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Introduction
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Relationships between men and women — with the occasional alien thrown into the mix — have long been a popular theme in science fiction. And all too often, the resulting stories project the gender politics of mid-century suburban America onto the far future.

Bug-Eyed Monsters and the Women Who Love Them is a collection of six short science fiction stories that subvert the tropes and clichés of the golden age and caricature the gender dynamics of classic science fiction.

In the following pages, you’ll travel from 1950s America to the farthest reaches of the galaxy. You’ll visit New Pluto City and Garrett’s World and you’ll learn how not to populate an uninhabited planet. You’ll encounter the terrors of the Brazilian jungle and the horrors of American suburbia. You’ll meet phantom lovers and alien she-devils, devious man-eaters, unseen underwater monsters and the tentacled menace of the fearsome Eee’chuk-chi’up. You’ll encounter dashing space heroes who don’t get the girl and bug-eyed monsters that do. And you’ll meet intergalactic heroines who know exactly what they want from a lover.
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Garrett’s World
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When the convict ship Perpetual Penitence crash-landed on the uninhabited planet X-4673, Captain Robert R. Garrett quickly realised that he and his crew had been doubly lucky. 

Firstly, because though uninhabited, X-4673 was nonetheless capable of supporting human life. And secondly, because the cargo, convicts en route to the prison world of Perdition, was all female, while the crew and guards of the Perpetual Penitence were all male. 

Captain Garrett rejoiced. Human civilisation would continue on X-4673, which he planned to rename into Garrett’s World.

So he ordered everybody on board, both crew and convicts, to assemble in front of the crashed ship. The convicts were kept under guard. After all, they were criminals. And women.

“People of Garrett’s World…” the Captain began.

The third officer, one Mr. Huffman, stuck up his hand. “Uhm, sorry sir, but I thought this planet was named X-4673.”

“It was,” the Captain snapped, “But Garrett’s World has a much nicer ring to it, wouldn’t you say? Anyway, people of Garrett’s World, listen carefully, cause I have some important announcements to make.”

Captain Garrett struck a pose, the pose of the heroic coloniser.

“I have good and bad news for you. The bad news is that our ship has crashed…” 

“We kind of noticed,” one the convicts called out.

The Captain glared at her, for he so hated being interrupted when making important pronouncements. He briefly considered having a guard beat her into submission with a shockstick, but then decided against it. For she was old — at least forty — and ugly and wouldn’t live past the day’s end anyway.

“…and that the engines, the com system, the life support system and the emergency back-ups are all fatally damaged, which means that there will be no help forthcoming from the United Alliance of Planets.”

“So in short, we’re screwed,” another convict called out.

Captain Garrett glared at her and considered having a guard beat her with a shockstick. Alas, this particular convict was quite pretty — young, platinum blonde, rosy skin, well-formed breasts — and the Captain did not want to damage her.

“The good news is that Garrett’s World is habitable and capable of supporting human life.”

“Aren’t ‘habitable’ and ‘capable of supporting human life’ kind of the same thing?” the pretty young convict pointed out.

“Uhm, sir?” The third officer stuck up his hand again. “Why exactly are we calling it Garrett’s World?”

The Captain turned his glare on the third officer, privately deciding to find some excuse to have the man flogged.

“Because I said so.”

“But… shouldn’t we take a vote or something?” the third officer, who really didn’t know what was good for him, said.

“No,” the Captain roared, “This is not a democracy, Mr. Huffman.”

“We kind of noticed,” one of the convicts, the ugly, broad-shouldered one, said. Garrett ignored her. Let her mouth off now. She’d shut up soon enough, once she was strapped to the execution gurney.

“And luckily, regulation number one point six four five of the United Alliance of Planets handbook of space travel and colonisation outlines exactly which measures are to be taken in a case such as ours.”

“Uhm, sir?” It was the third officer again, tapping onto his pad. “Are you sure you mean regulation number one point six four five? Cause that only covers personal waste disposal on uninhabited worlds.”

“No, Mr. Huffman, I mean regulation number one point six five four, as you’d have noticed, if you’d listened to me instead of constantly interrupting.”

“Ahem, actually you did say regulation number one point six four five,” another convict pointed out. She was skinny and ugly, but of childbearing age and therefore still potentially useful.

“Anyway, according to regulation number one point six five four, our course of action is clear…”
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