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Carlotta liked to party, and tonight she was partying hard. She was at one of her favorite nightspots, Club M2 Miami, in South Beach, and the beats were as hot and heavy as the weather. She went through cocktails and dance partners, male and female, she liked ‘em both, like a football fan going through a bag of potato chips, but all that she encountered this evening were found to be somehow lacking. 

She did have rather highly refined tastes in such matters.

“At least I've got my Rico,” she thought to herself, looking over at her handsome but surly bodyguard who was slouched in his seat in the booth, scrolling through his social media feed, “he's definitely not optimum, but he's better than nothing.” 

Some girlfriends of hers came over, and they snorted up a few lines off the table, and that got them all dancing for about another hour or so, but of course, that made them thirsty and there went a few more cocktails down the hatch, but the more she drank, the more restless she grew. Most of her casual acquaintances would refer to her as “that slut, Carlotta, you know, Don Escobar’s daughter”. She preferred to think of herself as a free thinking sensual adventuress, but whatever the term, the fact remained, the girl slept around a lot.

What most did not know, was that she’d also been an avid reader and writer all her life. She devoured books, mostly the classics, but she also enjoyed science fiction, especially if it involved hot aliens and salacious descriptions of alien human romantic encounters involving tentacles. She enjoyed a literary turn of phrase, as well as a coarse one, and she’d been writing books of her own since her early teens. She’d just published her most recent book, which contained a number of rather steamy well written descriptions of such encounters. It was already selling pretty well, as had the first.

“C’mon Rico, what the fuck, we’re outta here,” she announced, and headed for the door. When they got outside, the valet recognized her immediately and ran to fetch her car. Within a minute, the little Mercedes convertible was there, the driver’s side door held open for her. 

“You really shouldn't be driving, Carlotta,” said Rico. 

“I know I shouldn’t,” she snapped, “but I'm going to anyway, shut the fuck up and get in the damn car.” 

No sooner was he in his seat and just pulling his door closed, than she was off, tires squealing up Washington Avenue in Miami Beach, Florida, past the beautiful old pastel art deco buildings and hotels, then further north along the oceanfront, pushing her Mercedes roadster hard. After a bit, she saw the sign for North Beach Oceanside Park and pulled into the parking lot. It was virtually empty at this late hour, and she drove down to the end and parked. 

“C’mon Rico, I do believe I need a fuck,” she said, as she opened her door and stepped out. 

“I’m not really in the mood for that tonight, Carlotta” said Rico, grumpily. 

She froze, and then slowly walked around the front of the car staring at him intently. 

“Did I hear you say something, Rico?” she whispered, menacingly, “Did I hear you say something along the lines of ‘I’m not in the mood’? I don't recall asking you if you were in the mood. I know I'm seriously buzzed, but I'm pretty sure there was no question involved on my part, so get your lazy ass out of the fucking car,” she screamed, “or I'll tell daddy that you tried to rape me and then you definitely won't be in the mood, because you'll be at least 200 feet underwater somewhere out there in the Gulf Stream with a nice pair of concrete shoes! Now let's go!”, and she stalked rather unsteadily toward the entrance to a path into the Banyan trees that bordered the parking lot. 

Rico groaned, got out of the car and ran to catch up to her. They were only about 100 feet or so down the path from the parking lot, when all of a sudden two large men emerged from the dense tropical foliage. One of them raised a gun and shot Rico three times in the chest, then they turned their attention to her. 

“Looks like fun here!” the one without the gun said with a leer. 

Suddenly, very sober indeed, Carlotta screamed and ran down the path. She was wearing stiletto heels which were definitely not designed for running from rapists, so she kicked them off, but then she was running barefoot on the shell pathway, the sharp fragments of shell cutting into her feet, and that was even worse. They quickly caught up to her, dragged her off the path into the dense tropical shrubbery, and began ripping off her flimsy dress. 

Meanwhile, on a very different planet, far, far away, Trok was in rough shape. Only a few short weeks ago, he’d been the top mixed martial arts fighter on this miserable excuse for a world. Fighting was the most popular entertainment and pastime on this dreary planet. The primary industry was mining, and the atmosphere was badly polluted. It rained nearly continuously, the rain itself was acidic, and the vast majority of the planet’s inhabitants spent long tedious hours toiling underground in the horribly damp, cold conditions of the mines. 

When they got off work, after getting involved in several fights themselves, not only at work, but in the process of getting there and back, all they wanted to do was go home to their miserable hovels, and drink horvat, a very potent alcoholic beverage distilled from, of all disgusting things, rat piss, and watch fights on their television sets, all of which got very bad reception due to the heavily polluted atmosphere, and the iron ore being mined exerting electromagnetic effects on the broadcast beams. Well that sounds perfectly horrible, you may well say to yourself, and you’d be absolutely right, it was. 

Trok could remember his last fight with perfect clarity. He’d had his opponent thoroughly beaten, one more vicious shot to the head and he'd be dead, and Trok would earn the killing bonus, but when the moment came, he just couldn't do it. His opponent looked so pitiful, so beaten down, so without hope, that he gave him a much lighter punch that merely knocked him out. The bloodthirsty audience was furious. There was a riot in the vast gloomy arena where the fight was held, and in their shabby homes, people threw bottles of horvat into their television sets, which resulted in a spike of the purchase of new TVs to replace them, the expense of which only added to the fury of the fans. 

Under public pressure and not unreasonably fearful of the riotous mob, the fight’s promoters fired him on the spot in a vain attempt to appease the crowd. His wife of three months, a famous online stripper and faithless slut of the first order if ever there was one, took all of his money, as neither the judge nor the jury in his rapidly expedited divorce trial was very sympathetic to him. 

He was now homeless, and he wandered in the acidic drizzle that constantly fell on this accursed planet, seeking some sort of shelter. Through the gloom, he saw a light shining from
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