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 He who’s the fattest wins. 

The banner running across the poster of the new triple cheesier was the company slogan fifteen year old Peter Pug really hated. 

He gazed at the banner fluttering in the gentle breeze hung over the entry doors of the glass tower that ran up seventy stories into the white puffy clouds the weather bureau had created for today. 

He paused his hover chair to scratch the roll of fat that hung over the left side of the gravity belt struggling to keep his silver stretch pants above his waist line. The goal was to live up to those important words. He had never felt capable of living up to his mother's expectations never mind the company motto. 

The best burgers and fries made them the second largest fast food company in the galactic franchise wars. Heavenly Sky Burger had somehow never been able to crack the glass ceiling to make it to number one. 

Peter floated inside and took the high speed elevator to the executive office on the seventh floor. He entered his mother's office to find her seat in her hover chair behind her expansive plasti-steel desk engrossed in something on her vid screen inset into the smooth desktop. 

Without looking up she said, “There you are.” Her voice was deep and throaty. 

“Where have you been?” 

“Huh..I’ve been down in food additives supervising some new…” 

“Forget that crap,” she said interrupting with a wave of a bloated hand. 

“Yesss, mother,” he said, his voice trembled as fear ran through his gelatin like frame, which caused him to tremble and jiggle.  She was a scary woman, like most people of absolute power. His father was the only person he’d ever known to stand up in the face of her intimidation, and won. 

“I’ve a very important job for you, and this time you’d better not screw it up.” 

His eyes fixed on the thick pile of the purple and gray carpet that covered the flexi-steel floor of her office. The delicious greasy smells coming from the insta-burger bar against the far wall made his stomach rumble. He hoped she’d let him eat soon. 
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“Com'on, Peter, let’s get something to eat. I’ll fill you in on the details.” Her tone lightened. 

The chair lifted away from the desk then carried her to the food bar by sliding on its four wheeled base. It was the latest automatic model made for the obese woman who had everything. And Trixie Pug, as Chief Operating Officer of HSB, had everything. 

The insta-burger deposited a triple cheese burger with a large side of french fries on a white coated metal platter and slid it to the edge of the counter.  The smell made Peter's mouth water. He swallowed the extra saliva. 

Trixie lifted it from the platter between her well rounded digits. 

Peter strode after her with a plate of the new fried chicken. He really wanted his usual burger, but what he wanted most was to please his mother, and she wanted him to try the new product.  At least it was deep fried.  He stopped his hover chair across the desk from her. 

She grimaced at him as she raised the burger to her ample mouth, tore a large bite off and began to chew loudly with her mouth open. 

“Hummpf,” she mumbled in between chews, “I have a mission for you. It involves your father.” 

He stopped in mid-bite of greasy chicken his mouth gapping at her. His father? Sure he was the best FTL scientist in the galaxy, and probably the most responsible for the continued expansion of the HSB, but he also knew his mother detested him. 

He insisted on being slim and trim when normal people prided themselves on being as fat as humanly possible. Obesity is in and fat is beautiful, baby. Doctor of Engineering, Herman Pug voted the skinniest guy in the class of 3302 (not an honor) was the black sheep amongst the Pugs. 




*** 

Herman Pug studied the three dimensional schematic image of the engine hovering over his desk. 

 Yes, it just might work. 

Trixie’s quest for power and her efforts to become the number one fast food company were dangerous obsessions as far as he was concerned. 
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The love he’d once felt for her vanished with the gathering weight and the accompanying cravings for power that propelled her up the corporate ladder. 

He recalled fondly the times she joined the HSB marketing department as a junior executive. They’d soon gone their separate ways when the love she’d felt for him was replaced with grease. 

These days he put all his energy into his engines. Especially when he wasn’t the one paying the bills. 

Mickelott, the half moon shaped purple from Marzipan Two.  A planet named by some dumb ass pilot from one of the two fast food giants. They were always naming newly discovered planets after some condiment. It made for some down right weird names; Olives, Ketchup and Double-Onions-Raw-or-Fried. 

Halo sat quietly on the edge of the table happily slurping on his bowl of green mush. 

Gary wondered why whoever decided such things hadn’t called the aliens planet green mush. 

“Mickey, do you really have to make all that noise? I’m trying to work.” 

The transparent purple slug’s front end that Herman concluded long ago was his mouth was not his ass. 

“Yeah, well you’re interrupting my meal.” 

The little alien’s words shot through his mind. God how he hated telepathy, but the little guy had grown on him ever since he’d found the alien stowed away on one of the automated marketeer FTL ships. 

Herman had been a receiving clerk at the time and his duties included unloading marketeer retiring from deep space marketing missions.  He had discovered Mickey dehydrated and starving.  He nursed him back health and they'd been best friends ever since. 

The bell on the entrance door to the lab buzzed which interrupted his train of thought. 

“Come,” he said. This single word caused the double doors, visible from his desk, to swoosh as they slid aside. 

There stood his son, Peter in his silver gravity suit, his massive stomach sticking out in front of him. His cheeks seemed puffier than when he’d last seen him a year ago, no doubt he’d gained weight since then. 
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This was unexpected.  Oh, now what?  thought Herman. 

Mickey's gossamer wings appeared from the sides of his body. They spread outward and began to flap, making him appear to be some purple alien bird. He lifted off and began to hover in place near the desk. 

“Hi, Dad,” said Peter. He glanced about his father’s lab, his eyes nervous. 

“I’m rather busy right now.” Herman kept his gaze fixed on the image that rose off the glass surface of his desk. “Holo off.” 

The image vanished and he sat down heavily in the black executive leather chair behind it. 




*** 

Peter saw Mickey move away until he hovered over the large air couch set against one wall. The dim light made it difficult to see him floating there. 

Peter flossed his hover chair purposefully toward the desk. (At least he hoped it appeared purposeful. You could never tell with a hover chair.) Once he stopped he glanced about the room nervously. The odor of his own perspiration filled the room. Perspiration now flowed off his forehead in rivulets. He reached into a breast pocket of his suit to extract a white towel, which he used to wipe off the excess moisture. He hated when mom sent him down here to speak with dad. They really hated each other. It made him nervous. 

“You should lose some weight,’ said his father with a deadpan expression. 

“Yeah…right.” Like  that would ever happen. And if he did he'd be ostracized by everyone. 

His father put his hands in the pockets of his white lab coat and eased back in his chair. “So what do you want?” 

“Who says I want anything? Maybe I just dropped by to see my dear old dad?” 
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