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Episode Three
Mother

“Come on, Galaxy, you know you want to. It will be lots of fun. Honest.”

“I know I am perfectly happy staying here in the Adventure. If you want to go, then you can go by yourself.”

Standing on the bridge of the Adventure, Space frowned as Galaxy tapped the computer's touch screen. “But you know how Mother and I get along. If you're not there, well, I don't think it'll end well for either of us, honestly.”

“Your mom specifically asked for you in her invitation,” said Galaxy, rolling her eyes without looking at Space. Her attention was focused entirely on the computer screen in front of her, which displayed their earnings for the month before. “Not me, so I'm going stay here on the ship and figure out our earnings for last month. Without you around to distract me, I might actually get some work done around here for a change.”

Space frowned and glanced at his com-watch, which displayed the message that his mother had sent him the day before. It read:

'DEAR JASON,

I HEARD FROM MY SOURCES THAT YOU WERE GOING TO BE NEAR EARTH THIS WEEK. WHY DON'T YOU COME DOWN AND GIVE YOUR DEAR OLD MOTHER A VISIT? IF YOU DON'T, I WILL WRITE YOU OUT OF THE FAMILY TRUST AGAIN.

OH, AND DON'T THINK ABOUT BRINGING YOUR GIRLFRIEND (I KNOW YOU SAY SHE'S NOT, BUT I'M OLD, NOT STUPID) WITH YOU, EITHER. I JUST WANT YOU.

SINCERELY,

YOUR MOM, WHO HAS COMPLETE CONTROL OVER THE FAMILY TRUST.'

Space still did not understand why Mother wrote that message in all caps, but he certainly was not going to say no. Especially if that meant getting written out of the family trust, which he knew that Mother was serious about doing.

Sparky, who had been standing by listening to their conversation in silence, raised a hand and said, “I can come with you, Mr. Space. I don't have any work to do today and what little work there is to do, Captain Galaxy is capable of doing on her own. Besides, I don't believe I have met your mother yet, so this is the perfect opportunity for me to meet her.”

“You wouldn't like her,” said Space, shaking his head. “She's ... well, she's a bit manipulative, to put it lightly.”

Sparky tilted his head to the side. “I'm not sure I understand.”

“You probably couldn't,” said Space with a sigh. “All my life, she controlled me and told me what to do and what to think, just to protect the family reputation. Why do you think I'm a space explorer now instead of something safe and lucrative, like being a lawyer?”

“I see,” said Sparky. “So the whole reason you chose this profession was an act of rebellion against your overly strict mother.”

“That's not the whole reason I did that,” said Space, folding his arms across his chest. “I genuinely enjoy exploring the vastness of space, exploring new worlds and bringing new knowledge to our fellow beings. It is the explorer in my heart that has led me to explore the world.”

“You're really good at rationalizing your irresponsibility, you know that?” said Galaxy, her eyes still glued to the computer screen she was tapping away at.

Space glared at her. “Says the woman who left her lucrative job at a starship-building company to become a space explorer.”

“At least I wasn't running from my mother,” said Galaxy.

Sparky looked from Space to Galaxy and back again. “I sometimes wonder why you organics feel the need to constantly one up each other. It seems counterproductive.”

“It's not one-upping,” Space insisted. “We're just trying to keep each other honest.”

Sparky looked unconvinced. “Perhaps I will never fully understand you organics. Then again, maybe I don't need to.”

“It's okay,” said Space, patting Sparky on the shoulder. “We barely even understand ourselves sometimes, after all, so we can't really expect you to understand us.”

“I see,” said Sparky. He turned to leave, but looked over his shoulder at Space and Galaxy. “Well, I will begin getting ready for the journey to your mother's house. Will I need to bring anything in particular for our visit?”

“Not really,” said Space, shaking his head. “As long as you keep on your toes—metaphorically-speaking, of course, because Galaxy didn't build you with toes—you should be just fine.”

-

Thirty minutes later, Space and Sparky arrived at the front door of Mother's house. Or, rather, Mother's mansion, because it was a large, Victorian-style house with row upon row of beautiful flowers surrounding it like an army protecting a fortress. The tall brick walls and thick iron gates surrounding it—complete with private security guards sitting atop high guard towers that appeared to have laser cannons built into them—added to its fortress-like appearance.

The front door itself was rather old-fashioned. It was made out of some type of wood—maybe oak, Space wasn't sure, since he wasn't an expert on wood—without any metal on it save for the knocker, the doorbell, and the door handle. It also had an old lock, which actually required one of those ancient keys that Space had seen in the Museum of Earth History a while back.

“Mr. Space, I always knew you came from a relatively well-to-do family, but I didn't know your mother had such a large mansion,” said Sparky, looking at the golden doorbell. “It is easily the largest single human shelter I have ever seen in person.”

“She owns at least a dozen across six different Universal Alliance member worlds,” said Space with a sigh. “Including one in Namox, of all places. At least she didn't invite us to that one.”

“Yes, that would have been rather dangerous,” said Sparky, nodding. “Then again, my thermostat is telling me that it's currently one hundred degrees in the sun right now. This environment doesn't seem very hospitable.”

“It's Texas, Sparky,” said Space as he pressed the doorbell, which rang with a rather ominous tone that Space had always hated. “What did you expect? Snow?”

A few seconds later, the door was opened by Mother's butler, Davies. Space recognized him because Davies was the only butler he knew about who had a snake tattoo running up his right arm, over his chest, and ending on his left arm. Davies was also the only butler Space knew of who walked around shirtless, showing off his muscular physique, though at least he wore a pair of old green military pants and leather boots.

“Yes?” said Davies, in a remarkably soft British accent that contrasted sharply with his muscular build. “Who are you?”

“Davies, old buddy, old pal,” said Space with a fake smile, holding out a hand. “It's me, Jason, although you can call me Mr. Space if you want. You know, Clare's son?”

Davies simply stared at Space's hand for a moment before glancing at Sparky. “Am I correct in assuming that this is your robot?”

“Yes,” said Space, nodding. “His name is Sparky and he's quite the clever bot, right, Sparky?”

Before Sparky could respond to that, Davies looked around and said, “I don't see your girlfriend.”

“You mean Captain Galaxy?” said Space. “One, she's not my girlfriend. And two, Mother specifically excluded her from the invitation, which I'm sure you must have read, because I know you transcribe and send Mother's messages for her.”

“Ah, yes, I remember now,” said Davies, shaking his head. “Yes, Mistress Space did specifically exclude your friend from the invitation, but I can assure you that that is in no way a reflection of your mother's feelings toward your friend. Most days, your mother speaks admiringly of Captain Galaxy.”

Space's skepticism meter went up by a hundred notches. Last time Galaxy had met Mother, it ... hadn't been pretty. He suspected Davies was being sarcastic, although as Davies' British accent always sounded sarcastic, it was hard to be sure.

“Well, it doesn't matter,” said Space. He wiped some sweat off his forehead. “Are you going to let us in now? It's hot out here and we've only been standing out here for ten minutes.”

“Actually, only Mr. Space is hot,” said Sparky matter-of-factly. “Being a robot, I can handle the heat much better than he can. For my friend's sake, however, we would like to go inside.”

Davies seemed irked by being spoken to by a robot like that. Nonetheless, he stepped aside like the professional butler he was and gestured for the two of them to enter the mansion, which they did.

The mansion's foyer looked much the same as it had during Space's last visit. Two sets of refined marble staircases rose up to the second floor, while a statue of the founder of the Space family, Edgar Space, stood in the center area. Huge, exotic flowers that Space couldn't name stood on either side of Edgar's statue, while on the walls were pictures of Space's ancestors, which were quite old, although their golden frames reflected the interior lights quite well.

In addition, the foyer smelled of Mother's favorite perfume, which smelled like grapefruit and fresh laundry (of all things). It was an unholy combination of scents, but Space had to tolerate it, if only because the last time he had complained about Mother's favorite perfume, she had thrown him out the first floor window onto the front lawn of her mansion.

That had been during the first time I introduced Galaxy to her, Space thought. He frowned. I forgot just how awful that particular visit had been.

At least the mansion had great air-conditioning. Even though they had been standing outside for only a few minutes, the heat had caused Space to sweat profusely. The air-conditioning felt amazing and helped him think clearly again, although it did not make him any more anxious to see Mother again than he already was.

“Where is Mother?” Space said to Davies, who had closed the front door behind them when they entered.

“In the training room,” said Davies. “She is a little busy, but I can still show you to there. I believe she is just finishing up, so by the time we get there, she should be ready to speak with you and your robot.”

Davies then walked past Space and Sparky, gesturing for the two to follow him down a hallway underneath the right staircase. The two then walked after him, although Space did not walk as fast as he could have because he
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