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A few things need to be said about this novel.

First, for all my long-time fans, this novel is technically not part of the Galactic Fleet Universe. However, if you read all of the Roak books, you may get a nice surprise at the end of the last book. Just saying.

Second, this novel is intended to be nothing but fun, over the top escapism. It’s an homage to the macho action movies and tough guy flicks of the 1980s, not to mention the great video games like Duke Nukem. While not specifically designed as satire, this novel holds its tongue firmly in cheek.

Third, and this is for those who have strict views on how science fiction should be—get over it. This novel has gratuitous violence, sex, foul language, and a lot of bad jokes. It’s fun. Have fun. Don’t overthink it. Just enjoy yourself. Or try, at least. Trying is half the battle, right?

Fourth, if anyone is offended by anything in this novel, then please re-read the previous points above.

Enjoy!

Cheers,

Jake
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“ARE YOU READY TO KILL SOME BUGS?” 

“Yes, Master Chief Sergeant Major!”

“I CAN’T HEAR YOU!”

“YES, MASTER CHIEF SERGEANT MAJOR!”

“DAMN RIGHT!”

Master Chief Sergeant Major Max Rage growled low and nodded at his squad of elite Earth Corp soldiers.

Built like someone had carved the man straight from a hunk of granite, Rage stood over six feet tall with muscles upon his muscles. Genetically engineered to be a superior physical specimen above and beyond normal space-faring humans, Rage’s physique was barely contained within his heavy-grav combat armor. The armor could easily take a direct hit from a sleek missile, but it was bulging at the seams around Rage.

He lifted his dual plasma, laser-guided hot rocket launching, never empty Axis combat rifle and stared hard at his men and women.

“HOW BAD DO YOU WANT THIS?” he roared over the sound of the drop ship’s engines.

“BAD AS HELL, MASTER CHIEF SERGEANT MAJOR!” the soldiers replied.

“AND WHO DO YOU WANT THIS FOR?” Rage bellowed.

“CORPORATION AND PLANET, MASTER CHIEF SERGEANT MAJOR!”

“WHAT CORPORATION?”

“EARTH, MASTER CHIEF SERGEANT MAJOR!”

“WHAT PLANET?”

“EARTH, MASTER CHIEF SERGEANT MAJOR!”

“WE AIN’T GONNA LET THESE BUGS DISRESPECT OUR EARTH, ARE WE?”

“NO FUCKING WAY, MASTER CHIEF SERGEANT MAJOR!”

“WE AIN’T GONNA LET THESE BUGS USE OUR DIVE BARS, ARE WE?”

“NO FUCKING WAY, MASTER CHIEF SERGEANT MAJOR!”

“GODDAMN RIGHT! LOCK AND LOAD, PEOPLE! FIFTEEN SECONDS TO IMPACT!”

“OORAH!”

“GODDAMN RIGHT! OORAH!”

The soldiers were armed to the teeth. Some even had sharpened their teeth in case their dual plasma, laser-guided hot rocket launching, never empty Axis combat rifles malfunctioned or were stripped from their gloved hands. There was something appealing about going hand to hand with alien scum knowing you could rip their crunchy throats out with your teeth.

The soldiers jumped to their feet, checked the levels on their rifles, then turned as one and faced the drop ship’s quickly opening rear ramp. Ten seconds later, the ship hit the ground hard and the ramp fell even harder.

Out the ramp the soldiers raced, rifles barking plasma at the swarming alien creatures that had come to the battlefield to kill them some Earthlings. Rage was in the lead of his people and he had no intention of falling to a bunch of eight-legged, six-armed, twelve-foot-tall roaches. Not on his goddamn watch!

Rage’s rifle fired continuously as he charged the aliens, plasma tearing through their chitinous armor. The abominations screeched as they fell, ochre-colored blood and guts spewing out onto the soft, black dirt of the aliens’ nest planet.

“You want this? You do? Yeah, you get it! You get it all, you sons of bitches!” Rage roared as he decimated the front ranks of the roach army. Alien after alien fell as Rage charged them, a grin plastered across his face.

Then the grin began to fade as the aliens slowed their attack and split off into four different groups. It wasn’t the fact they were trying to flank Rage’s team that bothered him. It was that the roaches were making room for something much, much bigger than even the largest of them.

Thirty feet tall, at least, the new creatures raced toward Rage and his team.

“Hot rockets! NOW!” Rage ordered as he skidded to a stop and took a knee, flipping his rifle around and up to his shoulder as the weapon transformed into a launcher.

The rest of his team copied his move perfectly and they took aim at the dozen massive bugs that were coming for them. Rage fired and his team followed, sending rocket after rocket up at the giant bugs.

The projectiles exploded against the huge bugs’ armor.

Not one of the creatures slowed or fell. 

“What the fuck...?” Rage grunted as he prepped a second rocket and fired without missing a beat.

Same results. Nothing.

Then the smaller bugs pressed in on the team from all sides.

“BACK TO BACK!” Rage yelled as he got to his feet and flipped his rifle back around to rip some roaches open with more plasma.

Three ranks deep, the bugs fell. But the massive ones were still coming.

Rage counted maybe ten seconds until the huge things were on top of him and his team.

“Command! This is Rage! We have unknown bogies coming at us! Request air support now!” Rage yelled over the comms. “Contact in three seconds! Assistance needed now!”

“Negative, Master Chief Sergeant Major Rage,” a calm voice replied over the comms. “Your team is only authorized for ground combat. Air support was not budgeted for.”

“Take it out of my pay, goddamn it!” Rage screamed. “We’re about to get torn to shreds!”

The smaller bugs fell over and over as Rage’s team kept their barrage of plasma blasts going full throttle. Then the aliens stopped coming and quickly retreated. The giants had reached Rage’s team and nothing wanted to be in those behemoths’ way.

“Negative, Master Chief Sergeant Major Rage,” the calm voice stated. “Air support must be requisitioned three business days prior to launch of an operation. You did not provide the proper forms for air support to be authorized.”

“Field override!” Rage shouted as he looked up at Hell on legs. Three dozen hexagonal eyes stared back at him.

“Field override pre-denied,” the voice replied. “Command has determined the benefit does not warrant the cost. Your team is on its own, Master Chief Sergeant Major Rage. Good luck, and remember that we are all equal in Earth Corp’s eyes. Oh, and don’t forget, Thursdays are half price draft beers in the commissary.”

The comms went silent as the giant roach that loomed over Rage reached down with one of its many claws and plucked him up off the ground as if he was a twig.

“Motherfucker!” Rage roared as the thing’s quadruple mandibles opened wide to chomp him in half.

Rage felt ribs crack despite the strength of his combat armor. He screamed in pain and anger as the giant roach’s mouth grew closer and closer.

“NO ONE TAKES RAGE ALIVE!” Rage bellowed as he set his rifle to overload and chucked it down the massive bug’s gullet. 

The thing’s mandibles clicked shut. It swallowed hard, coughed a little, then shook its head over and over. Deep inside the creature, there was a massive explosion and ochre-colored blood began to trickle from out its mouth and eighteen nostrils. Then it burped smoke, let go of Rage, and toppled over into one of the other giant roaches, who quickly shoved it away so it could keep eating two soldiers at once.

Rage hit the ground hard and pressed his finger to his ear.

“OVERLOAD YOUR RIFLES!” he ordered as he got to his feet, his ribs already healing, and looked about for a stray rifle he could jigger and use.

That’s when he saw the horror and carnage the battlefield had become. He ignored the dozens and dozens of shredded and mutilated roaches. He only had eyes for his fallen, or still falling, team. Bodies were everywhere. Limbs, heads, torsos were strewn across the ground like so much flesh confetti. Those still alive were twenty feet up in the air, being chomped to bits by the giant roaches.

Blood fell like sticky rain. Skin and bits of armor came down like nightmare hail. Rage shook with a fury he’d never experienced before. Mainly because he’d never come close to defeat in his spotless career as one of Earth Corp’s best and brightest killing machines. 

Rage waded through the offal of his dead comrades and picked up every rifle he could get his hands on. Loaded down with more weaponry than one man could think to wield, Rage spread his stance, placed his hands on his hips, and shouted, “WHO’S FIRST, ASSHOLES?”

Most of the giant creatures stopped in mid-chew, giving each other side glances that ranged from confusion to amusement to annoyance.

“YOU!” Rage roared, pointing at the closest giant roach. 

The thing glanced over its huge shoulder then looked down at the human.

“YEAH! YOU!” Rage continued. “COME AND GET ME!”

The huge creature looked to its fellow giant roaches. A few shrugged while the rest went back to chewing up and swallowing what was left of Rage’s team.

“WHAT’S WRONG? YOU SOME CHICKENSHIT? THAT IT?” Rage shouted. “JUST LIKE A BUG TO BE A CHICKEN!”

The massive alien finished swallowing the man it’d been eating, rolled its dozens of eyes, and reached down to pluck Rage from the ground. Rage let himself be lifted up until he was mandible level. Then he overloaded a rifle and threw it inside the open maw of the giant roach.

“TASTE THE RAGE, FUCKER!”

The alien grumbled some protest or other then began to choke and cough.

Before Rage could be dropped, he wriggled free from the alien’s grip and jumped to the shoulder of the closest giant roach.

“BETTER LISTEN UP, BITCH!” Rage shouted as he overloaded another file and jammed it deep inside the roach’s earhole.

Then he leapt from that roach and onto the back of another. An overloaded rifle went between the cracks in the thing’s spinal ridges. Rage didn’t wait for results, he continued leaping and jumping from giant roach to giant roach until he was out of rifles to overload and massive bugs to kill.

Then, with one final leap, Rage tumbled through the air and landed in the black dirt with a heavy thud and a determined sneer.

“The bigger they are...” he muttered to himself as he stood up and turned to face his handiwork.

Giant roach after giant roach fell as the rifles blew their guts out, tore open their spines, and obliterated their bug heads. 

Rage never blinked once as he was coated in ochre blood and steaming hot bug guts. Eyes wide open, he watched the death and destruction unfold. Then he quickly backpedaled as the giant roaches fell to the ground. Rage stood there, covered in alien intestines and blood, and shouted, “NO ONE SURVIVES RAGE!”

His words echoed across the bloody battlefield. The air was thick with death and humid from an oncoming thunderstorm. Rage wiped at his face, flicking goo from his gloves, as he surveyed his work.

Then the dirt below his boots shook and Rage frowned. He’d assumed what he was staring at across the horizon was a thunderstorm. It wasn’t.

“Well, shit me sideways and call me Martha,” Rage said as he watched three roaches the size of skyscrapers trundle across the landscape toward him. “Rage knows when to call it a day.”

Without another word, Rage turned and sprinted back to the drop ship. He raced up the ramp, hit the big red button that closed the ramp, and didn’t pause as he sprinted through the troop hold and into the main cockpit.

A bored-looking pilot and equally bored-looking co-pilot sat in their seats. They glanced at Rage.

“Didn’t go as planned,” the pilot said. “Bummer for you.”

He held up a yellow piece of paper. Rage took it, read it, waded it up, and threw it back in the pilot’s face.

“Get us out of here,” Rage ordered.

“You read the gram, man,” the pilot said. “You’ve been fired for gross incompetence. I can’t fly you—”

The pilot’s head exploded as Rage slammed his fists on either side of the man’s skull. Blood and brain splattered across the control console, the windshield, and the co-pilot.

“You got something to say, punk?” Rage snarled at the co-pilot.

“Uh, no,” the co-pilot said. “Strap in.”

Without waiting for Rage to even sit down, the co-pilot engaged full thrusters and lifted the drop ship into the air faster than the machine was meant to ever take off.

Rage stumbled to the side, regained his balance, then yanked the pilot’s corpse onto the floor, taking the dead man’s seat as his own.

“They’ll, uh, they’ll court-martial you for this,” the co-pilot said.

“I’d fucking like to see them try,” Rage sneered as he took every thought and feeling about his dead team and locked it deep inside his psyche. He’d get around to unpacking the catastrophe, but not today.

No, today he had some corporate assholes to murder.
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“Rage! My brother!” a purple stickman shouted as he cut to the front of the line, three of his five arms pointed at Rage as if they were long lost pals. “Long time, no see, man! Who’s playing tonight?”

“Back of the line, Grup,” Rage snapped, crossing his massive arms over his massive chest, nearly tearing his black T-shirt’s sleeves as he flexed his enhanced biceps. “No cutting.”

Grup was a Clickelack, a race of stick-like aliens from halfway across the galaxy. They found Earth back in 2353 and took such a liking that they systematically moved half their species to the planet within a century, making Clickelacks close to humans in population.

“Ah, come on, Rage,” Grup said, tapping two of his three feet in irritation. “I did ya that solid last week when I got ya those burritos at 3am, remember? You got a burrito debt, Rage. No one lasts long with a burrito debt hanging over their head.”

“That so?” Rage asked, one eyebrow slowly rising. “How about you suck my burrito and we’ll call it even?”

Grup blinked a few times. “I don’t know what that means.”

“It means get the hell out of here,” Rage said. “Next!”

The line of humans and aliens stretched down the block, everyone waiting their turn to get into the hottest dive bar in Greenville, South Carolina. 

Greenville, South Carolina.

After the Great Flattening of 2271, when an alien race that no one could describe suddenly laid waste to every major city on Earth then just as suddenly left without even saying why they came or sorry for the mess, the smaller bergs grew in importance and influence.

Suddenly on the intergalactic radar, Earth was swarmed by curious alien races. Only a couple of races were antagonistic, but the other aliens kept the troublemakers in check. For one reason: Earth had a knack for creating dive bars that both attracted and repulsed their customers. Apparently, dive bars were a uniquely Earth phenomenon. And the aliens loved them!

Now it was 2501, and Greenville had become the Mecca for those humans and aliens that wanted watered-down well drinks, flat beer made from questionable ingredients (urine, mostly urine), and bowls of peanuts from last century (still in their shells). And of the many dive bars that littered the cityscape, Crater Ray’s Hot Spot and Bar Place was the sanitarily challenged hole in the wall that topped them all.

“Rage. Brother. Give a guy a—”

Rage lifted Grup up by one of his five arms, whirled him over his head, then flung the skinny alien into the air and across the fifteen lanes of Highway 25. Grup screeched the entire flight as he tumbled stick legs over stick arms through the air, barely avoiding being obliterated by the hover car traffic that sped by. The line of patrons watched in amusement as the alien became a small dot then disappeared behind a billboard on top of Joan’s Carpet Haven and Taxidermy Spa. 

“Bastard!” a far-off, tiny voice called.

“I said next!” Rage shouted at the distracted line.

Humans and aliens snapped to and the line began to move slowly again, Rage taking little pleasure in scanning IDs and debiting cover charges from the patrons’ chip implants. He was looking forward, although he would never admit it, to the night’s headliner—Los Tabeleros, a klezmer punk band out of Toledo, Ohio. They were a Greenville favorite when they came through town and Rage had them on his workout playlist. They were perfect for left leg day.

Then Rage’s hopes of seeing the band were dashed as he spotted the unmarked hover car floating a block down the street, its blue mag lifters glowing bright under the chassis. Local PD, Corporate Feds, or private security, Rage couldn’t tell, but he knew they weren’t there for the show and just waiting until the line got shorter.

“Snoopers,” Rage said over comms. “One block east. Anyone have eyes on them?”

“Anyone have eyes on them? Rage, dude, you’re not an officer anymore!” a young man’s voice replied with an obvious sneer coating every syllable of his response.

“I was never an officer,” Rage responded. “I was a master chief sergeant major. No one called me sir and I worked for a living, moron.”

“Don’t talk to me that way, Rage!” the voice snapped. “My mom owns this place and I can have you—!”

“Shut up, Junior,” a woman’s voice interrupted. “Rage? You worried?”

“Not worried, but wary,” Rage said. “Maybe they’re looking for someone in particular. Maybe they’re just casing the place after that brawl last week.”

“A brawl you started, Rage!” Junior said.

“Junior!” the woman shouted. “Get off the fucking comms now!”

“Ah, Mom, come on,” Junior replied. “You know I want to be—”

“OFF! NOW!”

“Fine...”

A long sigh then, “Tell me what you’re thinking, Rage.”

“I’ll keep an eye on them,” Rage said. “If they move, I’ll let you know.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

“Oh, and Mascholine?”

“Yeah, Rage?”

“Put someone on the alley doors,” Rage said. “Just in case this is the decoy and they’re coming in from the back.”

There was a long pause. Rage continued scanning and letting patrons into the bar. He waited, knowing Mascholine’s process.

“I stuck the bot there,” Mascholine said after a couple of minutes. “Can you dial into its feed?”

“On it,” Rage replied.

He held up a hand, palm out, and the line of patrons stopped in their tracks. A couple of guys a few spots back began to complain, but Rage gave them the stink eye and they shut up fast. 

Pressing his index finger to a spot next to his left eye, Rage activated the vid feed in his implant. When he closed his left eye, he immediately brought up a visual of what the security bot in the alley was seeing. Dumpsters, a couple of homeless aliens peeing against said dumpsters, a couple more aliens waiting to lap up the pee when the others were done because some aliens are just gross.

“We’re clear for now,” Rage said as he opened his left eye and normal vision was restored. “I’ll check every thirty seconds, but be sure and set the bot to force a feed to me if things get weird.”

“You are my best investment, Rage,” Mascholine replied. “You free after the show tonight?”

Rage grinned and several of the waiting patrons shrunk back, more than a little terrified at how it made his face look.

“I could be convinced to socialize,” Rage said to Mascholine.

“That’s what I like to hear,” Mascholine said. “Watch the pigs and keep me posted.”

“You know I will,” Rage said then waved for the line to start moving again.
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The line dwindled to nothing as the show began to start up inside the bar. Rage checked the vid feed from the security bot, but still no cops heading for the alley entrance. More aliens had arrived to enjoy the piss buffet by the dumpsters, but they were regular scum that Rage knew by sight and certainly not cops.

That left the unmarked hover car down the block.

“Send the bot to the door,” Rage said into the comms.

“You know what, Rage?” Junior replied. “I am not liking your attitude tonight. You need to speak to me with respect and—!”

“Someone, anyone, send the bot to the door,” Rage snapped. “Before I walk inside and stretch Junior’s sphincter up over his head.”

“Jesus, Rage...” Junior gulped. “I’ll send the bot.”

“Damn right you will,” Rage snarled and killed the comms.

When the barely held together bot arrived, its three wheels squeaking so loud that half the rats in the neighborhood peeked their heads out of the sewer grate to see if one of their species was dying, Rage patted the rusty machine on the shoulder.

“Scan and charge any stragglers,” Rage said to the bot. It beeped. He had no idea what the beep meant and his comms translator didn’t seem to care. Rage didn’t really care, either. “Only room for fifteen more patrons, so shut things down when you hit that number. Mascholine can’t afford to bribe the fire marshal any more than she has.”

The bot beeped a second time then tried to straighten up to its full height, but a servo fritzed out and it froze halfway, a couple of sparks emitting from its midsection.

“You alright?” Rage asked. The bot beeped. “Okay...”

Rage moved away from Crater Ray’s. He walked straight at the hover car, cracking his massive knuckles as he closed on the vehicle. The sound of his joints popping was like gunshots and Rage smiled.

The blue light under the hover car intensified and the vehicle pulled away from the curb before Rage could get close enough to look for identifying tags or marks. It spun about and raced away, cutting across five lanes of Highway 25, nearly causing a hover pileup. Horns blew, voices were raised, middle fingers, or what passed for middle fingers depending on the race, were extended, then the kerfuffle was over and Rage was left standing on the sidewalk with no one and nothing to punch.

“Snoopers took off,” Rage reported over the comms.

“Then you can get back to your spot at the door,” Junior replied.

“Junior, shut up,” Mascholine snapped. “We’ll leave the bot there. Rage? Head on in. Gonna need your muscles with the crowd. Got some Terbelians out for a bachelor party and they’re leaving slime trails in front of the stage. Need you to deal with them ASAP.”

“Copy that,” Rage said, almost back to the bar’s front entrance.

Before he reached the bar, the hair on the back of his neck stood upright and Rage froze. He cocked his head, letting his enhanced hearing scan his surroundings for the threat. Nothing out of the ordinary, but that didn’t mean much.

Rage took two steps toward the bar then was suddenly knocked off his feet and sent falling into the highway. Luckily, all of the vehicles were at least six feet off the ground, so he didn’t get run over. But the constant power wash from the vehicles’ mag lifters forced him flat against the asphalt. Unable to get up and defend himself, Rage was grabbed by the ankles and flung sideways, his body colliding with the ancient brick wall of the magic and novelty supply shop that sat next to Crater Ray’s.

The wall crumbled under Rage’s impact and he found himself inside the shop, covered in rubber chickens and squirting flowers.

“That was a mistake,” Rage said to no one in particular as he forced himself up onto his feet. He saw the shape a split second before it slammed into his chest. But that split second was all Rage needed.

Feet planted, Rage flexed all of his muscles at once. The shape hit him full force, but that force was stopped cold. It fell to the floor, and Rage reached down and plucked it out of a mangled display for marked playing cards and piles of fake alien poop.

A Charbeshun.

Charbeshuns were an alien shadow race. Made of sentient smoke, they could become dense as iron when they needed to, making them very dangerous opponents. The confusing part to Rage was that they weren’t usually a violent race. Unless threatened, then they’d fight to the death without a second thought. Rage had no recollection of threatening any Charbeshuns lately.

“What’s your deal?” Rage asked the wriggling hunk of smoke. He searched for the thing’s face so he could look it in the eyes, but could find neither face nor eyes. So he shook it. Hard. “Why’d you attack me? What’d I do to you?”

The alien hissed a response and Rage waited for the translation to echo in his comms.

“What you will do!”

Rage considered that phrase and the angry tone with which it was spat at him.

“Nope,” Rage said. “Not getting it.”

“You will do bad thing! You will kill her!” the Charbeshun screeched. 

Before Rage could ask any more questions, a bright red flash from across the highway caught his attention. He knew that flash.

Rage let go of the Charbeshun and threw himself to the floor as the red flash raced across the fifteen lanes of Highway 25 and slammed into the Charbeshun. The smoky alien screamed so loud that Rage’s comm piece shut off to protect his eardrum from being destroyed. Then the screaming stopped and the Charbeshun exploded into a million strands of gray thread, coating Rage all over.

“Damnit,” Rage snarled as he fruitlessly tried to wipe the remains of the alien off his body. All he managed to do was smear it everywhere and get the sticky strands stuck between his fingers. “Damnit!”

Rage stayed put for several minutes as he waited for a second attack.

“Rage? Where are you?” Junior called over the comms. “We need you inside! Now!”

“Had a situation,” Rage replied. He slowly got to his feet, eyes locked on the demolished wall of the novelty shop and the highway beyond. No sign of an attacker or of any imminent danger. “On my way.”

“You better be! Now we have some frat boys that could use a lesson in manners!” Junior said.

“You could use a lesson in manners, you little shit,” Rage grumbled.

“What was that?” Junior snapped.

“You heard me,” Rage said. “I’m on my way. Chill the hell out, kid.”

“I’m not a kid!” Junior protested.

Rage ignored the comment and tried once more to wipe the Charbeshun from his clothes. Just more smearing occurred.

By the time Rage made it inside Crater Ray’s, the frat boys had started a full-on brawl. The band was in full swing up on the stage and seemed to enjoy the violent chaos. Mascholine, glaring from behind the bar, her bright yellow skin and blazing red hair hard to miss. Same with the sawed-off shotgun in one hand and the sawed-off baseball bat in the other. The scowl on her face told Rage she was not enjoying the chaos at all. The two weapons said she might start enjoying things if they got any worse.

Mascholine’s eyes locked onto Rage’s as he stepped into the main area of the bar.

“I’m on it,” Rage said, grabbing the closest idiot.

The idiot turned out to be a fat little human with bad acne and dilated pupils the size of Rage’s fists. Rage popped the kid between the eyes and he fell limp onto the bar’s sticky, damp floor.

“They’re hopped up on something,” Rage said as he grabbed another fighting patron. Same dilated pupils. “Best to just gas the place.”

“I’m not shutting down the show to gas the place, Rage,” Mascholine said. “Do your job and stop this.”

“Fine,” Rage replied with an irritated sigh.

“What do you have all over you?” Junior asked.

Rage looked about the bar and saw the punk hiding from the melee in his usual booth in the far corner of the bar, his bright yellow forehead and green hair just visible above the table’s surface.

“Charbeshun,” Rage said. “It’s a story for later.”

“I want to know now,” Junior said.

“JUNIOR!” Mascholine roared. “Let the man do his job! Rage? Do your goddamn job!”

“On it,” Rage said then dove full on into the brawl.

Rage managed to knock five people out cold before the first punch was thrown his way. He caught the offending fist, squeezed hard, then smirked as the owner of the now broken fist screamed like one of the squeaky toys from the novelty shop next door.

A Snorpa, one of the hairiest of the alien races that had taken up on Earth, slashed at Rage with its razor-sharp claws. The claws were only the size of a small cat’s, even though the Snorpa was almost seven feet tall, but they were deadly if they nicked the right artery. Rage made sure the claws got nowhere near any of his arteries as he sidestepped a wild slash, grabbed the Snorpa’s arm, and snapped it at the elbow. The alien roared in pain and fell, allowing Rage to send a well-timed knee to the Snorpa’s jaw. Its head rocked back and it was unconscious before its skull found floor.

A tentacle wrapped about Rage’s neck and he slid his hand under it, yanked hard, then twisted until the tentacle popped, sending bright blue blood spraying over the crowd. Several patrons whooped at the spray, thinking it was part of the stage show. Or they were jerks and just didn’t care that an alien lost a tentacle.

Rage didn’t really care either, and he flung the being across the bar where it splatted against the wall then collapsed into a puddle of floppy skin and oozing blue blood. Rage barely gave the alien a second look, but he did wonder what race it was. Not a species he knew at all.

A fist slammed into Rage’s left cheek, making his skin ripple. But that was all. Just a ripple. Rage slowly pivoted his head and stared at the attacker. A slight woman with wide-set purple eyes, six arms, and one single leg. She shook her quickly swelling fist then blinked up at Rage. He slammed his fist down on top of her skull and she crumpled.

Three frat boys, classic human dicks, rushed Rage and he let them. They jumped on him, but Rage barely felt the weight. He tore one loose and flung him in Junior’s direction. He tore the second one loose and flung him toward the front door. Then he tore the third one loose and held him high in the air for all to see.

“You want to know what privilege really is, you snot-nosed, punk-ass bitch?” Rage roared as he shook the wriggling frat boy. “How about the privilege of my fist destroying your face!”

Instead of bringing his fist to meet the frat boy’s face, he brought the frat boy’s face to meet his fist. Same result. A sickening crunch of bone and a crying, cowering frat boy sent falling to the floor.

Rage faced the rest of the crowd and roared, “KNOCK IT OFF!”

Half the brawling crowd stopped in their tracks. They stared at Rage. They stared at the frat boy crying on the floor. Then they went back to fighting.

“THAT’S IT!” Rage shouted. He picked up the closest patron and threw the flailing alien into the crowd, knocking down a couple dozen humans and aliens like bowling pins.

Rage rushed the remaining patrons and began tossing bodies left and right like he was a train plowing through a herd of cattle. A few of the patrons even mooed as they went sprawling. Those that were able to dodge Rage’s attack began their own counterattack. Fists flew. Feet kicked. Elbows were thrown and knees were lifted. Teeth bared, claws extended, tentacles whipped. 

Rage took it all in stride, never giving ground as he endured the onslaught of hands, feet, limbs that came at him. Someone got in a good shot to the base of Rage’s skull and he winced as pain radiated up through his head.

“That fucking hurt,” Rage said. He spun about and received a kick to the face for his effort. “That didn’t.”

The attacker gulped hard and tried to flee, but Rage grabbed her by the back of the neck and flung her straight at the frat boy by the front door, who had just started to get back up. Rage ignored their cries for help as limbs became tangled like a flesh pretzel.

“Done. So fucking done,” Rage muttered as he systematically moved from one patron to the next, sending all into unconscious oblivion.

It took close to ten minutes, but by the end, Rage had ninety percent of the crowd begging for him to stop. The entire time, the band kept playing. The show must go on.

“We good?” Rage asked over the comms.

“We good,” Mascholine replied. “Junior? You and the bot clean up the ones that can’t walk out on their own. I’ll deal with the cops that are about to be here.”

“Me? Why can’t Rage clean up?” Junior complained over the comms, still hiding in his booth. “He made the mess!”

“JUNIOR!” Mascholine shouted.

“Fine...”

“Rage? Make yourself scarce,” Mascholine said. “No need for your mug to be in front of the cops. And go clean up. That Charbeshun gunk is beginning to dissolve and it’s putting holes in your clothes.”

Rage looked down and saw that she was right. The gunk was eating away at his T-shirt.

“Shit. This was my favorite black T-shirt,” Rage said.

“You have like ten,” Mascholine said.

“Yeah, but this was my favorite.”

“Go get cleaned up.”

Rage started to walk away, but was grabbed around the waist by one last hold-out. The hold-out lost that struggle fast. It also lost half its scalp as Rage grabbed it by its spiky hair and tossed the punk across the bar.

“Hey!” Junior yelled. “That thing almost hit me!”

“Almost?” Rage replied as he walked toward a set of stairs by the side of the bar. “My aim must have been off.”
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Rage had just stepped out of the shower when Mascholine stepped into the small bathroom. There was barely enough room for both of them, forcing Mascholine to press up against Rage’s naked skin.

“I’m wet,” Rage said.

“Me too,” Mascholine replied with a grin.

She pressed against him harder then reached past to grab a towel off the wall rack. Mascholine handed the towel to Rage and laughed softly as he tried to dry off with her still in the bathroom.

“Think this is funny?” Rage asked as he failed at maneuvering his bulk around her to get dry.

“I do,” Mascholine said.

“I give up,” Rage said and tossed the towel to the floor.

Then he grabbed her up in his arms and their mouths met. Rage carried her from the bathroom and into the one-bedroom apartment he rented from her above the bar. With barely any effort, he threw her off him and onto the bed that sat in the center of the room.

Mascholine was already yanking her clothes off by the time she landed on the bed. Her bright yellow skin glowed in the semi-darkness of the apartment. She had shirt off, bra off, and pants almost off when Rage lowered himself on top of her.

“The pay is shit, but the benefits are nice,” Rage said as he helped Mascholine with her pants, completing the task of getting her naked.

Mascholine grabbed the back of his neck and yanked his mouth back to hers. They kissed hard and long then Rage moved his mouth down her body. He kissed her throat, her neck, her breasts, her belly, then got to the good stuff. Mascholine gasped then cried out with an exuberant, “Yes!” as Rage went to work between her legs.

Her yellow skin grew brighter and brighter until her back arched and she screamed with pleasure. Her fingernails dug long, bloody furrows in Rage’s shoulders. The gouges began to heal almost as soon as she had made them.

“My god, you’re good at that,” Mascholine gasped as she grabbed Rage by the side of his head and pulled him away from her.

He moved back up her body, reversing the motions from before. His massive arms came to rest on either side of her hips. Rage’s eyes took in the glowing of Mascholine’s skin.

“I’ll never stop loving that,” he said.

Mascholine pushed both hands against his chest.

“Whoa there, stud,” she said. “No L word, you hear?”

“I love how your skin glows,” he said. “I don’t love you. You suck.”

“Good idea,” Mascholine said and shoved Rage over onto his back.

Her turn to slide down his body, kissing as much of his chiseled form as she could before she got to his good stuff. Rage closed his eyes and enjoyed the moment of pleasure.

For about two seconds...

“Hey, Mom?” Junior called over the comms.

“What the actual fuck?” Rage snapped. “How’d he get past the comms block?”

Mascholine sat up and sighed. “What, Junior?”

“There are three police officers here that want to talk with Rage,” Junior said. “I told them to go away, but one hit me in the face.”

“At least that happened,” Rage said as he swung his legs off the bed and grabbed for his jeans.

“What are their names?” Mascholine asked as she hopped off the bed and started getting dressed. She smacked Rage on his ass then leaned in for a quick kiss. “We’ll get back to this later.”

“It’s four in the morning,” Rage said, pulling on his T-shirt.

“You got somewhere to be later other than at the front door when the sun goes down?” Mascholine asked, turning in a lazy, confused circle. “Where is my damn bra?”

“Leave it off,” Rage said. “Let the pigs gawk at your nips.”

“Good plan,” she said then nodded at the door. “I’ll go first and do the talking. You hang back. Stay quiet unless you get a signal from me. Who knows what these porkers want.”

“You’re the boss,” Rage said. He opened his bedside table and grabbed a triple-barreled heavy pistol. Mascholine frowned and shook her head. “Come on. What if they draw down on us?”

“They’d have brought shock troops if they wanted to kill you,” Mascholine said.

Rage put the huge pistol back in the drawer. “Fine.”

He growled low as he left his small apartment, following close behind Mascholine. They wound their way down the stairs to the main floor. Standing by the bar were three human cops, each wearing the tackiest suits that Rage had ever seen. Junior was hiding in his corner booth again, his eyes barely visible above the table’s surface. Mascholine pointed at him and he scrambled out from the booth and scurried to the backroom. 

“Gentlemen,” Mascholine said once her son was gone. “There a reason you’re here at the ass crack of dawn? We don’t serve breakfast even though it smells like bacon in here now.”

“Cute, Mascholine,” one of the men said.

He was tall, fat, and had a head like a sideways watermelon with ears stuck on it. His suit was bright pink with blue piping. The man made a point of sweeping his suit jacket back so everyone could see his badge and his gun.

“Get to it, Detective Labous,” Mascholine snapped as she sat down on a stool at the far end of the bar. The three cops started to walk toward her, but she held her hand up. “That’s close enough. You’ll want to keep our distance. My security bot gets twitchy in the early hours.”

There was a mechanical clang and snort from the far corner of the room. Then the distinctive sound of mechanical snoring.

“Yeah. I’m worried,” Detective Labous said.

“You gonna introduce us to your friends?” Mascholine asked, reaching over the bar to grab a bottle
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