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Chief (and only) Chef Peter Fletcher sat where he always sat on midday (Earth time of course) on his very cold metal table with a crooked leg, making the table ever so wobbly, in the middle of his long metal rectangular prison.

Now Peter had to admit maybe that wasn’t the best way to describe his pride, joy and life’s work that was his restaurant. After all there were rows upon rows of small grey metal tables lining the long rectangular room with fine red carpets from Earth itself (something so few people could afford these days hence why he stole them), and Peter really did like the large crystal chandeliers that hung from the black ceiling every few metres like crystal rain was falling from the ceiling. 

It most certainly wasn’t home or peace or that relaxing to be honest whatsoever, and Peter just focused on the small blue mug of coffee that was slowly materialising in front of him. He seriously had to get the food replicators fixed but after he had tried to create a brand-new type of lemon pie that had caused some of the replicators to explode, he wasn’t really in the mood to get back into creating just yet.

The sound of the wonderful men and women in their fine dresses, suits and whatever else the so-called trendsetters of the Empire were forcing onto poor rich people filled the restaurant as they laughed, joked and commented on how fresh the food was.

Peter just smiled at those silly comments, it was amazing what he could programme the food replicators to produce as he had learnt a lot from Earth, before he was banned from the planet for... well people called it stealing but Peter much preferred the term taking what was rightfully his and even giving some of the money to charity.

Peter really loved the amazing smell of thick creamy tomato sauce that veiled thick rich pasta noodles with the most melt-in-your-mouth and dripping juicy cheesy garlic bread Peter had ever produced.

That was definitely a crowning achievement.

Peter looked over to his left and admired the very cute young woman, Tina, that was working and singing and scrubbing down the long metal bar in the shape of a semi-circle with baby blue holographic displays behind her showing the latest Empire news, the wars being fought and the soldiers being lost.

Peter was so glad he had managed to stay out of Empire events for the most part. He actually had no idea if the Emperor was still alive or not, but Peter really did hope he was.

The gentle hammering of something against metal made Peter look dead ahead and he noticed the massive metal slab that moved up and down when the guests wanted to leave was dented, basically it was a fat-ass ugly door that Peter really liked. 

He just didn’t know why.

Peter just rolled his eyes as more and more hammering came from the other side and the metal door started to dent. It was just typical that the immense blade-like space cruiser Peter was based on was being attacked or raided. 

Maybe it was by aliens, maybe it was by traitor humans but Peter seriously hoped it wasn’t by traitor superhumans. That seriously wouldn’t be fun in the slightest.

As the guests went silent Peter just focused on the slowly materialising blue mug in front of him. Those damn replicators were so slow these days and all he wanted was a nice mug of coffee for his lunch and a very nice sweet biscuit.

Was it seriously too much to ask?

The sound of hammering against metal got louder and louder as Peter just smiled to himself as he focused on his mug as the guests screamed, panicked and prayed to the so-called God-Emperor to save them.

Of course the Emperor was millions of light years away back on Earth so he was hardly going to help them, and maybe as a host and the chef Peter should have done something but he seriously wanted his coffee.

Amazingly enough as the hammering sound changed to one of gunshots being rapidly fired. The replicators seemed to be working faster.

Peter just laughed as his large blue cup of coffee appeared and it was even on a light blue saucer and even better, a very large sugar cookie appeared next to the saucer.

And it looked identical to the one that Peter’s sweet little mum had made all those decades ago back on Earth. Peter was just thrilled that he had managed to recreate the recipe so perfectly.

He picked up the biscuit and was about to duck it into the coffee when the massive metal slab of a door slammed onto the floor. 

Kicking up dust, food scraps and hair that Peter had been meaning to clean, or to be put it more accurately he had yet to pay the cruiser’s cleaning services to sort out his restaurant recently.

Then it dawned on Peter that maybe that was why the replicators were so slow and failing today. They were too filled with dust. 

Just typical.

“Who’s the chef?” someone shouted.

Peter was about to look up but he just had to take his sugar cookie out of the coffee first of all, but the moment he did that it cookie was too weak and it fell into the coffee.

And that was all because of those bastards that dared to storm his restaurant.

Peter just threw the mug of coffee towards the door. Someone hissed.

Peter normally reserved that sort of treatment for stupid sous chefs but no one, absolutely no one stopped his coffee time at midday.

“You,” someone said harshly.

Peter just shook his head and looked up just to see who all these people were.

He was hardly impressed as he saw a woman and two men dressed in all-black military body armour with an assault rifle in their hands and another on their backs.

From all the military sorts Peter had served over the years he could tell these three were definitely former Empire Army so they were traitors, but at least they weren’t of the superhuman kind.

Peter had to admit they were pig ugly though. He really couldn’t understand how the hell these three were allowed in board daylight with their twisted, burnt faces and pig-like snorts and teeth that didn’t look like they fit into their jaws properly.

“Normally I only accept customers with appointments,” Peter said. “But I have a rule against protesting with nutters with guns,”

All the customers in the restaurant cried a little more as the three nutters scanned the restaurant pointing their guns at everyone.

“Today the specials are pizza and soup,” Peter said. “I must warn you I did sneeze and blow my nose on the pizza crust yesterday but it should be fine now,”

The three nutters still didn’t look impressed.

“You think we want food,” the woman said who was clearly the leader as she took a few steps towards Peter.

“Personally I would recommend going to the makeup section three floors down but my ex-wife would probably say that’s inappropriate,” Peter said.

Tina laughed and that just melted Peter’s heart. He really couldn’t let anything happen to her.

“We are here because we were hired by a criminal Overlord to kidnap a person,” the woman said.

Peter just nodded. It was always a great idea to tell someone who couldn’t help them with their plans. Peter seriously couldn’t understand the stupidity of these nobs.

“Who is it? I’ll point you over to them and you can go away,” Peter said.

The woman bowed slightly. “Thank you. If only everyone was as helpful as you,”

Tina came round from the bar and the two men focused their assault rifles on her.

“We are looking for Peter Fletcher,” the woman said.

Wow. Peter just laughed. He was a washed-out old chef that had been disgraced for so long he actually didn’t know if he could ever get a real chef job again.

Why the hell did a criminal want him?

Tina stupidly stood right in front of him. All Peter had wanted to do was point to one of the rich guests so they would take them instead but beautiful, but stupid, Tina had just had to get in the way and basically tell them outright who he was.

“Thank you,” the woman said pushing past Tina.

Peter took a few steps back. He kept walking until he was pressed up against the metal semi-circle bar and not in the way he liked.

Normally Peter much preferred to be pressed up against the bar by both older men and women depending on his mood but he certainly didn’t like being pressed against his own damn bar by a pig ugly woman with a burnt skin problem.

Thankfully the woman stopped a few metres from him.

“Should we have some wine?” Peter asked.

The woman raised her head slightly almost like she really was just another customer at the end of the day without anything better to do, like she didn’t have a boyfriend, kids or any real reason to go home.

Peter probably earned his living off those sad saps.

The woman crinkled her nose as she looked at the drinks on offer that was now being played on the baby blue holographic screens. Peter had always known that voice-listening Artificial Intelligence was a great upgrade last week.

“This is the best you have?” the woman asked.

Peter laughed. “Deary this is a shithole restaurant on a shithole cruiser in a shithole backwater system. What the fuck do you expect?”

The woman nodded in disgust and Peter was just fuming. How dare this pig face woman attack his restaurant, cause his bloody biscuit to fall into his coffee and now she of all people was judging his drink menu.

Just outrageous.

“Listen lady,” Peter said. “Why you boss want me?”

Peter noticed the two men had Tina backed up into a corner as they scanned the entire restaurant with their guns pointing at the guests. But to be honest at least the guests were quiet.

That was actually rather nice.

“Of course,” the woman said, “I should have explained earlier. My boss wishes you to become his personal chef,”

Peter just
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