Part 1. The BEGINNING:

The Earth Defence Force’s Command Center was in frenzy. 

“We lost contact with all our lunar bases!” reported a frightened officer to the Commander. 

“We should do something!” growled the Commander, chewing on his cigar. “Lets send all available 

Battleships with space marines onboard from Mars orbit up to the Moon.”

“But Sir, maybe it is just a comm’s problem? Maybe it would be wiser to just send a technical team?”

“No freaking way!” The Commander exploded, jabbing the lit end of his cigar towards the officer, 

“I want to send all the forces we can muster!”

“But sir,” the officer tried to interrupt, “without backup, our forces on Mars are doomed!”

The Commander’s face slowly turned the same color as the end of his cigar. The muscles in his neck 

bunched up like fists till his shoulders rested just below his ears. He slowly turned to his now ashen-faced officer. 

“Do NOT, under ANY circumstances, EVER use THAT word again!!!” said the General.

The officer could only nod in reply, his throat tight with fear.

“Do I keep you around here to think?” the Commander screamed. 

The officer could only shake his head from side to side.

“Then follow your orders!” 

        .............................................................................................................................................................

Duke Nukem was relaxing in his boost-couch onboard of his inter-system shuttle, his head filled with 

images of the private party he had been invited to on one of the asteroids of Saturn's belt. They had 

just left Earth orbit and The Moon was a huge pockmarked globe outside his window. 

“Hmmm, I can finally kick back with no freaking aliens…”

The missile-attack klaxon suddenly cut through his thoughts.

“Again!?” Duke’s face was a mask of thunder. “Every freaking time when I'm going to have a freaking 

rest some damn stupid thing like this happens!” he said. “That’s the fu…”

A deep rumbling vibration shook the ship. Duke was pressed hard back into his couch as the shuttle’s 

main engines kicked into life. In the viewport, The Moon’s harsh face grew as the ship descended.

Part 2. THE END:

The troop transports of the Earth Defence fleet landed right outside the main entrance to the Moon Base. The Automated Troop carriers deposited their cargo of 

Space Marines, in precise formation, onto the dusty lunar plain in a matter of seconds. Troops overloaded with best modern weapons adjusted their stance, their 

metallic space armor providing a dazzling display in the harsh solar glare. 

Ethan Gerald, Corporal First class, was sweating in his armor, even with the air-conditioning turned way up. He sipped at his water tube, but his lips were still dry. 

He stood at the front of the column of Space Marines. He looked sideways at his corps mates. From their movement and stance he could tell they were nervous too. 

His gaze traveled over the assembled legions of the 183rd Platoon. The base itself was in front of them, A huge slab-like edifice, peppered with geometric windows. 

Directly in front of them were the huge metal cargo doors of the hanger complex. God only knew what awaited them in there. He’d heard the stories of the crews 

who had been sent in to clean up what was left of Los Angeles. He rechecked the charge of his ion cannon for roughly the twentieth time. 

Suddenly a harsh, metallically filtered voice filled his helmet. “Hey dude, why is the flag waving, I thought they said there was no air on The Moon?” 

Ethan sighed. It was that numb-nut Gunnery Sgt Ketzer. He looked to his right. Standing at the head of the next column was figure waving off to the left. 

He was pointing to the base’s flag staff. At the top of the pole, both the American and EDF flags waved mechanically in a non-existent breeze.

“They do that for effect Ketzer. So people sent up here for months don’t turn out like you did.” Said Ethan.

“Ha Ha Mr. Corporal!” mocked Ketzer. “I bet you they screwed up again. I bet there’s plenty of air out here and they just told us that so they didn’t look bad.”

“Open your helmet and prove me wrong Ketzer. Go ahead, make my day!”

Ketzer’s reply was silenced by the sudden vibration under their feet. Ethan looked down to see small dust devils quickly rise up and fall back down around 

his green metallic boots. 

“What the hell was that?” he said. 

The vibration suddenly continued, Nathan was sure he could hear the rumbling conducted through the ground and up through the soles of this boots. 

It didn’t stop this time.

“Ethan, 12.00!” it was Ketzer.

Ethan looked up. Ahead of them. The monolithic steel slabs of the garage complex started to part in the center. For a short time, gouts of flame and steam 

whipped out the gap and were consumed by the vacuum. These stopped as the doors parted further. The dull glow of semi-molten machinery could be seen between the doors. 

The vibration continued to rattle their teeth.

“Somebody had a hell of a party” said Ketzer.

“Aren’t you glad they invited us then?” said Ethan..

Ethan stared into the slowly widening gap. Could it be? It was! There was a figure in a civilian space suite walking towards them! 

The figure bounded across to them in the low lunar gravity. 

Ethan was shocked to see that he carried a rocket launcher jauntily across his shoulder as if it were a hunting rifle. 

“What the…?! Who the heck is that Colonel?!” shouted Ketzer into his microphone. The line shifted nervously as the figure approached them. 

Ethan felt a huge grin splitting his features. He had a good idea who that was. As the suit approached them, he could see a glint from inside the helmet from the figures’ eyes. 

What kind of person wore sunglasses in a space suit? Ethan snapped the mysterious visitor a smart salute. 

The gravelly baritone was loud in all their helmets.. “What the heck are you doing here Marine?” All of the assembled soldiers instantly knew that voice.

“Sir, we heard that there were some aliens who needed an ass-kicking sir!” said Ethan.

“You don’t need to be here soldier” the figure poked him in the chest with one finger. Ethan had to compensate to avoid staggering backwards “I’ll tell you what you need here.” 

the man in the suite pointed back over his shoulder with his heavily insulated thumb. “What you need here soldier, is a clean up crew.” The figure’s belligerent actions were 

tempered by the obvious humor in his deep voice. “I’ll tell you why son. If there is any alien ass-kicking to be done, that is MY job.”

Ethan looked over the man’s shoulder towards the gap in the hanger doors. He could see softly glowing shapes of what looked like the remains of alien war machines. 

“Yes sir, Mr. Nukem” said Ethan. 

Duke raised his voice as if he weren’t using a microphone. Pretty much all of the 183rd Platoon flinched under the volume. “Anyone got a ship I can borrow?”

Ethan punched a code into his wrist pad and within a minute one of the EDF’s interceptors touched down on insect-like legs before them. 

Duke climbed up into the cockpit, not bothering to close the pilots pressure canopy. “Thanks guys. Sorry I didn’t leave you more to do.” Dust blown up from the 

lift-off engines swirled around the ranks of the 183rd as they watched the small ship ascend into the black sky. The harsh sunlight glittered off their visors as they 

craned their necks to keep the lights of the engines in view. 

“I figure if I pull a few G’s I’ve still got time to get to the party.” Said Duke. “And if it’s a good party or alien ass-kicking, I’m never late!”

