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CHAPTER ONE

Nikki took the beating grinning like hell.

The harsh sound and feel of violence filled the small room, but Nikki lay on her belly on the high table, a thin sheet partially covering the naked young loveliness of her body, and waved her bare pink heels slowly up and down in a soft, lazy rhythm. She had asked for it, and she could stop it with a word.

Nikki knew that women as well as men were often disarmed by the beauty of her face, so, on entering the booth, she had assumed a contemptuous, high-tailed mistress-to-flunky air. This had aroused the masseuse and, by the time Nikki was out of her clothes, the big, box-shaped woman was straining like a teased, hobbled bull to get at her.

Yet, at first, the woman had succeeded in remaining the detached functionary doing a standard salon job on just another hundred or so pounds of flesh. Nikki had had to bait her again.

Lying there with her graceful hands dangling over the forward edge of the high table, her head in profile within the frame of her prettily rounded arms, Nikki had begun to flick her with brief glances, followed by slight tensions of the cheek, as if she were trying to suppress sly grins. The masseuse soon got the idea she was being laughed at, and the kneading, the pummeling, the hard, edge-of-hand chopping intensified. Then Nikki grinned openly, and the big woman lost command of herself and of the situation.

She was hurting her now, really hurting her; scowlingly intent on wiping that grin off Nikki’s face. Nikki shifted her arms, drew her elbows back and gripped the forward edge of the table. The hard, swift, stinging blows began to merge into a single, continuous sensation like a flow of scalding water, and she thought her buttocks must be blistered raw. She stopped waving her feet and clamped her legs tightly together. Her grin began to ache.

Her fingers clenched more tightly and she curled her toes in against the balls of her feet so hard that her arch muscles cramped. In another second she was going to scream … or she was going to lash up off this table punching, kicking, clawing!

No! Nobody made Nikki cry, nobody made Nikki lose control. Nobody WON over Nikki!

“That’s all!” the masseuse said abruptly.

Nikki came upright with a lithe turn and roll on one hip, and for a moment she sat above the woman, laughing softly. Then she slipped from the table and stood naked on tiptoe, facing the larger woman in an attitude of flaunting triumph, her fists planted on the soft upper swellings of her hips, her long red hair wontonly loose around her white shoulders, her high, thrusting breasts trembling faintly.

The big woman stared, panting, with her mouth open, her homely face sweaty, her big bosom lifting and falling heavily. Nikki began to sway her supple hips from side to side, then stopped and put her weight on one leg, jutting the hip, and peered down her back to the round of her bottom. She shifted her weight and looked down over the other shoulder. She turned her back to the angry woman and pointed to her buttocks.

“That’s nice, that pattern of pink on white. My tail seems to have brought out the artist in you. And now, dear, if you’ll fetch my purse I’ll give you a tip.”

“Fetch, hah!” The masseuse’s voice was thick with outrage, and in her excitement she revealed a heavy accent, as if Nikki had stripped away years of careful learning. “Fetch! What are you, nutty in the head? Yes, that’s what! You think that’s fun to get hurt like that?”

Nikki turned to her, shaking her head in mock puzzlement. “Hurt? You mean … you mean … you were afraid you were hurting me?” Nikki said, her eyes wide, her voice sweet. With a swift change of tone Nikki drew her lips back flat against her teeth and thrust her face forward. “Listen to me, lummox! I needed to find out something. I found out. You didn’t want to be used in my experiment. I used you. Now, if you want your tip, fetch my purse. If you don’t, get out!”

“I go. First, I tell you something. You make all the badness and meanness come out. You make me hate. The worst you bring out in me. The worst!”

“I always bring people out,” Nikki said as the woman stomped to the door. “Nikki always brings them out. Where Nikki is …” the door slammed “… things happen!”

Alone, she felt a tiny gnawing of anxiety, and briefly there was a look of uncertainty around her eyes. Then she shrugged.

Finishing the afternoon with a hairdresser attending her head and a pedicurist at her feet, Nikki felt regal and delicious. She left the salon looking summery and carefree in her bright yellow silk skirt and sleeveless white blouse, and took a cab to the new apartment.

Nikki stood in the middle of the large front room admiring the view, the spaciousness, the buoyancy of the furnishings. She had flown here from across the country three times in the past month for consultations with her decorator, and she had concerned herself deeply with the whole project. The result was just what she had striven for, a home which would embrace without strangling her.

Everything was new and free of the past and alive, and when its strangeness had worn off, Nikki assured herself, she was going to love it. She felt slightly sick at her stomach and hurried into the bedroom, unbuttoning her blouse. There was no time for moping around. She began to dress herself for the evening.

She kept trying to push down the memory of that spanking, and it kept surfacing like a cork. It didn’t matter a damn, she told herself, whether or not it had made sense from the dull-normal point of view. She refused to feel apologetic or ashamed; Nikki Duquesne was her own law. Maybe, she admitted, she was a trifle shocked at herself … or at any rate disturbed … and the whole thing had been a mistake. A person sure of her strength didn’t need to prove it with such grotesqueries.

She tried, with a look of fretful impatience on her lovely face, to give the episode some meaningful justification, but her cool, tough mind disintegrated all the rationalizations. She thought defiantly that she didn’t need justification; she didn’t care. A moment later she tried to imagine telling Dolores about it, and she felt like cringing. Dolores was her best … and perhaps only … friend and, maybe even more than that, her one firm hold on things.

They seldom saw each other, what with Nikki’s bouncing around all over the country and half the world, but Dolores was always somehow there, and there were times when Nikki felt she would have no identity except for the fact of Dolores. And this was curious, because Nikki had always been the stronger.

They had met in college after tryouts for the freshman Debating and Oratorical Society. Dolores, a slim, pretty little thing with a baby face, round blue eyes and fluffy blonde hair, had looked too cute to take seriously, and to make matters worse, she had chosen to deliver a militant declamation. The audience had swallowed its laughter for a minute or so, then they had practically convulsed.

She had come offstage flushed and miserably near tears, and Nikki, waiting her turn in the wings, had felt a profound surge of tenderness and the impulse to take the kid in her arms. Instead, she had charged onstage, glaring, and hurled her own speech at them. It called for irony and controlled indignation, but in her anger she had sounded, as someone put it, like a vengeful prosecutor in a B-movie. Knowing she had let emotion ruin her chances, and exasperated with herself, she had hurried out of the auditorium searching for Dolores.

She loved the feel of outdoors on her face and bare head and she put a peppermint on her tongue and childishly slurped the cold clean air in like a refreshing drink, while her intense green eyes searched for Dolores.

The warm yellow splotches of the carriage lights along the greens and walks together with the frosty glow of the autumn moon, fat and low on the western horizon, gave the campus a lovely clarity. From where she stood high on the auditorium steps she could see a dozen small groups and couples lingering along and enjoying each other, and when she spotted Dolores, alone and slumping along with her head down, it seemed not only unbearably poignant but dangerous. The kid was heading off-campus toward Division Boulevard … or wolf run … as if she might let herself get picked up by some of the rowdy town and campus men who cruised that area.

Nikki was only seventeen, actually a year younger than Dolores, but the little blonde seemed so very young and terribly soft that Nikki was convinced that the girl needed her. She took the steps in a rush, cut across one of the greens, came onto the walk a few yards behind the forlorn little figure, then came rapidly abreast. Suddenly Nikki didn’t know what to say, and for a few steps she merely walked alongside; Dolores glanced at her blankly, then just continued to slouch along.

Nikki smiled encouragingly at her and offered her a mint, thinking “candy for a pretty baby,” and when Dolores shook her head, looking sweetly pouty, Nikki felt like laughing with pure joy. She wanted to coo and pet this tender creature to make up for the abuse she’d suffered from those laughing idiots back in the auditorium. Then she frowned, and abruptly discarded all the banal soothing syrup possibilities.

She blurted, “You know why you stank, Varnbush? It’s all that fluffy hair around your cheeks. Makes you look like a taffy head. You’ll notice my hair’s slicked back in a no-nonsense way.”

Dolores gave her a brief, waspish look, then quickened her step. Nikki stayed alongside. Dolores came to an angry stop.

“I want to be alone.”

Nikki smiled fondly at her. “I know. I know, but right now you shouldn’t be, Taffy Head.”

“Don’t call me that!”

“Well, I don’t know your front name.”

“It’s Dolores. And now that we’ve met, Miss Duquesne, good-bye. I’m in a rush to restyle my hair.”

“I make you sore as hell, huh? Well, that’s good. I wanted to get your spunk up so that you wouldn’t get feeling all worthless and do something silly. Your type tends to self-dramatize.”

“Self-dramatize!” Dolores exploded. “Of all the gall! Nikki Duquesne, the original Storm Front who makes a career out of self-dramatizing herself, who can’t go to a class or lecture or rally or anyplace on this campus without making a wrangling spectacle … she calls me … oh, you infuriate me,” she broke off in exasperation.

Nikki looked at her with a soft, proud expression. “You get pink, and those big doll-blue eyes get this wide when you’re indignant. I take to you, but if you don’t take to me I’ll quit bothering you. On one condition. Turn around and head for your dorm.”

“I’ll go where I want to.”

“But not out to the wolf run. I don’t want you getting drunk or seduced or anything silly like that. How about my walking you back to your dorm?

“I’ve got sense enough to do my own walking wherever I want to walk.”

“You head for the wolf run and I’ll tackle you and throw you and sit right on you, I swear I will.”

“You wouldn’t dare!” Those big blue eyes stared at her uncertainly. “You actually would!”

“I wouldn’t want to hurt you; it’s just that somebody ought to watch over you right now … and I’m it. You need me,” Nikki said earnestly.

“Yes, but do I deserve you?”

Nikki grinned and shook her head admiringly. “Ah, that was honed, Dolores. I like your sense of humor.”

“I don’t mind your calling me Taffy Head.”

“You mean you take to me, too?” The soft look of approval and affection on Dolores’s face made Nikki fairly giddy. “Oh, I’d just love having a lovely friend like you. Let’s go over to The Holy Cow and have shakes and burgers … boy, am I famished! And the good way I feel about us, Taffy Head, is that we’re so different in personality … and yet somehow so alike, deep down … that we’ll make a swell team—just swell!”

“I know we will … Storm Front. And what I said about your making a career out of self-dramatizing, I didn’t mean that. You speak out because you believe in things, and you’re terribly intelligent, and you’ve got real character. I’d just give anything to be like you!”

A half hour later in a booth in the ‘burger joint Nikki was saying enthusiastically: “Do you suppose you could spend part of your Christmas vacation down home with me?”

“Maybe. If you’d come out to Ohio for a part of your spring vacation.”

“Well, that’s a deal! Oh, you’ll love Virginia. And my parents will …” there was a sudden plunge down from her high-happy mood. “… my parents will just love you.” Nikki wasn’t aware of the tone of her voice or her facial expression until she felt Dolores reach across and squeeze her hand. She felt a quick little run of pleasure at the touch, then withdrew her hand and said edgily: “Let’s not get girly-girly.”

There was a melting look of concern on Dolores’s face. “You looked so sad, Nikki … and you emphasized that ‘you,’ as if … as if your parents might love me but not you. You don’t really feel that they don’t love you … do you, dear?”

Nikki shrugged irritably. “I just meant that … oh, forget it. I want some pie; what kind do they have?”

“Tell me, Nikki!”

“Well,” she began fumblingly. “I was their darling, their pride and joy. Soft and pretty and sweet. Then I grew up … not like you, but nasty and bitchy and clashy … All I ever give them is pain … and they used to be so happy with me and so proud, and …” she bit her lip, frowned and turned her face and got up out of the booth. “Be right back,” she called, heading for the rest room.

All that had been a long time ago, Nikki reminded herself. She paused in her dressing and stared dumbly out the window, her throat aching. She’d cried there in the rest room that night, and when she’d come out Dolores had had the good judgment to say nothing about it, but she’d understood, and there had been the priceless feel of her sympathy.

They had become roommates at the end of the quarter that first year and remained together not only throughout college but during many vacations.

When Dolores was her houseguest, Nikki herself was calmer, and, as Nikki had known, her parents found Dolores’s sweetly passive nature charming. Nikki’s mother had seemed to come alive again, as if her lost baby had been returned. Her father, with a dry, private wit calculated to enrage Nikki, had gone to work on the romantic Taffy Head, assuming an exaggeratedly gallant Southern gentleman air smelling of crinoline, magnolias and duels at dawn.

A tall, handsome man with Mephistophelean eyebrows and a certain raffish air, he’d always had the power to turn women into silly geese, and even after booze and age had begun to take their toll there was an excitement about him. Dolores had gotten a powerful crush on him.

Nikki knew her father had had no real interest in seducing her friend, that his whole show in fact had been an attempt to goad Nikki into starting a fight with him. More than one night she’d lain awake resisting the powerful temptation to yield to that wish of his, that dark, immensely stimulating and frightening desire for clash and battle between them. But she’d pretended not even to know what was going on, and had gone back to college feeling strong but raw with tension.


CHAPTER TWO

True higher education was not in the gracious tradition of Duquesne women, although they often attended ladylike social-club colleges, and for years Nikki had fought relentlessly and sometimes cruelly for the chance to go to the University. Her parents had wanted at least to take her there, but she had insisted on going alone at the start of her freshman year.

As she had feared, the final good-bye was painful. Her parents stood on the platform gazing up at her. Her father looked wilted and mournful in the heat and in need of a drink, while her mother, her small plump body uncomfortably girdled, looked simply mournful. Nikki, in a crisp little linen suit and wearing her mother’s childish choice of a hat, a tiny lavender bonnet-like fluff set far back on the glowing red crown of her slender head, presented them with as nice a picture of herself as she could.

She tilted her head slightly to one side in the young winsome way they cherished, and smiled very softly and kept her eyes enormously wide and shining on them, as if to say that in spite of everything, in spite of everything, she loved them. Then the train was moving and she babied her lips out sweetly, saying the silent words, sensing acutely how young and frail she must seem to them, although she never knew how young and frail she actually looked.

Her father rallied and gave her one of those irresistible grins and winks, and waved. Then they were gone from sight and Nikki sat rigidly, staring straight ahead, thinking she was now free to take off that silly-adorable hat, but not taking it off.

For almost two days Nikki was dutifully awed by the splendor of her new world. She properly appreciated greens, flower-bordered walks, groves, gardens, fountains and trees, trees, trees, but she could not avoid observing aloud, while on a conducted campus tour, that she found a tree interesting only when someone was hanging from it.

When a tour-mate, a pedantic young man from Nebraska, deplored the scramble of architectural patterns, she found herself agreeing that the original Greek classic motif should have been maintained. But after thinking it over, she observed that maintaining all those useless symbols from dead religions was ridiculous ancestor worship of somebody else’s ancestors.

She was there to study and had hoped to find a community of scholars, but the room she was assigned was in a dorm filled with gabby, giggly, silly young girls who thought of the place as a circus or a matrimonial bureau.

Alumnae she had known as a little girl had written to their sororities about her, and she visited five sororities during rush week. She went to the affairs as a student of life, with no intention of pledging, considering most of the sisters bubbly people who had no business in a serious environment. Yet, to her annoyance, she found that however inconspicuous she tried to make herself, whatever corner or sideline she chose tended to become a center of attention. She tried to be passive and uninteresting, wearing tepid little smiles and imagining that her observing eyes were blank.

But her grace and carriage and the exquisiteness of her delicate face caught attention, and the unconcealible glowing aliveness of those green eyes had a sort of eager young expectancy about them which challenged others to meet that expectancy, to come up with their wit, their charm, their wisdom or whatever might meet her approval. And she could not help appreciating and responding. She knew she had to stay clear of social involvements or betray her purpose, which at that time was vague and vast, simply a chartless following of her instinct to learn and grow.

For a few weeks she went to classes, ate, slept, studied, studied, studied, coming finally to the bleak realization that she needed relaxation. She got on the swimming and diving team only to keep herself in better shape for mental effort, never dreaming at first that her natural abilities in sports of every kind would crowd out her real purpose.

She had no friends, scarcely even an acquaintance, till Dolores.

Their room-and-a-half was on the third floor of the old ivy-covered Independent Union building, featured south-and east-facing windows from which they could see most of the central campus, and was within walking distance of their classes. Nikki’s taste for uncluttered lines was outraged, whenever she stopped to notice, by Dolores’s passion for pennants and frilly curtains and window boxes and souvenirs from everywhere she’d ever been.

Still, Dolores was good for her, not only keeping her out of the more pointless campus political wrangles, but smoothing out her erratic study pattern, which tended toward fanatical stretches of voracious reading followed by periods when she never opened a book. Though she often called Dolores “smug,” “drone,” “sentimentalist,” she valued and respected her, and she was upset when she heard someone refer to the Taffy Head as nothing but her shadow.

That evening, while they were studying at opposite ends of the window seat, Nikki said, without looking up from the book on her knees, “I can’t help trying to boss people. I wish you’d quit letting me.”

Dolores hadn’t answered, and, sensing something, Nikki had glanced over at her. Dolores’s eyes were down and her underlip was out a mile. Dolores had slicked her blond hair back and, without the soft curtain around her cheeks, her round sweet face looked doubly vulnerable. Nikki scrambled onto her hands and knees, crawled along the seat, grinned and tickled her under the chin.

“I didn’t mean anything, Taffy Head.”

“Yes, you did,” Dolores said in a hurt little voice. “You think I’m weak and characterless and contemptible.”

“Oh, nonsense! The only thing bad about being feminine and submissive is letting people run over you too much … the way I’d do if you let me. All you need is just a little more confidence, and I’ve got plenty of that to spare. Here, sit forward a little and turn your head.”

Dolores complied like a lamb, resting her face against Nikki’s shoulder while Nikki deftly unpinned her hair, fluffed it back down around her cheeks. In turning, Dolores’s face brushed against Nikki’s breast and for a tight, breathless moment Nikki thought Dolores would put her arms around her and press her face to Nikki’s taut, shivering breasts.

The moment was over immediately. Dolores got off the window seat and, slipping her bare feet into furry slippers, started for the bathroom to comb out her hair. Nikki gnawed at her underlip. Then she blinked, frowned, and snapped her fingers.

“Oh, I forgot; you’ve got a date for dinner tomorrow night at the University Heights Hotel.”

“I can’t afford it, and,” Dolores half-turned, looked at Nikki, and said staunchly, “I’m not accepting any more treats till my allowance comes through and I can repay you.” She looked so determinedly characterful that Nikki broke out in giggles.

“Well, I can’t and I won’t,” Dolores said firmly.

Nikki came off the window seat, dancing with joy, and hugged her. “Your stern character’s not an issue this time. It’s a date. With men. M … E … N. We’ve got a double date. I said we wouldn’t go any place crumby.”

“But I thought you didn’t want any romance. I thought …”

“I know, I know, but this beast has been coming in after football practice and watching the girls’ swimming team, and you can guess who he couldn’t keep his eyes off. O-o-o-h, the way he looks at me just simply scares the hell out of me.”

“Who is he? Is he nice?”

“Hold on. No, he’s not what anybody’d call ‘nice’. Far from it, thank God. He’s a brute, a pure BRUTE. Whe-e-e!”

“Who?”

“Fred Wyzowski, the halfback. He thinks he’s going to make All-American. He wants to pin me. He wants me on the platform with him at the big rally next weekend. Me—a freshie, and an independent. If I let him pin me they’ll have to repaint sorority row green, the sisters are going to be so jealous. Your date’s Ray Powell—you know, that little guy Fred buddies with. Ray’s a quiet, nice kid, so you don’t have to be scared.”

“For me I’m not,” Dolores cried. “Oh, Nikki! I know what a feather in your cap Fred would be for you, and I know how you’d enjoy sitting up there on the speaker’s platform, and I know you’re so cocky you think you can handle everything.”

“And I can,” she said, grinning, tossing her head lightly from side to side. “I can.” She began to walk struttily around the room.

“But he’s a … a Neanderthal.”

And indeed he was.

He was massive, six feet high, a foot thick, a man-and-a-half wide. He had short bristly blond hair, a bleakly heavy face, a blocky body, the square hips being nearly as wide as his chest, the supporting thighs as gracefully powerful as a Percheron stallion’s. When roused, either pleasantly or angrily, he jutted his head forward and not only looked, but was, menacing.

Dolores liked believing that Nikki’s only motive in dating him was to get into the spotlight. But it was his very crudity, the somehow constantly threatening feel of him, that gripped her; if she’d felt perfectly safe with him she wouldn’t have been interested.

He came from a large family in a tough, big-city tenement district and his ambitions were, first, to make All-American so he would get a high-school coaching job in some small, quiet midwestern town; and, second, to sleep with all the “classy” girls he could—beginning with Nikki.

For three afternoons during swim team practice she had seen him behind the glassed-in spectators’ section, his gaze moving steadily with her wherever she was. On the third day, when she came hurrying out of the showers fixing her mackinaw hood over her damp hair, she wasn’t too startled to find him looming mountainously in the narrow passage. Nonetheless, her pace slowed warily and her heart quickened. Standing there bareheaded in his thick maroon varsity sweater, he looked shatteringly virile. Although he was making an effort to smile disarmingly, she was breathlessly aware that he could literally crush her.

Nearing him, she kept her chin up and her green eyes steady, but her voice sounded meek. “I’m in a hurry.”

“I guess you know me.”

She nodded, cleared her throat. “Yes. Truck Wyzowski.”

He scowled. “Fred. Not Truck. Fred.”

“Fred.”

He took a step closer to her and she went back on her heels, caught her breath, then stood her ground, and repeated, “Fred. It’s been nice.”

“Don’t be scared of me. I guess you seen I been watching you. You’re dainty. You got cute toes. And a cute fanny,” he added, and slid his hand down and around and patted her bottom.

She jumped back and glared, speechless.

“What’re you getting sore at? I know who you are,” he said, as if that made it proper. “You’re Nikki Duquesne and you live in Indy Union. You’re a freshie.”

“You let me past or I’ll—I’ll kick you.”

That seemed to tickle him. He stepped aside and flattened himself against the wall. She rushed past him, thrust open the door and knew he was coming after her, but she didn’t look back.

“I have my car,” he called. She ignored him. “If I promise never to get fresh any more, will you not be sore?”

A group of men students was coming along the walk in the dusklight, eyeing her, and she was glad when Fred stretched his pace, came protectively alongside her, and jutted his head at them.

“I promised,” he said, after another quarter block. “Does that make it better?”

“Well …”

“Know who I’m going to take my pin off and pin you instead?”

Of course everybody knew his girl, one of the campus queens, a senior, a sorority bigshot and a beauty. Nikki’s interest sharpened. “Not interested. Thanks, anyway.”

They reached the broad steps of her house. “Wait, Nikki … I can get you best seats at the games and free trips on the out-of-town games, and Wyzowski’s girl don’t sit down with the mob at the big rallies. A dainty, classy girl like you don’t want to sit down with the mob. And think how it’d protect you to be my girl. No punk’d dare get fresh with you.”

“Except you.”

“I already promised.”

“I know, but I don’t believe you.” She’d let her mackinaw fall open, showing the thrust of her breasts in a white knit sweater, and he was staring. “You see what I mean?” she said, yanking the coat shut.

“It’s just that them bite-sized titties get me.”

“You’re plain crude,” she said, scornfully. She turned, went up two steps, scowled and came back. “How dare you call them bite sized,” she said in an angry undertone.

“They are.”

“They are not.”

He dropped that prehistoric jaw of his. “For the size of my mouth that’s what they are, and I’ll make you a sporting proposition I can prove it.”

She was outraged, then helplessly amused. “Oh, you devil. Honestly!” He stood nodding with enjoyment as he watched her laugh. Then he grinned.

“See, already you like me better. And my buddy, Ray Powell, is a gent. Whyn’t you let me and him take you and your roomie out to dinner tonight?”

“We have plans, thank you.”

“Tomorrow?”

“No.”

“I’ll dog you all over this campus, every place you go, night and day. If it takes I don’t give a damn how long to get you, I got to have you. Tomorrow night. Make it easy on yourself.”

“Well, it would have to be a nice place. The University Heights Hotel.”

“It’s a date.”

“I’ll think about it.”

“You be ready at seven.”

She turned, giving her bottom the lightest of swishes, and ran up the steps, grinning. “Maybe,” she called back, expecting to stand him up, thinking she would put him altogether out of mind.

News of Truck Wyzowski’s arrival sent palpitations through the building, and Dolores and Nikki had so many giddy helpers running in and out that they weren’t dressed on time. Entering the social room wearing identical blue satin frocks and pony tails, and with a retinue of volunteer ladies-in-waiting, they found Fred and his buddy walled in by yet other admirers.

One of them couldn’t wait, and shrilled out: “Wait till you see what he’s got, Nikki!”

What he had was his frat pin, and he was planning on quite a ritual, as was the audience. He reached toward Nikki’s breast, but she backed off, flaring.

“No!”

“But Nikki …” he appealed to the audience, who regarded her as if she had committed a sacrilege.

“Come on, Dolores,” Nikki said coldly, starting to put on her coat. “We’ll eat alone.”

“Hey, lemme help with your coat.”

“Don’t bother. If you think you’re going to pressure and embarrass me into doing anything, you just don’t know Nikki Duquesne!”

Nikki and Dolores swept outside and down the steps, with Fred hustling along after them and his buddy counseling him: “Truck, you don’t have to chase any woman. Truck, I told you you were making a mist—”

“Stick it! I want that little thing and I’m going to have her.”

On the walk, Nikki turned left, Truck pointed right. “Car’s that way.”

She walked on with Dolores, pretending to ignore him. He jogged ahead, spun around, and walked backward in front of them, towering like a falling wall.

“Look here, Nikki,” he blustered, “don’t you act like you don’t see me.” His size and force and rising anger amused her.

She whispered loudly to Dolores behind her hand, “He’s going to fall in that fountain behind him.”

He twisted around, saw no fountain. “Very funny. Ho ho ho,” he grumbled.

“The big dumb ox,” she said, giggling.

“Nikki!” Dolores was alarmed.

“Oh, he won’t do anything but glare and grind his teeth,” she said, watching him cagily, a grin teasing one corner of her mouth.

He swooped and picked her up. As he carried her against his chest to the car she waved her feet, smirking with enjoyment while she set his hat lopsided, twisted his ear and tried to stuff the end of his tie in his mouth. “Ray,” he bawled, “get that car door open!”

“Carry me all the way,” she demanded. “It’s only a couple of miles.”

He tried to set her in on the car seat and she locked both arms around his neck, holding him doubled forward in a clumsy half squat. Then one of his hands was free and moving up under her dress. “Snake!” she hissed, clapping her knees shut on his wrist and clawing at his arm. He withdrew, straightening up outside the car, grinning down at her and panting a little.

“Now, you just sit there. We got a date, and you just quit acting up. C’mon, Ray, you and Blondie climb in back and get yourselves introduced to each other properly.”

“It’s all right,” Nikki called to Dolores. “Get in.”

Nikki scooted across under the wheel and locked the door on Fred, who tapped the window. She said, “I’ll drive. I’m a swell driver. Besides,” she cranked the window down and added in an undertone, “you’re too shaky.”

“That’s the truth. You sure got me shaky,” he said, pushing his big face leeringly close to hers. “So you drive; it’ll leave my hands free.”

She opened the door and bounced over to her side, and he got in, chuckling. Nikki grinned to herself, rather pleased with him.

She let him kiss her goodnight and kiss her again and again until he got breathy about it. Then she ran inside.

Next morning, when she came out for breakfast, there he was, and for a week he plagued her. She accepted a few invitations … dinner at his frat, walks, rides … and wherever they went he couldn’t keep his eyes or hands off her. The night before the big rally she thought he was going to rape her.

In the afternoon mail she’d gotten an unexpected little present, a hundred dollar check from her father, and, feeling somehow sluttish, she’d rushed into town by taxi and proceeded to blow it all on black lace panties, a tight black sweater, a swingy white pleated skirt and open-toed sling pumps with the highest, sharpest heels she’d ever worn. She phoned Truck’s frat, left word for him to meet her. His eyes went instantly to her slim, sexy legs and she strutted casually, aware that the high heels tilted her pelvis forward enticingly and gave her round bottom a pert lift.

The sight of her pitched him high, and after they ate she deliberately whetted his senses even more. She entered a broad walkway leading between the showcases of a small department store, and in that privacy prompted him.

“Look,” she said.

She danced away, went into a quick spin which brought the white skirt circling high enough to expose her slim sexy thighs. She stopped, grinned at him, as the skirt settled and furled itself around her legs. As he made a move, she went into a spin in the opposite direction, this time exposing herself to the edge of her black lace panties.

“Nikki!” he said, miserably, as she danced away from him.

“Can’t a girl dance when she feels good?” She went clicking out onto the public walk. “Oh, look,” she cried gaily, pointing down the block. “A penny arcade.”

They shot rifles, tested his strength, looked at some dull-naughty pictures, while he kept looking at her hungrily.

“See if you can take it,” she said, nodding at an electricity machine. He stepped up, grasped the handles and, clenching his jaws, turned the handle to the top voltage.

“Now you!” he dared.

She squirmed, shook her head, but stepped up and gripped the handles, bracing her feet apart and giving her hips a small get-set flirt from side to side. He dropped the coin in and stepped aside and watched her. A mildly stimulating current vibrated in her hands and forearms. Gingerly she edged up the voltage and hunched her shoulders, letting out a thin little “e-e-e-e-e” of sound.

She increased the current, her eyes becoming brilliant. The intense vibration reached the exquisite edge of pain and she went up on her toes, down again, up, down. She flashed a glance at him, held his eyes for a bold moment and wet her lips, which were double-layered with red-red lipstick. When the current clicked off, Nikki sagged and fanned her face.

“Now you know the feeling I get just looking at you … only the feeling’s not in my arms,” he said huskily. “Let’s get out of here.”

She kept saying: “I won’t go to lover’s lane. I won’t, Fred.”

He paid no attention. Stopping the car, he yanked her to him and began to kiss her hotly, his hands moving roughly over her. She writhed and twisted, but he forced her down across the seat and fumbled at her skirt. She pulled her leg up, got her shoe off and wallopped him on the head with the spike heel.

“Ouch! Jeez!”

“Cool off. What were you going to do … rape me?”

“Hell, you get me so goddamn worked up!”

“Shut up and drive me home, this instant.”

He started the car dejectedly, drove mutely. He kept glancing at her. “I guess,” he finally said, “I guess now you won’t go to the rally with me.”

“I said I’d go. Did I say I wouldn’t? Drive.”

He was obviously proud to have her seated perkily and prettily beside him on the platform. When he was introduced, the crowd stormed an ovation and he swaggered out and stood at the mike smirking awhile. Then he raised both arms overhead, wagged his hands for silence and barked, “We’re gonna crush ‘em!” End of speech, start of more screaming madness from the crowd.

OEBPS/OEBPS/images/logo.gif
PROLOGUE!






OEBPS/OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
PROLOGUE BOOKS sz










