Eternal Debt, by UnamusedMonkey

Chapter One. Into the Mining Ship.


The Kurata was at one point the pride and joy of the Oda Mining Corporations fleet. That point in time being over two centuries ago. Now the vessel was barely held together. Cuts in maintenance costs and crew wages had made the ship a wreck of it’s former self. The once pristine efficient ship was now considered something to avoid altogether. Still, the vast size of the Kurata made it somewhat useful. Gone were the ship’s ore processing facilities, replaced by more bunks and commercial areas. 


In truth, the ship hardly did any of the mining anymore. It was used largely as a mother vessel for all the dropships to leave and return to. Most of the crew weren’t even sure that the ancient  forward mounted turbolasers used for opening asteroids even functioned. 


A pair of young eyes watched the giant vessel. A small shuttle approached the massive Kurata. Handcuffed in the shuttle’s rear seat was a young brown furred monkey boy, no older than fourteen. He was wearing a blue uniform, the school garb of his former home world of Asios. The teen monkey squirmed slightly in his restraints. His was a prisoner, being held as he was to be transferred to the mining ship. 


Never in his fourteen years had he seen a spaceship nearly as large as this. He felt like the ship was going to swallow him up. The driver of the shuttle, a stone-faced feline in a black uniform spoke loudly. “Kurata, this is Shuttle Five, requesting landing.”


A firm female voice answered. “Shuttle Five, this is Kurata. You are cleared for landing. We have been expecting you. Is the payload ready?”


“He’s as healthy as he’ll be. Though, honestly, not sure why you purchased him.”


“That acquisition came from a higher office than myself. It’s none of my business what he’s wanted for. I’d suggest keeping such comments to yourself.”


The pilot sighed and rubbed at his forehead as he kept on course. The young prisoner watched with slight curiosity. That woman on the other line sounded like a hardass. He hoped he wouldn’t have to work with her. He tried to adjust his seating, his young firm ass feeling rough even with his school pants and briefs protecting it from the hard seat. A noise came from his bound right wrist. “Hello, Mr. Stone. Your blood pressure is increasing suddenly. Do you need help with something?”


“N-no.” The teen spoke. 


“I do hope you are not trying to escape?” Came the voice.


“No, I’m just trying get a better seat.” The kid sighed.


“Good. If you were trying to escape, I would have to take drastic measures. Carry on.”


Silence. 


The monkey boy cursed under his breath. This was the first time he had heard the stupid thing talk. A blue watch like machine had been bound to his right wrist. It was there to assure the debt he owed was paid. A debt he hadn’t even made. He silently cursed his fate, as well as his dead father who had saddled him with this burden. He didn’t believe in life after death, but a part of him wished that his father was being tortured in the hereafter. 


It wasn’t long before the small shuttle was docked inside the massive mining ship. The teen flinched as his door was opened. The officer was standing with no emotion on his face. He held up a key and unfastened the boy’s restraints. “Alright, kid. Welcome to your new home. Don’t get any funny ideas.”


He pulled the boy out of his seat. Cold metal made the monkey’s toes feel frigid. He shivered as the coolness hit him. The dock was huge and full of what had to be hundreds of derelict vessels of all kinds of classes. No two looked alike, except for the fact that they were all filthy. He looked back at the shuttle. It was by far the newest ship docked. 


A ferret was standing before the pair. She had two armed guards flanking her from behind. She was armed too. A large holster at her side almost seemed like it was going to slip it’s contents onto the hard ground. A long rifle was across her back, the monkey teen able to see both the butt and business end of the weapon despite her facing him. She looked serious.


The ferret was dressed in a blue cameo skinsuit. She had on an unblemished beret that was also blue. She was a tough built, muscular woman. She probably had over a hundred pounds over the lean monkey boy. He felt very frightened by her mere presence alone. She must have been the voice he had heard over the comm earlier.  


“Ah, this must be the young Mr. Stone.” The woman said, her voice harsh and commanding. “Oda’s paid a pretty penny for you.”


“I-uh…AGH!”


There was a sudden movement. The woman was a blur and was suddenly in front of the boy. The back of her had connected with the boy’s right cheek. The assaulted monkey suddenly saw stars across his vision and found his ass and back clanging against the unforgiving floor. He wheezed, feeling the air getting knocked out of him. A thick wad of spittle coughed out from his mouth and glistened in the faint overhead light. He slumped and shakily tried to get up, feeling his weak legs wobble under him.


“Insolent boy, around me, you only spoke when asked to.” She said, wiping her paw as if touching him had made it completely filthy. She turned to the officer with a faint smile. “Thank you for bringing the cargo. If you want, you may use the ship’s facilities at your leisure.” 


“No, I’m heading out now.” The officer said, returning to the shuttle.


The monkey teen could have sworn he’d heard the man mutter about “breaking the merchandise” or something of that nature before the hum of the shuttle’s reactors drowned out the sound of his rambling voice. With the shuttle gone, the ferret lady watched the young boy back on his feet, shivering slightly.  She stepped closer and seemed to be scanning him with her icy blue eyes. 


“Mr. Stone… you don’t mind if I just call you Axel?” She asked with an inquisitive inflection.


“Th-that’s fine, ma’am…” Axel said with a flinch.


A sudden pressure slammed against the teen’s nose. His legs buckled awkwardly as he took a few steps back. Axel could have sworn he had heard the sound of a crack. His eyes watered and stung as red flowed from his swollen, tender nostrils. The sound of blood dripping on the floor, increasing to a steady rhythm was deafening. 


“When talking to me, you are to address me as ‘sir’ or ‘Chief Rosca.’ Do you understand?”


The boy let out a whimper, his lips trapped in a layer of blood.


“Do you understand?” She asked, louder this time.


“Y-yes, sir. I understand.” The taste of blood flowed into his trembling mouth.


“Good. Stop being such a slob, you’re bleeding all over the dock.”


Axel trembled. Should he talk? Should he not? What was permit-able? He braced for another impact as he spoke. “I don’t have anything for it.” He said, his entire body shaking. 


Rosca rolled her eyes. She obviously wanted to strike him again, but seemed to think better of it. She grabbed the blue hat on his head and shoved it into his face. “Use this, genius.” She said with a animalistic growl in her voice. 


His school hat, being made of some kind of poly-fiber, wasn’t very good for absorbing the blood. It was better than nothing. Red stretched across the cap and rolled down before dripping. Some of the liquid was being taken in by the fibers. He groaned as he applied more pressure. The flow eased slightly. 


A voice came from his wrist. “Oh my, you seem to have taken quite a blow.” The Assurance AI spoke in it’s whimsical voice. “Would you like me to administer some painkillers?”


A shocked Axel whispered quietly, his voice muffled by his blood soaked hat. “Y-you can do that?”


“Of course, only a fee of ten thousand credits and you won’t feel a thing!”


Axel decided to forgo this transaction. “N-no, that’s fine…” He muttered weakly.


The ferret eyed the blue device on his wrist with sudden interest. “Looks like you’ve got some jewelry, kid. That’ll make it easy to keep track of you and keep you in line. They must really like you, those things aren’t cheap.” She looked at his trembling hand closer. “Though, it’s not a current model… “ She pressed a finger on the Assurance and her eyes practically bugged out of her school. She gave a whistle. “Wow, that’s a nice chunk of change you owe. Did you purchase a whole space station or something?”


“N-no, it’s my father’s… I inherited it, sir.” He said, knees feeling like they would topple over. His head felt oddly light and his mind clouded. 


“I shouldn’t have asked, I don’t really care.” Rosca said, pulling a holopad from her pocket. She read over something and blinked and looked back at the boy with a confused look on her face. “So, are you… trained in mining equipment?”


“No, sir… I was trained in parts replacement on Asios.” The boy said weakly.


The woman massaged her temple. “Great, three thousand credits for a parts monkey. Fantastic use of company funds.” She said with a sigh. “Not my money, not my problem… okay, kid. Says here that you’re assigned to Foreman Vargus. You are to do what he says at all times. I hope I don’t have the misfortune of seeing you again.”


“You mean, I don’t work for you?” Axel asked with a cough, blood spattering the back of his hat.


Rosca raised her fist to strike the boy but held back. “That’s the second time you’ve spoken out of turn. I don’t want to cause the cleanup crew any more trouble though, so I’ll give you this one. Consider me merciful… but yes, of course you’re not going to work for me, you dumb ape. I’m Chief Security Officer of the Kurata. I only work with the security personal. If you meet me after the handoff, you’re probably going to die.” She said, patting the thick holster on her side. “But since I have more important matters and I’m sick of looking at your pathetic ass, I’ll let these two well cultured goldbricks bring you to Vargus. Higgs, Edge! Take this brat to the good foreman.”


The two armed weasel guards gripped the boy. “Alright, let’s get a move on. Step sharply.” One said, prodding Axel with the barrel of his rifle from behind. The pair of security personnel escorted Axel from the dock. Axel nearly jumped when the door in from of them whooshed open loudly. He jumped again when it closed behind him. He would wager he could easily lose a limb if it had closed on him. 


“Boy, the Chief sure was in a good mood.” The guard in front of him said, taking something out of his pocket. The weasel placed a cigarette in his mouth and swiftly let it. The sweet aroma of tobacco stung the boy’s wounded nostrils through his cap. His eyes watered again. The hallway was dimly lit, lights flickered overhead. It was quiet safe for the conversation. 


“Hey kid, how old are you?” Asked the guard behind him. 


“I’m fourteen.” The monkey boy said, feeling the flow of his blood stop. He awkwardly removed the hat from his face. It was so stained, it was probably ruined. He kept holding it, despite this. He held it close to his skinny chest. 


“Fourteen, huh? I think I’ve got a son close to your age.” The guard said, laughing loudly. “Don’t know if he’s still around, though. It’s a big world out there… things happen.” He added in with a dark chuckle.


The guard in front puffed a cloud of smoke. “When’s Vargus expecting this kid? We got time for a break?”


The other guard hummed for a moment, thinking. “I don’t think there’s a stated time. Just that he gets there in one piece.”


“Yeah, I gotta take a leak.” The guard took a long drag of his cigarette. “Closest bathroom’s like five minutes from here.”


“Why wait for that, you can use the kid.”


Suddenly the fur on Axel’s body stood up. What did he say? He hoped he had misheard the older man. 


“That’s a good idea, Edge.” The guard scanned the hallway. “I really gotta go… heh…” He looked at the closest door. “Here.” He said, pressing on the door’s keypad. The door was open, revealing a tiny empty room. Axel was pushed inside and the door shut behind all three of them. The pair of weasels looked at the kid with evil in their eyes. They were practically licking their lips at the sight of him. 


One began to undo his trousers. His pants fell to his feet, the weight of his holster making it land with a clunk. The weasel was wearing a pair of tight fitting neon green boxer shorts. Axel couldn’t help but stare of the very detailed bulge of the weasel’s manhood and nuts. The guard let out an exhale. “Fuck…” He mumbled, his tongue lolling out of his mouth.


The other guard gripped Axel by the shoulders and pushed him down. “On your knees, kid. Don’t be a bitch about this. If you do anything funny, we’ll write an accident report on you.”


Axel wasn’t sure what to do. He wasn’t taking the guard’s threat likely. He had, in his young life, never done anything like this. His education on such intimacy, if you could call it as such, was nil. Affection in any form wasn’t something one encountered when training to replace machine parts. It was like you were the part itself, rather than a living being. 


Higgs pulled his cock out of the fly of his boxer briefs. His fat uncut cock dangled loosely out of the underwear. It swung with his body. Axel had never seen another man’s penis before. Higgs’s dick was stout, his long foreskin drooping far past his glans. It looked like some kind of alien worm. It bobbed slightly, a prominent vein thickened slightly before Axel’s widened eyes. 


“There’s nothing gay about this.” The guard grunted, panting as he took hold of his soft cock. “Open your mouth you little bitch. Hurry before I get hard.”


Hesitantly, the teen opened his mouth. His entire body was trembling. Edge pressed on the monkey boy’s shoulders to keep him from shaking too much. Axel knew he should be repulsed by it, but he couldn’t help but stare at the weasel’s fat drooping cock. He was disgusted by it, and yet, rather entranced by the shape and form. There was something strangely alluring about it. He wasn’t sure what to think, if to think at all. His young mind was racing, overwhelmed. 


Higgs held his flaccid cock limply. He let out a soft grown as his stream began to spew forth from the opening of his foreskin. Hot salty urine hit the boy’s chin. He flinched, piss getting on the ground. Edge gripped the teen’s head and growled. “Keep it forward if you know what’s good for you.” He muttered.


The pissing weasel adjusted his aim, panting slightly. The yellow stream pooled into the boy’s wide open mouth. The bitter saltiness caused Axel to cough. More piss dripped below. Edge growled again. “Don’t spill it.” He said darkly.


Higgs moaned and watched as his stream pooled in the monkey’s mouth. “Fuck…” He swore as he kept going. “This feels so fucking good.” 


The urine was washing some of the blood off of the kid’s face. He wanted to vomit. The taste of the urine was retch inducing, and yet… Golden piss spilled out of his mouth as it was getting full. Higgs grunted as he pissed more. “Swallow without closing your mouth. Be a good boy.” 


It was awkward, but Axel managed to do just that. He gulped the piss loudly, feeling the warm fluid run down his throat and into his stomach. He winced, the heat of the piss felt oddly soothing as it ran through his system. The thought of that was stomach churning alone. A voice piped up from behind him. 


“Consumption of waste material is hazardous to your health. I do not recommend continuing this pursuit.”


 Shut up. Axel though. 


The pair of weasel guards didn’t seem to pair mind to the AI at all. Higgs let out a soft whimper as his once thick proud stream was tapering off to a mere trickle. When he was finished, he wiped his half erect cock across Axel’s bruised right cheek. Axel watched as the guard’s foreskin peeled back before his eyes. The man’s swollen pink crown glistened against the light. His erection bobbed, twitching eagerly as Higgs’s breath hitched in his throat.


“Godamn it, look what you did.” He said, pressing his engorged cockhead against the teen’s lips. “Eat my dick, you little piss-slut.” He grunted. 


“W-wha..” Suddenly his lips were pulled apart from the hot throbbing flesh of the weasel’s hard-on. The taste of the man’s cock was almost nearly as salty as the gallon of piss he’d swallowed. Higgs rocked his hips back and forth. Axel wheezed and with a sudden turn and the weasel’s now slick dick slid out of the monkey’s mouth with an audible *pop!* Axel groaned, a slight retch coming from deep inside his throat. A thick wad of spit, mucus, and the weasel’s urine lazily hung from his mouth. “Ah…ff… I can’t breathe…” He said, gasping weakly for air. 


The weasel’s pink head was right in front of the boy’s face. Higgs’s cockslit almost appeared to be staring right at him. Pre-cum oozed out of his cockhole, a sudden throb and thick drops of it assailed his face. Higgs grunted weakly. “I’m not done yet, kid.” He said, gripping his soaked cock. He moaned softly. “How about you kiss and lick it instead?” He said, his breath ragged. 


Axel let out a sharp squeal as his pants were being messed with. Edge was undoing his pants! He shuddered as suddenly the whiteness of his tight form fitting briefs was revealed to the other weasel. A paw gripped at his right ass cheek. The guard gave it a tight squeeze. “The kid’s got an ass almost as pretty as my ex girlfriend.” Edge said, marveling the roundness of the teen’s ass through his underwear. 


In a sudden movement, the weasel pulled Axel’s briefs down. His young uncut cock and balls flopped out, feeling the coolness of the air hit them. The teen’s more modest cock hung limply as he was molested by the pair, his genitals swaying with his trembling body. Edge felt the tight skin of the boy’s young firm monkey ass. His paw pressing into the flesh of the teen’s ass. He licked his lips and began to pull the boy’s cheeks apart. He gazed at the kid’s tight pink virgin pucker. “Completely clean.” He muttered as he began to undo his pants. 


The weasel guard let out a stifled moan as he pulled his erection out of his pants. His uncut cock was already rock hard from all the action. The weasel coughed and cleared his throat loudly. He hocked out the contents of his throat and slid it across his hard-on. What was left of the improvised lubrication was stuffed into the monkey’s tight ring with an invasion finger. Axel flinched and let out a cry against Higgs’s cock. He whimpered as Edge’s unkind finger fiddled with his backdoor. “Please…” He whimpered.


Higgs rubbed his boner against the monkey’s lips. “Stop talking and start licking. Slow long licks.” He ordered. Axel grimaced as he stuck his tongue out. Slowly the monkey’s pink tongue trailed from the base of the weasel’s dick, painting more saliva on his already wet member. The monkey’s breath was hot and tickled the sensitive head of the man’s prick. Higgs ooh’d and ahh’d as the monkey slowly lapped at his cock like an obedient little slut. 


Axel felt a painful heat tear through his rectum. He let out a cry as Edge began to slide into his asshole. The weasel, while not particularly well endowed felt absolutely massive as it fought past the boy’s tight ring. Tears streamed from Axel’s youthful face as he was anally raped. The weasel’s cock throbbed inside of him. The makeshift lube helped it glide inside his tight ass. Edge let out a moan. “Godamn, he’s so tight.” He said, easing himself in and out of the boy. “Feels better than my ex…nnff…”


Higgs’s dick almost seemed to shake. The weasel pressed his entire groin against the monkey’s face. “Gonna… nut. Fuck!” The man’s underwear-clad nuts pressed against his lips as the weasel made some desperate thrusts, dryhumping the boy’s face. Ropes of white weasel jizz spewed forth from his pulsing cock. Cum landed all over Axel’s hair and got on the belly of the man’s uniform. He rubbed his softening prick along the urine stained face of the boy. More cum drooled out lazily, mixing with the layer of piss.


“What a fucking slut…” Higgs said weakly, panting for breath. He sat his ass down somewhere dry and began to dress himself as he watched his comrade rape the teen’s ass. Edge’s movements were getting quicker, his thrusts more erratic. His tongue lolled out of his mouth as he pounded the boy. A sudden slap of the kid’s ass caused a cheek to visibly wobble. Axel let out a shout as the red marking stung. Edge groaned, feeling his orgasm nearing already. 


Axel’s face twisted into a pain grimace and he let out a pained whimper. Suddenly Edge felt something warm running down the length of his penis and into the inside of his pants. He looked down and saw the bright crimson running along his shaft. “Popped his cherry.” He mumbled as he thrust again. He moaned loudly as he came. Thick weasel cock batter mixed with the teen’s blood, creating a frightening pink sludge that oozed out of his abused asshole. 


Edge pulled out his cock with a loud *POP!* and watched his cum and the boy’s blood leak onto the ground. “Ah, fuck…” He said, feeling relief course through his lean body. He dressed himself and wiped any wet stuff from his smooth uniform. 


Axel fell onto his stomach, ass in the air. His face in a pool of Higgs’s piss as he sobbed loudly. Mucus from the kid’s nostrils mixed with the dried blood from earlier as he cried. He was a whimpering, sobbing wet wreck of a monkey. No words escaped his mouth as he cried. 


The pair of weasel guards looked at the mess and then at each other. 


“Goddammit, you broke him!” Higgs shouted, pointing a finger at his fellow security staff. “What are we going to do now?”


Edge thought for a moment, a pained look on his face. “I mean, uh, we could space him? We’d have to wait a while, while the others are asleep.”


“No, we’re not going to space the kid, you idiot.” Higgs said, looking down at the boy. He got on his knees and leaned over the sobbing teen. “Hey, kid… you’re going to be okay. C’mon, quit your crying. You’re okay.”


Axel whimpered weakly in response. Edge grabbed the monkey by the shoulders and pulled him back on his ass. He removed a small paper wipe and began to clean up the boy’s face. Higgs kept his voice in a soothing, gentle tone. “You’ll be alright, c’mon. Hey, if you shape up and don’t tell the foreman, I’ll uh… get you some candy. Like, a whole lot.”


“What’s… candy?” The monkey boy asked, words between sobs.


The pair of weasels looked at each other with a confused expression. “You don’t know what candy is, kid?” Edge asked, the boy’s face now as clean as it was going to get. “Like, it’s like… sweet stuff. It’s food.”


“…Food?” A spark arrived in the boy’s eyes. Food was a rarity from where he came from. He was kept underfed, as being small meant he could replace more intricate factory parts. Of course, being underfed helped the school’s pocket book played more of a role in that. 


“Yeah, we’ll get you food. Just uh, keep quiet about all this and it’ll be okay.”


“It hurts…” The monkey boy groaned. 


Edge slide the boy back on his back and lifted his butt to look at the damage. The hand print was going to be there for a long time. It was angry and red against his skin. The boy’s anus was red as well, but the blood had stopped flowing. Edge patted the wipe along the teen’s raped asshole, taking most of the remaining spilled blood away. “You’ll be okay. You’re a tough guy, right? Only kids cry about stuff like this.”


Then Edge’s eyes widened as he looked at the monkey’s cock. Axel was rock hard. His young penis twitched. His foreskin was peeled back, but the sheer length of it caused only part of the monkey’s pink head to be revealed. He looked back at Higgs. “Check this out, he’s got a hard-on.” He said with a smile. 


“I think we really broke him…” Higgs looked at the teen’s erection. Part of him wanted to see the kid cum, but part of him didn’t want to damage him further. Besides, if they kept the monkey in order, they could use him again. He’d been the most fun he’d had serving on this wrecked rust bucket of a spaceship. It would be a shame to lose him.


Quickly, the pair dressed Axel and got him back on his shaky feet. They cleaned him up the best they could. He still looked like a wreck. His hat was covered in the blood of his nosebleed, his once pristine blue uniform looked akin to an art piece with the colors of urine, cum, and blood streaked across it. Dry wiping the stains helped get some of the color out, but the dirtiness was still apparent. 


“He’s going to ask questions…” Edge said nervously, looking over the boy’s trembling body. “We should-”


“No, it’ll be fine. Vargus is used to his staff being dirty. Besides, you’re not going to rat on us, are you, kid?” Higgs asked in a gentle tone. There was a slight edge to his voice. Axel knew that if he didn’t accept this, he’d probably be dead. He sniffled, straightened his posture and trying to put on a tough face. He wouldn’t crumble. Not to them. He’d find a way past this. “I won’t.”


“Good. We’re going to take you to Vargus, and, when we can, we’ll drop by and give you that candy. If you’re really good, we can get you some other things.” Higgs said, stroking the boy’s messy dark brown hair. The touch was oddly soothing. He’d never been coddled before, never lovingly touched. “Hey, how about this, kid.” Higgs pulled a credit note from his pocket. He rolled it up and stuffed it into the chest pocket of Axel’s uniform. “There’s stores aboard this ship. Get yourself something nice.” He said, a weasel-y grin spreading across his face. 


Axel’s skinny body couldn’t stop shaking. He wasn’t sure if it was the pain, the raw adrenalin, or something else that was making him so tense. Every fiber of his being wanted to deck these two, but he knew that wasn’t an option. He’d never been physically strong, he hadn’t needed to be. 


Edge walked over to the door and opened it. The three left the room, bodily fluids still pooled on the floor. Evidence of their carnal game that probably would be cleaned without a second thought. Axel walked with the guards, the largeness of the ship swallowing him. The bear cold metal on his toes made him feel like he was walking on ice. As they made their way through the corridor, the ship finally opened up.


Before the monkey was a metal city. It was like there was a metropolis jammed  into the confines of the Kurata. Axel could see stores, lights, people were walking and talking with each other. Two burly dogs were laughing at a hearty discussion. Axel looked up at Higgs. “What is this place?” He asked.


“We call it ‘Central City’ but technically it’s called ‘Sector 5’.” The weasel explained. “It’s the largest open area of the ship, besides the dock and the cargo hold. This is where all the third party employees, mostly vendors, set up shop and work. There’s actually a few apartment blocks too, but you have to be rich to get in those.”


“How many people live here, like, in the ship?” Axel asked.


“I forget the exact number, but there’s like uhh… over a thousand on the crew manifest, not including all the merchants and whatnot.” Higgs answered. 


“Is there anyone my age?” Axel asked, curious.


“That’s the thing, kid. I’ve worked here for a half cycle and I’ve only seen someone about your age once. We don’t get too many young ones here. Young ones are typically sent to refinery or production ships, not mining ships. I worked a gig for two cycles at a factory vessel, way out in the Farsc Sector. It’s better here. Sure, it’s rough work, but that place… seemed like it was haunted.”


“What happened?”


“Explosions, all the time. Seemed almost like someone was sabotaging things, but I think it’s because it was run so cheaply. Some of the machines were more flesh than machine, replaced by kids like you. Though, some kids, really unfortunate ones, were pulled apart, flesh mounted upon metal. Bad stuff, but affordable.”


Axel shuddered. He’d heard of that. Cannibalization is what it was called. If you didn’t work as a part yourself, a part of you would be used itself. Your eye could be used as a lens, your brain a processor. It wasn’t a common practice, he’d been assured, but it was legal when the means were required and there wasn’t other options.  After the part’s service, you were supposed to be put together in time. In time. He wondered how many body parts had been in service long after their host had passed. The thought scared him.


“You’ll be safe here, as long as you guys aren’t ordered a job on ehhh… what was it called… Plax Minor?” Higgs asked his fellow guard.


“Yeah, that’s the one. If you’re ordered there, call in sick, or something.” Edge said. 


“What’s there?” Axel asked.


“Some cult’s running the show around there. It’s already a pretty hostile world, you have to wear a suit and everything. Not these guys. Not sure how it happened, but these people can breathe down there. Rumor is that they’re miners from a long gone expedition gone native. Last work crew that went there was butchered, literally. Their pelts used as battle flags and skin used for war drums. They’ve settled near the mines. Been a few cycles anyone’s been ordered there.”


“W-what if I was sent there, would… you two be there?” Axel asked, shakiness in his voice.


“If I was assigned to guard that crew, I’d cash what I could and flee the system. Sure, Oda might put out a warrant for me, but, I’d still be alive. The smart thing is not to go.”


The three walked through the corridors of the mini city. People were walking about, minding each other and interacting. Axel almost forgot that he was in the bowels of a mining ship. He wondered if this was something unique to the Kurata or if all large ships have something like this. He considered asking the weasel pair but was tired of them talking. 


The city shrank behind them as they passed into another corridor. Things were quiet again. 


“There used to be a tram system, apparently. There’s still pieces of it.” Higgs chuckled. “Kept all of these walks a lot shorter. Be lucky you’re not joining the medical staff. That’s hours from here.”


Hours? Axel hoped he didn’t need to go to the medical ward anytime soon. He bet on his luck, such a visit would be about him getting a limb or organ removed for some reason, or him arriving after falling victim to some sort of horrendous accident. He hoped he’d be given some kind of protective equipment on the job.


The guards stopped at a door. It looked like all the others they had passed. Higgs gave a harsh knock at it. “Security!” He shouted. 


Quickly the door opened. A large burly porcine wearing stained overalls looked at the three. He rubbed his pig nose with a sniffle. A large hard scratched idly at his exposed chest. “Huh, am I under arrest?” He asked, a sleepy element in his voice. 


“We’ve got a new member for you crew.” Higgs said in a professional manner. He pointed to the skinny Axel who was utterly dwarfed by the giant pig. 


Axel had never seen an overweight person before. He had heard of people eating too much and getting larger as a result. Of course, in his environment, you could never possibly overeat. He wondered if the man was very strong too, as all the food would keep his energy high. Axel often felt tired because his assigned food was so little. A glimmer of hope appeared. Maybe he’d get enough food to be awake, fat, and happy. Maybe this was going to work out for him.


The rotund pig looked over Axel with a curious gaze. “I didn’t order for another miner… he’s tiny, too. My tools weigh more than him.”


“It’s from home office. I…” Higgs looked through his pockets and handed the man a holopad. Thick fingers activated it and scrolled through the holographic screen. The porcine mumbled as he looked over the paperwork. “Huh, that’s a weird order form… from Shine Holdings? Like the credit guys? We order from them now?”


Higgs seemed surprised by this observation. It was obvious he didn’t think much of the other’s intelligence. “Well, I’m not sure what spurned home office in this. All I know is that he’s yours now. If you think there’s an issue, I’d recommend you talk to home office, our supply master, or even the captain.”


“Hmm, I won’t bother the captain. He’s a busy man. I’ll ask about this later. It’s late, and you interrupted my sleep.” The pig scratched his belly as he let out a yawn. He looked down at Axel. “Wow. You look rough, kid.” He looked at the screen again, reading more. “I’m Vargus, the foreman of G Group. There’s fifteen-er-sixteen in our work group. I’m your boss.”


He extended a large hand, stubby fingers outstretched. Axel noticed how rough and scarred the dirty hands were. 


“Axel.” The teen took the foreman’s hand. Axel’s hand was suddenly crushed in a vicelike grip. He struggled as he pulled it out of the man’s grasp. Vargus let out a hearty laugh. “Sorry, worker’s shake. You’ve got a hand like the captain.”


“You know the captain?”


“Know is a strong word. He doesn’t talk much to the mining crew, not unless there’s a big screw up. Come on, come in. Everyone’s asleep right now but I can get you settled.” Vargus looked over at the weasel pair. “I’ll take it from here, gentlemen.”


The weasels both took there leave. Vargus led the boy inside. The door closed behind them, oddly quietly compared to all the others he had heard. It was dark inside. He heard the snores and breaths of men everywhere. They were in a bunk! 


Barely visible in the dim light, fifteen men were sleeping in rope beds. The cloth beds, almost like hammocks, were arranged so that there was five men per vertical row. There were three rows of men, fifteen.  Vargus’s voice was low as he spoke. “This here’s the first class bedroom and leisure quarters. You’ll be here most of the time when you’re not working.” He pointed over to a open doorway. “That’s the food galley and cookery. State of the art. I assign food for everyone. You work hard, you get more food. We rotate cooks every few days.”


“Could I have something to eat?” The teen asked, his mouth watering at the word of food. All he’d had in recent memory was the weasel piss that was boiling in his stomach. 


“Normally I’d say no, but, I’ll let you have something tonight.” The man led him into the kitchen. Inside was a mess. Dirty dishes were piled up towards the ceiling. There was no refrigeration unit, all the ingredients were stocked in a corner in various boxes. Some boxes weren’t even sealed. Axel had never seen a kitchen before, but he knew this wasn’t how they were normally kept. Vargus found a bowl that had been left on the counter by the oven. It was obviously someone’s unfinished meal. Inside was what could be only described as a thick green sludge with odd white lumps in it.


He tossed the bowl to the young monkey who caught it easily. The spoon from the previous diner was still inside. Eagerly eyeing the concoction, Axel began to shovel the contents into his mouth. Vargus’s eyes widened as the boy chowed down on the cold grotesque meal with ravenous hunger. He watched the boy devour his meal, soon licking at the bowl itself completely spotless. 


Had the meal been fresh, as it had been many hours ago, any civilized being would barely be able to stomach the stuff. The pig eyed the kid with some suspicion. “You’re not some kind of convict kid are you?”


“No, I’m not.” Axel said, sheepishly handing the bowl back. It was more clean than the foreman had ever seen it before. 


“I’ve never seen anyone eat this stuff with such… enthusiasm.” Vargas said, looking at the boy closer now. He whipped out the holopad and scrolled through it, looking back at Axel as he did. He gave a whistle. “Interesting profile you’ve got here. You owe a pretty penny to those Shine guys. Still not sure why the company bought you, especially at that price. Three thousand credits isn’t much to slouch at.”


“I’m just as confused as you are, I was supposed to work at a factory world.” Axel said, looking at the tower of dirty dishes with hunger in his eyes. If Vargus hadn’t been in the room with him, he’d tried to eat it all. Eating that slop had only roused his appetite more. 


“You don’t seem like a factory drone. Can you read?”  Vargus leaned closer.


“Yes.” Axel admitted.


“Smart kid.” Vargus put the holopad in a pocket and almost seemed to scan the monkey. “You’re kind of small for this line of work, but maybe I can find a use for you. I’m not going to go easy on you because you’re a kid.”


“I wouldn’t expect you to.” Axel said, fear creeping up his spine. 


“There’s no coincidence that you wound up on a ship that pays credits, that’s for sure. Most mining operations pay in scrip, granted that’s more for the surface workers but it happens on ships too. I’ll pay you per job, ten percent upfront, and the rest when it’s done. I’ll get you some gear, just be careful with it. It’s gonna be hard to find stuff your size.”


“When’s my first job?” Axel asked, feeling the man’s eyes lingering on him.


“Your first job is in ten hours. I’m sending the crew out topside to Blito. It’s not a long operation, about… er, a month or two. We arrive and get the operation started, shift turns, yada yada. We’ll figure out your spot. When your shift ends, though, I want you back on the dropshop. If not, we’re going to have problems. You’re Oda property and I don’t want you staying planetside after work hours, understand?”


The idea hadn’t crossed Axel’s mind, but now he was intrigued. Of course, the Assurance would tell everyone where he was at all times. Still, it was good to try to think outside the box just in case.  “I understand. How about Central City, am I allowed there?”


“You’re allowed to be anywhere you want on the ship as long as it’s not a restricted area and you still get to bed on time. Just don’t do anything stupid. I’ll keep an eye on you if you dawdle.” He said and then pointed to the blue device on Axel’s wrist. “I’ve got a link on that thing. The interesting thing about those devices is not only do they tell me where you are, but it’ll tell me what you’re doing.” He added the last part with a hearty laugh. 


“Is there anything else I should know?” Axel asked, feeling oddly trapped now.


The large man folded his arms and oinked. He seemed thoughtful before speaking. He leaned forward a bit. “You’re a smart kid, never known a kid like you that could read…” He said, before thrusting a small paper in the boy’s hand. He stepped back. “What’s that say?”


The kid looked at the scrap of paper. It was the cutout of some kind of promotion. He straightened the crumpled paper and read aloud: “Bentley’s Leisure Monthly, now only seven credits a month.”


“So, the profile wasn’t fibbing.” Vargus’s voice got low. “And if you’re a drone student who knows how to read…” He leaned to the point his face was level with the boy’s. “I’m not stupid, I’ve been around the block a few times. I was raised on the slum world of Gasago.  Something about this is funny, I’m not sure you’re in on it, but this whole thing’s odd.” He sniffed with his big pig nose and recoiled. “That’s some funky cologne you’ve got, kid.”


“What’s cologne?”


“You really are a boarding world boy.” Vargus rubbed at his temple. He paused and looked at the boy’s young face. “Rosca did a real number on your snoz there, kid. Almost looks broken.”


“Do you know Rosca?” Axel said the name with fear in his voice.


“Yeah, she’s a real grade B bitch. She’s good at her job, though. One of the best. How she wound up on this tub is beyond me. She’d make a killing in the navy or bounty hunting.” Vargus said, pondering a moment. 


“Why is she like that?” Axel rubbed his tender nose.


“You ask so many questions…” A tired Vargus said. “I don’t know why exactly. She’s hard on the men, which, is pretty much everyone else on this ship. I heard she really hates boys, like you. Don’t know why. Heard she’s buddy with the captain, but he’s a fop, so maybe opposites attract or something like that.”


“What’s the captain like?” Axel needed to know everything about this place. He needed to gather all the information he could so he could figure out a plan. 


“He’s some old fart sissy. Really. You’ll probably never see him, but he’s a wacky one to look at. Picture some old fox, but he’s almost shaped like a broad. No breasts of course, but, he’s got these lady hips and this waggle to his step. He’s a known fop, and has some poor cat acting as his… cabin boy. I guess he commanded some really important battles long time ago and wound up here instead of retiring from the navy. Couldn’t tell you what battles and what war. It’s textbook crap.”


“Do you not like him?”


“He’s good at his job, I guess. Never had too much of an issue with how he runs things, though it’s kinda loose. Though, if we were ever attacked by pirates, I’d trust him at the helm. The only thing I know about those battles is that he won them all.”


“Pirates?” Axel squeaked.


“Don’t worry about any pirates. We’re not too close to pirate territory and they go after supply ships and the like. Plus, while we’re not a military vessel, we do have some arms. The Kurata was last attacked about twenty cycles ago and blew up every pirate to smithereens. Hell, if a war ever did break out, this ship would probably wind up being repurposed as an improvised cruiser. When it comes to pirate attacks, this is pretty much the safest kind of vessel you could serve on.”


“How about…”


“That’s enough talking. I’m tired, and you’re going to need all the rest you can get.” Vargus said, straightening up. His stomach looked like it was going to spill from his overalls. The foreman walked quietly to the doorway and looked out into the main room. “I’m afraid we don’t have any spare beds, kid. You could sleep on the floor… or… you could sleep on my bed.”


Axel’s body stiffened. 


“I’ve got my own room. My bed is nice and soft. You can join me for the night.” Vargus said, eyeing Axel.


“Are you going to…?” The monkey boy gulped, his body starting the feel numb. 


“Fuck you? No, I want you awake for your job. I’ll just hold you.” He said, hand on his hips. “You don’t have to do it, but the floor is pretty hard.”


Axel was used to sleeping on hard surfaces. The floor the ship was less inviting than the stiff bed he’d had on Asios. He looked at the giant of a pig. If he didn’t sleep, he could fail his job or perhaps worse. This was something he had to do, at least, for this first night. Maybe he’d be provided a place to sleep the next time. He could only hope about it. 


“Fine…” The monkey boy surrendered. What was going to happen would happen. He has to resign to it for now. He knew something would come around.  The porcine could barely contain his joy. Though he had been very suspicious of the teen, his eyes had been feasting on him since the pair of guards had brought him in. He lead the monkey to his own personal room. It reminded Axel of his old room.


It was small, plain. In was a bed that did, truth be told, look actually fairly soft. It was the largest bed the boy had ever seen. No doubt the bed was big because it’s sleeper was so large himself. With a heave, the large man hopped on the bed. The entire thing creaked and groaned under his bulk. He undid his coveralls and kicked them off. The man’s bare form was so different than anything the monkey had seen. A strange form, his belly distended, covering much of his groin. The boy could make out the red fabric of the man’s boxers barely through the thick rolls. The foreman’s very evident man boobs were both extremely repulsive yet interesting. He’d seen breasts on women, never naked, but he’d seen their outlines. He’d never thought men could have anything remotely similar. 


“Your uniform is filthy. Take it off.” Vargus said as he slouched in the large bed. “You can keep your undies on, if you have any.”


Axel pulled his uniform off. He sat the blue outfit down with a shiver. The room felt cold now that he was practically naked. His only garment, his white briefs, clung to his young crotch and ass. Vargus couldn’t help but drink the boy’s body in. He was frail looking, almost feminine. He was small, soft, not something you saw around here often. He adjusted his place on the bed, making room for the small monkey. “Come on, kid.” He said, patting the bed. 


The boy bit his lip as he slowly lowered himself onto the bed. It was softer than anything he had ever laid on before. The fabric of the bed felt warm and soothing to his skinny body. He let out a relaxed sigh. This must be what rich people slept on everyday.


“You look peaceful down there.” The foreman wrapped his create arms around the boy, pulling him closer. Axel felt almost swallowed by the man’s gigantic form. Huge fingers ran gently along his scrawny chest. “Such a tiny thing.” Vargus muttered, feeling the boy’s exposed ribs. Axel felt the pigs tough fingers against his prominent ribs, feeling gently at the bones. The man spread his fingers and took the boy in closer. “That funky scent isn’t too bad. We’ll get you hosed off soon.” He said, his pig snout sniffing at the boy’s brown hair. He took the kid’s scent in deeply, groaning softly. “I needed someone in bed with me, it’s been too long since I’ve shared with someone.” Axel felt the softness of the pig’s fat gut against the small of his back and his young brief covered butt. 


Vargus moaned softly. “Still not sure why you were ordered, but… I think you’ll fit in as long as you behave. Maybe even someone will buy you from the company…may…be…” The man’s voice rolled into a slow, loud snore. Vargus’s breath was hot against the boy’s neck. Axel was almost completely enveloped in the foreman. It felt scary, yet, the heat and protection felt nice. His mind began to slow down. Tiredness flooded his thoughts and soon he too drifted into sleep. 

