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1

KIKI HAD nearly surrendered to Ricky Swanson
last night.

But now she was sitting beside a picture window
and enduring four voices without really listening to them.

Always during these monotonous sessions the
same quartet of voices clung to the same low pitch— scheming,
planning, discussing her future.

And always the cold eyes above the voices
silently analyzed her, judged her, disposed of her.

Her resentment simmering, Kiki stared drearily
beyond the window, drearily registering once again the acre of
carefully manicured lawn, the sharply trimmed hedges, the Chinese
elms—her Beverly Hills home.

Home? She wondered.

Not home—prison.

California's afternoon sun poured through the
window, glistened into the huge living room with its ultramodern
furniture, blessed Kiki's golden hair.

The sun loved Kiki's girlish face—the high
cheekbones, the slightly slanted eyes, the darkly rose mouth, the
tiny chain of light freckles that still at seventeen marched across
her nose.

Kiki hated those freckles.

“She should go to USC for pre-med.” Uncle
Herman still used that monotonous, low voice. “She has a high IQ on
the Stanford-Binet. She should have her M.D. at Johns Hopkins,
interne here with me at Mount Cedar.”

Uncle Herman was short, fat, heavy-gutted, the
owner of a Hollywood smile, one that could be turned on or off like
a faucet. Twelve years ago newspapers had ballyhooed him sky-high
for curing the great Frank Gliffers, CTO's famous, money-making
star, of cancer.

Gliffers had not had cancer.

He had had intestinal adhesions, nothing more.
But Uncle Herman, envisioning currency in bullion form, had
diagnosed cancer, and the big dough had rolled in at five hundred
bucks an appointment.

“I agree with the Doctor.”

These words rolled out of Aunt Edna, Uncle
Herman's wife. She always agreed with her husband. An ambulating
mass of suet, she was barren and childless, having elected not to
adopt.

“Kiki,” Aunt Edna always said. “Of course,
she's my sister's only child, but she's always been my baby,
too.”

With difficulty Kiki refrained from
shuddering.

Her mind, seeking distraction, built a scene
startling in its clarity.

Kiki imagined herself dressed in surgical
whites, masked and gloved. She was assisting Uncle Herman.

Overhead, glaring arena lights. Under the
lights, the patient, anesthetized, limp.

In the background were indistinct figures,
watching, learning. The gallery was packed with internes, med
students, doctors.

All watching, learning.

While the great surgeon, Dr. Herman Wollridge,
operated. And assisting Dr. Wollridge was his lovely niece, Dr.
Kiki Conrad. Rumor had it she was already a great surgeon.

“Scalpel,” Dr. Wollridge ordered.

Dr. Conrad slapped. The scalpel appeared
miraculously in Dr. Wollridge's gloved hand.

Wollridge, scalpel poised over the victim,
glanced at the audience and spoke in a low, monotonous voice—always
that same low voice: “Now, gentlemen, if you watch closely—”

Then the scalpel sliced across white flesh.

Blood spurted. Sponge Nurse mopped. Dr. Kiki
Conrad slapped. The bowels then lay open in their cavity. Famous
bowels: Dr. Herman Wollridge never looked at anything but famous,
wealthy bowels.

These belonged to Minna Sarlen, CTU's famous
star—

Then Daddy's voice broke into Kiki's
fantasy.

“I like the law for her,” Daddy said.

Kiki gazed at Daddy.

He, too, was thick in the blubber. His gut hung
bulbous and his throat quivered with fat.

Daddy was a millionaire attorney.

He, too, parasited off Hollywood, notorious for
its parasites, Kiki thought sourly. Her father was a living wall of
flesh between, on the one hand, Hollywood stars, producers and
writers and, on the other hand, hard reality. He even took cases
involving dog bites, human bites—any kind of bites—as long as
Hollywood's money and Hollywood's great were concerned.

“First, she'd go to Stanford,” Daddy said. “And
then finish up, maybe at Notre Dame. She's got the brilliant mind,
the driving force, needed for a successful career in the law.”

Kiki thought, nobody has asked me yet...

But they never had asked her. They decided and
she conformed. They told Kiki what schools she should attend, what
allowance she should have, what dresses should comprise her
wardrobe.

Still, Kiki thought, she had memories. There
was one in particular that concerned Ricky Swanson, the
eighteen-year-old from the adjacent estate. Ricky had just returned
home from college for summer vacation.

Last night Kiki had contrived her way out of
the house to meet Ricky beside the hedge separating the two Beverly
Hills estates.

Ricky's eyes had popped. “My God, woman, you've
become really stacked.” And Ricky's hungry eyes had smashed against
her curving hips, her flat stomach and finally glued themselves on
the young, proud largesse of her breasts.

Within minutes the wrestling had started. Kiki
loved struggling with Ricky. Her parents had no idea that she and
Ricky had been jousting off and on for three years and that Ricky
had not yet achieved what he so pantingly sought.

But Kiki had nearly surrendered last night.

Ricky had come wearing only swim trunks. Kiki
had played, wrestled, purred, bit, rolled on her back, delicious
desire tingling her flesh.

And the awesome time had occurred when, for a
few minutes, Kiki lost control of herself.

Rick had somehow opened her clothes, unhooked
her bra. A full breast glowed in the night. Astonished, she watched
his caresses enlarge the nipple. She felt its pulsing heat fill her
breast to bursting. His lips closed on it. The wetness relieved the
heat for a moment, then intensified it. Kim pawed feebly at his
bare shoulders, trying to push him away but only succeeding in
drawing him closer.

He laughed. “Miss Frosty has hot titties.”

“You bastard!” she gasped, in tears.

His hand caressed the sensitive skin of her
upper thighs. She held her breath, trying to tense her body against
his invasion, but her flesh would not obey. He pulled aside her
panties crotch. She writhed at the touch parting her pink
maidenhood. She tried to squirm away, twisted her hips, pushed with
hands and knees. But his caresses had awakened her, ignited a
leaping, voluptuous fire. Even worse, his trunks were down. He
carried her hand to his hot, throbbing length. She clung as if
captured by a magnet.

“Kiki, you want that, don't you?”

She stifled moans. Want? Her nipples were drawn
out like oversized strawberries. Her underbody seethed and gaped
and dribbled. She fondled the young stem with one hand, his lean
buttocks with the other. Want? As a starving woman wanted food—

“Wow!” he said. “Your pussy is even hotter than
Mona's.”

Mona was the Swanson maid.

Kiki exploded with rage. Her burgeoning
sexuality was transformed into violence, an elbow ramming his
throat, a knee smashing his groin.

He leaped away. “You goddam bitch! Hell with
you. I have Mona when I want—and old Rita.” Rita was the family
cook, in her thirties. “They're both good lays. I pay them,
though.”

“Your mother will give you hell if she finds
out,” Kiki had said.

Ricky had finally laughed. “Mom's too busy
sleeping with everybody—except Dad. And Dad's sleeping with every
woman but Mom.”

“My mother doesn't sleep with any man, not even
Dad,” Kiki had said.

“Who in his right mind would bed down your
mother? She's so choked with suet it would be like riding a fat
sow. Old Rita, she's getting fat, too, but she's still got the good
wiggle.”

Kiki had said stiffly, “Well, go in and bed her
down and leave me alone.”

And she had stealthily let herself back into
her house...

“Kiki?”

Her mother's voice jerked back Kiki to the grim
reality of the conference.

“Yes, mother?”

“Are you listening, darling?”

“Yes, Mother.”

Mom swung her eyes from person to person—to
obese Daddy, to fat Uncle Herman, to ton-weighing Aunt Edna. And
Mom said, “I think Kiki should become a star. You, Dad, and Uncle
Herman, you, too—have influence with Jerry Stephens.” Jerry was a
famous producer-director. “He'll have a place for Kiki in West Winds Blowing.”

Twenty years ago Mom had played a bit part—
nothing much, just a walk-on, and she had had to sleep with the
director to win the part. That had been the extent of Mom's movie
career, but she still had the bug.

Kiki thought, Jesus...

But she had expected the idea of a movie career
from Mom. Kiki had expected medicine from Uncle Herman, that Aunt
Edna would agree with Uncle Herman, and that Dad would say legal
practice.

I made a mistake, Kiki thought. I should never
have graduated last June from Miss Princeton's School for Girls. I
should have flunked.

Mom continued in her low, deadly voice, “Now
the cinema profession offers—” She stopped suddenly, staring at
Kiki. “Something wrong, my little baby girl?”

Kiki had risen unexpectedly to her feet. Her
blue eyes were wide, her mouth was open, her white teeth were
glistening. She stared. She felt she knew nobody.

“What is it?” Mom still did not raise her
voice.

“I got to puke,” Kiki said. And she fled the
room.



The Fairchild touched down at Albuquerque.

The girl who stood up had full hips, a tiny
waist and burgeoning young breasts.

She was dark-skinned, this girl, and her hair a
shiny black that vividly contrasted with her blue eyes.

“Miss Cornell,” the stewardess said. “You don't
disembark here. Your ticket says Houston.”

“I just remembered. My Uncle Sidney lives here
in Albuquerque. And I haven't seen him and Aunt Martha for over
three years.”

“I understand. Nice visit.”

Miss Cornell walked briskly through the busy
air terminal. She stopped just inside the front door to study
herself in the cigarette machine mirror.

I still can't escape Kiki Conrad, Miss Cornell
thought. Even with my blonde hair dyed black, those damned freckles
still show through the pancake make-up.

A squat girl obviously of Latin descent entered
the terminal. The girl's breasts were like twin torpedoes but her
equipment was not what interested Miss Cornell—the girl's hair was
the focus.

It was dyed a dull, unhealthy red.

Carrying her small bag, Miss Cornell left the
terminal. Outside she saw another Mexican girl, also heavily
equipped, climb into a cab. Again Miss Cornell observed dull red
hair, obviously another dye job.

And Miss Cornell's eyes narrowed in
thought.

An hour later Miss Cornell emerged from a
service station john located on Albuquerque's south section, and no
longer was her hair black.

It was an ugly and unappealing dull red.

While tinting her hair in the john, Kiki
Conrad, alias Kim Cornell had done some figuring. Mom and Dad, she
had thought, yes, and Uncle Herman and Aunt Edna, would already be
panting on the trail of their only daughter and only niece.

The airline stewardess would tell of the
daughter— and niece—disembarking at Albuquerque and not going to
Houston, for which the ticket had been bought.

Where can a girl lose herself, and yet stay
within the United States? Miss Cornell had wondered. Mexico was
out. Two vacations ago she and Mom had spent a month in Mexico.
Miss Cornell had learned all the ropes. But, she knew, even if you
speak Spanish fluently, if your accent isn't perfect, you're a
foreigner.

How about El Paso?

El Paso was a couple of hundred miles south of
Albuquerque, smack on the Texas-Old Mexico Border. On the way out
of Mexico, she and Mom had spent four days in El Paso.

They had gone on a guided bus tour. Kiki had
seen peons and trash whites hoeing cotton up and down the Rio
Grande.

Miss Cornell's blue eyes had narrowed as she
had dyed her hair.

How would she shake Albuquerque?

Her first thought had been a freight train. She
had discarded that. Railroad bulls watched freights. She wanted
nothing to do with the law. She had been rubbing shoulders with the
law all her life. Her mind was so congested with her father's legal
preachings that even she, sometimes, thought in legal jargon.

Plane? Out, too. Bus? Maybe. Hitch-hike? Could
be...

Thumb out, she positioned herself in front of
the filling station. She had never hitchhiked before but she had
seen men—-and women, too—standing along the highways, thumbs
extended, as she and Mom had once whizzed along, Mom's brand new
Cad purring.

“What happened to your hair, baby?”

The words came from the filling station boy,
about nineteen, pimple-faced, black-haired, of Mexican descent.

“What do you mean, my hair?”

“You went into the john with black hair, came
out with red.”

Miss Cornell eyed him coldly. “You're nuts,”
she said. “You got me confused.”

The boy shrugged, dark eyes puzzled.
“Hitchhiking?”

“You see my thumb, don't you?”

“Broke?”

Miss Cornell had two hundred bucks in her grip,
give or take a few. But the boy might prove interesting, she
thought.

“Got sixty-five cents,” she said.

The boy's eyes narrowed on her hips. He glanced
back at his station, saw no cars had driven in, then said smoothly,
“The going rate here is two bucks. We could dig each other in the
back room. Got a cot there.”

“Ten bucks,” Miss Cornell said.

Again, the hungry, avid eyes riveted on her
hips. “Listen, Mex, who the hell do you think you are?”

Miss Cornell smiled. She had confirmed that her
red hair job had had her mistaken for a Mexican. And her dark
pancake make-up was also doing its work.

“I'm high-priced,” Miss Cornell said.

“I'll look in the till.”

“Do that.”

The boy hurried away and disappeared into the
office. Just then a car skidded past Miss Cornell, backed up
hurriedly. A fat man leaned out, opening the door.

“Like a ride, baby?”

Miss Cornell climbed in.

A quarter mile down the road the fat man said,
“Where you from, kitten?”

“Kansas City.”

A sidelong glance. “I thought you was Spanish.
Lots of these other pretty Spanish girls dye their hair just the
color of yours. Nice color.”

“I'm of Mexican descent.”

“Speak the lingo?”

Miss Cornell had taken four years of Spanish at
Miss Princeton's School for Girls, and her accent was good enough
to fool this capon.

“I was reared in Kansas City. But my mother and
father spoke some Spanish. I can talk it rather well, though.”

“Been selling this part of the country all my
life,” the man said, “but never could make sense out of the
jabbering. Just learned a few words. Like to hear them?”

“Okay.”

“Quiere venir conmigo a la
cama?” Translation: You want to go to bed with me? Miss Kim
Cornell smiled mechanically. “I know more, too,” he said.
“Yes?”

“Que es su precio para
todo noches?” Translation: How much do you charge for all
night?

Again, Miss Kim Cornell's Hollywood smile.
“Very nice,” she said.

He asked, boldly, “What's your price for a
bed-down job tonight in El Paso? I'm going there for a
convention.”

“You mean an all night stand?” Sweetly. Red
tongue wet thick lips. “All night, baby.”

“Four hundred bucks.” He stared, said, “Joking,
of course.”

“No joke. Four hundred for all night, one
hundred for a quickie.”

“You mean that, really?”

“Yes.”

“Well, I'll be damned! You're lousy lays,
anyway. Two bucks is the going charge for a fast tumble, ten bucks
for all night. Holy Christ!”

He slammed the car to a screeching halt. “Get
your ass out, and right now,” he said.

Miss Cornell got, bag and all.

The morning sun was generating heat. Miss
Cornell surveyed the scene. North and south the asphalt ran, a
black line stretching endlessly. To the west were low hills, to the
northeast high mountains.

Someday, she thought, I'll have to lose the
damned thing. Virginity is probably overrated. I can't hang on to
it forever, as Ricky so many times said.

Loneliness hit her, smashing in. Except for
school, never before had she been alone away from home. Always
before Mom had been with her. But Miss Cornell was damned if she
were going to become a stupid doctor or a scheming shyster.

All right, what did she want?

Babies, I guess, she thought.

She grinned ruefully. That fat, egotistical
salesman could have given her a baby, if a baby was what she really
wanted. Well, she still did want babies, but she wanted the right
father to sire them.

Besides, she wanted to do some living, see how
the others existed.

Cars ripped by. None stopped.

Fear caught her. Already Mom and Dad would know
she had gone. Police would check the airports. State patrols would
be alerted. Even now a New Mexico patrolman might be listening,
radio squawking. Miss Kiki Conrad, five-one, blonde, freckles
across nose—

She had to start moving. Freedom lay in
movement. Freedom was never stationary.

Of course, she had left a note behind. Going up
to Seattle, the note had said.

Trembling, she stood with her thumb raised.

Her right elbow stiffened. She braced it with
her other hand. She kept an eye on her wristwatch.

Fifty-four minutes and then a pickup truck
stopped.

A raw-boned, skinny, tall, middle-aged man,
weather-seamed face showing Latin blood, was the driver. He had a
white mustache and white hair.

“Headed for El Paso, senorita?”

Miss Cornell climbed in, smiled. “Now I am,”
she said.

“I'm Manuel Sanchez.”

“I'm Kim Cornell.”

The truck moved on to the highway. “I live in
El Paso,” Sanchez said. “I've been to Albuquerque visiting my boy
and daughter-in-law and children.” He had a slight Mexican
accent.

“That's nice.”

“You live in El Paso, Senorita Cornell?”

“No, Fabens.”

It paid to study a roadmap. Fabens was twenty
miles east of El Paso.

“I know a few people in Fabens,” Sanchez said,
giving names.

Miss Cornell shook her head. “I don't know
them,” she said. She had to shift the topic of conversation. So she
asked, “What do you do in El Paso?”

“Retread tires. Same boss for twenty-four
years.”

“How nice,” Miss Cornell said.

He made no advances. He joked, laughed, teeth
pearly. He was glad he had picked her up. He liked her.

He fed her at Las Cruces in a drive-in, then
let her off at the corner of Mesa and Mills, beside the Plaza. He
said, “Thank you for riding with me, senorita. It has been so pleasant. You remind me so
much of my oldest daughter.”

“How wonderful. Where is she?”

His face fell. “She is dead. Two years now—car
wreck.” He put the pickup into traffic.

Miss Cornell watched him until she saw his
truck no longer. She was empty, dead, lonesome inside. She felt
small, insignificant. People streamed past her, and she knew
nobody.

She turned, looking west.

Buses were sliding in to the curb, people
boarding. Evidently this was the central point for buses. She saw
one bus that bor [...]
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Young Kiki flees her wealthy home —
to pleasure herself among dirty
vagrants and their brutalized women.





