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And the scribes and Pharisees brought unto him a woman taken in adultery; and when they had set her in the midst,  (4)  They said unto him, Master, this woman was taken in adultery, in the very act.  (5)  Now Moses in the law commanded us, that such should be stoned: but what sayest thou?  (6)  This they said, tempting him, that they might have to accuse him. But Jesus stooped down, and with his finger wrote on the ground, as though he heard them not.  (7)  So when they continued asking him, he lifted up himself, and said unto them, He that is without sin among you, let him first cast a stone at her.  (8)  And again he stooped down, and wrote on the ground.  (9)  And they which heard it, being convicted by their own conscience, went out one by one, beginning at the eldest, even unto the last: and Jesus was left alone, and the woman standing in the midst.  (10)  When Jesus had lifted up himself, and saw none but the woman, he said unto her, Woman, where are those thine accusers? hath no man condemned thee?  (11)  She said, No man, Lord. And Jesus said unto her, Neither do I condemn thee: go, and sin no more. (John 8:3-11)

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1


[image: ]


JANUARY 1945

Her dress fluttered to the floor, the straps of her slip sliding off one shoulder in its wake. “Sorry, I was late.” She reached up loosening the other side.

His eyes sparked, the reflection of the city lights through the windows dancing in his black pupils. Pillowing his arms behind his head, he leaned back against the satin headboard, seemingly content to observe.

Her slip followed the path of her skirt, and she stood there for a moment clad in only her underthings. “Got caught up with the boss. You know how he gets, and I didn’t want to upset him else our little tête-à-tête will become public knowledge.” Unfastening her brassiere, she tossed it in the floor and crawled across the mattress.

His hands embraced her waist, sliding over her shapely hips to a firm grasp of her bottom. “Wouldn’t want that.”

“No.” She leaned over, the tips of her breasts brushing his undershirt, and captured his mouth.

He returned her fervor with his own, the tip of his tongue doing a waltz with hers, and their body heat flared higher. The next thirty minutes became consumed with each other, ending the moment he pulled himself up from the mattress.

She lay there, admiring his backside. “There’s a war on, you know,” she said.

He glanced back, his shirt, just retrieved from the floor, crumpled in his hand. “I know, and that’s what you’re here for, to help me forget.” Shaking out the shirt, he put it back on. “Left you some nylons on the table. You saw them?”

“You’re a peach,” she replied. “Enough for Frankie, too, I saw. Generous.”

He fastened his pants, stomping his feet to settle the legs. “I aim to be, else your favors would dry up.”

“No chance of that.” She wriggled to the end of the bed and took hold of the unbuttoned edges of his shirt. “Tell me you love me.”

He laughed and bent down, kissing her long and hard. She all but capsized back into bed. 

“I love what you give me,” he said.

His words soured in her gut. That’s really all this was. He had a wife and two kids living out in suburbia. But his job kept him in the city most nights, and, truth was, she was using him as much as he was using her. He gave her things the war had made scarce, making life a bit easier for she and her sister, and so helped pass the time.

He smacked her fanny, and she squeaked. 

“‘Til next time, doll,” he said. He placed a fedora on his head and stepped away, casually crossing the room. At the table, where the nylons lay, he emptied his pockets. “Keep the change.”

He was gone in a flash, the door clicking shut behind him.

She deflated, her heart conflicted, as it always was, on the right and wrong of this. What had happened to make her the other woman? She’d grown up believing she’d have the American dream, an average home, a couple kids, a dog, but, instead, she worked all day to help fund the war effort, slept in a tiny apartment with her sister at night, and had these ... moments ... with him.

Not that she couldn’t find herself another man all her own, but military men these days were all the same – out looking for a good time, then off overseas, sometimes not coming back. This was no world to bring a family into. The idea of the Joneses was extinct.

She walked naked across the room and sat in one of the expensive padded chairs upside the table. “Forty bucks and change and four pairs of nylons,” she mumbled. The price of her pride as well as her modesty. She scooped the items up in her palm and glanced at the time. She had ten minutes to somehow make it back from her supper hour or she’d get reprimanded again.

Too bad the boss didn’t like favors. Then again, someone should be married and faithful. Just evidently, not her.
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“IF MY PAPERS EVER GET put through, I’m outta here.” Nashville Jaeger cupped the cold glass in his palms, the moisture seeping through the slits in his fingers. “I just hope it happens before the ship sails.”

“With your luck, it won’t happen until the ship sails, and you’ll be headed for Jay-pan like the rest of us.”

He hoped not. That was the last place he wanted to go.

“Say ... check out the redhead.” His friend, Bill Norris, nodded toward a girl standing on the edge of the crowd. Curvaceous, nice gams, expensive shoes.

“Out of your league,” Nash replied.

“You always say that. I’m gonna give it a try.” Leaving his drink on the table, Bill moved across the club.

Nash slid down in his chair, laughing when the girl caught another fellow’s arm and disappeared. “I told you so,” he said.

Good girls were hard to find anymore. When he was young, before the war, they’d been a dime a dozen. But he’d been too caught up enlisting, determined to serve his country in the battle he saw coming, to take the time to catch one.

Stupid. He didn’t regret his service, but regretted jumping in with both feet like he had. He could have waited for them to draft him like all the others. Then again, he was a better man for volunteering.

Bill returned and recaptured his glass. “At this rate, I’ll be too drunk to see Miss Right when she walks in.”

“Most likely,” Nash replied. “You should lighten up, give the QM a break with one less sailor to tote to his bunk.”

Bill downed the drink anyways. “Aren’t you up for the night watch soon?”

“In two days. I have four nights of it then I’m off for forty-eight.”

“Forty-eight whole hours.” Bill waved an arm wide. “That’d be sweet. Us low-lifes don’t get that much.”

Nash smirked. Bill got forty-eight just like everyone else, except he wasted his drinking and carousing, then had to work afterward with a massive hangover.

“I’m not even askin’ for forty-eight,” Bill continued. “Just one with some hot babe sliding in the sheets.”

“Because every decent woman wants a foul-mouthed drunk, who’s only after her favors,” Nash said.

Bill shot him a look. “You know, I forget sometimes you’re such a saint, and then you remind me. Next, you’re gonna ask me to go to church.”

“You want to go to church?” Nashville asked.

Bill laughed, shaking his head. “No, you go for me and tell me about it after.” He sat up. “I need another drink. You want anything?”

Nash stared into the depths of his glass of ginger ale. “No. I think I’m done. I’ll meet you back on the ship.”

“Sad sack,” Bill grumbled, taking a step away.

“Loose goose,” Nash called out to his back.

He watched him go for only a minute, then headed for the doors. The humid air of early twilight greeted him in the form of a thick bank of fog. He shivered, wishing for once he had his coat, even as ugly as it was. 

Every night was the same here on the Pacific. Cold. He missed the Atlantic sunshine more than anything else. Well, except for the peace he’d had living there. January of nineteen forty-five, and people worldwide weren’t through killing each other yet. 

He ducked his head to ward off the draft breathing down his neck and pushed forward down the sidewalk. Someday, if he survived all of this, he’d see home again and, years from now, have stories to tell. Maybe he’d find the girl of his dreams by then, someone sweet who had no idea what happened out here, and he’d build his picket fence at last.

“Mama will love you,” he said to the air. And he’d love her more, whoever she was. Someone to spend time with, someone to talk to, and most of all, someone to help him forget all this. 

His shoes slapping the sidewalk, he rounded the corner without looking ahead and collided with something ... someone ... solid. He threw out one hand, capturing the falling form.

“Ho, there. I’m sorry.” He turned her around and suppressed a whistle. She was a looker. Soft, brown hair perfectly coiled on the back of her head and an expensive fur draped around her neck. “I’m sorry, miss. I didn’t see you.”

Gripping her purse as if it was a lifeline, she offered a smile. “No problem, sailor. I gotta run though. I’m late.” She pulled away and, smoothing her skirt, headed down the sidewalk. However, she bobbled at the curb.

He dashed over, steadying her with one hand on her shoulder. “I think maybe I’d better escort you. Couldn’t stand to see someone so pretty come to harm.”

She glanced back at him, and questions arose. What was she doing out here at this hour? No woman should be strolling around alone, especially not dressed like that, and definitely not in this weather.

“I’ll be fine,” she insisted.

She tried to step away, but he tightened his grip. “Please. Let a fellow do the decent thing.”

She paused, and the circle of yellow lamplight cast long shadows on her face. Her beauty faded, seemingly weighed beneath a load of care, as if the war had used her up. Maybe, it had. It’d done that for so many, himself included.

“Nashville,” he said. Her brow furrowed, and he offered an encouraging smile. “My name?”

She tilted her head, elongating an elegant neck. “That’s unusual.”

“Yes, ma’am. My mother’s idea.”

She laughed once, a tinkling sound that trickled down to his toes.

The fog swirled around them, great eddies lifting into the atmosphere. 

“I ... I have to go,” she said, not offering her name in return. “I should have been back by now.”

Been back where? He stared again at her expensive dress. What business could she possibly have on this side of the city dressed like that? There wasn’t much over here a woman of her caliber needed, small businesses and a few discreet lodgings. Further on was the club he
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