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	Max and the Multiverse Shorts are stand-alone adventures that began as book chapters. Not every parallel universe will make it into the series, but some are funny enough to spawn their own stories. These are those stories, and I hope they make you laugh as hard as I did.

	
	 

	 

	 

	Bonus Read

	 

	 

	 

	Did you know that Max and the Multiverse also spawned a spin-off series? Puki Horpocket Presents is a collection of legendary tales from beyond the black, as told by a famous journalist who lives aboard the Durangoni Space Station. The stories are intertwined, share many characters and settings, and culminate in an epic multi-series finale. As a delicious preview, please enjoy the first chapter of Max: Public Enemy Number One of the Fourth Dimension.

	
	 

	 

	 

	The Item of Monumental Importance

	 

	a Max and the Multiverse short

	 

	 

	 

	A tiny freighter vessel sailed through the big black empty near Alioth, a star in the tail of Ursa Major. Inside the cockpit, a pair of orange-skinned females studied a hologram star map floating above the console. A human teen gazed over their shoulders with a hand on each headrest, trying his best to fake some foresight. Zoey and Perra wore leathery duds suitable for nightclubs and pirate ships. Max, on the other hand, looked as if a cosplayer had wandered onto an actual spaceship by mistake.

	The glowing star map painted their faces with a warm yellow sheen. A red line zigzagged from the Milky Way over to the neighboring Leo Group, a small cluster of dwarf galaxies. The nav computer calculated a time and distance, which it proudly displayed like a toddler with a crayon portrait. 

	Perra cringed. “That’s a long way for a resupply.” 

	“Yeah, but we can get everything we need at Durangoni,” Zoey said. “It would save us multiple trips and the PCDS always has work there.” 

	“True. Plus, it would be funny to watch the Earthman’s head explode.” 

	Zoey chuckled. 

	“What’s that supposed to mean?” Max said. 

	“You’ll see when we get there.” Zoey tossed him a smirk. 

	Perra reached overhead and patted his cheek. “In the meantime, get some rest. We’ve got a lot of travel time ahead of us.” 

	Max replied with a mild scowl, then turned away and moseyed down the cockpit corridor. Zoey and Perra continued to banter, which faded into the background hum of the main engines. Despite the teasing undertones, Max welcomed a chance to reset. He had remained jacked and giddy throughout his first delivery as an official crew member, so a long slumber seemed like a fitting reward. He rounded a corner into the guest cabin, rejoining his cyborg cat and longtime companion. Ross stayed curled in an orange pile of fur atop the bed, but cocked an ear back to acknowledge the intrusion. 

	“So what’s the plan?” Ross said without opening his eyes. 

	“We’re going to—” 

	“Sounds good.” 

	“But I didn’t say anything.” 

	“Sounds even better.” 

	Max started to respond, but sighed instead. He plodded through a pre-snooze routine, then slipped into bed and departed the world. This departure carried a literal interpretation, as Max shifted between parallel universes whenever he fell asleep. A peculiar affliction, sometimes stressful, but one he had grown used to. In fact, he had already forgotten that his current reality had gifted him a bizarre sixth sense. He could taste his own thoughts, but as a young adult with a raging libido, it proved more troublesome than it was worth. 

	 

	*   *   *

	 

	Max awoke the next morning with something stuck in his teeth. An uncomfortably large something, big enough to dry out his mouth during the night. His tongue and lips tried to wash around some saliva, but even that proved difficult. He reached up to examine the object and found a pair of matching objects. A finger slid from a pointy tip down to a meaty gum line. Tusks, two of them, several inches in length and attached to his lower jaw. He groaned with irritation and opened his eyes. 

	The tusks immediately dropped down the ladder of importance as a vibrant landscape unveiled itself. A dense forest of alien plants expanded in all directions. Towering trees with giant red leaves waved overhead. Beams of morning light fell through the canopy. An ocean of purple plants with fuzzy fronds covered a ground of dirt and stone. Black vines meandered as they pleased, ensnaring trunks and dangling from branches. 

	Max glanced down to find a green hand with three fingers resting upon a bed of spongy moss. He recoiled in fright, only to realize that the hand was attached to his own body. He lifted the meaty grabber and examined each side. It was dirty and veiny with rugged nails and thick calluses. A bewildered gaze walked up a muscular arm to a full set of leathery garb with heavy stitching and tribal markings. Numerous lanyards hung from his neck, each laden with mottled beads. 

	Musky aromas teased his nostrils, everything from rotting logs to a distinct lack of personal hygiene. The forest was thick with humidity and sweltering to boot, much like a Florida summer, only less off-putting. An array of eerie sounds needled his ears. Buzzing hums, clattering whops, metallic drips, a veritable cornucopia of interesting yet unfamiliar melodies. 

	Save for one. 

	The crackle of nearby embers caught his attention. He turned to find a thin column of smoke rising from a depleted fire pit. The charred carcass of a small six-legged creature dangled over it, the obvious remnants of last night’s supper. Two creatures stirred beneath thin coverings behind the pit, very much alive. He tensed with a rush of trepidation, but then the bushes rustled beside him, sending a chill down his spine. His head slowly turned to find the massive snout of a scaly beast mere inches away from his face. Max screamed and scrambled backwards, slicing through the brush and pinning himself against the base of a tree. 

	The two creatures around the fire pit burst into action. Their blankets whipped aside in unison, like the whooshing of capes, which were, in fact, capes. Pieces of armor clanked and clattered as they bounded to their feet. The gleam of a longsword reflected around the camp as the creaks of a drawn bow echoed through the trees. Teeth gnashed as the pair spun around in search of a worthy target to unleash their fury. 

	This confused Max because the presence of a giant orange dragon seemed like a target worthy of focus. Slitted blue eyes the size of grapefruits stared back at him over a horned snout. Gaping nostrils exhaled puffs of heated breath, infecting the air with the pungent stench of smoke and ash. Max snapped his gaze between the warriors and the dragon, wondering when the vicious battle would commence. The dragon, he thought, must have been invisible. Either that or the warriors were deaf, blind, and unspeakably dumb. 

	“Where is it?!” said the sword-wielding warrior. 

	“I see nothing,” said the archer as her gaze raked through the canopy. 

	“Um,” Max said while pointing at the fearsome dragon with the least possible amount of bodily movement. 

	The warrior turned to the dragon. “Rossarath, what say you?” 

	The dragon shrugged. “Ain’t nothing out there. I think Maxillian just had another vision.” 

	Max released a cache of pent-up terror as the realization dawned. He glanced around the group with a cocked jaw and ruffled brow. 

	The warrior sheathed her sword and bounded over to Max. She knelt before him, revealing a familiar face through her studded helm. A pair of sunburst hands gripped his mitt and stroked it in a knowing manner. “Maxillian, what did the Great Spirit Eyeball bestow upon you?” 

	Max tilted his head. “Zoey?” 

	She donned a worried expression and turned to the archer. “He speaks in unpleasant truncations. His mind must be mangled by the corruption.” 

	The archer rushed over and tossed her bow aside. She knelt beside him, gripped his other hand, and also began to stroke it in a knowing manner. The activity proved a tad uncomfortable, forcing Max to tense and recoil. However, another familiar mug presented itself. 

	Max tilted his head to the other side. “Perra?” 

	She frowned and sighed. “Unpleasant indeed. His
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