*The Pirate Queen With the Big Bazooms*

* * % %

Thisall took place about eight years ago (said Hurricane Smith). | had just escaped from the prison
planet of Badtille, where I'd been unfairly incarcerated for what were loosdaly termed "crimes against God
and Nature', and I'd made up my mind to clear out of the Monarchy and seek my fortune on the Outer
Frontier.

I'd docked at Samovar Station, just beyond Terwilliger's Belt, and was having adrink in the bar while
they were enriching my ship'satomic pile, when | heard a commotion coming from one of the corridors
leading to the inner offices. Naturally | got up to see what was happening, and as | stepped out of the bar
the most gorgeous woman I'd ever seen came running up to me. (Remember: | hadn't seen you yet, my
dear.)

She was wearing thigh-high boots and atiny little g-string and a bra that barely contained her phenomena
bosom, and her hair waslong and wild. She had aknife tucked in each boot. There was a screecher
strapped to her thigh. She had aburner in one hand and a blaster in the other, and she wasfiring a a
bunch of soldiers, so | knew with asingle glance that she was a Pirate Queen.

"Help me," she gasped, "and everything | haveisyourd™

Widl, it'sdifficult to refuse an offer like that even under normad circumstances. And when awholelot of
uniformed scum aretrying to kill the prettiest lady you've ever seen, why, if you're any kind of gentleman,
you smply haveto do theright thing and take some kind of action.

So | pulled my burner and fired it at the floor right ahead of the soldiers. Thetile melted and turned
red-hot, and they skidded to a hdt just before they ran onto it. | pulled the girl into the bar so that we
were out of their line of fire, raced to the service exit, and soon found my way through the maze of
corridorsto my ship -- and discovered that they hadn't finished enriching the pile yet.

"That's my ship over there!" panted the Pirate Queen, pointing to anearby vessd.

Weraced to it, and took off just before the soldiers caught up with us. As soon aswe reached light
gpeeds, she put the ship on autopilot and turned to me.

"I want to thank you for what you did back there," she said.

"I was happy to be of assstance,” | told her. ""Perhaps we should introduce ourselves. I'm Hurricane
Smith."

"Hurricane Smith?" she repeated. "Y our reputation precedes you. I've heard about your exploits for
years.

"Andyou are...?'
"You may cal me Xenobia"

"That seemsto be a popular name with Pirate Queens,” | said. "Y ou're the third one I've known to use
it

"Redly?' shesaid. "I've never met any other Pirate Queens. | thought | wasthe only one.”

Now, I'm pretty sure that Pirate Queens don't have a union or aschool yearbook or anything like thet,



but even so | should have laiched on to the clueright there. But then she took a deep bresth, which sent
out waves and ripples and flutters al through her magnificent superstructure, and al other thoughts
promptly vanished from my mind.

"Perhapsyou'd liketo join mein my private quarters and get comfortable?' she suggested.

| would have thought that the entire ship qualified as her private quarters, but | just nodded without taking
my eyes off her bosom and followed her to her degping cabin.

And what adeeping cabin it was! There was no bed, but the floor was covered with dozens of soft, thick
furs, and the wals and celling were completely mirrored.

She stood in the middle of the cabin and turned to face me,

"Y ou know, Hurricane Smith,” she said, "1 could use aman like you.”

"l was hoping you'd say that,” | replied.

She chuckled, which sent till more ripples across her flesh. I meant in my work."
"What _is_your work?' | asked.

""Robbing space stations, holding up navy convoys, stedling precious gemstones, and €luding the
gendarmes.”

"Standard Pirate Queen fare," | noted.

"Wel?' shesad. "Will you join me?"

"Asafull partner?’

"Asajunior partner,” shereplied. "Even the notorious Hurricane Smith can't start at the top.”
"Il haveto think about it," | said.

She unhooked her braand let it fal to thefloor. "I'll help you make up your mind," she said.
"That's very condderate of you," | said, starting to dip out of my tunic.

"Condderateismy middle name," she smiled, removing her g-string.

"| don't suppose you'd consider removing all your wegpons, too?"

"When | know you better.”

"How much better do you plan on knowing me?" | asked.

Shewalked over, put her arms around me, and pressed her body against me -- well, as much as she
_oould_ press against me with those magnificent bazoomsin the way.

"You'd be surprised,” shewhispered.

Wéll, not much we did for the next couple of hours actually surprised me, but it sure went along way
toward making me decide to become her junior partner.

It waswhen | woke up alittle later that | redlized that something was terribly wrong. | stood up and



looked down at my Pirate Queen -- and saw that her breasts were now afew feet long, kind of flat, and
covered hdf thefloor of thelittle cabin.

"What the hdl's going on here?" | bellowed.

She woke up right away, tried to Sit up, couldn't get her balance, and finally realized what had happened.
Instantly her breasts resumed their origina shape.

"Good morning, my darling,” said Xenobia
"What _are_you?' | demanded.
"Don't you remember?' she said with asmile. "I'm your senior partner.”

"What _ese areyou?' | ingsted. "I'll makeit redl easy. Let's sart with what you're not, whichisa
woman."

"That didn't make any differenceto you afew hoursago,” she pointed out.

"A few hoursago | was blinded by your beauty,” | said. "Or what seemed to be your beauty."”
"Didn't you enjoy making loveto me?' she asked.

"That's got nothing to do withit!" | yelled. "I want to know what you are!™

"l told you -- I'm a Pirate Queen.”

"But what _kind _of aPirate Queen?'

"The beautiful kind. 1sn't that the kind you're attracted to?"

"I'm getting very confused here,” | said.

She sighed, and even though | knew that she lacked a certain degree of -- how shal | say it?-- structura
integrity, | just couldn't help staring as her bosom rose and fell.

"All right," shesaid. "l needed apartner. | saw you at the space station and recognized you from your
Wanted posters, so | shot asoldier and arranged for you to rescue me.”

"How did you know I'd be willing to risk life and limb rescuing awoman I'd never seen before?"

"Because every member of your race and gender isa sucker for _these ," she said -- and asthe words
left her mouth, her bosoms reached out across the room and caressed my cheeks. | wastorn between
kissing them and running hell-for-legther to the far end of the ship, and the only reason | didn't choose the
latter course of action is because | had ahorrible premonition that her breasts could reach that far and |
didn't want to find out for sure. So | chose amiddle course of action and just stood there shaking like a
leef.

"Oh," shesaid sympathetically. "Have | scared you?"'

"Not yet," | said. "But you're getting awfully close. What do you redly look like?"
"What difference does it make?' sheresponded. "I can dwayslook like thisfor you."
"God, | hopenot!" | said devotly.



She smiled and amost blushed. "I forgot,” she said, and suddenly her breasts contracted until they were
merely E cupsagain.

"So, Hurricane Smith," she said, "will you ride the spaceways with me, plunder the wedthy, and share my
sexud favors?'

"I don't think s0," | said.

"But why not?' she asked. "Has any human woman ever pleased you more?’
"No," | admitted. "But every last one of them has upset meless.”

"But| can_be human for you!" sheinssted.

"Every timel grabyou," | said, "which figuresto be pretty damned often, 1'd dwayswonder exactly what
| was_redlly _grabbing.”

"If it feelsgood -- and | assureyou it feels good to me, too -- why worry about it?"

"A man'sgot to worry about _something_," | explained. "If | hook up with you, | figure I'll have enough
worriesto last me acouple of lifetimes and maybe part of athird.”

"I'm sorry you fed that way," she said. "We could have been awonderful team.”
"Isthat ared tear rolling down your cheek,” | asked, "or are you just putting on ashow for me?"
"Last night was the show," she replied mournfully. "Thetear isfor red.”

And that'sthe way I'll always remember her -- standing there, the most beautiful cresture I've ever seen
(except for you, my dear), with ared tear rolling down her face.

But it was auseful experience, for astimewent by | redized that appearances aren't very important, and
if I hadn't discovered that | might still be abachelor searching futilely for love instead of ahappily married
man.

* k% k% %

Suddenly atear appeared on Langtry Lily's cheek, and she leaned over and planted along, tender kiss
on Hurricane Smith'slips.

"Now that'sright touching,” said Catastrophe Baker.

"It sureis," agreed the Reverend Billy Karma. "It dmost makes you forget she's agodless insect that lays
eggs and probably eats her young.”

Hewaslucky heleaned over to blow his nose just then, because astream of acid salivafrom Langtry
Lily shot out right to where his head had been.

"I knew alady insect once," said O'Grady. He turned to Langtry Lily. "Not of your species, maam. She
was abrilliant silver in color, and had anumber of long snewy arms, and the biggest, reddest
multi-faceted eyes you ever saw. She showed up at the casino out by Mutare |l one night and started
winning everything in sight. Took me hoursto figure out how shewasdoingiit.”

"Theeyes, right?' said Little Mike.



"That'swhat | thought originally,” answered O'Grady. "But it wasnt. It was those damned antennae. She
was getting signals from another insect that was standing maybe twenty feet behind us.”

"What did you do -- tar and feather her, or cut off her antennae?' asked the Reverend Billy Karma.
"Neither," said O'Grady. "All we did was take our money back and burn abig red ‘A’ into her carapace.”
IIWMI

"| take it you're not much on the classics,” said O'Grady. "Wefigured any time she entered a human
gambling establishment, the players would take one look at that 'A’, figure she was an dien Hester out for
agood time, and if their name wasn't Hurricane Smith they'd head for the hills™

Big Red looked at his computer's holoscreen. "Eingtein says helikes that idea.”

"That's because Eingtein is better read than the Reverend here," said O'Gradly.

"l don't read anything but the Good Book," said Billy Karmadefensvely. "Especidly the begattings.”
"Y ou sound like you'reinto genedlogy,” said Achmed of Alphard.

"He'sinto begatting,” Sinderella corrected him.

"Where doesthe Lord say you can't have alittle fun?' demanded Billy Karma.

"How about Geness?' suggested Hellfire Van Winkle.

"Besdesthat!"

"That wasn't enough?’ said Van Winkle. "He threw Adam and Eve out of Eden.”

"WEell, | got my own theories about that," said Billy Karma. ™Y ou know what | think Evewas _redly
nibbling on instead of an gpple?

"| don't want to hear this" said Sinderella.
"] don't even want to think about it," added Van Winkle.

"If God didn't want you educated, He wouldn't have put me here to preach to you," said Billy Karma.
"I've been thinking for some time now that the Bible needs a complete rewrite.”

"l can seeit now," said Little Mike Picasso. _"The Old Testament -- The Good Parts Version, by the
Reverend Billy Kama."_

"Sounds good to me," said the Reverend.

"Does anything that'sfilthy or in terrible taste ever sound _bad to you?' asked Sinderdlla.
"Inaufficient information,” said Billy Karma.

"Wheat are you talking about?"

"Y ou let me nibble up your thigh and down your belly and then I'll know if you taste good or terrible.”

"I don't know how to break thisto you, Reverend,” said Little Mike, "but there's a difference between
women with good taste and women who taste good."



"Not to methereisn't,” said Billy Karmadevouily.

"l can believethat," said Van Winkle.

"| think maybe you'd better pray to the Lord to send you arestraining bolt,” said Sinderdla
"You'reinto restraints, are you?"' asked the Reverend.

Sinderellalooked like she was going to reply, but then she turned her back on him in disgust.

"No doubt about it, the Lord had plenty of foresight,” said Billy Karma, till staring at her. "L ook at that
beautiful round bottom. God put most of the fun stuff on the flip Sde, but He remembered to leave alittle
something back herefor aloney man of the cloth to admire.”

"Kind of angle-minded tonight, ain't you?' said Baker.
"Single-minded is an understatement,” agreed the Gravedigger.

"Hey, Reverend,” said Baker as another explosion lit up the night sky, "maybe you'd better have aquick
talk with the Lord and tell Him to leave women aone and concentrate on ending the war."

"Not His department,” said the Reverend Billy Karma. "God madewomen. _Men_make wars. Well,
men and godlessdiens.”

"Y ou know, any minute now we're going to teke offense a that," said Sitting Horse.

"Y ou wouldn't want to go to heaven anyway," said Billy Karma. "l figureif thereactudly _are any diens
there, they dl livein the low-rent district and don't get choice teetimes at the golf course.™

"I don't know why," said Hellfire Van Winkle, "but | get the definite impression that it takesless
education to become a preacher these days than when | was growing up.”

"Modtly it takesabible, ablack coat, and a persona relationship with the Good Lord," agreed Billy
Karma

"It sure as hell doesn't take any knowledge of Old Earth'sliterature,” put in Big Red. "Hell, even |
knew who Hester was."

"He probably thinks the House of Usher iswhere you train robots to guide dirty old men to their seats at
agtrip show," said Little Mike Picasso.

"Youmeanitant?' sad Billy Karma

"Just aminute here," said Catastrophe Baker. " Are you saying that the House of Usher is_fictional_?'
Little Mike stared a him. "Areyou saying it isn't?"

"I've_been there" said Baker.

"I'm talking about agtory caled _The Fall of the House of Usher_," said Little Mike.

"Am|init?' asked Baker.

"No."

"Wdl, | should be" hesaid. "Because | wastherewhenit fdl."



"Somehow | don't think we're talking about the same place,” said Little Mike.
"How many Houses of Usher could there have been?' asked Baker.

"Tdl me about yours and then I'll give you an answer."



