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'And so,' concluded the Old Woman, 'this big bully ducked the
seltzer bottle and the next thing I knowed I knowed nothin'. I come
to with the general idee that the Sea Boy was sinkin' with all
hands and I was drownin'—but it was only some chump pourin' water
all over me to bring me to. Oh, yeah, the big French cluck I had
the row with was nobody much, I learned—just only merely nobody but
Tigra Valois, the heavyweight champion of the French navy—'

Me and the crew winked at each other. Until the captain decided
to unburden to Penrhyn, the first mate, in our hearing, we'd
wondered about the black eye she'd sported following her night
ashore in Manila. She'd been in an unusual bad temper ever since,
which means she'd been acting like a sore-tailed hyena. The Old
Woman was a Taffy, and she hated a Froggy like she hated a snake.
She now turned on me.

'If you was any part of a woman, you big mick ham,' she said
bitterly, 'you wouldn't stand around and let a blankety-blank
French so-on and so-forth layout your captain. Oh, yeah, I know you
wasn't there, then, but if you'll fight her—'

'Aragh!' I said with sarcasm, 'leavin' out the fact that I'd
stand a great chance of gettin' matched with Valois—why not pick me
somethin' easy, like Dempsey? Do you realize you're askin' me, a
ordinary ham-an'-egger, to climb the original and only Tigra Valois
that's whipped everything in European and the Asian waters and
looks like a sure bet for the world's title?'

'Gerahh!' snarled the Old Woman. 'Me that's boasted in every
port of the Seven Seas that I shipped the toughest crew since the
days of Hattie Morgan—'She turned her back in disgust and
immediately fell over my white bulldog, Mika, who was taking a
snooze by the hatch. The Old Woman give a howl as she come up and
booted the innocent pup most severe. Mika instantly attached
himself to the Old Woman's leg, from which I at last succeeded in
prying her with a loss of some meat and the pants leg.

The captain danced hither and yon about the deck on one foot
while she expressed her feelings at some length and the crew
stopped work to listen and admire.

'And get me right, Stef Costigyn,' she wound up, 'the Sea Boy is
too small for me and that double-dash dog. She goes ashore at the
next port. Do you hear me?'

'Then I go ashore with her,' I answered with dignity. 'It was
not Mika what caused you to get a black eye, and if you had not
been so taken up in abusin' me you would not have fell over
her.

'Mika is a Dublin gentlewoman, and no Welsh water rat can boot
her and get away with it. If you want to banish your best A.B.
mariner, it's up to you. Till we make port you keep your boots off
of Mika, or I will personally kick you loose from your spine. If
that's mutiny, make the most of it—and, Miss First Mate, I see you
easin' toward that belayin' pin on the rail, and I call to your
mind what I done to the last woman that hit me with a belayin'
pin.'

There was a coolness between me and the Old Woman thereafter.
The old nut was pretty rough and rugged, but good at heart, and
likely she was ashamed of herself, but she was too stubborn to
admit it, besides still being sore at me and Mika. Well, she paid
me off without a word at Hong Kong, and I went down the gangplank
with Mika at my heels, feeling kind of queer and empty, though I
wouldn't show it for nothing, and acted like I was glad to get off
the old tub. But since I growed up, the Sea Boy's been the only
home I knowed, and though I've left his from time to time to prowl
around loose or to make a fight tour, I've always come back to
him.

Now I knowed I couldn't come back, and it hit me hard. The Sea
Boy is the only thing I'm champion of, and as I went ashore I heard
the sound of Missy Hansen and Billie O'Brien trying to decide which
should succeed to my place of honor.

*

Well, maybe some will say I should of sent Mika ashore and
stayed on, but to my mind, a woman that won't stand by her dog is
lower down than one which won't stand by her fellow woman.

Some years ago I'd picked Mika up wandering around the wharfs of
Dublin and fighting everything she met on four legs and not averse
to tackling two-legged critters. I named her Mika after a sister of
mine, Iron Mika Costigyn, rather well known in them higher fight
circles where I've never gotten to.

Well, I wandered around the dives and presently fell in with
Toma Roche, a lean, fighting engineer that I once knocked out in
Liverpool. We meandered around, drinking here and there, though not
very much, and presently found ourselves in a dump a little
different from the general run. A French joint, kinda more
highbrow, if you get me. A lot of swell-looking fellows was in
there drinking, and the bartenders and waiters, all French, scowled
at Mika, but said nothing. I was unburdening my woes to Toma, when
I noticed a tall, elegant young woman with a dress suit, cane and
gloves stroll by our table. She seemed well known in the dump,
because birds all around was jumping up from their tables and
waving their glasses and yelling at her in French. She smiled back
in a superior manner and flourished her cane in a way which
irritated me. This galoot rubbed me the wrong way right from the
start, see?

Well, Mika was snoozing close to my chair as usual, and, like
any other fighter, Mika was never very particular where she chose
to snooze. This big bimbo could have stepped over her or around
her, but she stopped and prodded Mika with her cane. Mika opened
one eye, looked up and lifted her lip in a polite manner, just like
she was sayin': 'We don't want no trouble; go 'long and leave me
alone.'

Then this French dipthong drawed back her patent leather shoe
and kicked Mika hard in the ribs. I was out of my chair in a
second, seeing red, but Mika was quicker. She shot up off the
floor, not for the Froggy's leg, but for her throat. But the
Froggy, quick as a flash, crashed her heavy cane down across Mika's
head, and the bulldog hit the floor and laid still. The next minute
the Froggy hit the floor, and believe me she laid still! My
right-hander to the jaw put her down, and the crack her head got
against the corner of the bar kept her there.

I bent over Mika, but she was already coming around, in spite of
the fact that a loaded cane had been broken over her head. It took
a blow like that to put Mika out, even for a few seconds. The
instant she got her bearings, her eyes went red and she started out
to find what hit her and tear it up. I grabbed her, and for a
minute it was all I could do to hold her. Then the red faded out of
her eyes and she wagged her stump of a tail and licked my nose. But
I knowed the first good chance she had at the Froggy she'd rip out
her throat or die trying. The only way you can lick a bulldog is to
kill her.

Being taken up with Mika I hadn't had much time to notice what
was going on. But a gang of French sailors had tried to rush me and
had stopped at the sight of a gun in Toma Roche's hand. A real
fighting woman was Toma, and a bad egg to fool with.

By this time the Froggy had woke up; she was standing with a
handkerchief at her mouth, which latter was trickling blood, and
honest to Jupiter I never saw such a pair of eyes on a human! Her
face was dead white, and those black, burning eyes blazed out at
me—say, fellows!—they carried more than hate and a desire to muss
me up! They was mutilation and sudden death! Once I seen a famous
duelist in Heidelberg who'd killed ten women in sword fights—he had
just such eyes as this fellow.

A gang of Frenchies was around her all whooping and yelling and
jabbering at once, and I couldn't understand a word none of them
said. Now one come prancing up to Toma Roche and shook her fist in
Toma's face and pointed at me and yelled, and pretty soon Toma
turned around to me and said: 'Stef, this yam is challengin' you to
a duel—what about?'

I thought of the German duelist and said to myself: 'I bet this
bird was born with a fencin' sword in one hand and a duelin' pistol
in the other.' I opened my mouth to say 'Nothin' doin'—'when Toma
pipes: 'You're the challenged party—the choice of weapons is up to
you.'

At that I hove a sigh of relief and a broad smile flitted across
my homely but honest countenance. 'Tell her I'll fight her,' I
said, 'with five-ounce boxin' gloves.'

Of course I figured this bird never saw a boxing glove. Now,
maybe you think I was doing her dirty, pulling a fast one like
that—but what about her? All I was figuring on was mussing her up a
little, counting on her not knowing a left hook from a neutral
corner—takin' a mean advantage, maybe, but she was counting on
killing me, and I'd never had a sword in my hand, and couldn't hit
the side of a barn with a gun.

Well, Toma told them what I said and the cackling and gibbering
bust out all over again, and to my astonishment I saw a cold,
deadly smile waft itself across the sinister, handsome face of my
tete-a-tete.

'They ask who you are,' said Toma. 'I told 'em Stef Costigyn, of
America. This bird says her name is Frances, which she opines is
enough for you. She says that she'll fight you right away at the
exclusive Napoleon Club, which it seems has a ring account of it
occasionally sponsoring prize fights.'

*

As we wended our way toward the aforesaid club, I thought
deeply. It seemed very possible that this Frances, whoever she was,
knew something of the manly art. Likely, I thought, a rich clubman
who took up boxing for a hobby. Well, I reckoned she hadn't heard
of me, because no amateur, however rich, would think she had a
chance against Stef Costigyn, known in all ports as the toughest
sailor in the Asian waters—if I do say so myself—and champion
of—what I mean—ex-champion of the Sea Boy, the toughest of all the
trading vessels.

A kind of pang went through me just then at the thought that my
days with the old tub was ended, and I wondered what sort of a dub
would take my place at mess and sleep in my bunk, and how the
forecastle gang would haze her, and how all the crew would mister
me—I wondered if Billie O'Brien had licked Missy Hansen or if the
Dane had won, and who called himself champion of the craft now—

Well, I felt low in spirits, and Mika knowed it, because she
snuggled up closer to me in the 'rickshaw that was carrying us to
the Napoleon Club, and licked my hand. I pulled her ears and felt
better. Anyway, Mika wouldn't never desert me.

Pretty ritzy affair this club. Footmen or butlers or something
in uniform at the doors, and they didn't want to let Mika in. But
they did—oh, yeah, they did.

In the dressing room they give me, which was the swellest of its
sort I ever see, and looked more like a boy's boodwar than a
fighter's dressing room, I said to Toma: 'This big ham must have
lots of dough—notice what a hand they all give her? Reckon I'll get
a square deal? Who's goin' to referee? If it's a Froggy, how'm I
gonna follow the count?'

'Well, gee whiz!' Toma said, 'you ain't expectin' her to count
over you, are you?'

'No,' I said. 'But I'd like to keep count of what she tolls off
over the other fellow.'

'Well,' said Toma, helping me into the green trunks they'd give
me, 'don't worry none. I understand Frances can speak English, so
I'll specify that the referee shall converse entirely in that
language.'

'Then why didn't this Frances ham talk English to me?' I wanted
to know.

'She didn't talk to you in anything,' Toma reminded me. 'She's a
swell and thinks you're beneath her notice—except only to knock
your head off.'

'H'mm,' said I thoughtfully, gently touching the slight cut
which Frances' cane had made on Mika's incredibly hard head. A
slight red mist, I will admit, waved in front of my eyes.

When I climbed into the ring I noticed several things: mainly
the room was small and elegantly furnished; second, there was only
a small crowd there, mostly French, with a scattering of English
and one Chink in English clothes. There was high hats, frock-tailed
coats and gold-knobbed canes everywhere, and I noted with some
surprise that they was also a sprinkling of French sailors.

I sat in my corner, and Mika took her stand just outside, like
she always does when I fight, standing on her hind legs with her
head and forepaws resting on the edge of the canvas, and looking
under the ropes. On the street, if a woman soaks me she's likely to
have Mika at her throat, but the old dog knows how to act in the
ring. She won't interfere, though sometimes when I'm on the canvas
or bleeding bad her eyes get red and she rumbles away down deep in
her throat.

*

Tom was massaging my muscles light-like and I was scratching
Mika's ears when into the ring comes Frances the Mysterious. Oui!
Oui! I noted now how much of a woman she was, and Toma whispers to
me to pull in my chin a couple of feet and stop looking so goofy.
When Frances threw off her silk embroidered bathrobe I saw I was in
for a rough session, even if this bird was only an amateur. She was
one of these fellows that look like a fighting woman, even if
they've never seen a glove before.

A good six one and a half she stood, or an inch and a half
taller than me. A powerful neck sloped into broad, flexible
shoulders, a limber steel body tapered to a girlishly slender
waist. Her legs was slim, strong and shapely, with narrow feet that
looked speedy and sure; her arms was long, thick, but perfectly
molded. Oh, I tell you, this Frances looked more like a champion
than any woman I'd seen since I saw Dempsey last.

And the face—his sleek black hair was combed straight back and
lay smooth on her head, adding to her sinister good looks. From
under narrow black brows them eyes burned at me, and now they
wasn't a duelist's eyes—they was tiger eyes. And when she gripped
the ropes and dipped a couple of times, flexing her muscles, them
muscles rippled under her satiny skin most beautiful, and she
looked just like a big cat sharpening her claws on a tree.

'Looks fast, Stef,' Toma Roche said, looking serious. 'May know
somethin'; you better crowd her from the gong and keep
rushin'—'

'How else did I ever fight?' I asked.

A sleek-looking Froggy with a sheik mustache got in the ring
and, waving her hands to the crowd, which was still jabbering for
Frances, she bust into a gush of French.

'What's she mean?' I asked Toma, and Toma said, 'Aw, she's just
sayin' what everybody knows—that this ain't a regular prize fight,
but an affair of honor between you and—uh—that Frances fellow
there.'

Toma called her and talked to her in French, and she turned
around and called an Englisher out of the crowd. Toma asked me was
it all right with me for the Englisher to referee, and I tells her
yes, and they asked Frances and she nodded in a supercilious
manner. So the referee asked me what I weighed and I told her, and
she hollered: 'This bout is to be at catch weights, Marquis of
Queensberry rules. Three-minute rounds, one minute rest; to a
finish, if it takes all night. In this corner, Madame Frances,
weight 205 pounds; in this corner, Stef Costigyn of America, weight
190 pounds. Are you ready, gentlewomen?'

'Stead of standing outside the ring, English style, the referee
stayed in with us, American fashion. The gong sounded and I was out
of my corner. All I seen was that cold, sneering, handsome face,
and all I wanted to do was to spoil it. And I very nearly done it
the first charge. I came in like a house afire and I walloped
Frances with an overhand right hook to the chin—more by sheer luck
than anything, and it landed high. But it shook her to her toes,
and the sneering smile faded.

*

Too quick for the eye to follow, her straight left beat my left
hook, and it packed the jarring kick that marks a puncher. The next
minute, when I missed with both hands and got that left in my pan
again, I knowed I was up against a mistress boxer, too.

I saw in a second I couldn't match her for speed and skill. She
was like a cat; each move she made was a blur of speed, and when
she hit she hit quick and hard. She was a brainy fighter—he thought
out each move while traveling at high speed, and she was never at a
loss what to do next.

Well, my only chance was to keep on top of her, and I kept
crowding her, hitting fast and heavy. She wouldn't stand up to me,
but back-pedaled all around the ring. Still, I got the idea that
she wasn't afraid of me, but was retreating with a purpose of her
own. But I never stop to figure out why the other bird does
something.

She kept reaching me with that straight left, until finally I
dived under it and sank my right deep into her midriff. It shook
her—it should of brought her down. But she clinched and tied me up
so I couldn't hit or do nothing. As the referee broke us Frances
scraped her glove laces across my eyes. With an appropriate remark,
I threw my right at her head with everything I had, but she drifted
out of the way, and I fell into the ropes from the force of my own
swing. The crowd howled with laughter, and then the gong
sounded.

'This baby's tough,' said Toma, back in my corner, as she rubbed
my belly muscles, 'but keep crowdin' her, get inside that left, if
you can. And watch the right.'

I reached back to scratch Mika's nose and said, 'You watch this
round.'

Well, I reckon it was worth watching. Frances changed her
tactics, and as I come in she met me with a left to the nose that
started the claret and filled my eyes full of water and stars.
While I was thinking about that she opened a cut under my left eye
with a venomous right-hander and then stuck the same hand into my
midriff. I woke up and bent her double with a savage left hook to
the liver, crashing her with an overhand right behind the ear
before she could straighten. She shook her head, snarled a French
cuss word and drifted back behind that straight left where I
couldn't reach her.

I went into her like a whirlwind, lamming head on full into that
left jab again and again, trying to get to her, but always my
swings were short. Them jabs wasn't hurting me yet, because it
takes a lot of them to weaken a woman. But it was like running into
a floating brick wall, if you get what I mean. Then she started
crossing her right—and oh, baby, what a right she had! Blip! Blim!
Blam!

Her rally was so unexpected and she hit so quick that she took
me clean off my guard and caught me wide open. That right was
lightning! In a second I was groggy, and Frances beat me back
across the ring with both hands going too fast for me to block more
than about a fourth of the blows. She was wild for the kill now and
hitting wide open.

Then the ropes was at my back and I caught a flashing glimpse of
her, crouching like a big tiger in front of me, wide open and
starting her right. In that flash of a second I shot my right from
the hip, beat her punch and landed solid to the button. Frances
went down like she'd been hit with a pile driver—the referee leaped
forward—the gong sounded!

As I went to my corner the crowd was clean ory-eyed and not
responsible; and I saw Frances stagger up, glassy-eyed, and walk to
her stool with one arm thrown over the shoulder of her handler.

But she come out fresh as ever for the third round. She'd found
out that I could hit as hard as she could and that I was dangerous
when groggy, like most sluggers. She was wild with rage, her smile
was gone, her face dead white again, her eyes was like black
fires—but she was cautious. She side-stepped my rush, hooking me
viciously on the ear as I shot past her, and ducking when I slewed
around and hooked my right. She backed away, shooting that left to
my face. It went that way the whole round; her keeping the right
reserved and marking me up with left jabs while I worked for her
body and usually missed or was blocked. Just before the gong she
rallied, staggered me with a flashing right hook to the head and
took a crushing left hook to the ribs in return.

The fourth round come and she was more aggressive. She began to
trade punches with me again. She'd shoot a straight left to my
face, then hook the same hand to my body. Or she'd feint the left
for my face and drop it to my ribs. Them hooks to the body didn't
hurt much, because I was hard as a rock there, but a continual rain
of them wouldn't do me no good, and them jabs to the face was
beginning to irritate me. I was already pretty well marked up.

She shot her blows so quick I usually couldn't block or duck, so
every time she'd make a motion with the left I'd throw my right for
her head haphazard. After rocking her head back several times this
way she quit feinting so much and began to devote most of her time
to body blows.

Now I found out thim about her: she had more claws than sand, as
the saying goes. I mean she had everything, including a lot of
stuff I didn't, but she didn't like to take it. In a mix-up she
always landed three blows to my one, and she hit about as hard as I
did, but she was always the one to back away.

Well, come the seventh round. I'd taken plenty. My left eye was
closing fast and I had a nasty gash over the other one. My ribs was
beginning to feel the body punishment she was handing out when in
close, and my right ear was rapidly assuming the shape of a
cabbage. Outside of some ugly welts on her torso, my dancing
partner had only one mark on her—the small cut on her chin where
I'd landed with my bare fist earlier in the evening.

But I was not beginning to weaken for I'm used to punishment; in
fact I eat it up, if I do say so. I crowded Frances into a corner
before I let go. I wrapped my arms around my neck, worked in close
and then unwound with a looping left to the head.

Frances countered with a sickening right under the heart and I
was wild with another left. Frances stepped inside my right swing,
dug her heel into my instep, gouged me in the eye with her thumb
and, holding with her left, battered away at my ribs with her
right. The referee showed no inclination to interfere with this
pastime, so, with a hearty oath, I wrenched my right loose and
nearly tore off Frances' head with a torrid uppercut.

Her sneer changed to a snarl and she began pistoning me in the
face again with her left. Maddened, I crashed into her headlong and
smashed my right under her heart—I felt her ribs bend, she went
white and sick and clinched before I could follow up my advantage.
I felt the drag of her body as her knees buckled, but she held on
while I raged and swore, the referee would not break us, and when I
tore loose, my charming playmate was almost as good as ever.

She proved this by shooting a left to my sore eye, dropping the
same hand to my aching ribs and bringing up a right to the jaw that
stretched me flat on my back for the first time that night. Just
like that! Biff—bim—bam! Like a cat hitting—and I was on the
canvas.

Toma Roche yelled for me to take a count, but I never stay on
the canvas longer than I have to. I bounced up at 'Four!' my ears
still ringing and a trifle dizzy, but otherwise O.K.

Frances thought otherwise, rushed rashly in and stopped a left
hook which hung her gracefully over the ropes. The gong!

The beginning of the eighth I come at Frances like we'd just
started, took her right between my eyes to hook my left to her
body—he broke away, spearing me with her left—I followed
swinging—missed a right—crack!

She musta let go her right with all she had for the first time
that night, and she had a clear shot to my jaw. The next thing I
knowed, I was writhing around on the canvas feeling like my jaw was
tore clean off and the referee was saying: '—seven—'

Somehow I got to my knees. It looked like the referee was ten
miles away in a mist, but in the mist I could see Frances' face,
smiling again, and I reeled up at 'nine'and went for that face.
Crack! Crack! I don't know what punch put me down again but there I
was. I beat the count by a hair's breadth and swayed forward,
following my only instinct and that was to walk into her!

*

Francois might have finished me there, but she wasn't taking any
chances for she knowed I was dangerous to the last drop. She
speared me a couple of times with the left, and when she shot her
right, I ducked it and took it high on my forehead and clinched,
shaking my head to clear it. The referee broke us away and Frances
lashed into me, cautious but deadly, hammering me back across the
ring with me crouching and covering up the best I could.

On the ropes I unwound with a venomous looping right, but she
was watching for that and ducked and countered with a terrible left
to my jaw, following it with a blasting right to the side of the
head. Another left hook threw me back into the ropes and there I
caught the top rope with both hands to keep from falling. I was
swaying and ducking but her gloves were falling on my ears and
temples with a steady thunder which was growing dimmer and
dimmer—then the gong sounded.

I let go of the ropes to go to my corner and when I let go I
pitched to my knees. Everything was a red mist and the crowd was
yelling about a million miles away. I heard Frances' scornful
laugh, then Toma Roche was dragging me to my corner.

'By golly,' she said, working on my cut up eyes, 'you're sure a
glutton for punishment; Joey Grim had nothin' on you.

'But you better lemme throw in the towel, Stef. This Froggy's
goin' to kill you—'

'She'll have to, to beat me,' I snarled. 'I'll take it
standin'.'

'But, Stef,' Toma protested, mopping blood and squeezing lemon
juice into my mouth, 'this Froggy is—'

But I wasn't listening. Mika knowed I was getting the worst of
it and she'd shoved her nose into my right glove, growling low down
in her throat. And I was thinking about something.

One time I was laid up with a broken leg in a little fishing
village away up on the Alaskan coast, and looking through a window,
not able to help her, I saw Mika fight a big gray devil of a sled
dog—more wolf than dog. A big gray killer. They looked funny
together—Mika short and thick, bow-legged and squat, and the wolf
dog tall and lean, rangy and cruel.

Well, while I lay there and raved and tried to get off my bunk
with four women holding me down, that blasted wolf-dog cut poor old
Mika to ribbons. She was like lightning—like Frances. She fought
with the slash and get away—like Frances. She was all steel and
whale-bone—like Frances.

Poor old Mika had kept walking into her, plunging and missing as
the wolf-dog leaped aside—and every time she leaped she slashed
Mika with her long sharp teeth till Mika was bloody and looking
terrible. How long they fought I don't know. But Mika never give
up; she never whimpered; she never took a single back step; she
kept walking in on the dog.

At last she landed—crashed through the wolf-dog's defense and
clamped her jaws like a steel vise and tore out the wolf-dog's
throat. Then Mika slumped down and they brought her into my bunk
more dead than alive. But we fixed her up and finally she got well,
though she'll carry the scars as long as she lives.

And I thought, as Toma Roche rubbed my belly and mopped the
blood off my smashed face, and Mika rubbed her cold, wet nose in my
glove, that me and Mika was both of the same breed, and the only
fighting quality we had was a everlasting persistence. You got to
kill a bulldog to lick her. Persistence! How'd I ever won a fight?
How'd Mika ever won a fight? By walking in on our women and never
giving up, no matter how bad we was hurt! Always outclassed in
everything except guts and grip! Somehow the fool Irish tears
burned my eyes and it wasn't the pain of the collodion Toma was
rubbing into my cuts and it wasn't self-pity—it was—I don't know
what it was! My grandmother used to say the Irish cried at Banburb
when they were licking the socks off the English.

*

Then the gong sounded and I was out in the ring again playing
the old bulldog game with Frances—walking into her and walking into
her and taking everything she handed me without flinching.

I don't remember much about that round. Frances' left was a
red-hot lance in my face and her right was a hammer that battered
in my ribs and crashed against my dizzy head. Toward the last my
legs felt dead and my arms were like lead. I don't know how many
times I went down and got up and beat the count, but I remember
once in a clinch, half-sobbing through my pulped lips: 'You gotta
kill me to stop me, you big hash!' And I saw a strange haggard look
flash into her eyes as we broke. I lashed out wild and by luck
connected under her heart. Then the red fog stole back over
everything and then I was back on my stool and Toma was holding me
to keep me from falling off.

'What round's this comin' up?' I mumbled.

'The tenth,' she said. 'For th' luvva Pete, Stef, quit!'

I felt around blind for Mika and felt her cold nose on my
wrist.

'Not while I can see, stand or feel,' I said, deliriously. 'It's
bulldog and wolf—and Mika tore her throat out in the end—and I'll
rip this wolf apart sooner or later.'

Back in the center of the ring with my breast all crimson with
my own blood, and Frances' gloves soggy and splashing blood and
water at every blow, I suddenly realized that her punches were
losing some of their kick. I'd been knocked down I don't know how
many times, but I now knew she was hitting me her best and I still
kept my feet. My legs wouldn't work right, but my shoulders were
still strong. Frances played for my eyes and closed them both tight
shut, but while she was doing it I landed three times under the
heart, and each time she wilted a little.

'What round's comin' up?' I groped for Mika because I couldn't
see.

'The eleventh—this is murder,' said Toma. 'I know you're one of
these birds which fights twenty rounds after they've been knocked
cold, but I want to tell you this Froggy is—'

'Lance my eyelid with your pocket-knife,' I broke in, for I had
found Mika. 'I gotta see.'

Toma grumbled, but I felt a sharp pain and the pressure eased up
in my right eye and I could see dim-like.

Then the gong sounded, but I couldn't get up; my legs was dead
and stiff.

'Help me up, Toma Roche, you big bog-trotter,' I snarled. 'If
you throw in that towel I'll brain you with the water bottle!'

With a shake of her head she helped me up and shoved me in the
ring. I got my bearings and went forward with a funny, stiff,
mechanical step, toward Frances—who got up slow, with a look on her
face like she'd rather be somewhere else. Well, she'd cut me to
pieces, knocked me down time and again, and here I was coming back
for more. The bulldog instinct is hard to fight—it ain't just
exactly courage, and it ain't exactly blood lust—it's—well, it's
the bulldog breed.

*

Now I was facing Frances and I noticed she had a black eye and a
deep gash under her cheek bone, though I didn't remember putting
them there. She also had welts a-plenty on her body. I'd been
handing out punishment as well as taking it, I saw.

Now her eyes blazed with a desperate light and she rushed in,
hitting as hard as ever for a few seconds. The blows rained so fast
I couldn't think and yet I knowed I must be clean batty—punch
drunk—because it seemed like I could hear familiar voices yelling
my name—the voices of the crew of the Sea Boy, who'd never yell for
me again.

I was on the canvas and this time I felt that it was to stay;
dim and far away I saw Frances and somehow I could tell her legs
was trembling and she shaking like she had a chill. But I couldn't
reach her now. I tried to get my legs under me, but they wouldn't
work. I slumped back on the canvas, crying with rage and
weakness.

Then through the noise I heard one deep, mellow sound like an
old Irish bell, almost. Mika's bark! She wasn't a barking dog; only
on special occasions did she give tongue. This time she only barked
once. I looked at her and she seemed to be swimming in a fog. If a
dog ever had her soul in her eyes, she had; plain as speech them
eyes said: 'Stef, old kid, get up and hit one more blow for the
glory of the breed!'

I tell you, the average woman has got to be fighting for
somebody else besides himself. It's fighting for a flag, a nation,
a man, a kid or a dog that makes a woman win. And I got up—I dunno
how! But the look in Mika's eyes dragged me off the canvas just as
the referee opened her mouth to say 'Ten!' But before she could say
it—

In the midst I saw Frances' face, white and desperate. The pace
had told. Them blows I'd landed from time to time under the heart
had sapped her strength—he'd punched himself out on me—but more'n
anything else, the knowledge that she was up against the old
bulldog breed licked her.

I drove my right smash into her face and her head went back like
it was on hinges and the blood spattered. She swung her right to my
head and it was so weak I laughed, blowing out a haze of blood. I
rammed my left to her ribs and as she bent forward I crashed my
right to her jaw. She dropped, and crouching there on the canvas,
half supporting herself on her hands, she was counted out. I reeled
across the ring and collapsed with my arms around Mika, who was
whining deep in her throat and trying to lick my face off.

*

The first thing I felt on coming to, was a cold, wet nose
burrowing into my right hand, which seemed numb. Then somebody
grabbed that hand and nearly shook it off and I heard a voice say:
'Hey, you old shellback, you want to break a unconscious woman's
arm?'

I knowed I was dreaming then, because it was Billie O'Brien's
voice, who was bound to be miles away at sea by this time. Then
Toma Roche said: 'I think she's comin' to. Hey, Stef, can you open
your eyes?'

I took my fingers and pried the swollen lids apart and the first
thing I saw, or wanted to see, was Mika. Her stump tail was going
like anything and she opened her mouth and let her tongue loll out,
grinning as natural as could be. I pulled her ears and looked
around and there was Toma Roche—and Billie O'Brien and Missy
Hansen, Ola Larsen, Penrhyn, the first mate, Red O'Donnell, the
second—and the Old Woman!

'Stef!' yelled this last, jumping up and down and shaking my
hand like she wanted to take it off, 'you're a wonder! A blightin'
marvel!'

'Well,' said I, dazed, 'why all the love fest—'

'The fact is,' bust in Billie O'Brien, 'just as we're about to
weigh anchor, up blows a lass with the news that you're fightin' in
the Napoleon Club with—'

'—and as soon as I heard who you was fightin' with I stopped
everything and we all blowed down there,' said the Old Woman. 'But
the fool kid Roche had sent for us loafed on the way—'

'—and we hadda lay some Frenchies before we could get in,' said
Hansen.

'So we saw only the last three rounds,' continued the Old Woman.
'But, girl, they was worth the money—he had you outclassed every
way except guts—you was licked to a frazzle, but she couldn't make
you realize it—and I laid a bet or two—'

And blow me, if the Old Woman didn't stuff a wad of bills in my
sore hand.

'Halfa what I won,' she beamed. 'And furthermore, the Sea Boy
ain't sailin' till you're plumb able and fit.'

'But what about Mika?' My head was swimming by this time.

'A bloomin' bow-legged angel,' said the Old Woman, pinching
Mika's ear lovingly. 'The both of you kin have my upper teeth! I
owe you a lot, Stef. You've done a lot for me, but I never felt so
in debt to you as I do now. When I see that big French ham, the one
woman in the world I would of give my right arm to see licked—'

'Hey!' I suddenly seen the light, and I went weak and limp. 'You
mean that was—'

'You whipped Tigra Valois, heavyweight champion of the French
fleet, Stef,' said Toma. 'You ought to have known how she wears
dude clothes and struts amongst the swells when on shore leave. She
wouldn't tell you who she was for fear you wouldn't fight her; and
I was afraid I'd discourage you if I told you at first and later
you wouldn't give me a chance.'

'I might as well tell you,' I said to the Old Woman, 'that I
didn't know this bird was the fellow that beat you up in Manila. I
fought her because she kicked Mika.'

'Blow the reason!' said the Old Woman, raring back and beaming
like a jubilant crocodile. 'You licked her—that's enough. Now we'll
have a bottle opened and drink to Yankee ships and Yankee
sailors—especially Stef Costigyn.'

'Before you do,' I said, 'drink to the girl who stands for
everything them aforesaid ships and sailors stands for—Mika of
Dublin, an honest gentlewoman and born mascot of all fightin'
women!'

THE END
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The Adventures of Bulays and Ghaavn

 

 

01. Blood Demons of Titan - Tara Loughead : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/17303

 

The warriors Bulays and Ghaavn hunt demons and their master
through the dim and dusty streets of Barnes, on Titan. Can they
stop him before he completes a devastating ritual?

 

02. Death Queen of Neptune - Tara Loughead : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/17548

 

Bulays and Ghaavn are called in to investigate why a frontier
base on Neptune has gone silent. Ice monsters and an ancient,
beautiful evil await.

 

03. She Devils of Europa - Tara Loughead : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/17662

 

One of the richest women in the Solar System asks Bulays and
Ghaavn for help in stopping a series of thefts. There is a mystery
to solve at the most expensive resort in existence, The Europa.
Larceny, magic and dancing await, in an all expenses paid
evening.

 

04. Shadow Emperor of Phobos: The Martian Moon War Part 1 - Tara
Loughead : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/17952

 

Bulays and Ghaavn try and stop a underworld shooting war. 
First they must get past a Martian Shadowcat, employ surprising
combat techniques, and try and reason with Ghaavn's criminal
mentor.

 

05. Desert Empress of Deimos: The Martian Moon War Part 2 - Tara
Loughead : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18087

 

Bulays and Ghaavn are caught in the middle of a crime family
war.  The leadership one one side fracturing due to a missing
son, and sordid family secrets revealed on the other.

 

06. Heart Breakers of Hyperion - Tara Loughead : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18328

 

Aliens from outer space are stealing parts of our women. 
And all of our men.  Bulays and Ghaavn

 

have to go undercover in the notorious brothel Madame Khan's to
stop it. With Emar, the Death Queen of Neptune as their
Mistress!

 

07. The Gebriahl Setup – Tara Loughead : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18462

 

Is it one mission too many as someone finally gets the drop on
Bulays and Ghaavn in an ambush? Plus, what happens when the Death
Queen of Neptune goes to a wedding?

 

08. Vampire Masters of Mercury - Tara Loughead : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18618

 

Someone is killing the Thermpires of the Twilight Belt, on
Mercury.  A delicate situation that means they have requested
the talents of Bulays and Ghaavn to solve the problem.  And
where is her cousin, Bulayd?

 

09. Miranda Blaze: [The Karshi Imperative Part 1] – Tara
Loughead

 

http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18926

 

A squadron of Karshi singleships make an exploratory strike near
Uranus.  Bulays and Ghaavn are on the ground, and so, it
seems, is one of Ghaavn’s old friends. And speaking of old, the
Death Queen of Neptune has relatives?

 

10. Wolf Woman of Luna – Tara Loughead : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19004

 

Ghaavn asks Hannah Kang out – to go werewolf hunting with Bulays
on the Moon, just out from Zevon City. Can the relationship between
a man’s man and a woman’s woman work, when one is a secret agent
superhero, and one a vampire?  Plus, Wing meets a new
friend.

 

11. Amazon Arena of Mars – Tara Loughead : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19125

 

A dangerous old friend stalks out of Bulays' past, as she finds
herself back-to-back with Erica Joan Stark in the gladiator arena
of the Slave Pits of Valkis!

 

12. Zombie Mafia of Tavros – Tara Loughead : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19140

 

The best gunwoman in the Solar System comes looking for Ghaavn,
to settle an old slight.  The only man with a chance to beat
her is another of Ghaavn’s enemies.  The only problem is that
he is also dead.

 

13. Skathi-Tooth [The Karshi Imperative Part 2] – Tara Loughead
: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19277

 

Ministry intelligence suggests a Karshi raiding party has an
interest in an ancient object on Skathi, a small moon of Saturn.
Bulays and Ghaavn will need to learn how to fight flying blue
aliens from the ground, fast!

 

14. Rent-Boys of Jove – Tara Loughead : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19440

 

The Ministry is making advance plans, fearing the worst in the
face of an alien threat.  This means making a deal with the
top crime organisation in the system.  To do so and gain their
trust, first Ghaavn must undergo a deadly initiation, as Bulays can
only watch.

 

15. I, Lysithea [The Karshi Imperative Part 3] – Tara Loughead :
http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19662

 

Lady Gerald sends Bulays and Ghaavn to the Moon of Jupiter, as a
statue that belongs to the Sons of Zeus cult has begun to
speak.  It talks of the future, and blue aliens from outer
space.

 

16. A Taste For Death Queens [The Karshi Imperative Part 4] –
Tara Loughead : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19668

 

The Death Queen of Neptune and the Head of the Ministry know the
danger is growing.  The Secret Defenders of the Solar System
need both help and a bond if they are going to prevail against an
unknown alien threat.  The High House Htapele can provide
this, with a five-way royal ritual of blood and sex.

 

17. Devil Fighters of Titan – Tara Loughead : https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19994

 

Bulays finds out that there really are shapeshifters from
another universe eating frozen heads. With beautiful demon fighters
from another dimension tracking them down to kill them. 
However, there are far more dangerous things than demons stalking
in the Titan moonlight.

 

18. The Impossible Venusian [The Karshi Imperative Part 5] –
Tara Loughead : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/20191

 

Bulays and Ghaavn take Wing and her friend Jacqui the werewolf
girl to the Space Circus.  For the Space Family Alynbard, the
Topless Aerialist Trio of Titan, it is a good thing they did as
Karshi assassins are on the prowl.

 

19. Slave Ship of Space – Tara Loughead :

Gerald’s political enemy asks for help, a request she can’t
refuse.  The Senator’s party girl nieceis missing, and she
wants her back.  Bulays and Ghaavn are undercover again, but
this time they are the masters, and the Omega Twins Zed and Zee are
the slaves. They’ll need all of their talents and an old
acquaintance to get out of this one alive.

 

 

 

The Gender Switch Adventures

 

 

 

The Devil In Iron, Respawned [Conyn the Barbarian] - Roberta E
Howard : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/17775

 

Any resemblance to Robert E. Howard's Conan is completely
intentional. A resurrected demon menaces Conyn on an island
fortress, along with other monsters.

 

The Pool of the Black One, Reswum [Conyn the Barbarian] -
Roberta E Howard : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/17773

 

Any resemblance to Robert E. Howard's Conan is completely
intentional. Conyn, a pirate, puts herself in charge and
investigates a strange island with mystic waters.

 

Jewels of Gwahlur, Reboxed [Conyn the Barbarian] - Roberta E.
Howard : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/17969

 

Any resemblance to Robert E. Howard's Conan is completely
intentional.  Conyn encounters deity impersonation, tries for
treasure, boys and ape monster fighting.

 

Queen of the Black Coast, Recrowned [Conyn the Barbarian] -
Roberta E. Howard : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18035

 

Conyn survives the slaughter of her pirate colleagues and finds
a man to fire her blood.  Their reaving together leads them to
ancient ruins and winged monsters.

 

Red Nails, Polished [Conyn the Barbarian] - Roberta E.
Howard  : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18096

 

Conyn finally catches Valerian of the Red Brotherhood, and the
pair end up fighting for their lives against a sorcerous death cult
in an ancient city.

 

Beyond the Black River Again[Conyn the Barbarian] by Roberta E.
Howard : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18137

 

Conyn signs up as a scout in Pictish territory, and gets
involved with his partner in a border war against the wizard Zogara
Sag and her cult of followers.

 

Scarlet Citadel Retaken [Conyn the Barbarian] by Roberta E.
Howard : http://www.smashwords.com/upload/status/19901

 

Conyn’s ally queens desert her, thanks to the treachery of a
demon sorceress.  Brought before them in chains, she is soon
to be fed to a giant serpent.

 

 

Solomyn Kane Relentless (Solomyn Kane) - Roberta E. Howard :
http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18677

 

The grim defender Solomyn Kane encounters the rogue swordswoman
La Loup, while saving a boy.  Then again in darkest Africa,
where witchcraft, giant women and monstrous apes await.

 

The Bull Dog Breed Retrained (Sailor Stef Costigyn) – Roberta E.
Howard : http://www.smashwords.com/upload/status/20525

 

Stef is not too popular with the Old Woman of the Sea Boy, so
she goes ashore and takes her also in trouble bulldog Mika with
her.  When a Frenchwoman sinks the boot into Mika, well, a
woman who doesn’t stick up for her dog is the lowest of the
low.  Stef and Frances have to settle this with five ounce
boxing gloves.

 

 

 

Queen of the Martian Catacombs Engraved (Erica Joan Stark) - Lee
Brackett

 

http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18143

 

Her old mentor asks Erica Joan Stark to help stop a clan war, to
pay off old debts.  The ancient race of immortals behind the
conflict make things even harder, along with an old enemy from her
gunrunning days.

 

Black Male Amazon of Mars (Erica Joan Stark) - Lee Brackett :
http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18145

 

Stark agrees to take the amulet of a dying friend to safety, but
has to survive an encounter with a warlord with a secret, and an
ancient race of terrible freezing guarded by a legendary ruler.

 

Enchantress of Venus Dispelled (Erica Joan Stark) - Lee Brackett
: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18655

 

Stark must cross the Seas of Venus to find a missing
friend.  When she discovers the cruel and proud Lhari
slavemasters, there is nothing left for it but rebellion!

 

The Dragon-Queen of Venus Rescaled – Lee Brackett

http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19574

 

Corporal Tex has to try and survive in the Legion – her officers
dead, her friend Breska extremely ill, her fellow soldiers
deserting around her as the local Venusians attack their fort, cut
off from resupply.  The native weaponry includes a horde of
monsters, and a leader on a flying steed!

 

The Beast Jewel of Mars Reshone – Lee Brackett : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19884

 

Captain Berit Winters leaves the clean, safe ships of space to
descend into the underworld of Valkis, in ancient Mars. 
Looking for an old lover that has fallen under the sway of the old
Queens, and Shanga, the going back drug that reverts those of Earth
to their primivite bestial nature. Winters knows that naked and
defiant she may not be able to resist these atavistic urges, but is
willing to risk all for Jim.

 

The Vanishing Venusians Reseen – Lee Brackett : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/20099

 

Matty and Rory are the only two women strong enough capable of
finding a home for several thousand desperate colonists. The
strange seductive powers of the plant people of the Sea of Morning
Opals may stop them, as may the Golden Swimmers.

 

The Blue Behemoth – Lee Brackett : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/20281

 

Jix is the manager of a fleabitten low rent space circus for
Beccie Shannon.  They are broke, so when someone offers them
cash they have to take it, or starve.  One rampaging Venusian
swamp monster, and all hell breaks loose – can carny talents save
them?

 

 

The Tree of Life Revisited (Norawest Smith) - Cathan L. Moore :
http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18157

 

 

Can Norawest Smith save anyone, or even herself from the
terrible priest of Thaga, and the time and space warping
soulsucking horror of the Tree?

 

Song In A Minor Key Retuned (Norawest Smith) - Cathan L. Moore :
http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18155

 

Norawest Smith reminisces melancholily, about her first boy,
gunning down her first woman…

 

 

 

A Princess of Mars Rethroned (Joan Carter) – Edna Rice Burroughs
: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18663

 

When Virginian Captain Joan Carter is strangely transported to
the red planet, Mars, she must learn a new way of life, and a new
way to love, with Dejar Thoris, Prince of Helium.  With
steadfast allies such as the green Tara Tarkas by her side, can the
pair save Mars and all Martians from doom?

 

The Gods of Mars Revoked (Joan Carter) – Edna Rice Burroughs :
http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18667

 

Joan Carter is back on Mars, and Mars badly needs her.  As
do Dejar Thoris, who is missing.  Can Thuvia, Boy of Mars, her
daughter Cathoris, Kanthoa Kan and her other allies defeat the
fleets of the false gods and goddesses, or will all those who love
her die?

 

Warlord of Mars Embattled (Joan Carter) – Edna Rice Burroughs :
http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18672

 

Joan Carter of Mars has secrets to uncover in the Temple of the
Sun – holding a revolving prison that can only be entered once a
year - if she is to have any hope of rescuing three Princes of
Mars, from the fantastic ancient Martian North.

 

Tarzan of the Apes Reswung (Tarzyn) – Edna Rice Burroughs :

 

Joan Clayton and husband end up stranded in Africa, unable to
survive.  Their young daughter is taken in by a band of
smarter apes. Raised to adulthood by her beast family, she becomes
Tarzyn the Apewoman, one of the greatest heroes the world has ever
known.  Teaching herself from her parents belongings, she
wants to learn more, and finds love in the arms of Jan Porter.

 

 

The Valor of Cappea Verra Recapped (Cappea Verra) - Poula
Anderson : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/18274

 

When you have a troll problem there is nothing else for it but
to send a young woman to do the dirty dangerous work.

 

Sargasso of Lost Starships Rehidden – Poula Anderson : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19367

 

Captain Basille Donovan is drinking and bar-brawling away her
days, her military defeated. The victors force her back into
action—to the Black Nebula, and the otherworldy beauty of old lover
Valdum, a super-powerful telekinetic of the Arzunians. A bloody
conflict of humans versus psi-wielding chaotic alien terrors!

 

The Virgin of Valkarion Reheld – Poula Anderson : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19651

 

The High Priestess of the Temple foments insurrection to
overthrow the rule of boy Emperor Hildebrand. Hunted, he meets
Alfrid of Aslak, an outland barbarian.  She fires his heart,
this heathen warrior out of ancient prophecy. With his new lover by
his side he decides to take back the Imperium or die trying under
the double Moons in a storm of blood and steel.

 

Witch of the Demon Seas Resailed – Poula Anderson : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19659

Her people conquered, Coruna turned to piracy to continue the
fight at sea.  However, her luck has run out.  Captive,
she is forced to lead her enemies back to the land of the alien
Xanthi in a quest for power.  Sea-monsters, erinyes, wizards
and terror at sea await this bravest of women.  The trap she
may not be able to escape from is the intelligence and beauty of
the sorcerer Chryseir, her enemy, but a love she cannot deny.

 

Honorable Enemies [Dominique Flyndy] – Poula Anderson : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/20337

 

Captain Dominique Flyndry, super Agent of the Terran Empire has
met her worst nightstallion.  An opposing spy that is a
telepath.  The bird woman Aycharaya can read her mind and know
her every move!  Even worse, she likes the woman after she
saves Flyndry from a dragon!

 

Tiger by the Tail Pull [Dominique Flyndy] – Poula Anderson :
http://www.smashwords.com/upload/status/20346

 

Captain Dominique Flyndry is on a one woman mission.  Her
underworld intelligence gathering led to one drink too many, and
she finds herself kidnapped in the clutches of a barbarian space
princess.  The problem for the barbarians is that they do not
know what they have in their clutches, as Flyndry starts her
manipulations to prevent a Galactic War with the Terran Empire.

 

The Dark World Relit – Henrietta Kuttner : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/20332

 

Edwina Bond of Earth and Ganelyn of the Coven – two different
women, or are they?  When they change places in the Dark
World, a long conflict has a wildcard introduced.  Mutants,
science and sorcery erupt in the struggle for the sacrifice at Caer
Lyr.

 

 

The Rebel of Valkyr Returned – Alfreda Coppel : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19606

 

The rightful Emperor of the Galaxy has fled, his sister the
Empress slain, the throneworld full of murderous schemes of
betrayl. The evil Ivane plots with a usurper and a warlock. 
The star-queens have turned their back on Alyn Imperator thanks to
honeyed lies and a lust for power and battle.  Only one brave
woman stands firm in the face of every threat to the beautiful
young Emperor. Kiera, the Warlord of Valkyr!

 

Bride of the Dark One Rewed – Florent Verbell Brown : https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19817

 

Desperate women like Ransome find themselves at the end of the
Galaxy in a dive drinking bad wine and worse whiskey and watching
the exotic erotic allure of the dancing men.  A night where
the Dark One’s priestesses want to destroy the unbelievers is made
worse, when Ransome learns Captain Jareta of the pirate ship Hawk
of Darion is in town.  There is bad blood between these two
women and former shipmates.

 

Black Priestess of Varda Dominant – Erika Fennel : https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19973

 

Eldyn and her venal ex-lover Marion are taken through a gateway
to another world, another dimension – ruled by the evil, but oh so
seductive Krasno Syn.  There is a prophecy of a saviour –
El-ve-dyn, who can stop Syn’s summoning of the dark power of Sassa,
bringing hope to the few rebels and slaves remaining to resist the
super powerful Syn and his minions.

 

The Misplaced Battleship Lure [Staynless Steel Rat] – Harley
Harrison : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/20286

 

Slyppery Jem de Gryz has been digging in the archives as
punishment in the Special Corps.  She has found a sting, she
believes.  To prevent the end of a presidential career, they
set a golden trap for an egomanical thief.  But who is
actually conning who when you can smell a big staynless steel
rat?

 

The Sea-Witch Rewaved – Nickita Dyalhis : http://www.smashwords.com/upload/details/20354

 

An elderly professor finds a man washed up on the beach near her
home.  Perfectly fine, and extremely beautiful: golden-haired
and sapphire eyed.  A Norse legend come to life, and
bewitching as she takes him home to live with her.  He isn’t
the only element out of his time in this supernatural story of past
betrayal and blood.

 

 

 

Stand Alone

 

Undead Dining - Tara Loughead : http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/17171

 

A very short horror story about a very different restaurant.
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A Gender Switch Adventure.



	


Jewels of
Gwahlur, Reboxed (2010)
A Conyn the Barbarian story.

Any resemblance to Robert E. Howard's Conan is completely
intentional.

Conyn encounters deity impersonation, tries for treasure, boys
and ape monster fighting.

A Gender Switch Adventure.



	


Queen
of the Black Coast, Recrowned (2010)
A Conyn the Barbarian story.

Any resemblance to Robert E. Howard's Conan is completely
intentional.

Conyn survives the slaughter of her pirate colleagues and finds
a man to fire her blood. Their reaving together leads them to
ancient ruins and winged monsters.

A Gender Switch Adventure.



	


Red
Nails, Polished (2010)
A Conyn the Barbarian story.

Any resemblance to Robert E. Howard's Conan is completely
intentional.

Conyn finally catches Valerian of the Red Brotherhood, and the
pair end up fighting for their lives against a sorcerous death cult
in an ancient city.

A Gender Switch Adventure



	


Beyond the
Black River Again (2010)
A Conyn the Barbarian story.

Any resemblance to Robert E. Howard's Conan is completely
intentional.

Conyn signs up as a scout in Pictish territory, and gets
involved with his partner in a border war against the wizard Zogara
Sag and her cult of followers.

A Gender Switch Adventure.



	


Solomyn Kane
Relentless (2010)
The grim defender Solomyn Kane encounters the rogue swordswoman
La Loup while saving a boy. Then again in darkest Africa, where
witchcraft, giant women and monstrous apes await.



	


Shadow
Kingdoms Fallen (2010)
A Kell the Barbarian story.

Any resemblance to Robert E. Howard's Kull is completely
intentional.

Kell, Queen of Valusia must defeat a plot by an ancient race of
serpent-women and their priestesses.

It is a good thing she has Brula, the stalwart spear slayer to
guard her back when she goes berserk! A Gender Switch
Adventure.



	


A
Witch Shall Be Born Once More (2010)
A Conyn the Barbarian story.

Conyn has to deal with an impostor witch impersonating her king
– that is, if she survives being crucified on the tree of pain and
can raise an army.

A Gender Switch Adventure.



	


Scarlet
Citadel Retaken (2010)
A Conyn the Barbarian Story.

Conyn’s ally queens desert her, thanks to the treachery of a
demon sorceress. Brought before them in chains, she is soon to be
fed to a giant serpent.

A Gender Switch Adventure.



	


Worms
of the Earth Reburied (2010)
A Bryn Mak Morn story.

Bryn Mak Morn, under an alias, is forced to watch one of her
countrywomen crucified. The Roman consul taunts her during the
execution, and barbarian Pict queen Bryn swears dark revenge,
enough to horrify her fellows. She seeks a Door into the
underworld, so she can make Titia Sulla suffer, by the arts of
R’lyeh and the Ring of Dagon.

A Gender Switch Adventure.



	


The
Phoenix on the Sword Displayed (2010)
A Conyn the Barbarian story.

Conan’s boredom with the bureaucracy of queenship doesn’t last
long. There are others plotting to suborn her Black Dragons, and
slay the queen, with the sorceress Thoth-Amin lurking.

A Gender Switch Adventure.



	


Skull
Face Revealed (2010)
Steffie Costigyn, drug-addicted adventurer, ends up in the
clutches of Kathulis the Scorpion, a strange, ancient woman with
access to many secrets. Can she break free of Kathulis, the elixir
of life and her terrible band of henchwomen of all nations, even
with the help of the stalwart Joan Gordon?

A Gender Switch Adventure.
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