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THE GUN
MADE A
VERY SMALL
SOUND,

but the bullet tore a piece out of the building where Killain’s head had been.

Killain was already down, rolling himself sideways and into the gutter. He came up between the parked cars in a catlike rush, but the gunman was gone in the crowd.

Things like that make a man think. This must be connected with the lunatic who had come raving to Johnny’s room with talk of rousting the mobs from an upstate town—the nut who was now thoroughly dead on Johnny’s carpet.

Obviously, the mob was worried that he knew too much. Clearly, Killain had troubles.

His mind was still churning when he opened the door to his room and found the place bulging with cops.

He grinned at the official faces. “Found a body in here, huh?” he asked innocently.




Shake a Crooked Town

DAN J. MARLOWE

[image: ]

a division of F+W Media, Inc.



CHAPTER I

CLOUDS OF STEAM in the hotel bathroom obscured the bright fall sunlight gleaming from the white-tiled walls. Inside the glassed-in shower compartment Johnny Killain spun the cold faucet wide open. He did a five-second jig beneath the icy cascade and bounded out onto the bath mat, trailing vapory mists. Vigorously, he attacked himself with a towel, sparing only a freshly healed scar below his ribs and a small, taped-on bandage high on his broad chest.

Arms, shoulders, neck, chest, and back fused into a massive, heavily-muscled torso. His waist was lean, his thighs solid. Both chest and thighs were ridged with old scars. Weather-bronzed, high-cheekboned features were dominated by a several-times-broken nose and a hard mouth. His eyes were more gray than blue, and tawny-yellow hair bristled damply above the craggy face.

He knotted the wet towel about his middle and strode barefooted out into a comfortable bed-sitting room. A series of impatient knocks at the door diverted him from the cabinet and the bourbon bottle toward which he had been heading. He opened the door and had a thick white envelope sealed with scotch tape thrust into his hand by a wavy-haired bell-man with the face of a choir boy.

“It’s from Chet,” the bellboy announced.

“What the hell is it, Richie?” Johnny turned it over in his hand. Chet Rollins was the Hotel Duarte’s auditor.

Richie was already on his way down the corridor. “Chet said he’d call you,” he said over his shoulder and disappeared into the elevator.

Johnny hefted the package experimentally, then squeezed it. He shook it against his ear. Learning nothing, he shrugged and started to close the door. He had heard no sound out in the corridor but a man’s foot thrust over the sill prevented the door from closing. Johnny did a doubletake at sight of the foot and re-opened the door.

“Killain?” the man outside inquired, his eyes running rapidly over Johnny. “I see that it is.” His voice was harsh. “Not that we ever met.” He held out his hand. “You fit your description.”

Johnny made no move to take the hand. The man was chunky, with wide shoulders and thinning reddish hair. He had lumpy brows, a distinct pallor, and a badly scarred lower jaw that disfigured his entire face. “You make it a practice to barge up an’ jam your foot into a closin’ door, you’re odds on to wind up gimpy,” Johnny told him.

The stocky man smiled, stiffened facial scars working visibly. “The password is Toby Lowell,” he said.

Johnny stepped aside and the stocky man entered. Johnny closed the door, tossed the sealed white envelope on the bureau and went to the closet for a robe, pushing aside a row of blue-gray uniforms. Slipping into the robe, he studied his visitor’s short-sleeved sport shirt and worn-looking khaki pants. The man’s muscular left arm was crooked at the elbow in a way that suggested to Johnny a recent break. His lips were thin and pale and his brown eyes small and hot-looking. It was a wary, cynical face. “So what’s with Toby Lowell?” Johnny asked.

“I’m Carl Thompson, Killain.” The redhaired man’s voice had the rasp of authority plus an aggressive impatience, Johnny thought. “You and I worked for Lowell a few years back but not at the same time. I called him at the State Department and asked him if he knew anyone footloose and fancy free still thumbing his nose at regulations. He said he thought I’d find you here.”

“Sit down, Thompson.” Johnny gestured at a leather-covered armchair. “Drink?”

“Don’t mind if I do.” Carl Thompson settled himself lightly in the chair with his hands on the arms. To Johnny the hands looked tense. “Before you start asking me what Toby looks like, in case you’re wondering if I know,” Thompson continued, “he looks like a whooping crane with St. Vitus’ Dance. His code name then was Pajarito. Little Bird. You were Manos. Short for Manos de Muerte. I was Carmesi.” A hand brushed at his thinning red hair before it dropped to the multiple-scarred jawline. The hot-looking little eyes seemed to smolder. “This was more recent.”

Johnny removed a bourbon bottle and two double-shot glasses from the cabinet against the wall. He applied the bottle to the glasses liberally. “Ice? Chaser?” he inquired, with a nod at the three-quarter-sized refrigerator in a corner. Thompson shook his head negatively and Johnny handed him a drink. The stocky man sipped at it. Johnny turned his own glass bottom up and hunched his shoulders against the bourbon’s impact. He set down the empty glass. “What’re you here to sell me, Thompson?”

“I knew you were the man as soon as I remembered your name,” Thompson said obliquely. “I used to hear Sam Kusserow tell about the time you got him out of Perpignan. Each time he told it Sam sounded surprised all over again.” The redhaired man sipped again at his drink. “You never knew it, but you did me a hell of a favor one time. You happen to recall a night you came down out of the hills at Bagnères-de-Luchon lugging a raggedy-assed young girl carrying an old shotgun weighed as much as she did?”

“Sure,” Johnny said, interested. “Just a kid. We were runnin’ shot-down pilots over the border into Spain. She was herdin’ sheep in the hills there an’ knew every blade of grass for fifty miles. Plenty guts, too. We’d run onto a patrol that night. What the hell was her name?”

“Micheline Laurent. I married her.”

“The hell you did.” Johnny couldn’t hide his surprise. “She looked about fourteen.”

“She was. She didn’t stay fourteen, though. I went back afterward.”

“You’re with the State Department?”

“A mug like me?” Thompson shook his head. “No. I just asked Toby as a favor to put me in touch with someone from the old days. Someone who could hold up his end.” He pointed with his still half-filled glass at Johnny’s robe. “What I saw before you put that robe on makes me think the old boy sent me to the right address. What kind of exercise do you get these days that puts a bandage on your chest and a fresh hole in your ribs?”

“I’m waitin’ for the sales talk, Thompson.”

Carl Thompson reached in a pocket with his free hand and tossed a glittering object across the room. Johnny caught it and looked down at part of a gold badge in his hand. It had been torn jaggedly through the center from top to bottom. The raised letters POL were on one line and immediately below were the letters CHI. “Guy laughed at me just before he ripped that up with his hands,” the redhaired man said huskily. “Then he ripped me up, too. Eight weeks in the hospital.” He fingered his disfigured face, his hand trembling.

“Ripped it up with his hands,” Johnny echoed thoughtfully. He balanced the half-badge on his palm. “Ripped it up with—” His voice died away as he snicked at the ragged edge with a thumbnail. He tested the edge experimentally with his thumbs, then turned it around to the smooth side. He flexed his wrists, secured the best finger grip he could manage on the remaining piece, and bore down. His hands crept down between his knees and beneath the robe his back arched. When his hands came up he looked down at the faint, wavy crease in the gold that was the only impression he had made on the badge. He tossed the badge back to Thompson. “I pass.”

“Not if you had a whole badge to start with.” Thompson sounded confident. His hot little eyes peered up at Johnny. “How’d you like to go after the guy that tore it up?”

“My mother didn’t raise any foolish children.”

“I’m serious, Killain.”

“So am I, man. Why should I? What the hell is all this? You were a police chief somewhere?”

“I was. And I will be again.” The tone was bleak. “Just as soon as I find someone to watch my back while I show the bastards who think they’re running the town what’s what. That’s where you come in.”

“Me? Say, you’re—” Johnny stared at the man in the chair. “Where’d this happen?”

“Upstate. Jefferson.”

“Jefferson,” Johnny repeated. He massaged a thumb gently. “That’s about—oh, seventy-five thousand population?”

“Call it a hundred. Little better, actually.”

Johnny kept his face expressionless. “So we’re supposed to trek up there an’ go up against whatever passes now for law an’ order in the place? Just the two of us?”

“You know there’s got to be a hell of a lot more to it than that,” Thompson said angrily. His face was flushed. “They think they’ve broken me. There’s a half-dozen people trying to run that town as a private preserve. I got in their way. I’ve got enough on them to hang them from the highest lampposts on the main street but I’ve got to be sure that I last long enough to be heard. I can prove what’s been going on in Jefferson. They know it. That’s why I look like this.”

“Where’s your wife now?” Johnny asked him.

For an instant Carl Thompson looked blank. “My wife? Over at the Taft, with me.” His face cleared. “Did you think I’d be crazy enough to leave her up there available to them while I went back and tipped over their applecart?”

“It makes you a little less crazy that you didn’t.” Johnny thought he had said it disarmingly but Carl Thompson burst up out of his chair and landed crouched forward on his toes. His chin was thrust forward pugnaciously and his small eyes glittered.

“You trying to needle me?” he demanded hoarsely. “I know what the odds are. I don’t give a damn. All I want is one good man at my back. I’ll pay the man’s price. That plain?”

“Plain enough,” Johnny agreed. This guy is rocky as the Catskills, he thought. From the look of him he couldn’t buy sugar for the coffees. “Plain’s I’m goin’ to be, Thompson. I’m not the man.”

“Why not?” the scarfaced man shot back belligerently.

“Because I say so, damn it! You know a better reason?”

Thompson brushed it aside. “Killain, I’ll pay you—”

“Knock it off, mister,” Johnny growled. Irritation bubbled within him. “I don’t even know you. Your troubles aren’t my troubles. I work here. I like it here. I’m no goddamn mercenary. I’m not signin’ up for any crusade. Any way you want to add it up the answer is still ‘no’.”

The stocky man’s heavy shoulders slumped at the pointblank refusal. Recovering, he attempted to pass it off jauntily but there was no resonance in his voice. “Man, man, I get so tired of seeing snake-eyes on the dice lately.” He struggled to right himself. His eyes swept around the room. “Maybe I should bring my wife over here,” he continued moodily. “Maybe she’d be safer here. I have a feeling I’m being followed.”

By men in white coats, Johnny thought. He realized suddenly that if Thompson had a problem Thompson’s wife had a damned sight bigger one. He looked again at the redhaired man’s clothes. Despite the big talk of hiring a good man at the man’s price, it was a hundred to seven the poor devil was tapped out. “How long you in town for?” he asked cautiously.

“Today,” Thompson said. “Tomorrow, maybe. Just until I—” He didn’t try to complete the sentence.

Johnny walked to the bureau and removed a key from a clip on the band of the wrist watch lying on it. He tossed it to Thompson. “That’s for the room here. Bring the kid over. I’d kind of like to see her again. There’ll be no bill.”

Carl Thompson shoved the key briskly in a pocket. “I’ll send her over right away, Killain.” The impatience was back in his broken face and in his voice. He edged toward the door. “She’ll be right along. I’ve got to run now. Busy. Lot to do. You know how it is.” From the doorway he nodded jerkily and was gone.

Johnny removed the robe and returned it to the closet. He caught sight of his own expression in the bureau mirror as he came back and he had to smile. So Killain had rousted himself out of his own nest for a man who didn’t even take the trouble to say thank you? So Killain was a first-class jerk. Nothing new in that.

He sat down in the armchair and stretched out his legs. Just why in the hell he should suddenly feel sorry for someone named Carl Thompson acting as though he had the weight of the world’s prime vendetta on his mind—

Make that what’s left of his mind, Killain.

Still, if Toby Lowell had given him Johnny’s name—

Johnny found himself staring at the closed door. The more he thought of it the less it sounded like Toby Lowell. But how had Thompson found him if it hadn’t been through Toby?

He heaved himself to his feet reluctantly, the towel leaving the leather with a damp, sucking sound. At the bureau he found his cigarettes and lit one, considered the curling ash at its tip, and from a drawer dug out a long unused notebook and carried it to the bed. The telephone rang practically under his hand, surprising him. He cleared his throat as he picked up the receiver. “Yeah?”

“Rollins, downstairs,” the phone announced. “Stop off and give me a receipt on your way down.”

“Receipt?”

“For the enevelope I sent up with Richie. Did you count it?”

“Count it?” Johnny asked. He continued hurriedly at the exasperated grunt at the other end of the line. “I had someone here, Chet. I haven’t even had a chance to look at it. What is it?”

“It’s the proceeds from a half-dozen previously uncashed payroll checks I pried out of you three months ago so I could close my books. I put it in the safe temporarily and you were supposed to pick it up. It must be nice to be so loaded you forget where your money’s gathering dust.”

“If you think I’d forgotten it you’re out of your simple mind, Chet. It’s just that workin’ the midnight-to-eight I don’t get much chance to throw it around. Let me stick it back in the box an’ one of these days I’ll S.O.S. you. Right now I don’t—”

“In another three months?” the auditor interrupted. “Our insurance doesn’t cover employees’ property, Johnny. I should never have had it here at all.” His tone changed. “How’s the chest?”

“Good as it ever was.” Johnny scowled at the wall. “Why in the hell I let Doc Randall con me into takin’ a month off I’ll never know. One lousy week an’ already I don’t know what to do with myself.”

“Doc’s still sore at you for leaving the hospital so soon.”

“Ahhh, I had to get out of that loony bin,” Johnny snorted. “A dozen years on the owl shift fixed me so I can’t sleep nights, an’ Grand Central was Tumbleweed Junction compared to that hospital room during the day.”

“You’d better stay out of his way,” Rollins warned. “And don’t forget to stop in and sign my receipt.” He hung up, and Johnny replaced his own receiver. He glanced at the envelope on the bureau. He’d have to find a place for that.

Conscious of the notebook in his hand, he remembered his interrupted errand. He plumped up a pillow on the bed, eased himself down on his back, picked up the telephone again and propped it on his chest. “Long distance, Edna,” he told the switchboard operator when she came on the line. “I’ll handle it and get you the charges.” He read off the five-figure extension when he was connected with his Washington number. He smoked two-thirds of his cigarette and spoke to three different people before he recognized Toby Lowell’s thin, reedy voice. “Killain, Toby. In New York. What rat-holes you watchin’ these days?”

“The labels change but the rats and the holes are remarkably similar,” Toby Lowell said. “What’s on your mind, Johnny?”

“Any good reason I should’ve been hearin’ your name taken in vain today?”

“None whatsoever.” The dry tone was emphatic.

“I thought so,” Johnny said with satisfaction. Swiftly he ran down the previous thirty minutes’ conversation for the benefit of the other man. “The guy must really have sluffed his mainsail, Toby,” he concluded.

“Now just a moment. I do know a Girl Thompson.” A distinct change had come over the dry voice. “I don’t understand this. What does the man who claims to be Thompson look like?”

“Medium height, heavy set, red hair goin’ thin, voice like a sergeant major on dress parade—”

“That’s Thompson, all right.”

“His face looks like he tied into the business end of a mule.”

“I don’t know anything about that. The part about him being chief in Jefferson is right enough, though. My endorsement of him played a part in his originally getting the post. Jefferson’s my home town. I can’t imagine what happened. I would have thought I’d have heard about something as apparently serious as this.”

“He claims he got squeezed in a power play. You don’t go for that?”

“I simply don’t know, Johnny. There’s no doubt of his—ah—mental condition?”

Johnny hesitated. “There’s no doubt he’s packin’ a whale of a grudge that’s got him tipped in the saddle. It’d take a better man than me to tell you if he’s really flipped.”

“You expect to see him again?”

“Oh, sure.” Johnny grinned wryly into the phone. “Before I had the big picture I offered him an’ his wife the use of my room.”

“He and his wife,” Lowell repeated. There was a short silence before he continued. “I wish you’d have him call me, Johnny. I feel a bit responsible. Also, I’m curious. I recommended Carl for the position because he’d been with me overseas and seemed completely reliable. There have been Lowells in Jefferson since the War of 1812 and we take a civic interest. I should know more about this.”

“Okay, Toby. I’ll see if I can get him to call you.”

“What are you up to yourself these days? Do you ever see Dameron?”

Unconsciously Johnny’s free hand went to the bandage on his chest. “I’m just layin’ back clippin’ coupons. I see Joe once in a while. He’s the lieutenant in this precinct, you know.”

“I do know. Give him my best when you see him, will you? And thanks for calling, Johnny.”

Johnny replaced the receiver in the cradle slowly. After a moment he picked the phone up from his chest and returned it to the night table. He stretched out his legs lengthily. Well, he was in for it now. There was no graceful way to withdraw the invitation to Carl Thompson. He’d just have to keep an eye on Thompson and see to it that he got into no trouble around the Hotel Duarte. And it should only be for a couple of days at the most.

On the brighter side he had to admit he was looking forward to seeing Micheline Laurent—Micheline Thompson, rather—again. He wondered what the tough-fibered youngster he had known in those days would be like now.

He got up from the bed and dressed. He changed his mind three times about the tie to go with his lightweight tan suit. For late October it was unseasonably warm. He packed a small bag and called housekeeping to tell them to re-make his room.

He would throw the bag in the cloakroom downstairs and sometime after midnight take a key from the rack for an unoccupied room. Long service at the Duarte had its perquisites.

Bag in hand, he headed down the corridor to the elevator and the lobby.

By ten o’clock that night he had been holding down the same stool in the Duarte bar for over three hours. He hadn’t seen or heard from either of the Thompsons and he was more than a little bored with his own company. He drank slowly, lulled by the subdued hum of the out-of-season air-conditioning. He unhooked a heel from a bar stool rung and straightened his right leg as a muscle cramped in an over-muscled thigh. He supposed he should get up and move around. He stayed where he was.

This damn loafing around was for the birds, he decided moodily. He needed something to do beside acting as blotting paper for the Duarte’s bourbon. Doc Randall or no Doc Randall, he’d have Chet sign him back in for the first of the week. One little.28 slug in the chest wasn’t going to dry-dock Killain for another three weeks. What he needed—

“Hey, Johnny!” He looked up the bar to little Tommy Haines, the night bartender, hanging up the phone beside his cash register. “Marty says he’s got a call for you in the lobby.”

Johnny grunted acknowledgement and slid from the stool. He felt sluggish. Lethargic. It wasn’t the liquor; it was the inactivity. He was rusting up faster than a mothballed battleship.

He walked out through the dimly lit bar lounge, his bulky two hundred and forty pounds padding softly on the lounge carpet. In the lobby he took the phone pushed toward him at the front desk by Marty Seiden, the carrot-topped reservation clerk. “Yeah?”

“Mr. Killain?” The female voice was low-keyed. Johnny thought it had a touch of breathlessness. “Years ago you saved my life in the Cabon Pass south of Bagnères-de-Luchon when we were caught by a night patrol. Is it possible you’d remember?”

“Is it possible I could forget?” Johnny returned promptly. “You’re Mich—”

“Excuse me, please,” the low voice cut in. “I know you’re speaking from a public place. This is going to sound melodramatic but could you come down right away to Room 1047 in the Hotel Manhattan on Eighth Avenue?” He realized that the voice was pleading. “I’ve had myself driven down from upstate this evening to try to find my husband and keep him from making a bad mistake. You don’t know him but I’m sure he’s going to try to see you. It’s essential that I speak to you first. Please believe this is no domestic squabble. It’s serious. Most serious. Can you do me the favor of coming at once?”

Twice during the urgent, rapid-fire plea Johnny had opened his mouth, and twice closed it. “Sure,” he said finally. “1047? I’ll be right down.”

“I can’t possibly tell you how grateful I’ll be, Mr. Killain.”

Johnny stood by the desk a moment after he had pushed the phone back to Marty. Micheline Thompson had had herself driven down from upstate tonight? Well, Thompson had lied about Toby Lowell telling him where to find Johnny. What was so odd in his lying about his wife being with him?

Conscious of the bowtied, flip-talking Marty’s curious stare, Johnny turned away from the desk. Halfway through the foyer to Forty-Fifth Street he pulled up short. The recollection of Carl Thompson in Johnny’s room that afternoon had suddenly brought to mind a thick white envelope carelessly tossed onto the bureau and afterward forgotten.

Johnny retraced his steps and headed for the service elevator. No point at all in leaving that kind of temptation around in front of people.

In the sixth-floor corridor he remembered he’d given Thompson his key. At the door of 615 he removed an illegal brass passkey from his wallet and let himself in.

From the doorway he could see the bureau plainly. The thick white envelope was not there.

Carl Thompson was.

Sprawled beside the leather-covered armchair, the redhaired man lay hunched together, with a slender, bone-handled knife protruding starkly from his back. The portion of his face visible disclosed the grotesque mask of a man totally surprised by violent death.

Without moving a step inside Johnny examined the room carefully. As nearly as he could tell nothing appeared to have been disturbed. Except the envelope, he thought bitterly. Stupid to have left it there. Although there was always a chance in a thousand the housekeeper or the maid in straightening up the room had put it in a drawer.

This wasn’t the time to try to find out. Johnny knew he should call the police immediately. He knew just as well he wasn’t going to do it. They could wait thirty minutes while he walked down to the Manhattan. Some of the questions the police were going to ask required better answers than he had at the moment.

He backed out into the corridor and closed the door, listening for the click of the automatic lock. He returned the passkey to his wallet as with lengthened stride he hurried back to the elevator.





CHAPTER II

IN THE BLOCK and a half between the Duarte and the Manhattan Johnny revised his thinking about Carl Thompson. Crazy the man may have been, but it looked very much as though his angry statements of that afternoon had received the ultimate confirmation. Someone had seen to it that Thompson did no more talking.

The police were going to ask a lot of questions about the presence of Thompson’s body in Johnny’s room. John hoped that Micheline Thompson could supply some of the answers.

He entered the Manhattan’s Forty-Fifth Street entrance and inside detoured to the bell captain’s desk. “H’ya, boy,” he greeted Wink Litchfield, its paunchy, graying generalissimo. Litchfield was a Duarte alumnus. His right eye had a heavy lid that had earned him his nickname.

“H’ya, boy, yourself,” Wink returned. He surveyed Johnny with interest. “I heard you got yourself shot up chasin’ a broad. Times sure have changed. It was you had to use the gun when I knew you.”

“You’ll get old, too, one of these days,” Johnny told him. “What you got in 1047, Wink?”

The bell captain nodded as though at a private judgment confirmed. “A doll, naturally, or you wouldn’t be askin’. I was just up there. 1047’s a suite. The doll’s registered in, but a big-man-on-campus type is fieldin’ the bunts at the door.”

“He must be a big-big-man-on-campus if he’s got you hoppin’ the bells in person, Wink.”

“A very good man,” Litchfield agreed. “Deals in paper money only. From his looks I wouldn’t give him a yard start in a broken field but a good man on the financial fast draw. What’s with you and 1047?”

“What time did they check in?” Johnny sidestepped.

“You workin’ for Moscow now? I could look it up in the log, but say five-thirty. I know it was just before I started sendin’ the middle shift out to supper.” But Micheline Thompson had said on the phone that she had been driven down from Jefferson that evening, Johnny thought. What the hell was going on? “What’s with you and 1047, Johnny?” Wink repeated.

“I’m invited to the party.”

Apprehension showed in Litchfield’s face. “Now wait a minute,” he warned. “Trouble we can’t use around here. This isn’t the Duarte. No one’s gonna hold still for you thumpin’ around here freewheelin’ over an’ through people.”

“Remind me to call you the next time I need a character reference, Wink. I said I’m invited, damn it. Call her up.”

Litchfield reached for his telephone. He looked almost disappointed as he replaced it. “You’re expected,” he admitted grudgingly. “Anyway, I think I’ll take you up there myself. Just in case you somehow sandbagged me on this phone call.”

“Don’t you for God’s sake trust your own operators?”

“Not where you’re concerned, I don’t,” Wink Litchfield said flatly. “I know you, man.” He led the way to an elevator. On the tenth floor he preceded Johnny around two right-hand turns to the suite entrance at the end of the long hallway. The door opened at once at his light tap. Johnny eyed the olive-skinned, dark-haired man who appeared in it. He was of medium height but solidly built. Despite horn-rimmed glasses, his slightly full face gave an impression of strength. His dark suit was flawlessly cut.

“Killain?” he inquired of Johnny. He opened the door wider. “Come on in.” He didn’t even look at Wink Litchfield. Johnny had a final glimpse of the bell captain’s disapproving face as the door separated them. “I’m Jim Daddario,” the solidly built man said over his shoulder as he led the way into the suite’s sittingroom. “I’m a friend of Mrs.—of the Thompsons.” He waved at two men getting to their feet. “Associates of mine. Jigger Kratz, Tommy Savino. Johnny Killain, boys.” He walked to a door at the right and knocked sharply. “Killain’s here, Micheline.”

Johnny nodded to Kratz and Savino. Jigger Kratz was a mountain of a man with surprising light blue eyes in a rugged face. Savino was much younger, and slim, dark, and handsome. The two men moved to the door with the barest acknowledgement of Johnny’s nod. “See you in about an hour, Jim,” Kratz rumbled to Daddario as they went out.

Johnny turned expectantly at the sound of an opening door. He stared frankly at the woman who entered the room. If Carl Thompson had looked like hard times, his wife looked like ready money. The puffed white sleeves of her not quite off-the-shoulder white satin cocktail sheath were of lace. So was the bouffant pompom adorning her dark hair. A sash of the same material as the dress artfully cinched her at the waist and descended to mid-thigh in wide-flaring scarves. Her shoes were of matching white satin and her only jewelry was a three-times-around pearl bracelet on her right wrist. At bosom, waist, thighs, and knees the white satin sheath was sleekly snug.
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