Dirk pushed the starter button. He had no comment. He’d like to see his kid sister married to Felix Lanahan. It would do them both good. But that was something in which a brother couldn’t interfere, even if she would pay attention to him.

“Well, don’t brood over Narda,” Felix was saying. “Not worth it. Give my love to Lucy.”

Dirk drove home. He parked under the car port of the compact white-and-green cottage. He went directly into Lucy’s room and snapped on the ceiling light.

She lay in the same position he had left her, one arm over the cover, a cheek buried in her disordered blonde hair. Her throat was bare — firm and young. It was up to him to watch over her, take care of her, and he thought suddenly that he had been a hell of a brother.

As he looked down at her, her eyes opened.

He said sharply: “Where were you tonight?”

“What?” She seemed still groggy from sleep.

“After Narda left, you sneaked out of the house.”

Lucy turned on her side, propped herself up on an elbow.

“You’re crazy,” she drawled, and yawned.

“Where did you go?”

“You must’ve been dreaming.” She blinked. “You’re dressed. What time is it?”

“About three-thirty.”

“Are you going out?”

“I’ve just returned.” He paused, then added tonelessly: “Narda was shot dead after she left here tonight.”

Lucy sank back on the pillow. She drew the cover up to her chin as if suddenly cold, and she uttered one hoarse word.

“Where?”

“At Market and Pine, half a block from her hotel. Evidently she waited for the one-thirty bus and was shot down a moment after she got off.” He bent over her, gripped her shoulders. “Lucy, where were you tonight?”

“My God, Dirk, you don’t think I did it?”

“Where were you?”

“What a detective you are!” Her insolent mouth had regained its drawl. “I couldn’t have got there and back in time unless with the car, and you would have heard me drive it out of the port. And what would my motive be? And where would I get a gun?”

He straightened up. He knew she hadn’t been in the car; he had seen it outside while she was gone. If she had taken the same bus as Narda, she couldn’t have got back by the time he had seen her in bed. Reason was all on her side, and in fact there had never been a question in his mind that she hadn’t been at Market and Pine when Narda was shot.

But she hadn’t been where she should have been, in her bed, at about the time that murder had been done, and that required an explanation.

“How many times must I ask you where you were?”

She sat up, fumbling with a button of her maroon pajama jacket. “As a matter of fact, I was in the back yard.”

“With whom?”

“I won’t tell you. You always treat me like a child. You might beat him up, though it was perfectly harmless. All I did was go out to speak to him.”

“At that hour?”

“We had a date and somehow our signals got crossed and we never got together. He rapped on my window and I put on my robe and went out to the back yard to explain.”

“If that’s all it was, why not tell me his name?”

She brushed hair back from her cheeks. “All right, it was Ralph Erskin.”

He had no use for Ralph Erskin, but that wasn’t important at the moment. He felt a lot better now, and at the same time ridiculous for having raised this fuss.

“All right,” he said and turned to the door.

“Dirk.” Lucy had reached to the bedside table for a cigarette and was lighting it. “Has what happened to Narda anything to do with her having come here tonight?”

“What do you mean?”

“Narda was completely mercenary. I can’t imagine her throwing herself practically naked at any man, even her husband, unless she wanted something from him.”

“I think she wanted protection.”

“From whom?”

“I don’t know,” Dirk said. “She must’ve had reason for not telling me. She tried to use the one thing that generally worked — her body. But it didn’t work that time.”

His mouth clamped shut.

Lucy discarded the cigarette after having taken only a couple of puffs. She lay back.

“Good-night, Dirk.”

“Good-night.”

He turned off her light and crossed the hall to his own room. He dug a .38 automatic out of his chest of drawers and sniffed at the barrel. It hadn’t been fired recently.





THREE

HALF THE NEXT morning Dirk Hart spent with the police.

When he finally reached his office, he found Felix Lanahan trying to wrestle with Angela Cotton.

Dirk was tolerant enough of Felix’s high jinks, but he preferred that they didn’t take place in his office and involve his secretary while she was on the job.

“Cut it out,” he said mildly.

This morning Dirk was in no mood to be amused. He swung the yellow leather bag against his thigh and said crisply: “Angela, go through newspapers for a year. I want everything you can get on Narda. Her maiden name was Benton, though I think she continued to call herself Hart.”

Her violet eyes widened. “I read it in the paper on the way to the office. I’m sorry, Dirk.”

He uttered a noncommittal sound and moved on to the inner office.

Felix Lanahan was right behind him. He stood against the door and watched Dirk put the yellow bag on the desk.

“Going somewhere?” Felix asked.

“This bag was Narda’s. She had it with her when she was shot. The police gave it the works and found nothing interesting and had me take it off their hands as the nearest of kin.” Dirk smiled crookedly. “Seems I’ve become the legal owner of her possessions.”

Felix pushed his battered hat from his right eye to the back of his head. “I asked the boss to let me cover the murder, but he insists I keep my nose to missing state senators. That doesn’t stop me from being curious. Anything turn up?”

“Nothing that will help. The two slugs taken out of Narda’s body came from a .32 Colt automatic. Chances are the gun’s at the bottom of the river. The only other thing is corroboration that she did take the bus after she left my house. The driver identified her as the woman who got on at Hillcrest at one-thirty. At that hour she was the only one to get on, and men always looked at her at least twice, so that was easy. He said he remembered she got off at Market and Pine fifteen minutes later — again the only one. He’d gone a block or less when he heard shots, but he thought they were a truck backfiring.” Dirk spread his hands. “For the rest, there’s not even the smell of a lead.”

The door opened and Angela Cotton came in. Felix fixed an enchanted gaze on her neat, tight figure in sweater and skirt.

“I forgot to tell you, Dirk,” she said. “Mr. Warren Hadley phoned a little while ago. You know, from Hadley Department Store.”

“Did he say what he wanted?”

“No, but I think it’s about his wife’s suicide.”

Dirk recalled the incident from the newspaper account, but not the details. Several days ago Mrs. Hadley had jumped from a high window and smashed herself on the sidewalk below. He didn’t remember any implication that she had been pushed, but her husband must be having that notion if he wanted a private investigator.

It seemed to be his kind of case. But there was the matter of Narda’s murder.

“We can use the money,” Angela urged when she saw him hesitate.

He nodded. In the past he had worked on two cases at the same time, and once on three. All it meant was that he didn’t get much sleep. He said: “Tell Hadley I’ll be in his store in an hour.”

With an enthralled grin Felix watched Angela’s departure. When the door closed behind her, he said: “Man, what a wiggle!”

“Huh?” Dirk muttered. He was opening the catches of the yellow bag.

“Wiggle,” Felix explained. “Angela’s. Kind of trim, but what a movement!”

“That so?”

“You’re not even interested,” Felix said moodily. “If I were her boss, I’d sit all day and watch her. And not just watch.” He stepped to Dirk’s side and peered into the open bag. “Just clothes.” He seemed disappointed.

Dirk started to empty the bag. The pink nylon nightgown was on top. The feel of it drained blood from his hand, stirring the now tragic memory of her in it last night.

“Looking for clues?” Felix wanted to know.

“In a way.”

Dirk placed the nightgown on the desk, then a blue cotton dress, sheer panties, a net brassiere, nylon hose, a pair of fairly low-heeled shoes. What a woman would take along to spend a day or two away from home.
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