*The Trillionaires Toy*

* * % %

Y ou know (began the Earth Mother), | was a pretty good-looking woman 25 or 30 years ago. | redlize
it's hard to believe now, but that's because sooner or later gravity catches up with al of us. But back
then, | was aknockout. | looked just like Sinderella, only | was blonde. (Or, at least, | was_frequently
blonde.)

Most people, when they heard about Moses Jacoby Zanzabell, who was the galaxy's first and only
trillionaire, couldn't believe anyone could be sorich. | didn't have any problemwith that. | couldn't
believe anyone could be so ugly.

| wasworking at the Tower of Babel, a high-class brothel located on Green Cheese, amoon of Pirelli
VIl, when | first saw him. Oh, | knew who he was, dl right; aman like that doesn't exactly dwell in
obscurity.

Anyway, he cameinto the place, | eft his bodyguards at the door, and spent afew minutes considering his
choice -- and then he selected me.

Now, not only was he the ugliest man I'd ever seen, but hewas aso in the running for the foulest-smelling
one aswell. So when he announced that he wanted to spend the night with me, | refused. This seemed to
amuse him, because he was obvioudy not used to people denying him anything he wanted. He walked
over to me, pulled out hiswallet, and place afat wad of banknotesin my hand.

"A million creditsfor one night,” he said with asmile-- and | noticed that he needed dental work too.
"Not interested,” | said.

"But youwork herel" heindgsted. "You _can't_say noto apaying customer.”

"l just did."

"Wadl, it'sagaingt the law for abusinessto advertise a service and then rgject alegitimate offer.”
"Okay," | sad."l quit."

"Just aminute!" he said urgently. "No one's ever turned me down before.”

"Congder it alearning experience” | told him.

"I congder it simulating beyond belief," he admitted. "1t's a brand-new experience.”

"I'mnot _trying_to stimulateyou,” | said. "Just the opposite.”

"It'snot working," he said. "Now, what'll it take to make you change your mind?*

"Nothing you can say or do," | told him.

"I didn't get where| am by taking no for an answer,”" he said, walking to the door. "I'll be back."
And sure enough, he was back the next night.

"All right,” he said, walking right up to me. "Let'sgo."

"Go where?' | asked.



"I own palacesdl over the galaxy,” hesad. "l just built one on New Fiji. | think well go there.”
"I'm not going anywhere," | said.

"Yesyou are" he sad. "Check with the government.”

"What has the government got to do with it?' | demanded.

"They declared you aliving monument in exchange for aten million credit donation,” said Zanzabell.
"Then, sincethey control the sale of al monuments, they agreed to let me purchase you for another forty
million credits.” Hesmiled. "l _own_you."

| had my lawyer check it out, and somehow it was al true. Now, | redlize it seems crazy to spend fifty
million creditsfor awoman -- _any woman -- but as he explained it, he made more than that every ten
seconds, so it didn't seem quite as crazy to him.

So | went to New Fiji with him, and he showed me my room, which would have comfortably held two
murderbal fields and arace track. The bathroom could have held asmall lake, and _did _ sport an
impressive waterfall. Zanzabell stopped at the door and told me held be by to pay me avisit in an hour.

| had barely finished exploring my new quarters when he showed up, carrying a bottle of Cygnian
cognac. He didn't smell any better than usud, so | suggested we drink first. He filled our glasses, and he
drained hiswhile he was ogling me, and before I'd even taken asip of my own drink, hed madeiit
hafway through his second glass.

He started durring hiswords by the third glass, and | saw he had trouble focusing his eyes by the fourth. |
kept him talking until he'd finished the whole damned bottle. When hefindly decided it wastimeto take
me to bed, he stood up, reached ahand in my direction, and collapsed onto the floor.

| dragged him to the bed, managed to lift him onto it, and took along, luxurious bath. When | was
through, | dialed up agood book on my computer and spent the next few hours reading it, until | heard
him garting to tir in the bed.

"Whereareyou?' he mumbled.

"Right here," | said, walking over to him.

"l can't remember athing," he said.

"I remember everything,” | said. "Y ou were fabulous!"

"l was?'

"The best I've ever had,”" | assured him. "Don't you remember?”

"Ah, yes" hesaid. "Now it al comesback tome. | redly _was fabulous, wasn't 17" He got shakily to
hisfeet. "I'll see you again tonight.”

And when he cameto my room, | saw to it that we had arepeat performance of the previous night.

The third night he brought drugs along with the liquor. | pretended to take them while he used up the
entire supply.

Thiswent on for dmost two months. Each night he would get so drunk or stoned that he passed out, and
each morning | would tell him how wonderful hed been in bed and how much he had pleased me, and he



aways pretended to remember rather than admit that he couldn't recall asingle thing.
| redlized that | couldn't keep this up forever, so after 60 days had passed, | asked for my freedom.
He refused.

Now, | could have tried to escape, but he had guards everywhere, and I'd never have made it to the
front gate. And | could have tried to win my freedom in the courts, but my lawyer assured methat it
could take years. | could have waited for some hero like Catastrophe Baker or Hurricane Smith to
rescue me, but the fact wasthat | didn't know any heroes back then.

So | decided to take advantage of the same male psychology that had kept me safe thusfar.

The next time| saw Zanzabdll, | threw my arms around him, gpologized for being so foolish asto ask for
my freedom, and swore my eterna love for him. He disengaged himself and looked very uncomfortable.

"Youredl | want!" | panted. "All I'll ever want! Once aday isn't enough anymore! | want you to visit me
in my room at least threetimesaday -- and I'll kill any woman who triesto stop you!"

"Nobody gives me orders!" he snapped. "Now back away!"

"But youredl | livefor!" | told him. ™Y ou're even better in bed than you arein business, and | won't
share you with anyone!™

He suddenly looked like atrapped animd.
"Get awvay fromme!" hesad.
"Never!" | cried, knedling down and grabbing hislegs.

Wéll, he had his men pull me away and lock me in my room, and every day for the next week | repested
my performance, and he kept looking more and more like atrapped animal as the week wore on, and
findly he just ordered his guardsto give me my freedom and return meto the Tower of Babel.

| cashed in dl the jewels he had given mein exchange for the sexud favors he was sure held gotten, and
used the proceeds to buy my own brothel. Thanks to my knowledge of the male of the species, it wasa
remarkable success.

* ok Kk
"So he never once got you into bed?' asked Sinderella.

"That'sright,” said the Earth Mother.

"If the Reverend doesn't cam down, we haveto have along talk.”

"Wheat the hdll isgoing on?' demanded the Cyborg de Milo angrily.

"I don't think | understand the question, maam," said Catastrophe Baker.

"Therésawar out there! Aliens have decimated the Navy. They've aready landed on Henrys IV and V,
and they're headed for Henry 11. And al anyonewantsto do istalk!"

"That'snot quite_al_ wewant to do, honey," said the Reverend Billy Karma.

"Youlay afinger on meand I'll lay oneonyou," said Venusin athreatening tone, "and well seewho has



the more potent finger." Sheturned to Baker and Smith. "I can understand the rest of these clowns, but
you two are bonafide heroes. Why are you il sitting around this place instead of going out there and
wiping out those dien scum?”

"What's your hurry?' asked Smith. "No one's shooting at the Outpost yet.”

"Right,” added Baker. "It's been my experience that there ain't no problem so urgent today that it won't
be even more urgent tomorrow."

"Besides," sad Bet-aWorld O'Grady, "everyone knows that violence isthe last resort of the
incompetent.”

"The competent don't wait that long,” said Venus contemptuoudly.
"l never yet saw awar that wasworth rushing into,” said Smith.

"Right," agreed Baker. "If thiswar can't Sick around until we're ready to fight it, it wasn't worth the effort
inthefirg place.

The Cyborg de Milo got to her feet and walked to the door.

"To hel with al of you!" she said. "Theré's vermin out there that needs defenistrating! I'll do thejob adone
if I haveto!"

She stalked out of the Outpost and headed back to her ship.

"I never saw anyone so goddamned anxiousto get her head blown off," said Three-Gun Max.
"Lot of guts, though," opined the Gravedigger.

"Good-looking broad, too," added the Reverend Billy Karma

"Fine" said Sinderdla "Chase _her for awhile.

"She's off to fight the diens,” said Billy Karma. "Just how crazy do | 1ook?!

"Do you want afrank answer or afriendly one?" asked Sinderella.

"I withdraw the question,” said the Reverend uncomfortably.

"That'samighty brave lady facing mighty long odds,” said Smith. Helooked over at Baker. "Y ou think
we ought to go with her?'

"l got room for acouple of more drinksyet," answered Baker. "Maybe by then they'll have taken a shot
at usand well have ared reason to fight.”

"Yeah," said Smith thoughtfully. "I supposeyou'reright.”
_"Hé'swrong."

It was a voice no one had ever heard before.

"Who said that?' | demanded.

Reggie, my robot bartender, rolled over to me. "I did, Tomahawk."



"You?' | exclamed. "I didn't know you could talk."

"I've dways been ableto,” said Reggie.

"But you've been tending bar here since the day we opened and you've never said aword!"

"I never had anything to say until now."

"And now you do?' | asked.

"Yes" hesaid. "I've been listening to everyone's stories, and now I've got one of my owntotell.”
"Weredl ears" said Baker.

"It doesn't have atitle," said Reggie, "because | am just arobot, and not cregtive like the rest of you. So
with your permission, | will just cdl it Reggie's Story.”



