A cookieholic
Augur Xantros

11518
35 ABY, IMS Tipoca-II, deep space
„I am looking for someone named 'Xantros',” spoke a Zeltron delivery man, who just docked on IMS Tipoca-II, the medical station of Clan Scholae Palatinae. He was wearing a uniform of the Forbidden Fruits Zeltron Cookie Co. „Could anyone help me find him?”

Xantros, who was present at the docking bay and discussing an urgent matter of cleaning his freighter by station cleaning service, which failed to meet his service quality requirements, turned around and said, „I am Xantros. How can I be of service?”

„I have a special delivery for you, sir. I am honoured to deliver it to you on behalf of the Forbidden Fruits Zeltron Cookie Co.,” explained the delivery man.

„I have not ordered anything,” protested confused Duros.

„Our company has launched a new range of products on the market and we have chosen you, among other valuable clients of our company, to receive a special, free, party-sized sampler,” said the Zeltron eagerly. „We just would like to learn your opinion on our products. You will find a customer opinion form in the packaged. Please, send it back to the addresse that you will find on it.”

With these words, the Zeltron handed Xantros a large package, embarked his cargo ship and left the station. The speechless Augur blinked few times in his confusion and decided to return to his quarters to learn what was inside the package in private. He even forgot to continue his ranting about poor quality of cleaning services on the medical station.

When he got safely to his quarters, Xantros locked the door. He put the package on the table and opened it. He saw a large amount of various types of cookies. All of them were clearly labelled, describing their name and content according to the Galactic standards.

Chemical Romance cookies were phereomone-laced cookies that might be utilized in extremely bad situations, when flowers and wine just weren't doing the trick. The Augur was already in love with the Force and she loved him too, so he decided not to use them at any time soon.

Double Liver Blitz cookies were rum-punch cookies with an 8% by volume alcohol content. The Duros recalled the destruction of New Tython and the Cocytus System, so he smiled, when he thought about the sweet way of forgetting about harsh reality, even though he was afraid that his liver might not survive it.

Master Lo-Phat Jedi cookies included only half the calories of regular cookies thanks too Light, but also very delicious Force of flavour. Xantros nodded in respect towards manufacturer's idea. Such cookies were excellent for people like him, who wished to remain fit, while enjoying their daily dose of sweetness.

Binks Delights cookies were sold in jars were supposed to be so tasty that one would doubt how Light they were. The Augur raised his eyebrows. Light and tasty? He doubted if it was actually possible, but the Force had taught him many things that he had doubted before.

Doube-Chocolate Darksiders cookies were in the offer of the Forbidden Fruit Zeltron Cookie Co., because the company was equal-opportunity bakers. The Duros once again nodded. It was a good decision to include such cookies, as it proved the company to operate in accordance to the principles of the corporate social responsibility.

The package was a party-sized sampler, but Xantros decided not to share any of the cookies before he would taste every type of them on his own. He did not want anyone to suffer from stomach ache or food poisoning, so he wanted to check, if the cookies were fine, on his own. He started raeding a very long intelligence report about a secret research compound that was located on a remote planet and suspected of carrying out illegal medical experiments. Once in a while, he grabbed a cookie from the package and ate it. When he finished reading the report, he realized that there were no cookies left.

When Xantros carefully searched the package for more cookies, but he could find the customer opinion form only. He immediately filled it up with one short notice, „Give 1,000,000 cookies, pls, kk, thx. Xantros”. Then, he sent it to the addresse that was printed on the form.
