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“So what're you gonna do on your day
off tomorrow, Toy?” Marshall asked me.

I looked down at him. I look down on
everyone; not because I feel superior to them, even though I am,
but because I'm four feet taller than him, give or take a couple of
inches. “Day off? Who says I have a day off?” Toy's also not my
real name, but I chose it after being released from the service. It
helps ease the tension people feel when they're around me, and it
sure as hell beats having a rank and serial number.

“Come on, Toy,” Marshall said with a
grin. He's one of the few who doesn't feel immensely uncomfortable
with me, and most days I sincerely appreciate that fact. “How can
you forget Themba's Day?”

Themba's Day. Was it really tomorrow?
I was so focused on work that I completely spaced out on the date.
Marshall's confusion was easy to understand, considering I was a
Themba. “I guess it just slipped my mind,” I said, shrugging my
broad shoulders.

“Well, how about you and me get a six
pack of some Saturnyne Ale and toast it up?”

I looked down at Marshall again. He was human, broad
shouldered, with muscles gained from the mines inside Saturn's moon
Titan. He shaved his head once he started losing it up on top. It
was a good look for him, and the twinkle in his eyes when he smiled
made him quite the lady killer. If I had any sexual urges, I
might've seen if he could swing in my direction. Since I don't have
any sexual urges, I never bothered to try. All thanks to my
creators and the government.

“It's the fifteenth anniversary since
the final Nawvlee attack, huh?”

“Yup, so how about I help a national
hero like you celebrate?”

I shook my head. “I shouldn't have
told you I was there at New Pearl Harbor.”

“I would've known anyway. You're
pretty hard to miss, being a ten foot tall Themba
wolverine.”

“Lucky me, being such a rare breed.” I
hoped I was able to keep the bitterness out of my voice, but once I
noticed Marshall's smile deepen into a frown, it was a sure thing I
failed.

“Toy, are you okay?”

I held my breath a moment, and
unbuttoned the straps on my overalls, letting the bib fall down to
my waist. Then I released the sigh which was building up inside me.
“I don't want to talk about it, Marshall,” I said as I leaned my
considerable bulk against the rock wall. Bulk that was engineered
to handle the incredible strength I had. It made my mining job
almost too easy, but after fighting the Nawvlee all of my short
lifespan, anything was too easy.

Anything but opening up and revealing
my true feelings. Marshall wouldn't, couldn't, understand. He
wasn't a Themba. He wasn't created specifically to kill the giant
monsters that appeared almost thirty years ago.

“Okay, Toy. I know better than to pry
when you get that look on your face.”

I blinked. “What look?”

“You scrunch up your muzzle and try
not to bare your fangs, which I appreciate. I know you won't hurt
me, but you can look scary when you want to, you know.”

“I'd never hurt you, Marshall. You
know I can't.”

“Doesn't mean you can't still knock me
senseless or claw me by accident.”

“Do you think I'm that
careless?”

Marshall's hands flew up in front of
him, waving frantically. “No! No, Toy. You're one of those gentle
giants. Well, maybe not giants, compared to those
Nawvlee.”

No one knew where the Nawvlee came
from, only that the first sighting came from South Africa. It stood
about a hundred feet tall and looked like a cross between a gazelle
and a cheetah. It was monstrous, and it ravaged an entire town
before they managed to kill it. Thousands of lives were lost,
followed by thousands more, then millions, when the Nawvlee started
showing up in force all over the planet Earth.

The nations of the world got the
bright idea to create a force of super soldiers from scratch, using
the most bad ass animals in the animal kingdom. They started with
badgers, and then got the idea to create wolverines. Like
me.

I placed a hand on his shoulder,
covering it up from sight. “You're a good friend, Marshall. I don't
deserve you.”

 

Marshall patted my hand, barely
covering my palm with it. “You're a good guy, Toy. Don't be so hard
on yourself.”

If only Marshall knew. If he only knew
how I secretly chafed under being a civilian. Killing the Nawvlee
was my life, and I was damned good at it. Too good, in fact. Just
like the rest of the Themba. When the last Nawvlee was killed, the
governments didn't know what to do with us. We were heroes, those
of us that survived. Sanctioning us wasn't an option. So they
decided to retire us. We could go anywhere we wanted, so long as we
made our semiannual physicals.

Of course, we all knew what these
physicals really were. To prevent us from breeding. We get our
little chemical castrations like clockwork, and if we miss our
appointments the nanotech in our skulls delivers a nice
micro-explosion to our brains. Boom. Instant embolism. Instant
death.

They fear us, and for good
reason.

“I guess you're right, Marshall.” I
gave in like I always do. Because I don't want to upset my only
friend on this moon. If he knew about the nightmares I suffer every
night, he might insist I go see a shrink, and then the shrink might
pry deep into my head, thus finding out even more skeletons in my
closet.

“Of course I'm right. I'll bring over
the ale tomorrow, and we'll chow down on some Earth style pizza.
Sound good?”

“You're not going to take no for an
answer, are you?”

“Nope.”

“I outweigh you by hundreds of
pounds,” I said. “I could probably bench press your entire family
tree. How is it I let you push me around?”

“Because you know being alone
sucks.”

Alone. Of course I'm alone. I'm
surrounded by people who might as well be made of glass. And if I
hurt someone by accident the mental safeguards put me in a world of
crippling migraines. All it takes is me bumping into someone and
BAM, I'm down for the count.

Sometimes one or two of the miners
force me to bump into someone, knowing what it'll do to me, and
there's no way to prove it wasn't anything but an
accident.

I want so badly to show them exactly
how fragile they are. I want to break them like the glass people
they are, but I can't. I won't.

But the temptation is always
there.

I forced a smile. “Okay, Marshall.
Maybe we can watch a movie. You've always wanted to expose me to
your favorites.”

“It's a date, then, pal. See you
tomorrow.”

Maybe one day I'll give into
temptation, to hell with the consequences. Maybe one day I'll show
these fragile glass people what it means to taunt their
superiors.

But then it would mean losing my one
and only friend.

It's just not worth the
price.
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