Eternal Debt, by UnamusedMonkey

Chapter 2. The First Day.


Axel’s eyes shot open at the sound of a loud klaxon. The foreman’s form was instantly up and upon him. He was practically kicked off of the bed as the fat porcine swept off. The foreman groggily reached into the pockets of his discarded overalls, shaking his head as he did. He removed a small holopad and eyed the screen. His eyes adjusted as his sleep fog began to clear. He scrolled the screen down and bit down on his lips. A scared look appeared on his face. “This isn’t good…” He muttered before hastily dressing himself in the overalls. 


“Ooog…” Mumbled a waking Axel as he was sprawled across the floor. 


“Sorry, kid. I’m not used to having company.” The foreman gripped the kid and easily hoisted him onto his feet. He grabbed the boy’s clothes and handed them to him in a hurry. “Something’s come up, I haven’t much time.” Vargus said, his voice quivered with fear. “Get dressed, I’m going to find someone to assign you to. Sorry about all this, kid.”


The monkey hastily stepped into his uniform. He had almost forgotten where he was. The ease that the sleep had taken him seemed to have melted his memories away until he awoke. He put on his stained hat and brushed his uniform. He looked at the small mirror Vargus had. A frown was plastered along his face that he hadn’t even realized. Despite the good sleep, bags were starting to form under his eyes. His entire expression looked sullen and lifeless. Was it really getting to him that fast?


“What happened?” The teen asked.


“Uh, I can’t talk about it now. Maybe later, but not now.” Vargus sputtered, putting the holopad into a pocket quickly. He fished a few coins out of his pocket and tucked them into the boy’s chest pocket. The coins jingled loudly inside. “I have to file a few things before I can get you your correct starting pay, but this will hold you over for the day. I’ll try to check back on you when you’re planetside. If I can’t, don’t worry. I’ll be here when you get back.”


The foreman practically leapt for the door. “Just remember what I said. Don’t run off. It’s your first day, so we’re just going to try to figure out where to put you. You’ll probably just be helping out the other guys. We’ve still got to find some things your size.” 


The foreman opened the door and stepped out. Already the crew was getting ready for the shift. Food was being served, a thick hot sludge poured into a bowl. Some of the crew were laughing and chatting loudly while others were trying to get their breakfast down. Vargus pushed the boy forward and made him stand straight before he announced loudly to the crew.


“Attention!”


Everyone froze.


“We have a new crew member now, meet Axel Stone.” All the eyes were scanning the young monkey boy. 


“He don’t look like a miner!” Said a crew member with a laugh. “Looks more like a minor, hah!”


Vargus shot the man a glare. “Home office ordered him. He’s owned by the company, and as company property, I’ll entrust you’ll keep him in good shape. I need a man to get him started. He’s new to all this and Blito’s going to be his first job. Who’s going to work with him?”


There was no response. Vargus looked at the crew. It was a motley mix of species. Axel saw a fox, four cats, two wolves, but not a single of his fellow monkeys. He wasn’t sure why, but he thought that maybe having a fellow monkey among the crew, he wouldn’t feel quite so alone. 


“Johnson, you’re the man.” Vargus pointed to a lean brown furred cat. 


The man was puffing at a cigarette and took a long drag. “Huh, why me?” He asked with a cloudy exhale. 


“Because I chose you.” Vargus said, stepping towards the cat. 


Johnson was probably the youngest of the crew, but even then he was more than likely a decade older than Axel.  He looked scruffy, unshaven, and overall disinterested. “I’m no babysitter.” Johnson said, his green eyes staring back at the foreman. 


Vargus leaned closer to the feline and whispered something quietly into his ear. Johnson’s face briefly flushed and then he looked at the young teen. He took one last drag of his cigarette and stuffed it into the remains of his breakfast. “Okay, kid. You’re working with me for the day.” He said, grabbing a bowl and handing to the boy. “Eat up. We’ve got a long day today.”


Vargus turned away from the crew and headed for the door. The others resumed what they were doing, almost like nothing had even happened. No one seemed to pay any mind to Axel, one way or another. For some reason, that put the young monkey at ease. Attention seemed to be his enemy.  Axel looked down at the bowl. The sludge was apparently a much more fresh dish of what he had eaten the night before. He grabbed the spoon and began to devour it with gusto. Johnson smirked as he watched the boy eagerly consuming the sludge like it was a first grade dish. “That taste good?” He asked him.


“Yeah, all I got back home was this thin soup.” Axel said between bites as he devoured the food. “It was like this watery brown stuff with a little film on top. This is much better.” He said, slurping the bowl and the spoon spotless. “The bowls were way smaller, too.”


“We’ll eat again after we get some work in.” Johnson said, studying the kid. “The food is a lot better planetside. They might have actual meat.”


“Meat?” Axel’s jaw dropped open. 

“Yeah, like real meat. Real fruit and vegetables too. Hard to find that stuff.” Johnson said, thinking for a moment. “I’d get you seconds if I could, you look like you could use it.” 


The cat stood up and looked over the room. He seemed to be studying something before speaking again. “Let’s get you a proper uniform and cleaned up for work. C’mon.” He said, grabbing the boy’s wrist. The eyes of the crew watched the pair as they left the common room. Johnson kept walking down the hallway, practically dragging the teen. 


It wasn’t too long before the pair were at Central City. It seemed quieter now, far less people then when Axel had last seen it. Johnson hummed for a moment as he seemed to be looking for something. “This is going to be a pain.” He said, walking over to a large building. The inside was cold and metallic. A thin Siamese cat wearing a frayed suit was sitting by a desk. He was looking over a large holoscreen and counting to himself.


“Yeoman, I need some stuff for the new kid.” Johnson said, rubbing an itch on his face. 


“Do you have an acquisition form?” The Siamese asked, not looking away from the screen.


“No, he was just kind of dropped into our lap. Foreman Vargus is going to look into all that, I assure you.” Johnson said, looking annoyed. 


“That’s not good enough, I need the forms, or you’re going to have to pay out of pocket.” The man said, the screen vanishing. “I can’t lease Oda equipment just on kind words alone.”


The man behind the desk and blinked, looking at Axel. “My, he’s a tiny thing.” He said, sizing up the boy. “What did you need for him?”


“Just a standard kit. Suit, helmet, hat.” Johnson said.


“No tools?” The Siamese seemed to stare.


“We’re going to Blito, they’re giving out tools out there.” Johnson cleared his throat and seemed to be getting agitated. 


“Then why not get what you need planetside?” The other man asked with a sly smirk.


“You know they’re not going to have anything his size. How much is it going to ring up?” Johnson asked, rubbing his temple with barely restrained anger. 


“Well, let me see here… we might have something that small. Of course, it’s going to be extra. I believe it’ll be about… let’s see…” He brought the screen up and counted some more. He leaned back in his chair and smirked. “For you, it’ll be one hundred ninety-five credits, and that’s at the corporate rate. 


“I don’t have that kind of money.” Johnson said with a growl in his voice. “Is there anything I can do to get a discount?”


“Not you… him.” The man pointed to the boy and a smirk spread across his face. “I’ll get it all requisitioned for you for some time with him.”


“Done.” Johnson said, pushing Axel ahead by his ass. “How long you need?”


“I have your code, I’ll let you know when I’m done.” The yeoman said looking down at the small monkey teen. 


Axel gasped and his fur stood on end. “I have money, I have…” He desperately grabbed all the cash he had.  He laid down the credit note the weasel guard had given him and the coins that Vargus had paid. He gulped. Only one and a half credits. Almost nothing. He looked at the yeoman who’s smile only seemed to grow. 


“I can’t front that bill, kid.” Johnson said, hands on his hips. “As long as he doesn’t cut you up, I don’t really care. You’re owned by the company. I have to do what Vargus says, but I’ll do the way I want to.” The miner looked over the Siamese. “You’re not going to hurt him are you?”


“Of course not.” The man said with a gentle reply. 


“Get to work, kid. I’ll be back.” Johnson lit up another cigarette. 


Soon the boy was alone with the stranger. To be honest, everyone on the Kurata was a stranger to him. He didn’t even know this man’s name and now he was going to have to do… something for him. 


“He’s impatient, we should be quick.” The yeoman said, jumping off of his seat and waltzing to the teen. He was only a head taller than the boy. His suit looked cheap and flimsy. It was gray and had small tears throughout it. “Have you ever done anything with a man, kid?”


“Yes…” Axel admitted sheepishly. He looked up at the man’s grinning face. “Do I have to do this?”


“Well, do you want to work your job without a suit? That cute school uniform won’t cut it out there.” He said, licking his lips. 


“No.”


“Then you have to do it. It won’t be that bad, c’mon.” The cat gestured over to a door. “In here. Hurry.”


Axel took a deep breath. Everyone on this ship was horny. Was this akin to the ‘space madness’ he had heard about it? He was still sore from being raped from the weasels the last day. Was this something he had to get used to? 


Tears ran down his face as he walked to the door with the man. It opened revealing a very tiny room inside, not much larger than a closet. He closed the door behind him and was practically jumping with glee. “How do you like to pee, little boy?”


“What do you mean?” Axel asked, wiping tears from his young face.


“Like, do you like to stand or sit?” The man was almost salivating at this point. 


“Stand, I guess.” Axel answered. 


“Fantastic, great.” The man walked over to a small keypad mounted into a wall. He pressed a few buttons and suddenly something began to shift. The wall began to shift and suddenly in front of the boy was a bright white spotless urinal. The urinal was plain and looked harmless enough. The yeoman clapped his hands together. “Do you have to pee?”


“Yeah, I do, actually.” The monkey reluctantly admitted.


“S-so, do you… get naked, or… open your pants?” The yeoman asked, squirming around. He was rubbing at the groin of his suit pants slowly. 


“I open my pants.” Axel wiped a few more tears and stared at the urinal. 


“Could you, uh… could you… pull you pants down and uh…” The Siamese thought for a moment. “What kind of underwear you wear?”


“Briefs?”


“Wonderful! Yes… please… just… slowly pull your pants down for me. Please…” The man seemed desperate. Was there something in the air system that made people on this ship crazy? Axel sniffled and tried to put on a brave face. Slowly he began to undo his pants. His young hands fiddled with the button of his school pants. He slowly unzipped his pants and pulled them open. The pervert almost orgasmed at the sight of the boy’s bulge emerging from his pants. The white fabric of the boy’s briefs bulged from his young boyhood. 


“Beautiful. Artistic, even.” The Siamese purred, watching the kid’s pants pool around his ankles. 


“Now what?” A weak Axel asked.


“Yes, please… pull your cock out. Slowly. I want it done slowly.” He was undoing his own pants, revealing his own white briefs. The feline’s erection was throbbing. The tent in the front of his underwear was scared. He probably had the weasels beat by a full inch or two and it was obvious. He cupped the outline of his own nuts and gave them a gentle squeeze. 


“Sure.” Axel choked back a cry.


The teen had done this hundreds of times. He’d pulled his young uncut penis out of his briefs and had pissed into a urinal several times a day for most of his life. Now that he was doing it before someone who was actively watching, touching himself, salivating over the sight of his immodesty. He felt like a piece of raw meat, hung out to feed this man’s depraved hunger. He worried that if he displeased this feline that the consequences would be dire. He had to remember; he was no longer his own person. Granted, at the school, he had next to no autonomy but… this was different. This was cruel. 


He pulled the flap of his briefs in a slow, deliberate motion. He tried to keep his hands in a way that the feline could see everything he was doing in intricate detail. Slowly he pulled his soft uncut cock out of the opening of his briefs. His penis flopped out limply, his long foreskin seemed to attract the most attention. He held his young dick gently in his hand and aimed it at the urinal. He pulled back his foreskin enough so that the very tip of the head of his cock was exposed. 


“Beautiful.” The Siamese pulled his own cock out of his underwear. Axel couldn’t help but look at the exposed member.


The thing was a monster. His foreskin was peeled back completely, showing the glistening head of his cock. He was rubbing his cock in a slow stroking motion, edging himself as he watched the boy. “Yeah, just pee into it.” He said, gasping when he spoke. He was trying hard not to go fast, showing restraint in his speed. His tongue poked out of his mouth as he groaned. 


The monkey boy let out a soft grunt as his stream began to flow. It was weak at first but soon grew to full strength. He groaned, his golden piss slapping against the pure white urinal. His stream was studied by the hungry eyes of the yeoman. A moan slipped from the teen’s lips as he pissed. He arched his back. Despite how afraid he was, something felt good. His tears stopped flowing, drying on his face. 


“Ff…” The boy moaned, feeling an odd pressure in his testicles. His stream was still strong. The feline was beating himself off faster. Axel’s eyes crossed slightly as his face contorted into an expression of genuine pleasure. The monkey had a lot to get out of his system, much to the pervert’s pleasure. 


“Yes, so much…” The cat said, jerking his erection faster. 


The boy’s stream began to fade. It was gradual at first but it soon was down to a tiny little piddle. With a few grunts, the kid shook his limp cock. A few powerful squirts splashed against the inside of the urinal and he let out a heavy sigh as he had been completely tapped out of piss. 


The urine was rippling gently in the bowl of the urinal. Instead of going away, this urinal allowed the piss the pool before being flushed away. Axel, reflexively, began to go for the handle of the fixture until a hand gently batted it away. “No, no, not yet. Not yet.” The Siamese stammered as he looked down at the yellow pool. He cupped bock of his paws into the piss and cupped as much of the stuff as he could.


Axel was taken aback by the action. The yeoman slathered all the cupped piss against his cock, making the entirety of his dick glisten in the brightly lit once sterile room. The man’s fingers slid along his hard-on. His dick, covered in piss, made a loud squelching noise as he jerked off. He went faster and faster. 


“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” He swore as he came. 


Ropes of cum shot out of his cock with impressive force. Most of the jizz landed on the wall while the weaker shots draped across the tile floor. The cat’s load was impressive, at least to Axel’s view. Even after cumming, the yeoman was jerking off his cock for a few moments, his dick twitching violently in his grasp. He gasped for air, his entire face turning red with all of the exertion. 


“You’re not done yet.” He said, panting weakly. “Stick your head in it.”


“What?”


“Stick your head in the piss.” He said with a wheeze.


“But you’re-”


The pervert wasn’t taking no for an answer. He grabbed the boy’s head and forced him on his knees. A cry escaped the monkey’s throat before it was suddenly silenced with the warmth of his own urine. The cat tightened his grip on the kid’s head, pressing his face in and out of the urinal. Axel had pissed so much, he felt like he was drowning in the wet waste. Pee went up his nostrils and stung painfully. Tears flowed from his eyes. Tears vanished into the piss and suddenly the kid’s eyes burned. The roughness of the man’s motion caused piss to cover his hair. 


Axel was pulled out of the urinal and he landed on his back, gasping for air. His entire head was sopping wet with piss. His soaked hair slapped against his face loudly when he landed. He coughed and curled in a ball, sobbing. He whimpered, stammering something intelligible. He hugged his long tail to his face and cried into it, getting piss and tears in the fur.


“Stop crying, you little brat.” The yeoman redressed himself. “I just did you a favor.”


Axel cried more. “I want to go home…” He said weakly. “I just want to go home.”


The feline spat at the boy. The thick wad of saliva slapped loudly against the boy’s hair. “Get up, kid. I’m not going to ask a third time.”


The boy whimpered as he uncurled himself. He was on his feet after a few tries. His face stung and felt oddly raw. His vision was cloudy and his eyes hurt. His spirit was broken, his mind returning back to the numbness of before.


“I ought to slap you for being so disgusting. I promised I wouldn’t hurt you, though.” The pervert dressed Axel back up, putting his hat on last on his wet hair. He gave the kid a pat on the head. “You got some free stuff, don’t you feel better now?”


Axel just looked at the man’s face blankly.


“C’mon, don’t do this. I didn’t even hurt you.” The Siamese popped his knuckles loudly. “Don’t be such a baby. You’re a man, act like one.”


The monkey said nothing. 


“Whatever, doesn’t matter to me.” He said, walking back to the door. “Ungrateful brat.”


Axel meekly followed the pervert back to the main room. The yeoman produced his large screen and scrolled through it. After a few pressed and scrolls he watched as a large duffel bag slid onto the desk. “Your basic kit, adjusted for your size. Yours courtesy of Oda Mining.” He hoisted the large gray bag off of the desk and passed it to the boy. 


The boy gasped at the straps of the bag and almost fell forward. It was heavy! He strained as he tried to keep it at waist height. Johnson was at the door, smoking another cigarette. He looked at the massive bag in the teen’s arms with an impressed look. “Looks like you earned something extra.” He said with in amusement. He glanced back at the yeoman. “He looks pretty bad. Did you hurt him?”


“Of course not. He’s just adjusting. He’ll be fine.”


Johnson moved closer. “Geez, kid. You’re wet and you reek. I’m going to get you into the shower, pronto. C’mon.”


Axel checked his chest pocket. He made sure he didn’t leave anything behind before wordlessly following the miner out of the supply office. The yeoman watched the kid’s young ass as he walked out of the door. He looked back at the screen. He searched the room and, satisfied that he was alone, he resumed his task. The sound of liquid splashing and the recorded sobs of the dirty deed sounded as he watched the video playback. His paw went under his desk and he smiled smugly.


“Hey, kid, are you just not going to talk the rest of the day?” Johnson asked as he walked with the teen. “I mean, you can do that, but it won’t make your shift any better.”


“Fuck. You.” Axel said quietly.


Johnson paused. “Excuse me? You want to repeat that?”


“Fuck. You.” The wet faced monkey looked up at the cat, a scowl on his face. 


“You’ve got a smart mouth on you, kid.” Johnson glared at him, his voice low. “What the fuck are you mad about?”


“That freak slammed my face into a urinal!” Axel shouted, gritting his teeth.


“I didn’t know he was going to do that.” Johnson said, jabbing the boy’s chest with a stiff finger. “You think I’m some sort of mind reader?”


“No, but you knew it couldn’t have been good. You could have paid for the stuff, or, something.” 


“That’s a lot of money and you know that.” Johnson poked Axel again. “I’m not wasting my money so that some stupid punk doesn’t wind up dead on his first job. You think I owe you that kind of dough? You’re owned by the company, fucker. You’re a non-citizen. If someone emptied a clip into you, the worst thing that would happen is they’d get fired. Lucky for you, everyone needs their job.” He grabbed the kid’s wrist and yanked it up. “If you needed the cash, how about you just sell this stupid bauble?” He gripped the boy’s Assurance and yanked on it. 


The blue device dug into the monkey’s wrist as Johnson tried to remove it. Johnson tightened his grip and pulled more. The Assurance sprang to life and the cheerful AI voice sounded loudly. “Attention: You are attempting to remove me. This is a violation of your case. Desist immediately!”


Axel let out a cry as he fell into the ground, his entire body wracked with pain. The Assurance injected hot volts of electricity into the boy’s body. His face burned. The wet piss on his face was conducting the shock and making it burn. Steam rose from his hair as the Assurance continued to shock him. He was on the ground, convulsing and writhing in pain. The heavy bag had been dropped on top of his scrawny body. Johnson had let go of the device just in time. He watched in horror as the kid flailed in pain. 


“This shock has been provided free of charge from Shine Holdings. Continued resistance may induce methods which will include fees added to your debt. Please have a nice day.” The Assurance went quiet. 


Axel was curled. The pain was fading but his body now felt numb. He sobbed more, pressing his tail into his face as he did. “I just want to go back home…”


“Kid, what the fuck was that?” Johnson looked at the blue device on his wrist and stiffened. “Are you some kind of criminal? Only convicts get fitted with gear like that. Did you kill a guy?”


Axel only whimpered in reply. 


Johnson covered his nose between two pinched fingers. “Kid, you really stink right now. I need to take you to the shower.”


Nothing but crying was his reply.


“Fucking stupid kid, c’mon. It’s just going to get worse if you don’t cooperate. Here… fuck… I’ll carry that bag.”


The feline hastily grabbed the bag and pulled it up. He was lean, but he had enough muscle that the heavy bag was a mere minor inconvenience for him. He forced the boy to uncurl. “On your fucking feet.”


It took effort, but the teen was back on his feet. His body felt tingly all over. It was some bad kind of tingle, he wasn’t sure how to explain it. His entire body felt oddly tired, like it was going to collapse on itself. Johnson gripped his wrist and dragged him into another building. “You’re a fucking mess. Vargus is going to be pissed at me if I can’t clean you up.”


Feeling made it’s way back to the monkey’s lips. “Maybe he should find out what happened.”


“Fucking smartass.” Johnson growled. “You tell him, and I’ll get a demerit, maybe I’ll have to pay for damages. Point is, what happens to me is going to be nothing to what I’ll do to you.”


Axel went quiet.


“That shut you up quickly.” Johnson said, pushing Axel into a door. 


Inside was a shower room. There was a few benches but very little in the way of amenities. With a slight grunt, Johnson put the bag down on the bench. He pulled off his uniform. Soon the lean feline was naked before the monkey boy’s stinging eyes. Johnson’s johnson and balls flopped awkwardly as he approached the teen. “As much as I hate you right now, I’m not going to rape you. I’m not some kind of freak. I’m not into that kind of stuff.” He undid the boy’s pants and pulled them to the ground. “But if you piss me off enough, I’ll do anything to get that rotten attitude out of you. Got it?”


“Got it.” Axel said in a stern voice.


Soon the teen was naked as well. The man walked over to a small pad on the wall and fumbled with it. He inserted a coin into it and suddenly Axel was pelted with hot water. At first, the monkey flinched and wanted to run from the hot water but soon the heat began to relax him. All the dirtiness was being washed away by the shower of nice hot water. It felt nice. 


Johnson inserted another coin into the slot and sudden thick blue ropes shot at the monkey. “Soap.” the cat said, getting closer. “We’ll share it.”


The man went behind the teen and looked down. He gave a whistle. “Wow, look at that shiner. You got hit pretty hard there, didn’t you?” He looked at the angry red hand mark that the weasels had left behind the young boy’s ass. 


“Don’t talk to me.” Axel said defiantly.


The boy began to lather up his hair, feeling the smooth foam of the soap all over him was great. Johnson swiped the foam on his back and applied it to his scraggly hair. He couldn’t help but watch the boy’s lean form, the smooth skin of his butt. He looked away after he caught himself staring for a little too long. 


The monkey boy had never had a hot shower in his life. The showers from his home were cold and short. At first he hated them, but after a while he grew to enjoy the brief respite from school. This was a hundred times better. Even with Johnson there, he didn’t want to leave. He wondered if there was a way he could do this all day. Maybe when he paid off his debt.


He caught himself. He was being hopeful. He’d never pay it off. He knew that. Still, it was fun to pretend, if even for a brief moment, to dream that such a thing would be possible even though it really wasn’t. He was jealous of Johnson and the others. The miners here had something he would never have: freedom. 


From birth he had worked to pay tuition in an unforgiving boarding world. He had been designated to cleaning duties. He couldn’t remember how many nights he’d have to skip to complete the tasks assigned to him. How many times he’d have to use his small form to get into places no one else could. The sheer disgusting-ness, the filth left behind.  His body retched when he thought about the bodily fluids he had to clean up. Semen and piss were cleaner than other things, he supposed. 


Suddenly the hot water stopped flowing. A harsh gust of warm wind was over him and Johnson. The wind blow dried the pair. When the drying was done, the naked Johnson walked back over to the bag and opened it. When he bent over, Axel’s eyes found themselves wandering towards the man’s ass. It was a nice pert ass, his nuts jiggled with each slight movement. The monkey boy couldn’t believe he was looking at this guy’s butt. He hated the man with every fiber of his being and yet he was checking him out! Maybe there really was something on this ship that turned people into sexual predators. He wondered if he could take him. If he could take the feline and rape his exposed asshole to show him whose boss.


He knew he couldn’t do it. He wasn’t big enough, he wasn’t strong enough. It wasn’t worth trying. Johnson would surely beat him up, or worse. The cat retrieved Axel’s new uniform. It was a rather tough looking skinsuit. It was bulkier than the one’s he had seen before, but that wasn’t unexpected. It was meant to be tough and durable, not elegant and stylish. Axel stepped into his white underwear and accepted the uniform.


The teen was surprised to feel the uniform fit him like a glove. It felt somewhat still against his body, but, it was oddly cozy and warm. Johnson put his old school uniform into the bag. “You should get that stuff cleaned if you want to keep it. There’s a laundry service here, it’s not much.”


Maybe it wouldn’t be so dirty if you people didn’t keep hitting and fucking me. Was what Axel wanted to say. He dared not get smart with the man now. Maybe later, but things were already pretty tense between them. He wasn’t sure what Johnson was capable of when he got mad enough. He could be worse than that bitch Rosca he had met when he first arrived. What a welcoming committee. She should work as a greeter. He thought to himself, the picture of it making a faint smile curl his lips. 


Johnson redressed. Axel felt oddly disappointing when the man was clothed. He almost wanted to see him naked again, watch the cat’s swaying cock and bouncing balls dance across his vision. He thought himself sick for thinking this. Something’s in the air, he swore it. 


“Alright, we don’t have much time now. We need to get to the dropship.” He said, guiding the boy out of the shower room. “The others will be waiting there for us. We’re not late, but we’re going to have to hustle.”


“Will Vargus be there?” Axel asked with a little bit of hope in his wavering voice. 


“No, I don’t think so. What ever task he’s been given seems pretty important. We might not even see him when we get back. I’ve never seen him that worried. Never.” The miner said, thinking for a moment. 


“What do you think it is?” Axel followed as the man quickened his pace. 


“I have no clue, but maybe it involves the captain. Maybe even security. All foremen are required to join up with security meetings, though, that wouldn’t worry him.” The pair cleared Central City and were walking through the hallway to the dock. 


A pair of familiar security guards were in front of the two while they were walking. One of the guards looked at Axel with a smile. “Well, if it isn’t the monkey boy. Is he heading off on his first job?”


Johnson was taken aback. Security usually didn’t pay him any mind. The miners and security tended not to get involved unless there was a fight involved. There was a divide between the two factions, only bridged by the foremen in charge. “Yeah, he is. You know him?”


“Yeah, uh, we were going to go to mining to give him this.” A guard said, holding a small paper bag. He handed it to Johnson to inspect. “It’s candy.” The guard clarified. 


Johnson looked at the bag with a confused glance. He opened it and peered inside. “…sour gummy worms?”


“Yeah, uh, he said he’d never had candy before so uh… we just wanted to make sure he felt welcome, you know.” The security guard was sweating. He seemed nervous. Something was up. Was Axel some kind of security plant? 


“Here, kid.” Johnson tossed the bag which the teen caught easily. “Enjoy.”


The pair of weasels looked at each other and then at Johnson. “So, we’ve got to go.” One said in a nervous tone. With that said, the security guards were off in a hurry. Johnson watched the pair as they left. Strange, very strange. He looked back at the young teen who had plucked a gummy worm from the bag and was eyeing it.


“It’s candy, you eat it.” Johnson said with a growl in his voice.


“What are these little crystals on it?” Axel was studying the confectionery closely. “It’s not going to cut my mouth is it?”


“I don’t know what it is, it’s like… the stuff that makes it sour. Just eat it.”


The teen awkwardly slurped up the candy worm. His face instantly changed into a strange expression. “Oooooooooooooooo~”


His body shuddered as he rolled the worm along his tongue. The sweet and sour candy made the monkey’s taste buds explode. His mouth shifted into the largest smile he’d ever had. The grin was so big, it hurt. “Oooooooo!” He jumped, his tail sticking out as he did. “Oooo!” He chewed and swallowed the candy and opened the bag and looked inside like he had a whole treasure chest of gold inside. “That was the best thing I’ve ever tasted!”


“Okay, kid. Let’s go. Enough of that.” Johnson made like he was going to grab the bag out of the monkey’s hand. 


“Please don’t take them. I want to keep this. I want to keep this candy.” Axel pleaded. “I’ll cooperate, just… don’t take my candy away.”


There was something about the boy’s voice just now. Something kind of hit the man hard. Food. The boy was so protective of the food. He’d probably never had a full meal in his life, and now had just had his first candy. He wasn’t sure why, but he felt like if he seized the gummies from the boy that it would be crossing a line somewhere. As much as he couldn’t stand the brat, he didn’t want to take them away from him.


“Okay, kid.” He said with a sigh. “We’ll put them in the duffel to keep them safe. You can eat them all when you get back, okay?”


“Okay.” The teen said with a bright smile. The only time the man had seen him smile since he had meant the monkey. It made him feel oddly warm and reassured. 


The pair arrived at the dock. So many ships were in, Axel wasn’t sure how they were going to find the one they were assigned to. Johnson didn’t have that problem. He lead the boy over to an aging rust bucket of a vessel. Two guards were standing by it and greeted the pair with silent nods. 


Johnson dragged the boy up the ramp of the ship. The ramp wobbled loudly as the pair walked up it. The rest of the crew was sitting in the ship, packed like sardines in a can. “You’re late.” One said. Johnson coughed. “Sorry, we got a little side tracked.”


A voice sounded through the ship’s systems. “Alright, gentlemen! Hold onto your butts. We’re heading off to Blito!”

