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Stealing Candy

by zinc_chameleon

Summary

Two alien scientists from the Pleiades decide to abduct and perform an experiment in
genomic optimization on the Texas stripper, Candy Barr. The junior scientist, a member of
the low-status Amphibioid race, uses this standard procedure to bring down the Hegemony
of the White Draconians, rulers of Mars and secret Masters of Earth. Some of this story
may be true; I'll let the reader decide.

Notes

See the end of the work for notes

http://download.archiveofourown.org/
http://download.archiveofourown.org/works/6403348
http://download.archiveofourown.org/tags/Teen And Up Audiences
http://download.archiveofourown.org/tags/No Archive Warnings Apply
http://download.archiveofourown.org/tags/F*s*M
http://download.archiveofourown.org/tags/E! True Hollywood Story RPF
http://download.archiveofourown.org/tags/Mickey Cohen*s*Candy Barr
http://download.archiveofourown.org/tags/Richard Feynman
http://download.archiveofourown.org/tags/Curtis LeMay
http://download.archiveofourown.org/tags/Mickey Cohen
http://download.archiveofourown.org/tags/Candy Barr
http://archiveofourown.org/users/zinc_chameleon/pseuds/zinc_chameleon


Genome Wranglers

Stealing Candy Theme

"You can't be serious. Her?" Senior Scientist crossed his double pairs of arms in an emphatic 'no
way' gesture.

"I'm very serious. If Earth wasn't so barbaric, she would be a natural leader. Just look at her
genome. Superior strength, intelligence, immunity to diseases, reproductive capacity. All high
above homo sapiens sapiens norms." Junior Scientist flicked the nicitating membranes of her large
amphibian eyes in rebuttal.

"Not to get too subtle, but are you going to squeeze her moral depravity into her profile, before
you give your final report?"

"Not to challenge your short-term memory, but you did state that I could choose any dry-land
primate I wished for the procedure."

"Yes, but I meant the traditional savanna of South Africa, where you could make a slight increase
in the intelligence of a young female baboon. The White Draconian Hegemony is currently in
control of Earth, and you know quite well that they take a dim view of playing fast and loose with
their rules. If you pursue your present course, homo sapiens' history on Earth could be irrevocably
changed."

Junior Scientist laughed, her throat wattles vibrating. "Their rules, not science rules. Anyway, how
could a poor stripper from East Texas do any such thing?"

The Senior Scientist hesitated for a moment, then spoke. "All right, I will agree. But it will be
upon your head if this experiment goes awry."

"So, can I get started? Standard abduction scenario?"

"No, not on this one, and that's a consequence of your decision, by the way. We have to fake a
traumatic incident that pushes the boundaries of Earth's present medical knowledge, but does not
break them. So, no lightning strikes for example."

"How about being thrown from a speeding automobile? We can decorate one of our
interdimensional shuttles to look like a 1959 American automobile. I'm thinking a Cadillac Coup
DeVille."

"Good thinking. I'll have our Equipment and Logistics people set it up, immediately." Senior
Scientist paused, staring intently at Junior Scientist. "We're going to perform the optimization
procedure on-site. I hope that won't complicate things for an amphibioid like you."

Junior Scientist did her best to keep her thoughts and emotions from showing on her skin
chromatophores. "Los Angeles California in August? Weather reports are for extreme heat, with
highs between 25 and 35 degrees Celsius."

"Glad to see you thinking in Earth terms. Speaking of earthling perspectives, I've got my own
ideas on how improve her already impressive immune system."

"You're not thinking of going pro-active this early in their species development, are you? The
Pleiadean Council has that planned for five centuries in the future, if I read their last report
correctly."

"You did. I thinking more along the lines of adding a steroid complex to her Bartholin gland
secretions."

Junior Scientist thought it over for a minute, and then shook her wattles in agreement. "Who ever
she copulates with will also be enhanced, though not to the same extent. I would predict a
powerful bonding to occur."

Senior Scientist clapped all four hands. "We concur. Your daring is rubbing off on me."

Candy Barr is abducted from Moreno Drive, Brentwood California at 9:00 am. on Sunday
August 16 1959.

[Mickey Cohen's] "postwar ranch consisted of seven moderately scaled rooms plus a maid's
quarters ... It had been built, with no expense spared, to suit all the needs, whims, and rapidly
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growing obsessions of Mickey Cohen." Cohen worked "closely with a topflight decorator ... The
interior design was tasteful and traditional. A monochromatic color scheme was used in each
room. The living room featured soothing tones from celadon to spruce. The dining room palette
was muted blues. In the den, the decorator acquired a library of classics for the barely literate
mobster." It even had its own soda fountain (Cohen didn't drink, smoke, or do drugs).
http://la.curbed.com/2013/1/31/10278398/then-and-now-1940s-gangster-mickey-cohens-
occasionally-exploding-los

She was on her swing in the backyard, making it go higher and higher, until all she should see
was the sun peeking between her toes. It was early autumn in Edna Texas. The worst of the
summer's heat was gone, and the air was full of life: birds chirping, crickets rubbing their legs,
sounding like tiny saws.

When the swing came to lowest point on its cycle, the little girl recognized her favorite toy, nearly
hidden in the brown grass. Miss Froggy, all bright green and yellow, seemed to wave at her. The
little girl leaped off her swing, landing on the soft dirt as agile as a cat, and made for Miss Froggy.
She picked it up and held it close, overjoyed that the bad boys next door had not stolen or broken
it.

The toy's eyes lit up, something the little girl did not remember it being able to do. She lifted it up
above her head, and suddenly Miss Froggy began to wiggle like a baby. The little girl nearly
dropped it in shock, but there was no way she would ever let go of it again, not ever. The toy
looked down at her and opened its frog mouth in a big smile.

"Hello Candy. I'm a friend. You can call me Miss Froggy."

Candy Barr--formerly little Juanita Slusher of Edna Texas, in the year 1941--looked down at her
feet, then gently lowered Miss Froggy to the ground, where the animated toy figure composed
herself.

"I'm not really five years old, am I?" Candy asked in a quiet, serious tone.

"No, Candy," Miss Froggy replied. "You're twenty-four, and you live near Los Angeles,
California."

"So, what's happening to me? Am I dead? Am I crazy?"

"Neither. You've been chosen to accomplish a very important task. You've actually understood
what it is already, I think." Miss Froggy turned and pointed to the fence separating Candy's house
from the one next door where the bad boys lived. "You're going to stop the bad boys who live on
Earth and Mars from hurting people and breaking things."

"Why me?"

"Because you're so strong and so smart, and you're in the right place at the right time."

"I always knew I was strong and smart, and I don't like bullies. So, what do I have to do?"

"We have to start by disconnecting your memories from the bad emotions that make you do things
you regret later. We're going to go through your life, and see where you could change how you
solved problems. You'll still remember everything, but your feelings will be calm and clear. Not so
mixed up."

"Why?"

"The bullies you're going to fight are very strong and smart, and there's a lot of them. Your're
going to have a lot people on your side, too--good ones--but they will always look to you for
leadership."

"And when my feelings are all fixed, will I wake up?"

Miss Piggy put her right first finger to her right nostril while she thought. "That's the tricky part.
As soon as you wake up, you will need to put on the magic charm I've left beside you around
your neck. It will give you all the training you will need to complete your task. But...and this is
extra super important...you've got to take it off the instant the training is done, and pretend that
you're asleep. Can you do that for me?"

"Sure can. Let's get started, I can't wait."





A Lot Can Happen On The Operating Table

Chapter Summary

As Candy is being optimized with Pleiadean technology, she wakes up during the
operation, while the Senior Scientist and the Junior Scientist discuss what kind of
new improved, immune system Candy will have. Candy picks up the Junior
Scientist's interdimensional AI device (JS is a Wet Skin, and had to remove it to
hydrate properly), tries it on, and proceeds to download thousands of centuries of
advanced technology, as well a few Pleiadean council reports, before SS and JS
return. She removes it in time, and pretends to be fast asleep.

"We will set up our base of operations here," the Senior Scientist said. "Luckily, the gardener and
the housekeeper bodies are very close to ours in general shape. This will make cloaking a lot
easier; we might not even have to use it at night when we're working."

The Junior Scientist looked around her, and saw only a dusty, dry, and very hot garden shed. The
size was acceptable; they could use the main work bench for the operating table. "It's going to be
25 degrees Celsius in here, even at night. There is a single slop sink with a hose, and only two
lights. It is going to be very hard for me to work long hours in here."

"Do you want to cancel the whole project?" the Senior Scientist asked. "That would be a major
career blunder for you, and a humiliation for me. Let's work on how to make the best of it. We're
running ahead of schedule. We just need to subdue the gardener and the housekeeper, encapsulate
them, and copy their personalities and memories into our cloaking devices." He looked at Candy,
partially wrapped in the optimization material, her body already already changing into its new
form. "She is certainly very strong; I'm thinking we can begin the cerebral and cerebellar
optimizations in about thirty Earth minutes. Are you ready?"

"I'll get the apparatus ready," the Junior Scientist waddled over to a large silver case, covered with
alien hieroglyphs. She made a few esoteric gestures with her three-fingered and double-thumbed
hands. The box opened on all four sides, a helmet rising on its own volition, floating over to the
operating table. The case split into sixteen screens, four for each wall, each screen expanding until
the entire shed was covered with screens filled with flowing colors.

"I'm going to show you how much I trust your competence," the Senior Scientist said. "Go ahead
with the intelligence and psychic enhancements; I'll work with the gardener and the housekeeper.
It appears that the owner of the beautiful domicile won't be back until noon; he's gone with a
private investigator to look for clues, which of course he won't find." The Senior Scientist set his
cloak to full daylight invisibility, and slowly opened the shed door, so as to make it look like the
wind did it. He then sidled out into the 30 degree Celsius of the California morning sun in August.

The Junior Scientist touched her Artificial Intelligence necklace, from which tendrils of silver
flowed over her head, until they formed a medieval chain mail headdress. "Hello Candy," she
said, her voice changing into an Earth female's tones. "I'm a friend. You can call me Miss
Froggy."

The Junior Scientist was deep in her tasks when the Senior Scientist came back forty-five minutes
later. "Sorry it took so long, he said. "There were a lot of concerned neighbors." Just behind him,
the gardener and housekeeper walked in, faces blank and eyes wide like a child's. "I want you to
know that this is my least favorite part of this procedure," he said to everyone in the room,
although only the Junior Scientist could consciously hear him. "And because of that, I'm going to
give each of you Earthlings a gift. You, Nate, had to quit smoking to come and work for Mickey,
but not before the lung cancer started, which will kill you five years from now. When you awake,
all that poison will be gone. And you Imelda, you've got the beginnings of bone marrow cancer,
and you'll suffer for ten years before you die. Not any more."

"I'm glad you're so compassionate," the Junior Scientist said. "You'll need to save some of that for
me. I don't think I can work for another fifteen or twenty minutes before I faint. I need to rehydrate
as soon as possible."

"You're in luck," the Senior Scientist said. "We won't use the hose on the slop sink; it's too near
the operating table. There's a swimming pool outside, with an outdoor shower that has a brand
new hose with a shower attachment. Los Angeles' water isn't the best, but I'm thinking the



chlorinated pool water might prove damaging to your Amphibioid skin."

"It certainly would," the Junior Scientist agreed. "Just one more cerebral command, and we'll go.
It would be quickest if you used the hose on me, rather than me trying to use it on myself."

"Happy to oblige, but that does mean we'll need to set up a cloaking curtain to cover most of the
pool area, and that assumes there won't be any more nosy neighbors."

"We will just have to chance it," the Junior Scientist said. She placed her double thumbs at her
temples, and sent two rivers of fluid blue down the headress into Candy's apparatus.

"Excellent. I'll get the shower running," the Senior Scientist said, inspecting the wrappings on the
gardener and the housekeeper, then exiting as quietly as before.

WAKE UP CANDY. WAKE UP NOW.



We're Going To Need A Bigger Stage

Chapter Summary

Candy recovers miraculously, and Mickey hesitantly allows her to return to exotic
dancing. She has big ideas about what she wants: no more pasties, or g-strings. She
gets one of best abstract artists in the world to bodypaint her completely nude body
with the symbols she gleaned from the AI device. Her Friday night dancing is so
athletic that at one point it literally defies gravity and she bumps her head on the
ceiling of the stage, causing blood to flow. She finishes her show with extended
finger one-arm pushups to show what she can handle, and the crowd goes nuts. The
next night, Saturday, is SRO bringing all kinds of wanted and unwanted attention.

"You say she's all right?" Mickey asked nervously.

"For someone who's been thrown out of a moving vehicle, it's a bit of a miracle," Mickey's private
physician explained. "X-Rays reveal no broken bones, or concussions. She's got some scrapes
from the pavement, and a tiny piece of glass embedded in her left knee, nothing to worry about.
But, there's other things that defy explanation."

"Like what?"

"Just take a look at her. You tell me that she is five-foot-three, correct?"

"Yeah, so?"

"No offense Mickey, but love is blind. How did she add seven inches to her height?"

"No offense taken, you're just doing your job. Is it possible the accident could make her grow?"

"You've got a point there. Serious trauma can stimulate bone and muscle growth, but on this scale
it's astronomically impossible. And there's more, yet."

"Like what?"

"If her dental records are for real, then she's grown a third set of teeth-perfect ones at that--in just
over a day. That defies logic, Mickey, but there it is."

"You know what I think? Jews like me don't usually go in for miracles, but I'm willing to give it a
shot, this one time."

The Mexican housekeeper, Imelda, came into Mickey's study, waddling more than usual. She
needs to lay off those chorizo burritoes, Mickey thought to himself, although politely pretending
not to notice.

"Senior Cohen, you asked me to alert you as soon as Candy was awake."

"How is she?"

"The Seniorita wishes to speak with you immediately. She seems very excited about something."

Mickey got up from his easy chair, putting the Los Angeles Times on the reading stand beside it.
"Then tell her I'll be right there, after I make an important phone call."

"Yes, Senior Cohen."

Insert phone conversation here. Mickey convinces Chuck Landis, owner of the Largo Club, that
Candy is all right--the doctor gave her a clean bill of health, but Mickey wants to hear it from
Candy herself, who has just woken up. Chuck Landis makes it clear that although he likes Candy,
and respects Mickey, the Friday and Saturday shows still have to happen, or he will have to scrub
her act. Mickey is not pleased.

Mickey Cohen arrived to find Candy sitting up in bed, scribbling away on a writing pad. "I've got
some new ideas for my act. I'd like to try them out on Friday night at the Largo." she said.



"Candy, are you sure about this? It's Tuesday afternoon, and you were nearly killed on Sunday."

"I feel fine; actually better than fine. I've never felt better," Candy said. She then raised her right
eyebrow. "What did the doctor say about me?"

Mickey stopped to consider the next statement he should make. Should he relate to Candy all of
the medical report? After a moment's consideration, he decided to edit.

"He says there are no broken bones, and no concussion either. He didn't say anything one way or
another about your returning to the stage. I think he wants to leave it up to you and I."

"Mickey, do you trust me? I'm not asking if you love me, just can you trust me?"

"As much as I trust anyone who survived being thrown out of a speeding vehicle," Mickey joked.
"By the way, I'm going to find the guy who did that, and make him pay."

Candy gave Mickey her biggest and sneakiest smile. "I know who to blame, all right. But let's not
worry about that right now. I've got some ideas for a new show that will make the Largo world-
famous. I'm going to need to some real backup talent though, and I'll bet that won't come cheap."

"Like who?" Mickey asked, intrigued.

"I need the guy who did the Abstract Expressionist thing you've got in your study, and I need to
know that he can keep his mouth shut."

Mickey took a step back in surprise. When and how did Candy suddenly develop an interest in
modern art? Mickey decided to play along. "You mean Mark Rothko. He's back East teaching
right now, but I suppose if the money was right he'd come out to Los Angeles for a few days."
Mickey considered Candy's second statement. "Why does he need to keep his mouth shut? He's
one of the 'spiritual freedom at any cost' kind of guys. "

"Because I'm going to dance completely nude, wearing only body paint. And the designs have to
be kept super-secret. When you see my show, you'll know why."

"Completely nude?" Mickey answered in dismay. "Yesterday I thought you might be dead. Truth
is, a guy--even me--can only take so many shocks." He paused, rubbing his chin. "Esther
Williams is a friend of mine. She used to wear a sheer flesh-toned one-piece suit when the script
called for a nude swim scene. I can get one for you in an hour. How will that do? Either that, or
I'll just sit down and have my heart attack now."

Candy leaned over and get him a big kiss on the cheek. "Sounds great. I'll just finish up the score
in the next hour. It's best if I do that before we bring in the band, anyway."





It Isn't Dangerous Until the Bongos Start

Chapter Summary

The first big practice, where Richard Feynman helps Candy work out the details in
her dance routine, and they realize that they are creating a formula that will allow
Candy to access quantum energy states.

Richard Feynman's first impression of Candy Barr was one of staggering physicality and
monumental intelligence. She stood in the middle of the band practice room, dressed only in an
expensive bathrobe, her right hand furiously writing changes in a musical score while conducting
the band with her left. Who the hell is this?

He stepped into the room quietly and took the chair with a sheet of paper labeled 'Bongo Player'
on the seat. As he put down his bongos, he got his second big shock. Stacks of books on
engineering math, metallurgy, and organic chemistry lined all four walls, which was quite
surprising enough in a mobster's home, but directly under his chair was a stack of his own
published papers on quantum mechanics. Okay, now really, who the hell is this Candy Barr?

"Did it work?" Candy asked breathlessly, slipping her bathrobe back on. Some of the band stared
at her in stunned silence, others lowering their heads and covering their eyes in disbelief.

"I can only tell you what I saw," Richard Feynman replied. "Nine sheets of music rose into the air,
arrayed themselves in a nine-pointed-star pattern around you, the notes glowed hot red and
yellow, then they leaped off their pages, and circled you, until they landed on you like sparrows
on a clothesline. You've accessed normally hidden quantum states."

"Nine quantum states in nine parallel dimensions, actually," Candy corrected. "Don't know how
he did it, but Edgar Rice Burroughs got the number right."

"Can you control this, Candy? Right now, it's a scene from the 'Sorcerer's Apprentice'."

"That's the problem, exactly. I'm just an apprentice. What you saw is only quarter power; Mickey
only allowed Mark to paint my arms and legs. This hot-rod math--where I connect matter to pure
thought--is hard to control. What I, I mean we, need for the next step is a very focused mind that
doesn't get distracted. Someone high up in the military should do."

Richard Feynman rubbed his chin in thought. "I know just the guy."

Candy's New Act, The Largo Club, Los Angeles, Friday, August 21 1959

Mickey Cohen comes out center stage to introduce Candy's new act. This night is member's only,
because some the routines are dangerous, and no photographic flashes are allowed. To insure
that what the audience sees is one hundred percent real, Mickey introduces his troubleshooter,
Johnny Alladin.

Johnny Aladdin is an American illusionist and hypnotist. As a pro, he was further schooled in
manipulation skills by the magician Tenkai. Through Tenkai he met his first wife and stage
partner Taki. He toured extensively throughout the Far East with Taki, then also with his second
wife and assistant Lani. He also frequently performed in Las Vegas and at the Magic Castle. His
act was a slick combination of magical illusions and stage hypnotism routines. He was one of the
first to use the shirt-pulling gag, the comedy bit where he whips the shirt off the back of a member
of the audience- without removing the man's jacket first. With his movie star good looks, he was a
natural to appear in a number of television shows in the late 1960's and early 1970's including
Ironside and Dragnet 1967.



The General Will See You Now

Chapter Summary

Richard Feynman convinces Curtis LeMay to talk with Candy Barr, and she spills the
beans about the non-functioning alien engine hidden in a hangar on the site. Before
the General arrests them both, Candy explains that she can get the engine up and
running, though it won't be much help, because the materials needed to build a full
space ship aren't available. Instead, she convinces him to outfit an old P-38 Lightning
with a faster-than-light drive, built with the local California hardware available.

Candy didn't really appreciate all the hubbub and secrecy around the Lockheed Skunkworks, even
if it did mean that she could talk to General Curtis LeMay himself, and maybe cut a deal. Mickey
had been nice enough to explain how to negotiate with military types--he'd done it often enough
himself--and Candy, out of kindness, listened politely. It made her heart glow to see this mobster
trying so hard to do the right thing by her.

Let's get technical

General Curtis LeMay marched into the meeting room, looking very angry indeed. He sat down at
the desk, located at the open end of the horseshoe-shaped conference table, one designed for
intimidation. "The only reason I'm not going to arrest you two immediately is that I've worked
with Mr. Feynman in the past, and normally I trust his judgment. But if you want to know what I
think, I think he's been spending too much time in jazz clubs, and now he's fallen for a notorious
stripper, one with Mob connections. So this proposal of yours had better be good. And short."

"Would you like me to explain in layman's terms what I, I mean, we've discovered?" Richard
Feynman began tentatively.

"Definitely. But if I hear the phrase 'one true love' come out of your mouth, you'll be wearing
handcuffs," the General huffed.

Candy intervened. "Let me handle this, Richie. General LeMay, sir, I'm pretty sure that you
understand my past, so I'm not going to explain how I contacted and convinced Richie to work
with me. What I will tell you is that I can get that alien engine you've got hidden in Hangar Five
up and running, but it won't make any difference, because you, I mean we at this point, don't have
the materials to build a space ship around it."

The General was livid. "This joke's gone way too far," he grumbled. "And you've got a career to
consider, Doctor Feynman. A career which could come to an end in the next five minutes."

Candy was unfazed. "Would you like me to draw the hieroglyphs on the engine from memory?"

The General opened a drawer of the desk, pulled a white sheet of paper and a 2b pencil, and
handed them to Candy. "Good luck, little stripper. I've learned those hieroglyphs by heart. Don't
make any mistakes."

Candy took the proferred materials, and set down to work. Alien hieroglyphs flowed from her
pencil, her hands a blur. "What you probably didn't know is that most of the hieroglyphs don't
really do anything except help the construction team know where and how to place the engine.
Think of it as their version of an exploded-view diagram."

The General got up from his chair, walked over to Candy--who by now was working furiously--
and stood behind her, arms crossed. "If someone has leaked this information to you, it's the gas
chamber for them."

"None of your guys knows how to read them," Candy continued unperturbed. "If they did, they'd
know which hieroglyphs turn the engine on and allow it to run its internal diagnostics. Those are
these nine shapes here, here and here," Candy pointed to a triangular set of three hieroglyphs each
that she had drawn in bold.

General Curtis LeMay turned to Richard Feynman, his face a rictus of righteous anger. "You've
been coaching her, haven't you?"



"General LeMay, I don't know anything about an alien engine," Richard Feynman confessed.
"All I know is what I've seen in Candy's new dance routine, and I can't explain much of that,
except that it is real."

"You bet your career on a stripper's dance routine?" the General guffawed. "Well, at least you
didn't use the phrase 'one true love'."

Candy looked up from her work. "If he used that phrase on me, I'd slug him," Candy said, turning
around to face the General. "And I'm a good slugger. So...can we get on with this? We really
don't have much time, General."

Candy returned to the sheet of paper, writing miniscule hieroglyphs in a circle around the larger
ones, a worm eating its tail. "There, I'm done. Your guys don't know anything about the protective
hieroglyphs that will keep them from getting vaporized, either. Good thing they gave up when
they did." Candy handed the General the paper.

The General looked at the sheet intently. "These are the hieroglyphs, all right. Little girl, all you've
done is put yourself in the gas chamber, along with the idiot who leaked them to you. I just need
to find out which of my engineers frequents burlesque clubs, and you're both done like a dinner.
Oh, and you too, Feynman."

Richard looked imploringly at Candy, and she nodded her head in response. "General, those
hieroglyphs only work with a certain kind of mind, which I didn't have myself until just this last
Sunday," Candy said. She handed Richard the pencil, and then stood up facing the General, who
involuntarily backed away from her in surprise. "Okay, you've got to hold this sheet at my eye-
level, while Richie taps out 127 beats on that pencil. Then you can decide what to do with me."

The two men, awestruck by Candy's commanding presence, did as they were told. At the last
beat, the hieroglyphs lit up, but did not fly off the page. Instead several phones rang
simultaneously in the conference room. "You'll want to pick up," Candy said in a friendly tone.

The General laid the sheet carefully on the table, his face lit from below by the hieroglyphs. He
picked up the nearest rotary-dial phone. "General LeMay here. Okay, son, slow down. She's alive
in Hangar Five, you say. No, don't go to red alert. Tell the crew I've got everything in hand here."
He cradled the phone in his hands and looked at Candy. "Okay, you've got my undivided
attention. Now really impress me by shutting the engine down safely, like a good pilot would."

"Sure thing, General," Candy said, a sneaky smile on her face. A quick glance at the sheet, and
the hieroglyphs were mere pencil markings again. "How's things over at Hangar Five?" she asked
sweetly.

"Report now, Airman," the General spoke into the phone. "Yes. Yes, and very smooth, wasn't it?
I told you I've got everything under control over here."

Candy and Richard were having coffee with the General in his private chambers, but Richard was
still on pins-and-needles. He could not for the life of him comprehend how Candy could sail
blithely through a meeting with one of the world's most powerful military commanders, who could
snuff both of their lives out at a whim.

The General put down his coffee cup. "So you say you can build a space ship with just parts from
this facility?"

Candy looked at Richard Feynman. "We're going to need some stuff from CalTech too," she said.
"It's got to do with tolerances. Once the engine is built, you just need a sturdy airplane to put it in.
I've got one in mind."

"Not a problem. I'll get a P-51 Mustang ready for retrofit," the General suggested.

"A P-38 would be better," Candy countered. "All we have to do is remove the weapons from the
nacelle. The engine isn't really all that big."

"You continue to intrigue me, young lady," the General said. "We just happen to have a working
P-38 that we keep on hand for things like creosote brush fires. The weapons were removed years
ago."

Candy looked up at the ceiling. "It's 9:30 in the morning, so let me see. If Richard can get in an
ambulance, and pick up some things at CalTech, and you can get me three of your best
mechanics, we can have a P-38 Lightning spaceship, built by about...oh...4:30 this afternoon. And
everyone can go home for supper on time," Candy said, a wide smile on her face.



The General was silent for a full minute. "I'll let you build this on two conditions," Curtis LeMay
said to Candy and Richard.

"And they are?" Candy jumped in ahead of Richard.

"If it doesn't work, you still go to prison as spies. I never bluff." the General looked at both of
them, his gaze unwavering.

Richard gulped audibly; Candy just recrossed her legs from left to right. "And?" she said, letting
her left hand trail off.

"I'm the test pilot for the first flight. There's no way on God's green Earth that I'm letting anyone
travel to the stars before I do. Though I suppose one of you will have to co-pilot."

"That's Candy's department," Richard said, sighing in relief.

Candy clapped her hands in glee. "Terrific! But Curtis...can I call you Curtis? How about we just
go to Edna, Texas and back for the maiden voyage?"

"Why Edna?" Richard asked.

"I want to impress my Mom and Dad."

"Edna, Texas won't be enough to impress the Pentagon. We need a knockout punch, Candy,"
Curtis LeMay said, his focus on the former exotic dancer. "Where would our next stop be?"

Candy put her right first finger to her right nostril in thought. "When I was a kid, I read Edgar
Rice Burroughs' "A Princess Of Mars" under the covers with a flashlight, because girls weren't
supposed to read that sort of thing. I always wanted to be Dejah Thoris. So..we're going to Mars,
Curtis."

Candy and the General travel to Mars, where Candy shows him the Draconian military
installations, and dazzles him by demonstrating how the interdimensional field around the P-38
makes them invisible to the Draconians. She explains that this is her improvement on the original
engine, and that neither the Draconians nor the Scientists have this. Humans are simply more
creative.



Shootout At The Largo

Chapter Summary

The Draconians have been alerted to the genetic alterations made to Candy, and have
warned the Senior Scientist to terminate the experiment (by killing Candy in a public
manner). The Saurischian tacitly agrees, and then manifests to Mickey and Curtis
LeMay. They devise a plan to trap the Draconians in the Largo during the height of
Candy's dance routine, and 'mow them down', protected by fedora hats loaded with
electronics that expose the Draconians, who are still much stronger and faster than
humans. LeMay's squad will surround the Largo, if any Draconians attempt to
escape. Mickey and his boys all agree; they would rather die as unknown heroes than
let Candy be murdered.

The High Draconian appeared as a holograph before the Senior and Junior Scientists. "The
Draconian Hegemony has reached its conclusion. You will terminate your experiment on one
Juanita Slusher, commonly known by Earthlings as Candy Barr, at 9:00 pm this Saturday evening
as her dance routine begins. It will be a public assassination, and you will perform it in your
cloaked Earthling forms, so as to cause the greatest amount of confusion and humiliation. I, High
Draconian, Leader of the Earth Draconian Hegemony have spoken."

Junior Scientist, feeling more courage in her gentle heart than she had ever known, balanced on
her tail, ready to defy the High Draconian. The Senior Scientist placed his two left hands low on
his body, and gave the Amphibioid hand signal for 'let me handle this."

"That would be most unwise, High Draconian," the Senior Scientist spoke quietly. "Need I
remind you that this class of experimentation has been approved by the Pleiadean Council, which
if I am not mistaken, overrules the Draconian Hegemony in matters of science?"

The High Draconian shifted his mighty winged body sideways, an unconscious combat stance.
"Would a simple Saurichian researcher instigate a war with the Draconians?"

"Of course not," the Senior Scientist chided. "You overstate the situation, creating the very crisis
you fear." At the word 'fear' the High Draconian's hand and feet talons extended, appendages
readying for battle.

"Do not mock me," Saurichian," the High Draconian warned.

"Mocking would be singularly unscientific. I would simply remind you of the delicate--even
precarious--possibilities inherent in performing a genetic optimization on an adult organism. The
technology is very experimental, and also--pardon me for saying this--beyond the scope of
Draconian scientific expertise."

"You are inviting disaster upon yourself and your kind," the High Draconian hissed, losing
control of his ability to speak in the guttural tones of Earth English.

"Again you overstate the case. It is quite likely that this Candy Barr will die within the cycle of
Earth's moons; thirty Earth days, give or take. Surely the Draconian Hegemony is not afraid of
one little Earth girl, is it? Or is it? We will finish our experiment when science dictates, not
politics." The Saurichian lifted his two right hands, giving a command to the communication
module to cease, overriding any and all Draconian attempts to re-intiate contact.

Junior Scientist's chromatophores changed from a greyish blue-greens to bright fuschias and
yellows. "You're my hero," she said to the Senior Scientist.

Cohen Residence, Moreno Drive, Brentwood California, Saturday August 22 1959 6:00 pm.

"You know you could get killed doing this," Candy Barr confided to Mickey Cohen. "I'm so
sorry I brought all this mess into your life."

Mickey put his arms around Candy's shoulders. "All my life I've been nothing but a criminal. And
now, tonight, I'm going to fight for the whole planet, and if I die, I'll die a hero, even if no one
knows or remembers. A real man can ask for nothing more out of life."



"I'll know, and I'll remember, Mickey."

"And that's all that really matters." Mickey Cohen placed the electronics-loaded fedora on his
head. "How do I look?"

"Like a million bucks. Being a hero suits you."

The High Draconian himself, along with two black Warrior Caste Draconians, decide to kill
Candy themselves, but Mickey and the General have been forewarned by the Senior and Junior
Scientists.

When Mickey Cohen came out of the Largo with his boys to inspect the damage, he found
General Curtis LeMay kneeling in front of the open window of the men's room, inspecting and
cleaning his over-and-under skeet gun. Mickey looked at the Draconian flesh and blood smeared
against the brick facing. "I guess Number Three didn't get away. Did you leave anything for the
scientist types to work with?"

"Only what you see on the wall," the General replied. He returned to cleaning his one-of-a-kind
weapon. Mickey waited for a moment. "I think we should talk. Neither me or any of my boys is
licensed to carry a concealed weapon, so I need to know if everything is square with us."

"We're square. I just saw the face of America's true enemy, same as you did. We're going to need
all the allies we can get. But for that, I need to ask you a question: Are you willing to go legit?"

"I've been thinking about that ever since Candy woke up on Tuesday. I plan to marry that girl, and
now she's going to need a husband to protect her more than ever."

"I've got it in my mind to colonize Mars," the General said, standing up, placing his skeet gun in
its leather case. "I'm going to need the support of union bosses, not just in the short run when the
exciting news hits the papers, but for the long haul. I'm going to need someone to manage a lot of
talent that isn't used to working together."

"And in return?" Mickey asked, already calculating the possibilities with his new intellect.

"I'll make Bobby Kennedy himself pin a medal on your chest."

"It's a deal," Mickey said.



Texas Bad Girl, Ph. D.

Chapter Summary

Curtis LeMay hires Candy as a contributing researcher; he and Richard Feynman
obtain a teaching position at CalTech for Candy. She changes her name to Candice
Barre, Ph.D.

The headlines in the Los Angeles Times August 30 1959--the big Sunday paper--read:

"Shootout At The Largo Club. Mobsters Battle Russian Spies."

"We're Americans First," Mickey Cohen said to reporters. "We Did Our Duty."

The People section read: "Miss Candice Barre, age 24, given honorary doctorate by CalTech for
her breakthrough work in quantum mechanics. General Curtis LeMay gives introduction to her
acceptance speech."

General Curtis LeMay's speech to the 1959 graduating class of Cal Tech

The Chancellor of California Technical Institute stepped up the microphone, wearing his full
gown of orange-and-white. "Ladies and Gentlemen, distinguished colleagues and graduates, I
give you United States Air Force General Curtis LeMay, here to introduce our Honorary
Doctorate in Physics candidate."

The General in full uniform took over the microphone. "Evening, everyone. Yes I'm here to help
give out an honorary doctorate, but more than that, I'm here to celebrate what makes America not
just great, but different from every great nation before her. I'm going to tell you a story, one that
you won't believe at first, and that's why I decided to show a few slides in the background. Boys,
could you turn on the projector?"

A large screen lit up behind the General, showing Candy and himself standing on the wing of his
P-38 Lightning, one thousand feet above Arsia Mons on the Tharsis Bulge near the Martian
equator. A gasp went up from the auditorium.

"No folks, what you see isn't just Hollywood magic, what you see is the real magic of American
ingenuity. This young woman you see standing on the wing next to me--and yes, I've submitted a
set of these photographs along with the camera that took them to Cal Tech's best photo experts,
and they've verified they're real, so if you can't trust your own guys, well, you can't blame Old
Iron Pants for that," A laugh went up from the audience as they leaned forward as a group to get a
better view.

"Sorry, couldn't help having a little fun," the General chortled. "As I was saying, this young
woman you see standing on the wing next to me is yes, the former exotic dancer Candy Barr,
better known to her Mom and Dad as Juanita Slusher, from Edna Texas. To paraphrase the New
Testament, 'Can anything good come out of East Texas'? Well, you're looking at it, the genius that
made it possible--no, not me--the girl on the right." Another big laugh came up from the audience;
the General had them eating out of his hand.

The General softened his tone. "Now before, we get to the cap, gown, and diploma, I'd like to
point out a few important people in the audience. Third row, center, there's Juanita's mother and
father, and her little girl. Wave for the folks, sweety," Curtis LeMay said to Candy's daughter.
"And that man sitting beside her, is a well-known figure in Los Angeles circles. And his
background is just as checkered--if not more so--than Candy's. And you know what I think about
that? I stood shoulder-to-shoulder with him last Saturday night, and fought some of America's
most dangerous enemies. And I'd do it again. We're Americans first; we did our duty. " A few
handclaps, growing in number, became a wave of applause. A few people stood up, but the
General motioned them down. "Save the standing ovations for our girl Candy."

That was the cue for the Chancellor. The General stepped away from the microphone, motioning
for Candy to rise from her chair on the stage.

"At this time, I am greatly pleased to award on behalf of the California Institute of Technology the
honorary degree of Doctor of Engineering Physics to..." he paused. The General and the
Chancellor spoke away from the microphone, while Candy leaned over to hear what they were



saying.

"As I was saying," the Chancellor continued, "to the young woman who gave America the stars,
and whose new name reflects her new position in the affairs of our nation. The Honorary Degree
in Engineering Physics goes to Candice Barre, for her outstanding contributions to space
technology."

Candy came forward, dressed in a demure Oscar de la Renta strapless of gold-and-cream, placed
the cap on her blonde curls, while the General and the Chancellor draped the gown gently over
the Parisian creation. Curtis LeMay turned to the audience. "Now's the time for that standing
ovation. Let's hear it for Doctor Candice Barre, Ph. D."

End Notes

This work explores two questions: (1) what makes a great leader?; and (2) how would an
underdog defeat an evil empire?

Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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