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Gerald Stubbs felt the suffocating dread from the hearts of his team, like a thick fog spewing from the hotel’s busted ventilation system. Being their leader, he shared their anxiety—though it was his duty to shoulder the burden of confidence even if it was a farce. In a few hours time the showdown would unfurl with the nefarious Stan Porter and his gang of blubbery miscreants. One building with food lining its shelves remained in the city of West Fallsville. It was steal the rations for themselves or perish in the attempt, because without trying it would be a consequence worse than death.

In the simpler times of the past. Gerald imagined the world ending in numerous ways—each consequent scenario more unbelievable than the last. An asteroid, perhaps a great flood. Even a zombie apocalypse would have been preferable, not to mention less disgusting than the present day nightmare! A quick end to humanity would have been welcome, but the world died kicking and screaming.

Lipomeganious ... the probable last words uttered by the swollen and chapped lips of the billions who succumbed to the frightening weeks of pain and misery the disease wrought. 

What a wonderful idea it was at the time! 

Medicinal nanotechnology designed to help battle anorexia and other eating disorders that caused individuals to stay at dangerous low body weights. The self replicating nano-tech’s intent was to not only augment liposome production, but infiltrate bone and muscle tissue in order to promote a more balanced growth. It worked hand-in-hand with normal metabolic processes to accelerate weight gain at a healthy rate even without eating! Not only was it a valuable tool for treating certain disorders, it was a panacea for world hunger.

However, a common mistake American scientists had repeated throughout history, the technology was not tested with adequate measure pertaining to the long term side effects. Nobody was to know that the cure for starvation would malfunction and precipitate an avalanche of catastrophic side effects for the afflicted—death being the least problematic. By the time the majority of the world had been exposed—intentional or otherwise—it was too late.

Most thought it a joke when reports of adverse reactions flooded the media. Across the globe, many healthy and average weight individuals were becoming obese in a matter of weeks—sometimes less. The CDC and WHO issued warnings about a contagious disease that made people ... well, fat! It sounded absurd! Then hospitals and businesses started closing. Utilities stopped working and communications were obliterated.

Lipomeganious was the illness associated with the tainted nano-tech that learned to hop person to person like a virus. The bot continued to accelerate weight gain as its primary function intended. However, due to corrupted binary computations, the programming zeroed in on the fat cells alone. It was discovered that eating large amounts of food slowed the weight-gain production, but it wasn’t long before food became scarce. The hapless souls unable to scrounge a meal continued to pack the pounds. 

Those unlucky enough to suffer weeks without sustenance failed to die of starvation. Before the internet shut off for good, a group of science goons hypothesized the defective nano-bots broke down other tissues in order to supply the body with the required nutrients to continue living. The actual mechanisms were never proven.

While the general populace flitted about like chubby chickens with their heads chopped off, Gerald had nothing to fear from the virus. He was a slim—compared to post-Lipomeganious standards—three hundred and thirty pounds. As it turned out, the obese had a natural immunity to the nano-tech wrought disease. The one thing that set him at naught in the eyes of others tipped the scale in his favor for once.

He was also paranoid, another nonsensical quirk that made him a shining star in the post-apocalyptic world. He had food, water and other gear stockpiled. He hoarded weapons—be it melee or firearms. When the planet went blubber he became Mr. Popular overnight. He adopted a crew of people to shelter in his bunker to hold up with until help government help arrived.

With life prolonging supplies, and people willing to protect them, the end of the world was a breeze in the beginning.
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