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SAN DIEGO (ap)—A young bridegroom will miss his
wedding today. He'll be lying in a hospital bed instead of starting
his honeymoon.

Henry Tinker, 23, of San Francisco, won't hear
wedding bells this afternoon as scheduled. He heard bells last
night instead, when his motorcycle skidded into the side of a
police car at Interstate 8 and the Mission Boulevard off-ramp.

Tinker sustained a fractured ankle, possible
concussion, internal injuries, and bruises. Police Officer G. R.
Hockley, driver of the police car, was unhurt. The motorcycle was
wrecked and the police cruiser suffered damage to its right
side.

Tinker, a student, was to have married Miss
Pamela McIver, 22, daughter of Rear Adm. Oscar O. McIver, U.S.N.,
ret., and Mrs. McIver, in St. John's Church at 2:00 p.m.

Miss McIver is a June graduate of Stanford
University, and Adm. McIver is staff consultant to Federal Steel
and Shipyard Corp. He served with distinction in the Navy for
twenty years.

Mrs. McIver is prominent in local social
circles and, with her husband, is active in numerous community and
charitable activities. She is the daughter of former San Diego
Mayor Milton Scott, who amassed a fortune in importing here.

Tinker's first wedding present: a ticket for
reckless driving.



CHAPTER ONE



When Henry was able to think back, the story
really started two days before. He was perched on a pillow on the
floor of Hazel's pad in North Beach. He was watching Hazel perform
when he decided he'd really go through with it.

Hazel squinted at him through eyes that should
have been in the head of a pig. She was fat, sweaty, smelly, almost
half-man, but she was still a sexy earth mother.

Hazel moved her stained and puffy lips for the
longest sentence she had spoken in the past hour. “You're out of
your fucking head, Henry, my boy.”

He blinked back at her. That wasn't easy to do
in the dingy apartment that should have been torn down after the
1906 earthquake. The place was dark and smoky, and the rancid air
smelled like a sailor's breath after his first big night ashore.
The odor of grass and all of the junk that went with it was strong
enough to make Henry imagine that he was in the midst of some sick
and wild primeval forest.

He was high, too, but not so high that he
couldn't think. He was high enough to be able to stomach the woman
and her palace of pleasure, but he had a lot to think about and he
didn't want to step up any higher into the atmosphere.

Now he was shaking his head. “No. I think I'll
give it a try.” He spread his hands toward the room about them.
“What the hell is there here?”

Hazel snorted. Her fat fingers plucked a tablet
from the candy dish on the coffee table. She popped it into her
mouth and swallowed. “Maybe I look like chopped liver,” she whined,
“but I'm human. You've had your kicks around these digs. No need to
throw shit now.”

Hazel was wearing her latest costume, the one
she had worn since she launched her new fetish a couple of weeks
before. It was a large American flag with a hole cut in the center
and pulled over her head to make a patriotic poncho. She got a lot
of dirty looks even in her hip neighborhood, but she wore it
proudly. She liked to make people watch her because she knew she
was fat and smelly and ugly. She wanted to make people do things in
spite of themselves. Such as stare at a human pig.

He studied her double chin and her ratty hair
for a second. Then he replied, “I can't sit here and wait for them
to come after me. Uncle Sam needs more fodder and I'm a prime hunk
of beef for 'Nam.”

She cackled. “You're not such a goody boy at
that. Admit you really want to marry, the girl and knock her up to
avoid Fort Ord.”

He made a long face. “Sure, I'll admit it. But
there are other reasons. I've given this side of the coin a chance.
Now I want to try the other. What the hell, she's a nice kid. She
looks good. Her folks have got money.”

“And if it doesn't work out?” Hazel
intoned.

“California's divorce law has been
liberalized.” He smiled. “Besides, I got a hunch if it doesn't work
she and me are gonna know it right off. Like the first night, baby.
That spells annulment and we split real fast with nobody losing a
thing. Hardly a night's sleep gone.”

Hazel raised her eyebrows. Rather, the skin on
her forehead arched, for she had no eyebrows. She'd plucked them
out during her Buddhist kick and only a fine colorless fuzz marked
where they were beginning to return. “So you're not kidding, my
laddy buck.”

“No.”

It was true.

He was going to hop his cycle the following
morning and tool all the way down the coast in time for the
ceremony Sunday afternoon. That was the day after tomorrow. When he
got there he'd worry about things like clothes and money and
honeymoon plans. Her family was plenty shook by his lack of
commitment, but he'd sent off a wire that very afternoon promising
to make the church on time.

If it hadn't been for Pam her folks almost
certainly would have broken it off. They had approved of him when
he visited at Easter, but since graduation he'd nipped out on his
own frequency and now they weren't so sure.

He and Hazel kept on with their staring match
while he thought about what he'd made of himself.

Like almost everybody else at Berkeley in June,
he'd tried to raise hell with the graduation ceremonies. He decided
not to skip them altogether but to show up. Show up he did, with
the peace symbol on his cap and on the back of his gown. Like all
the others, he stood up and gave the Lieutenant Governor the finger
when the man from Sacramento rose to deliver his address.

Since then he'd been freaking out across the
Bay, hoping his draft notice wouldn't catch up with him, and
sampling all the dope he'd avoided since he'd met Pam. When Pam
went home after graduation at Stanford, happily preparing for the
wedding, Henry had begun a six-week bachelor party.

Hazel apparently had been tracing his short,
happy career right along with him. “So this San Diego broad is
straight?”

He nodded. “Real straight.”

“How did she ever get hooked up with a shifty
like you?” she went on.

He shrugged. “A dance at Stanford after the Big
Game last November. Her sorority was one of the hosts, or something
like that. I showed up with some of the guys and... bingo!”

Hazel smiled very broadly and her bad teeth
showed. “And instead of you turning her into a sinner, she's damned
near made a divinity student out of you.”

Henry picked up a half-smoked joint that had
had its end pinched out. He lighted it and inhaled. Ah, the
flutter. He exhaled and said, “You got it wrong. I've always wanted
it both ways. A little sinning, a little sainthood. Since June it's
been all sin. Now I want to try the other side of the coin. Christ
knows I'm not proving anything around this hole.”

“There you go again, knocking your hostess.”
She said this last with the accent of an English duchess. “You
know, if you're just playing around with a straight girl you're
still quite a bit the prick. Henry. Quite a bit.”

“I told you, it might work out.”

“But she's certain
it'll work out.”

“So men think differently than women. So kill
me.” He sucked on the joint again. It was almost gone.

Hazel was almost gone, too. She wasn't really
listening, and he knew that when he dropped out of her life the
following morning she'd never miss him. Freddy, George, Baker, or
E.J. would take over. Hazel couldn't care less, so long as she was
fed her life-giving juice every day.

That was another of her fetishes. She had to
have that juice and she knew in that weird brain that if she didn't
have a shot every twenty-four hours she'd wither up and expire.

As he watched her he knew she'd soon demand
another dose of his magic medicine. She was gone, not caring what
they had been talking about. She helped herself to a speed capsule
to keep her body on the tightrope, hovering over the hell which
waited just one false step below.

She sat on her pillow, her legs crossed, the
folds of Old Glory hiding her body. Before her on the coffee table
was the vial she would use that afternoon. When he looked at it he
felt the stirring in his groin. Christ, he was even beginning to
enjoy it! Maybe he was escaping to suburbia, U.S.A., just in
time.

Hazel had another flag, the twin to the one
she'd made into a poncho. So far she'd cut out twenty-six of the
stars with her little scissors. She was down to Montana, which
would be next. She'd done Missouri and several other states the
afternoon before.

She spread the flag on her knees, after holding
up the blue and white field to show him where more than half of the
stars had vanished. Then she picked up her scissors. “I'm all
ready,” she intoned to nobody in particular. “I'm ready to continue
the song of America, coast to coast.”

With that, she lifted her poncho to her waist
and he looked down into her spread crotch. It wasn't as messy as
the rest of her because Hazel revered her pussy. She knew that was
her magic place: like a poor religious man who wouldn't dream of
not keeping his rosary beads in perfect condition, she always kept
her groin spotless.

“Montana,” she intoned as she snipped out the
next star. She made as though to shove the star up her rectum.
“Montana passes,” she added with a giggle.

Instead she brought it back to the front and
tucked it inside the spread folds of her vagina. He watched the
five-pointed bit of white cotton vanish. Then she was cutting
again. “Nebraska,” she continued.

He wondered what the Admiral would say if he
were in Hazel's pad at that moment. There probably wasn't a thing
in the Naval Officers' Command Manual to cover it.

“Nevada,” she called, sounding like the clerk
at the Democratic National Convention. She took the star and placed
it inside her pussy with Montana and Nebraska. She shoved hard and
giggled. She wasn't playing around with herself, even when there
was a platoon of Marines in the room anxious to bang her gang
style.

“New Hampshire,” she continued. “New Hampshire.
The pride of New England. State capital: Concord. See? I remember
my geography.”

“That's four states,” Henry said gently. His
joint was long gone but he was high enough on the wall. He didn't
want to fall off and hurt himself. Two in the afternoon on Sunday
at that church. St. John's. Hang in there, John. I'll be down on
the bike.

“Yes,” Hazel agreed. “Four is enough for today.
I must think of tomorrow. My next partner will see stars, too.”

He waited for her command.

“Now it's medicine time, doctor. The
twenty-four hours are almost up. If I don't get my shot in time
I'll dry up like a prune before midnight.”

He stared at the vial, at the salt shaker, and
at the small pitcher of water that were before her. She might have
been hostess at a high tea. Certainly everybody was high enough,
and the tea hadn't come from Lipton. He was so tired.

“You'll need to help yourself,” he
muttered.

“Anything you say, doctor.”

She wiggled her fingers and he crawled off his
pillow until he was at her side. She squirmed around to face him
and then she was pulling at the folds of his kimono. It nipped open
and his cock was standing at parade rest, awaiting the command to
attention.

She snapped her finger on the knob and it
perked up to full size immediately. “Ah, that's my boy. Henry, I'll
never find another one just like you. Those wedding bells are
breaking up that old gang of mine.”

He picked another joint off the table and
struck a match. He began puffing.

“You're getting cool, all right. A broad's
jacking you off and you sit smoking a reefer.” She made a face.
“Still, so long as I get my dose I won't fuss about the subtleties
of our situation.”

“Wonderful, Hazel. Just wonderful.” The
cigarette tasted good.

“Fuck you, Henry,” she shot back.

“Let's get started.”

She seized his penis and pulled hard. The skin
came up over the head and he felt a sudden rush of excitement race
through his body. It curled his toes, made his knees weak, caused
his thighs to quiver, gave him stomach flutters, and made his
crotch ache.

His balls were roaring. They were ready to do
their part in the next sex game. “How's that, laddy buck?”

He groaned and she chuckled. She pulled at him
again and again until he felt the final surge pouring his strength
into his loins. It wouldn't be long before he was ready to measure
out her dose of medicine. If he was going to get inside that pussy
he had to tell a white lie. Or a black one. It didn't matter.

“I can't make it.”

“Like hell.”

“Let me put it in you, Hazel. Come on, let's do
it like boy and girl for a change.”

“You seem plenty hard to me. I can feel your
engine ticking over. Don't tell me you can't come on command. If
you want to shove it home for a few seconds, why don't you just say
so? But you come in me and it'll be your fanny.”

He made a face of mock horror. “You know I
wouldn't pull a dirty trick like that.”

“All right then.”

She began to pull out the stars. One by one the
little white symbols were withdrawn, soggy and floppy, from her
vagina. She stacked them on the table. “Montana,” she said,
counting them off as they reappeared from between her legs. “Next
is Nevada. Here comes New Hampshire. Okay, let's get cracking.”

She rolled back like one of those round dolls
with heavy bases that roll easily but always right themselves
again. Except that Hazel stayed down. She spread her knees wide and
he looked under the bottom fold of Old Glory to peer into her own
glory hole. Thank God it was clean because it certainly wasn't
pretty. It looked like a fur-lined foxhole.

He crawled between her knees and aimed his
dripping cock. Then he lowered himself at once. They rarely played
around. Each knew what the other had to have. Hazel probably hadn't
been kissed since she was sixteen but he'd bet she'd been banged a
thousand times.

He stuck his cock into her and she took it
without batting an eye. Screwing wasn't her bag, but if that's what
she had to put up with to get her medicine, well.... He sank home
to the hilt immediately. His penis was large enough, certainly
bigger than most. But Hazel was blessed—or cursed—with a bottomless
snatch.

He began to work his hips, and right away the
surge was up on the top step again. The pot had sharpened his
senses so that if a fly walked on his shaft he'd blast it against
the wall with a shot of sperm.

“That's enough!” she cried.

She lunged and shoved at his hips until he
pulled out. His cock was stiff and dripping like a dangerously
defective fire hose under extremely high pressure. She at once
crawled back to the table and plucked up the vial. She shoved it
over the knob of his aching penis and then she tickled his balls
for just an instant.

“Ah,” he sighed—and then he came. His seed
boiled into the vial and churned like cold beer being poured into a
frosty glass. He was surprised it didn't have a foaming head on
it.

He half-filled the vial and then she dropped
his still dripping cock. As he slowly softened he watched her add
water to the vial and then shake salt into the mixture and stir
well with the eraser end of a pencil stump.

Her throat worked hungrily as she swallowed it
all and licked out the vial with a long, rat-colored tongue. She
beamed at him. “Good. I'm good for another day, sweetie.”

Then she frowned and fingered her snatch. She
pulled out another white star. “Look at that son of a bitch,” she
complained. “Nebraska, you were hiding in there all along. Horny
state. The folks in Lincoln would be ashamed.”

Henry rolled his eyes. Thank God he'd be
heading south toward sanity in the morning.



CHAPTER TWO



He'd watched the scene in the movies and on
television plenty of times. The patient came out of his coma and
blinked at the ceiling, wondering where he was and what had
happened. Then the face of his Miss America girl friend, beaming
down at him from the foot of his hospital bed, would help bring him
out of it.

It wasn't like that for Henry.

The instant he opened his eyes and stared at
the big bunch of flowers on his bedside table, he knew what had
happened. He shouldn't have remembered, perhaps, because everything
had been stopped from the instant of the crash. But he knew it all
until that final grinding moment.

He'd hauled ass out of San Francisco in the
middle of the morning after Hazel had been given her final dose of
medicine from his crotch. He'd gassed up the old bike and headed
south. Instead of using Highway 101 he had cut over to the coast
and gone down through Monterey, Big Sur, and the redwood
country.

Better to take a little longer and miss the
freeway traffic. Besides, Big Sur was freakout country and he
enjoyed the sights: high hippies lying in the grass alongside the
highway.

He'd finally reached the northern outskirts of
San Diego late that night. He was doing fine on the freeway from
L.A. until he hit the off-ramp. He remembered the black and white
cruiser cutting him off, and he remembered hitting the brakes.
Maybe he was a split-second slow because he was bushed, but damn
it, he had as much right to the lane as the cops. And he'd been in
it first.

Then—wham! He was gone. The lights blinked
out.

So. How long ago had it been? An hour, a day, a
week? Christ, what about the wedding? That set off bells in his
aching head and he struggled to sit up. At that instant the door
opened and people came into the room.

There was a middle-aged guy in a white coat and
a couple of tomatoes in white who were a half-step to his rear.
They were all peering at him with half-smiles/half-frowns on their
faces. The two women looked so sympathetic that he got scared.
Suppose they'd had to cut something out of him. Something
important, like his balls. He moved his hand under the sheet. Thank
God.

“Good morning,” the man boomed. He was pushing
fifty and losing his hair, and there was a cigar stuck in the
corner of his mouth. Henry wondered for a moment whether he was in
a hospital or an army barracks.

Henry tried to nod but the ache in his head
increased. They must have seen him wince, although he didn't think
his expression had changed.

“Take it easy, son,” the visitor said. “I'm
Greb, the guy who wrapped you up last night. I don't suppose you
remember me.”

Henry merely looked at him. Then his eyes crept
to the others. There was a thin, dark-haired woman with large black
eyes and what looked like a faint mustache. Very faint, and for
some reason very sexy. The other broad had brown hair, brown eyes,
and the willowy look of an all-American girl. She could switch him
on without even trying. For a sick boy, he felt pretty horny.

Henry cleared his throat. It was time to find
out if he still had a voice. “The flowers.” He moved his eyes
toward the bedside table. There were roses, carnations, and some
other kinds he didn't know by name. “Am I supposed to be dead?”

The three visitors smiled. Greb turned to the
dark girl. “Tell him, Miss de La Monique.”

She smiled more broadly as she came around the
bed and poked at the floral arrangement. “You're not dead, thanks
to Dr. Greb. But you're going to miss your wedding, I'm afraid.
When they heard about it some of the girls on the floor felt sorry
for you. So they had these brought in.”

Henry made his brain chew up that data. “Then
it's Sunday. I've only been out one night.”

Greb nodded. “But don't let these dames con
you, boy. They collected the flowers from a few rooms that emptied
early this morning. I've never heard of a nurse actually laying out
cold cash for flowers.”

“Sunday,” Henry said again. “My wedding
day.”

“Postponed,” Greb continued. “Postponed until
we know what ails you and until you begin to pull yourself
together, as we say in the trade.”

He touched his head and discovered something
was wrapped around it. Not very heavy or wide, but all the way
around, forehead to ears and around the back. There was a tender
spot on his forehead, and he could feel a bump. Except for the dull
ache his head felt all right. His think box was working. “What's
wrong with me?”

The girl with the brown eyes moved and he
watched her body shift inside her uniform. The rest of him must
have been in fairly sound condition, for he felt himself
reacting.

“Let me count the ways,” Greb was saying as he
extended his fingers and ticked them off. “First and, I trust,
worst, you've got a simple fracture of the right ankle. No problem,
but the cast will need to stay on at least two weeks.”

Henry made a face and tried to move his right
foot, but he felt nothing there. Nothing at all. No sensation. He
got scared for a moment until he moved his left foot over and felt
the incredibly thick, rough surface of a cast under the covers. He
felt five exposed toes, too, so he knew nothing of importance had
been removed.

“Next, you may have a mild concussion. De La
Monique here is going to take some pictures so we can look inside.
You've got a beautiful knob on your forehead, as you already know,
and your right eye looks like it's been popped by Joe Louis. Pardon
me—I'm dating myself. Try Cassius Clay.”

Henry was able to nod. “The head I can feel.
Everything in there seems to work all right.”

In the next instant Greb was leaning over him.
He was fingering back Henry's eyelids and shining a bright beam
through to the back of his head. Then he looked into his ears, his
nose, and his mouth.

“That's good, Frenchy,” he said over his
shoulder to the girl named de La Monique. “Clear eyes, nothing in
the ears. No bleeding in the nose except for the dried stuff from
last night. Even with the black eye there doesn't seem to be any
internal damage.”

The dark girl nodded. “But you do still want
pictures?”

“You bet your sweet fanny I do.” He finished
studying the orifices of Henry's head and now he was reaching
around Henry's neck to pull the string on his pajamas. He pulled
the top down from Henry's throat and placed a stethoscope on his
chest, moving it several times as Henry completed each breath.
Again Greb seemed satisfied.

“Can't hear any crud that he might have
collected in there. Lungs seem unclogged, heart strong and steady.
This boy just might live out the day.”

De La Monique seemed pleased, too, and when she
leaned over Henry's knees for a look around the doctor's shoulder,
Henry caught her eye. They gazed at one another for several seconds
until he looked down at her breasts. They were prominent inside her
crisp white uniform. When he finally looked back into her face she
turned her eyes away.

“Finally,” Greb continued, “we put a patch on
your belly where there's a deep scratch. Except for some cuts and
bruises scattered around, that's about it. Not bad for a guy who's
tangled with a cop car.”

Henry looked up at Greb. He talked funny for a
doctor, but Henry preferred a real man to a stuffed shirt. He
wondered what they thought of Greb in the local chapter of the
A.M.A. “How long will I be in here?”

“Hard to say. We've got a lot of checking to
do. Stein is out of town for a couple of days and I want him to go
over your X rays, especially your head. But you're probably going
to be in this room for at least a week, so there's no hurry.”

Henry's body jerked. “What about the wedding?
What about Pam? I've got to get in touch with her.”

Greb chuckled. “This boy doesn't act sick,
girls. He's more interested in his honeymoon than his miseries.
Take it easy, laddy, the McIvers have been notified. They're lined
up outside waiting to give you a real southern California welcome.”
Greb winked. “Thank your God there's nothing wrong in the region of
your groin, son. Nothing at all.”

The two women looked embarrassed; they
tittered, and one said, “Oh, Doctor Greb.”

“Listen to these fakers,” Greb said to Henry as
he hooked his thumb back at the women. “You'd think they didn't
know where a man's scrotum and penis are. They know, all
right.”

The brunette rolled her eyes. “Our Doctor Greb
is frank. He wins the prize for that.”

“Horny, you mean,” Greb said, and he pretended
to reach for her buttocks as she skipped out of the way. Again he
winked at Henry. “This is Doctors Hospital, son, and I'm one of the
doctors who run the place. Hell, I helped found it and I'm a sacred
cow. I also help hire and fire the professional staff, which
includes broads like these lovelies you see before you. Naturally,
I try to pick 'em right out of nursing school and I use my good
eye, if you know what I mean. If a man's sick he likes to see
something that's pleasurable and he likes to receive that pleasure
personally. As for me, I'm not above wading through the pasture
from time to time for something special. As I always say, it helps
to be one of the brass.”

Henry smiled wanly. “Your good eye works just
fine.”

“Thank you. It's always nice to receive a
compliment from the younger generation. They see so little to
praise these days.” He straightened his shoulders and put his
instruments in his jacket pocket. “Come along, ladies. Let's allow
Mr. Tinker some rest.”

The group moved away from the bed and toward
the door. Greb, moving quickly like an overweight halfback, led the
way out. The dark French girl was right behind him, but she kept
her eyes on Henry until she was gone. The other nurse went last,
and when those ahead of her were out of sight, Henry hissed.

The brown-haired girl hesitated and looked
back. She was frowning as he beckoned with his crooked finger. She
looked into the corridor and then returned to his bedside.

She was indeed a beauty, just the type to be
riding at the head of the Rose Parade on New Year's Day.
Ail-American, milk and honey, shining brown hair, deep brown eyes,
a body that wasn't overpowering in its curves but would look good
in the latest fashions. That was it. She had the build of a model.
Henry had noticed that she had a good ass. It had wiggled as she'd
moved away. Not much upstairs, perhaps, but the engine room seemed
to tick over very smoothly.

“What is it?” she murmured as she leaned close.
She had a voice to match her looks. Speech-class trained,
modulated, rising up and down like a musical instrument. “Doctor
Greb wants you to rest.”

“Sure,” Henry agreed. “But I've been resting
since last night. How long has it been since the accident?”

She pulled back her cuff to glance at a watch.
“I'd say you were brought in twelve hours ago.”

“Wonderful night's sleep. I want to see my
fiancee. He said she's outside.”

The nurse nodded and pursed her lips. They were
full and kissable. “There are three of them. I'm sorry. No visitors
for a while.”

“Come on, you're supposed to be feeling sorry
for me. Leave the others out there as long as you like, but I want
to see Pam. It's been a couple of months.”

She bit her lower lip. “Two months?”

He nodded. “And we were supposed to be on our
honeymoon this afternoon. Have a heart. Think how she must feel.”
She was thinking it over. “Just for a couple of minutes.
Promise.”

But her nose went up in the air as she
straightened. “It is not permitted. Regulations.”

“What's your name, sugar?”

“It's not sugar, I can assure you.” She was
trying to throw her tits out but there wasn't much to throw. He
wished she'd turn her back on him so he could admire those cheeks
again.

“Look, what's your job around here?”

“Day nurse for this wing.”

“If I'm going to be here for a week we might as
well be friends. I'm Henry Tinker.”

“I know.” She pointed to the foot of the bed
where his chart hung.

“Then you have the advantage. What's your
name?”

She seemed to struggle with her conscience, and
finally she agreed to allow herself to be compromised to a degree.
“Dawn Johnson.”

“Very nice. Dawn. I like that. I'll think of it
every morning. Now, Dawn, I want you to go out and get my fiancee.
Look for a child who's been crying her eyes out for hours. Let her
come in for just a moment's comfort or else you're liable to have
another patient on your hands.”

She looked down at him and he watched her
nostrils widen for an instant. He liked that. He was going to enjoy
having the day nurse hover. He made a mental note to erect a statue
to Doctor Greb and his hiring eye, when he was well enough. Dawn
Johnson nodded at last.

“All right. But just for a minute. And just
Miss McIver. The others must wait until later, when you've
rested.”

“I'll try to manage without them,” he
sighed.

She went out and he watched her every step of
the way. When she was gone he looked about the room. It was large,
with broad windows that looked out on the flat, blue southern
California sky. There was a chair at either side of the bed and a
small settee by the wall opposite the bed. It had to be a choice
room. Private, spacious, even a two-way view. Somebody was laying
out a bundle and it couldn't be Henry. He didn't have a bundle to
lay out.

Then she came in and he let his eyes drink in
the sight.




OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
GADNIES IN
RO 401

@ﬁ’ .: by
" Gus Stevens





