Mars Cub Colony 1

Chapter 1.

The young canine stretched his little arms and back and adjusted his uniform, which amounts basically to just a tee-shirt with colored sleeves and a name on the front: Cameron 12.  The number in the name is just a coincidence given his twelve year old body - it actually denotes the number of duplications.  He's the twelfth duplicant of Cameron 1.  In Mars Cub Colony, bodies are recycled and minds transferred into new duplicants every six or seven years or so.  

The benefits to this practice are numerous: obviously, smaller bodies require less oxygen, food, take up less space, produce less waste, and the population is controlled.  Once a duplicant body has reached the age of six, the mind of its twelve year old progenitor is transferred into it, and the twelve year old body is harvested, cloned and recycled.  Six years later, the new cloned body is six and the new progenitor is twelve and the process starts again.  

The whole colony is populated with furs between the ages of six and twelve, with a few stragglers at thirteen or fourteen, and some younger.  

Cameron 12 has reached the end of his body's lease and he pads along on bare feet through the cub-sized tunnels and domes of the MCC Martian arcology, a huge facility with a population in the thousands.  He checked his wrist watch, the only thing he wears besides his uniform top.  Modesty was not a luxury anyone got to have on Mars, but you got used to it.

"Grrr.. late.  Uuuugh.", he groaned, speeding up his steps.

The young wolf jumped when a hand swatted his naked behind by surprise.

He relaxed after a quick growl and smiled, fist bumping his mousey pal who'd scurried up behind him in the tunnel.  Red sleeves, the grey mouse's shirt read Howard 5.  He was about nine or ten, smaller in body but not in spirit.  

"Hey Cam!  You don't work in Red, where you headed?", the mouse squeaked.

"Recycling.  Uuugh, today's the day."

"Really?  Cool!  Congrats.  I'll walk with you."  The mouse gestured, swinging his smooth tail behind his naked legs.

"Big thirteen huh?  That's an unlucky clone number."

"Duplicant.", Cam corrected, waving with a smile toward a shapely she-wolf in her double digits both in age and generation. "Yeah, though.  I've already post-poned it twice, I'm starting to get nasty e-mails.  I figure I'd better get it over with before they cuff me - I wouldn't mind it so much if I didn't have to worry about my dick not working properly for a year or two."

"Tell me about it.", Howie squeaked. "But you're a real cutie when you're in a young body!  You wanna hang out tonight?"

"Nah.", Cam shrugged, pushing his thumb to the print reader on the airlock door and stepping into the Recycling reception area with his mousey pal. "New bodies make me feel queasy, I'm just gonna take it easy for a few days - hi Jyoti."

The red-sleeved cervine cub leaned forward against her desk, tail perked above her fawn-spotted rear. 

"Cam you're super super late.", she warned him, lifting one of her eyebrows.  The same uniform tee-shirt top fits girls and boys more or less the same way, but Jyoti was an early bloomer and already twelve herself, so that shirt was pretty snug on her chest.  

"Yeah I know but I'm here, is my dupe warmed up?"

"Yeah, ready to go.  We gotta go quick though I need to prep up four more before lunch."

The doe stepped lightly out from behind her desk, causing Cam to bite his tongue and look awkwardly up at the ceiling, his chest tightening from the sight.  Hiding an erection isn't easy with no pants on.

She pulled open a shelf to reveal the sleeping  Cameron 13, Cam-like in every way but age.  The pup was a little chubby, but exceedingly cute.  A few wires were plugged into his head for the mind transfer procedure which, frankly, Cam knew next to nothing about.  That was for Reds to know, and Black-Sleeves like himself to ignore.

"Hey I'm pretty cute at that age huh?", Cam joked, pulling his wristwatch off and strapping it onto the little wolf pup's wrist.  He peeled off his shirt next and put that nearby, standing naked in the room while Jyoti started the transfer machine.

"You're pretty cute at any age.", Howie added.

Cameron 12 looked over as he felt the doe's hand on his wrist.  He knew the drill, but he liked feeling her directing him so he followed along, stepping naked into a small vertical booth.  He turned to face the door and tilted his head obediently as the doe stuck some electrodes skillfully to his head and cuffed his wrists to a pair of manacles, one on each side of the booth.  The bodies, he was told, sometimes thrash around when the mind is moved out.  He's been through this more than a few times, and anticipates the next step by spreading his legs, allowing the doe to clip his ankles in like his wrists.

"This only takes a minute, and you'll wake up right here.", she says patting gently Cameron 13's naked little belly.

"I know, I know."

The door was closed on him, leaving him in just a small amount of light from flashing LEDs over his head.  He shut his eyes and waited, listening to the electronics fire up.  He felt a tingling in his scalp, the fur on his head standing on end as the computer scanned and read his brain.  It gradually became harder and harder to think, and he was overcome with a sensation of sleepiness.

Chapter 2.

Cameron 13 scrunched his young face, wincing and squinting at the bright light of the room as he lifted his arm up to cover his eyes, noticing his wristwatch - nice thinking! He felt weak but young, energetic, and fresh, sitting up slowly from the table once Jyoti had pulled the electrodes from his head.  He felt a bit disoriented but only for a few seconds, looking down at his naked body and frowning at the small penis and cubbish little purse beneath.

"How do you feel, Cam?  It's amazing how fast that works!", Howie gushed, helping the cub up to his feet.

Cameron 13 pulled his uniform on and felt it kind of baggy on his small body, then looked up at Howie and Jyoti who, until moments ago, he had been taller than. "Well...", he said, his voice sounding much smaller and higher than he's used to. "...it'll be an adjustment, it always is!  But, I feel pretty good. What do you think, Jyoti, am I cute?", he asked grinning up at the doe.

She smirked, rolled her brown eyes and scruffled Cam's hair. "Too cute for me. I like older boys."

Cam took a few minutes to let his head settle, chit-chatting with his friends before seeing Howie off with a squeeze to the butt before heading down the Recycling hallway to a rehab room.  A couple of other fresh cublings were there doing some exercise to get their new bodies aligned and broken in under the supervision of a nearly-teenaged rabbit with an offensively large dick and red sleeves.

"Hey Chase.", Cam said, rubbing his eyes as the older rabbit helped him onto a treadmill.

"Cam, I like the look.  Not gonna be so hot on the basketball court for a while huh?", he laughed.

Chapter 3.

Cameron 12 scrunched his face, wincing a bit and opening his eyes, only slightly surprised that he's still in the dark with a groaning headache.  

"Ugggh... fuuck.  Jyoti.", he groaned, unable to see much more than the blinking LED lights above his head.

"Ahhhhh fuck, it went wrong!  Guh.  This didn't happen last time."  He yanked pretty hard on the manacles holding his wrists in place and squirmed unhappily.  More annoyed than anything else, the wolf leaned forward and bumped his head against the door of the small booth a few times. "Jyoti open up!  You broke it!"

The door didn't open, though, but she was bound to notice the problem when the new body didn't wake up.  He sniffed and waited, looking around, and spent a few seconds tugging at his wrists again before he felt his body shift downward, electric motors whining as the manacles on his wrists and ankles begin to slide down toward the floor on tracks, the floor panel opening under his feet. "Whoa..!  Whoa hey, Jyoti!  Howie!  Fuuuck.. I'll be downstairs!", he shouts and looks down, straining to see past his feet as he sinks down into the well-lit room below.

At least, he thinks to himself, he might be able to post-pone recycling for a few more weeks while they fix the bug in the transfer procedure. 

His eyes strain in the bright light for a few moments as he continues to slide down, his arms getting wrenched upward over his head, each wrist manacle sliding on its own track.  Spread-eagled and naked he's moved by the machine toward where he assumes the mindless bodies are taken.

Slightly below him, a red-sleeved black-feathered bird he's never met reaches out with his taloned hands to grab Cam by the hips, slowing and stopping his motion.  The bird had piercing silver eyes and a beak concealed behind  a paper mask.

"Oh, thank god.  Hey, the mind transfer thing is busted.  Get me out of this thing, I'll try again next we--"

Mmph is the only sound he made after that, the crow's talon pinching his muzzle shut quite callously.  His hackles raised and his teeth bared, growling at the rudeness of the gesture but that anger turned pretty quickly into anxiety as his muzzle is pushed through a plastic zip-tie ring and zipped shut.  That's not just rude, that's wrong!  Something really wasn't right here, Cam thought.  

The crow grabbed Cameron 12 by his penis and wheeled up a rolling tray with the other hand, upon which was an assortment of stainless steel instruments and a glass beaker of cryo freezing liquid.

"Mmm-mmph!", Cameron grunts aggressively, yanking at his wrists and ankles, but he's got no leverage to move in any dimension. 

Coldly, the avian red-sleeve ignored him.  Surely, Cam thought, the guy could see that he wasn't brain dead!  

He whimpered suddenly, tucking his tail between his legs when the crow pulls a pair of white latex gloves on and squeezes the boy's scrotum, bringing toward it a scalpel.  Cameron 12 barely has any time to consider that the 'prank' has gone way too far before his testicles are dropped one by one into the blue cryo fluid, plopping wetly.  The pain made his stomach tighten.  He flexed his body and thrashed helplessly, throwing his head back to cry out, howling with his mouth tied shut as his vision is blurred with tears of shock and pain.

The crow pushes against his naked hip and thigh to get him sliding down along the line again, through a wall of plastic flaps into another area where half a dozen cubs in latex gloves and paper masks help to continue pulling him down the line, pausing at a station where the manacles on his ankles are transferred onto another track and a machine hauls his legs up toward the ceiling, dangling the poor pup upside-down.  

His arms were stretched out toward the floor and a chubby albino ferret approached, his white fur stained burgundy around the arms and lap.  He held a large electric knife not unlike one would carve a turkey with on thanksgiving, and wasted no time pressing that cold blade against one of the wolf cub's armpits then turning it on.

Cam's eyes widened in fear and disbelief and he howled again, stretching, twisting and thrashing as best he could, which wasn't very much.  The ferret expertly carved the knife down and around and wedged it under the socket to remove the whole arm at the shoulder in less than half a minute before moving on to the other one, his companions taking each severed limb and tossing them onto a conveyer.  

Chapter 4

Cameron 13 slowed a bit after just ten minutes or so on the treadmill and paused the machine, already panting and bending over to rest his little hands on his knees, tongue flopped out.  "Holy shit.. I'm seriously out of shape."

Chase laughed and rubbed his back, then scooped his hands under Cam's arms to pick him up and put him back down off the treadmill.

"C'mon.. I can still move, that's humiliating man.  I'm over eighty years old.", Cam growled.

"Well, you've got the body of a six year old, so take it easy for a minute.  All that body's done all its life is sleep.  Drink this."  He passes Cam a box of milky protein and juice.  Cam hated the chalky stuff.

"Now I remember the -worst- part of Recycling.  This stuff.", he groaned, clawing the box open and taking a sip. "Chase, this one's a little unripe, I think.  It's worse than last time - can you write a note to my boss and get me an extra week off?"

"I can't, but ask Jyoti.", he shrugged. "Are you still trying to get with her?"

Sipping his milk, he wiped his forearm over his lips and shook his head. "No, I'm dating a raccoon boy, green-sleeve."

"How is he with fresh cubs?", the rabbit asked, rubbing some sweat off Cam's forehead with a towel before the cub yanked it away to do the work himself.

"He loves them - he's been begging me to get recycled.  I duno, I guess at least he'll be happy."

"It's not so bad, right?"

"It's pretty bad.  I'm a top, you know.", Cam said looking up.

"Not anymore.", Chance grinned. "Not until you're old enough to get a boner."

"How come red-sleeves get to come out at eight and grow to sixteen?  That's not fair.", Cam asked.  He knew the answer already, but it was something to change the subject anyway.

"Recycling is a teen's work, not for little cubs.  I can't wrangle six year olds as a six year old."

The rabbit guided Cam toward a chair to sit and rest up and turned his attention to another cub ready for resistance bands. 

Cameron 13 groaned, stretched his back and slouched in his chair, arms folding behind his back as he looked up at the television hung near the ceiling to mindlessly ignore the news.  He wondered what red-sleeves did downstairs with the bodies. He knew, of course, that the bodies were recycled and processed into food, that part didn't bother him.  Kindof morbid, he thought.  Those mindless bodies.. what if they had to process one of their friends' old dupes?  If he had that job he'd be constantly spooked, he thinks to himself.  He'd probably have nightmares about the bodies waking up and attacking.

Chapter 5.

Cameron 12 howled his eyes red and wide with panic as he slid hanging from his ankles along the track through another plastic curtain, up to another station.  He twisted his torso, thrashed and  growled, wishing he could snap his fangs at anyone within reach.  They knew he was conscious!  They had to!

He yelped when he felt a strong hand grab the base of his tail then his armless body stretched and flexed straight as a board as he felt the pain of amputation shoot up through his spine, his tail tossed into a large bin filled with other furry tails.  He felt his legs slid open and tried to bend his knees but he could do little more than dangle, pant through his nose and cry, wild with rage, fear and confusion.

He felt the sharp serrated steel of another large electric knife slide down one of his thighs and begin cutting into his groin.  Cam thought for a moment that it was straight it didn't hurt as much as he would've guessed, until the blade bites into the bone, anyway.

Screaming desperately, he lost feeling in that leg but it wasn't severed completely, and he felt a strong hand gripping the scruff of his neck as the other leg was given the same treatment, except the blade chewed all the way through, causing him to hang awkwardly.  A quick cut on the first leg and he feels a moment of weightlessness as he falls and thuds onto a conveyor, the hand on his cub scruff wheeling him around and rolling him onto his back.

He pants, his vision blurry and wet and he felt himself being moved along by the belt into another station where his hair was gripped and he was pulled by it, the puppy's neck carefully aligned with the edge of a circular saw just ahead on the belt.  He began to move again, that hand holding his head the entire way.  He gulped one last time before that large fast blade chewed through his throat.

Cam felt weightless, his eyes blinking as his world spun around, dangled by the hair.  His blue eyes strained to the side to watch his limbless, headless body get pulled along by the belt before disappearing into another station, still twitching.  He felt the sensation of swinging, then thudded softly into a crowded furry basket, his vision fading fast.  He flexed his jaws, unable to open his mouth, twitched his ears and tried desperately to focus his eyes as his thoughts became clouded with sleepiness.  Before passing out, Cameron 12 recognized another face in the furry mass around him as a buddy who'd gotten recycled a few hours earlier.  He was falling asleep in a basket of heads.

Chapter 6.

Cameron 13 scrubbed his fur in the Recycling rehab center's shower, surrounded by other fresh cubs and supervised by Chase.  He scrubbed under his pits, bent over to wash his hair, scrubbed his undropped little purse and tiny little dick then pulled the shower rod off the wall to rinse out his fur before getting herded with the others toward the air dryers.  

Showered up, fresh and clean, the young cub pulled on a nice snug new uniform with black sleeves, not too baggy anymore.  The name Cameron 13 was printed on the breast.  He smiled, rubbed his chubby stomach and stretched his arms out, feeling better already.  There's nothing like a hot shower to really wake a fresh new body up.

"Cam.", Jyoti called as he stepped out with his goodie bag of protein milk boxes and vitamins.

"Hey Jyoti.", he said looking up to the older doe.

"Got you something.", she said winking, smiling as she held out a slip of paper which the puppy took, turning it to read.

"Ohhhhhh shit, two extra weeks!  Duplicate slightly under-development.. that's bullshit Jyoti I feel amazing."

The deer laughed and crouched down, arms over her knees so she can look her little friend in the eyes. "Don't tell anyone, and at least try not to get caught playing kick ball or something?  And you have to show up twice a week for rehab, or I'll get in trouble."

Grinning, Cameron 13 wrapped his arms around the doe's neck and gave her a tight hug, then looked at the ticket with a smile before slipping it into his shirt pocket, strapping his wrist watch onto his wrist again after pulling it out of his bag.

"Thanks a lot, Jyoti.  You're the best, you know?"

The doe stood and ruffled Cam's hair again, but he didn't seem to mind this time. "Your boyfriend's out front.  Have fun, kid."

"I will.  Thanks, see you later?"

"Uh huh."

The End.

