Chapter Nine. Snow.


Vargus helped Axel off of the hover cycle. The two of them looked at the medical clinic. The teen felt a shiver crawl up his spine. Something about it seemed frightening, though he couldn’t put a finger on it. The boy felt Vargus’s hand on his head, patting the boy through his cerulean cap. The shimmering poly-fabric felt smooth on his big fingertips. 


“Should be fast. After this we’ll head back to the ship.” The large swine said, his voice reassuring. “I’ve got to write a report to the captain, after that we’ll get some food.”  


The gaunt teen looked back at Vargus. He looked at the clinic door, the rough looking metal seemed to be menacing him. Vargus guided the boy towards the building. He opened the door. The clinic was let with bright LEDs, looking spotlessly white almost everywhere the pair could see. It was oddly quiet. There was a woman, a pretty looking vixen, at a counter, looking over a faint blue holoscreen. Her paws scrolled along the display, her eyes barely focused on the information before her. 


Vargus approached the desk, Axel following closely behind. 


“Miss?” The rotund pig asked, taking her attention from the screen.


The display vanished and the fox wore a hard, plastic smile. “Hello!”  She said, looking at the pair. “How can I help you two today?”


“I’m looking for a place to get him vaccinated from the Purple Flu, do you do that here?” The foreman pointed at the small simian. 


The vulpine’s eyes focused on the lean teen. “Ah, we can do that. No charge, all vaccines for the Purple Flu are completely free. Let me get a doctor, hold on.”


The screen emerged from the desk. Her fingers glided across the display, moving text across her vision. She pressed a pointer finger on the screen. A soft beep sounded. The display was gone in and instant. She turned behind her to see an approaching man. 


A dark brown furred feline watched the pair as he walked past the desk. He was wearing a spotless white lab coat and a blue medical mask. Adorned on his hands were two bright blue rubber gloves. That wasn’t the man’s most striking feature. Axel’s eyes were glued to the man’s own. The doctor’s orbs were black with a glowing red pupil. Cybernetic eyes. He’d never seen anyone with that before. The man’s bionics didn’t seem to phase Vargus, as the pig extended a hand to the doctor. 


“That was quick, I appreciate your time.” The porcine said, a gentle, polite tone. “We’re just here for a quick vaccine. This is Axel Stone.” He pointed to the teen who gave a sheepish wave. “We’ve recently arrived here and heard that there was a pretty bad plague not so long ago.”


“The Violet Influenza,  I know the disease well.” The doctor’s red pupils focused on the boy, seemingly scanning him with intent. “It’s a quick procedure, just an injection and done. No fuss. Though, I will need the boy’s medical details before I can start.”


Vargus rose an eyebrow. “What kind of details do you need?”


“Largely allergies, current medications, health conditions, things like that.” The doctor said, a clinical voice. “We just want to make sure there’s no harmful interactions with the vaccine.”


“Uh, he’s not currently taking anything. There’s no allergies as far as I know.” He looked at the boy who had a slightly puzzled look on his face. He didn’t seem to know anything regarding allergies either. Vargus thought about the information he had read on Axel, regarding the many mental diagnoses given to him by the psychiatrist. These conditions were questionable at best, but he wasn’t sure if he should keep the doctor in the dark regarding them either. He wasn’t a doctor, he wasn’t sure if any one of those would counteract with the vaccine in some way. Before he had a chance to speak, the doctor seemed to read his mind.


“I have some equipment that can make a quick reading on him.” The doctor said, an assuring tone in his voice. “It’s not a long process at all, and it is free.”


“I appreciate, doc.” The foreman rubbed his scalp, thinking he just dodged a bullet there. The swine watched as the doctor hovered over Axel. A protective instinct began to rise in him. “Where’s the exam room?”


“Oh, I’m afraid you can’t go in there.” The doctor said, his voice soft. His metallic eyes ran across the pig’s face. “Only patients are allowed in. Even if you could go in, it is a very tiny room. I wouldn’t want you to trip over some of the equipment while I’m looking over the boy.” The feline watched Vargus’s expression sour. Vargus looked over at Axel then towards the doctor. 


“It’s okay, Vargus.” Axel said, a slight tremble in his throat. “I’ll be okay. The doctor said it’ll be quick, I’ll be back in no time.”


The boy shot Vargus a wink before turning towards the cyborg doctor. The cat’s implants widened, a bright red light reflecting on the boy’s face. “Ah, very good. Follow me.” 


The foreman watched as the pair walked past the counter. He sat down on a cheap plastic waiting room chair. The plastic protested under his bulk. Axel and the doctor were soon out of view as they turned a corner. Maybe he was being paranoid. He was beginning to think the doctor was planning something. He had to remember that not everyone was nefarious. Axel seemed to trust the doctor enough to go with him. Didn’t he?

The cyborg’s ears flickered as he heard a low hum as he guided the young monkey into a brightly lit hallway. The while clinic was a blinding white. He wondered which of the many machines was producing the faint noise for a brief moment before his thoughts turned to the task at hand. His highly educated mind was racing with possibilities as the teenager followed him. Nothing was really free, the porker should have known that. Free clinics across the Union were paid one way or another, whether it was through official means or alternatives. 


He had taken a bit of knowledge from the psychiatrist’s playbook and had begun sampling the flesh of his clientele. He had learn some of the techniques during his tenure at a high profile medical school, the class being one of the first taught during Psych 101. He didn’t major in the practice, going more into a pediatrician and general physician role. The knowledge didn’t hurt, though. 


He goaded the skinny boy into a tiny room. The monkey went inside wordlessly, require next to no effort to usher in.  The room had a small medical bed that took up the majority of the space inside. There were many containers and some buzzing machinery hooked up to the walls of the spotless room. 


The cat turned towards the door and fumbled with the knob. He took a set of keys and locked it behind him after closing it. He heard a high-pitched whine that pierced his ears. An unnerving sense of dread began to creep into his intellectual mind. “Kid, there’s no need for that.” He said, turning back towards the monkey. A gun was pointed towards him. The firearm, held in a shaky simian grip looked all kinds of lethal. He didn’t recognize it, nor did his sensor have a database on weaponry. He cursed himself for not noticing the boy’s holster, his cybernetics had been too busy scouting elsewhere. 


The cat held up his arms slowly. “Maybe you’ve never been to a clinic before. I know it is kind of scary looking. All this stuff is here to help you. Put the gun down, you don’t need it. We’ll just get you injected and you can return to your friend in the waiting room.”


His sensors indicated the boy’s increased blood pressure. His heart was working overtime, adrenaline surely running through his system. His robotic pupils searched across the room, looking for anything that might be of use for him against this armed ape. His sensors whirred as he tried to think of a way out of this predicament. 


“I’m not stupid.” The monkey replied, tightening his grip on the charging weapon. “I’ve been through this before.”


“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” The doctor said, trying to keep his voice calm as he watched the barrel of the gun aimed square at his chest. He wasn’t sure if it was the cramp nature of the room or something else, but he noticed the boy’s aim to be rather awkward and untrained. “Is it because I’m a cyborg? It’s not nice to judge people by their looks, you know. Let’s just relax. You can trust me, I’m a doctor.”


“That’s why I don’t trust you.” The monkey’s breathing was heavy as he focused himself. The boy tilted his head, as if he was listening to someone. The boy paused, his breathing softening for a moment. Awkwardly, he fished something from a pocket. It was a blue plastic cigarette lighter. With a quick flick, a weak flame began to flicker across the top of it. The monkey looked at the light. “You’re so quiet…” He paused, as if listening. “I know. No, I can’t…” 


What was this boy’s problem? He was fucking nuts. 


With the monkey’s attention elsewhere, the man began to slowly make his way towards one of the wall mounted containers. This chilled containers would easily have a drug that would put the teenager out of commission really quickly. The kid’s attention snapped back and the gun was pointed towards him again. The doctor froze, sweat running down his back. 


“Don’t move.” The emaciated boy said, his voice firm. “Take another step and I’ll zap you.”


A thumb spun at a small dial on the gun. The high pitched noise began to grow shriller. The doctor felt a lump grow in his throat. 


“I’m just getting the vaccine for you.” The doctor said sheepishly.


“Okay. Here’s what is going to happen.” The fierce teen said, his voice dripping with unveiled anger. “You’re going to give me the vaccine, I’ll take it myself, and then I’ll leave. I won’t tell anyone what happened, what you’re doing, and you’ll be okay.” His breathing strained. “I don’t want to hurt you. Someone else wants to. I’m not going to let myself get hurt again.”


The boy was insane. Slowly, the doctor opened the container. Chilled air hit his paws.  He looked at the various syringes closely. Despite the clinic’s apparent cleanliness, their medical storage was not the most organized. The most common used injections were stored together in these small units. Whether it was a vaccine or a powerful painkiller, they were all together. Once a small annoyance was turning into a massive boon in his favor. 


He grabbed a familiar injection and handed it to the crazed primate. The boy pocketed his lighter, taking the syringe with a shaking hand. His whole body appeared to be wracked with adrenaline. The cat’s mechanical orbs studied the boy. The red lights narrowed as he watched the monkey study the syringe. His gaze shifted the teen’s own eyes. The studious look of knowledge as the monkey… oh no.

Axel had never seen this word before. It was a long, confusing looking string: diacetylmorphine. Regardless, he knew it wasn’t what he asked for. As the realization dawned on him, instantly the doctor was on the attack. The cat lunged at him, trying to grab the gun from his hand.  The boy’s finger pulled the trigger. It was a single, quick motion. The gun’s mechanism was far less resistant than he had expected.


There was a bright violet discharge. The bolt emerged from the gun, striking the doctor in the chest and vanishing inside of him. The feline let out a loud cry and landed on the ground with a thunk. His body convulsed, thick wads of saliva spilled onto the floor. With a horrific shout he shuddered and went still. 


Axel looked at the gun, a faint plume of white wafting from the barrel. He looked at the doctor, sprawled on the ground, taking up most of the open space of the tiny room. The boy holstered the gun, crouching down the inspect the fallen foe. With a grunt, he managed to roll the man onto his back. Axel pressed his face towards the doctor’s chest. An ear pressed against the white fabric of his coat… thunk thunk...thunk thunk…


A sense of relief washed through his scrawny body. Axel pulled off of the cyborg, his large primate ears listening. Silence. It had been a loud racket, but he didn’t hear anything now. He looked at the door, still locked. 


The teen rummaged through the doctor’s jacket. His fingers found the man’s keys. As he pulled the key’s out of the cat’s pocket, something slipped out and clattered on the ground. It was a small, plastic device. The boy’s eyes grew as he stared at it.


It was a credit stick. A device that carried a digitized form of Union Credits. The Union, being infatuated with money had many, many ways that credits were stored and organized. There were of course the standard bills and coins, the physical kind of credit. Then there were cards which linked to credits that were stored in accounts. Last but not least were digital credits, stored in devices like chips and sticks. Chips were typically used to hold large amounts of credits for transfers where sticks functioned more like a wallet. Sticks came with all the advantages of having the money in the device itself, not tied to any account. This came with obvious disadvantages as well. Stolen or lost credit sticks weren’t easy to trace.


He gripped the small device. The stick came to life. A small blue screen expanded outwards. “Please ready print scan for balance inquiry.” The display said. 


Quickly, Axel grabbed the doctor’s limp hand and pressed it against the holo-screen. The device made a responding beep in approval. “Your current balance is two thousand two hundred and thirty eight credits.” The screen shifted from blue to green. Axel figured the stick was entering some kind of different mode. 


The device had a port interface that looked very familiar. He lined it up with the entry port of his Assurance. Detecting this, the Assurance chimed in, the blue device’s AI voice as perky as it always was. “Mr. Stone, it appears you are attempting a transfer of funds. Would you like some help with that?”


“Yes, I want to empty this into my debt.” Axel explained.


“Very well. Please slide the interface completely into the port. I’ll handle the rest.”


The monkey obeyed. The device made a click as it was pushed further. 

“There, the credits have been transferred towards your debt. Thank you for this generous contribution. Shine Holdings appreciates your cooperation. At this rate you’ll be able to pay off your debt in about three hundred years if you make daily payments in this amount.”

There was no way he could pay off his debt in his living life. Not unless a miracle happened. He had briefly felt a small amount of weight off of his back only to feel reality crashing down again. What was the point of that? Now he had committed a crime and for what? There was nothing to be gained. The interest would swallow that drop up. 


He had implicated himself. 


He slowly lifted himself up from his crouch. A boyish groan escaped his lips. Something stiff rubbed along the inside of his underwear. He looked down to see his school pants tenting with his teenage erection. It visibly twitched before his surprised eyes. He knew why it was there. His blood was pumping from the struggle. It felt good to have power over someone. It felt good to hurt. He ran a hand along the bulge of his pants. He shuddered. His meat felt extra sensitive.  He felt a rush.  


He wanted to beat off right here and now. He wanted to jerk his monkey cock all over that white coat’s face. He was tempted, but decided against it. He’d save his erection for someone else. The teenager’s body shuddered as he walked over to the syringe container. He looked through the labels, searching for what he had come there in the first place. 


He found it. Plainly labeled as “Violet Influenza Vaccine” the needle was like all the others. He gripped it. He felt an odd feeling in his mind. A memory? Yes, some kind of memory. Almost like a video playing in his mind’s eye, he saw gloved hands putting pressure on the injector. Somehow this was important. Axel pressed down on the injector. A tiny amount of the payload spat onto the tiled floor. 


Then the boy lined up the needle with his wrist. He searched for the fattest vein he could find where the skin of his had met his fur. He found it and injected the vaccine into himself, mercury and all. He let out a squeak. The needle hurt, but the feeling of the injection seemed to be even more painful. 


The syringe, now empty, was discarded. The monkey looked back at the fallen feline. He’d talk. He’d say something. The simian stood over the doctor. He could kill him. He’d never say a thing, then. He looked at the syringe that the doctor had threatened him with. Whatever it was, it had to be a powerful drug. Something that probably would raise an alarm with the staff should he be caught with it. 


He pressed the injector, letting some of it out before stabbing the doctor in the arm with it. He pressed down, filling the doctor with half of the amount stored in the syringe. The monkey stepped back from the doctor. He wanted to spit on him. 


He made sure his gun was secured before unlocking the door. He tossed the keys onto the cat’s form before opening and walking out of the room. The boy’s eyes scanned the hallway. There were no sounds of concern, no signs that what had happened inside had been heard. He closed the door behind him and walked back to the waiting room. 


Vargus rose from a plastic chair. He looked a bit sweaty, like he had been nervous. 


“Hey, kid.” He walked up to the boy, a large hand reaching out. “Did everything go well?”


“Yeah.” Axel pressed his face into the porcine’s chest. His young simian nose pressed against a flabby pec. “Nnn… I’m horny, though~” He said, taking in Vargus’s scent. 


“Whoa, not here.” Vargus gently pushed the boy’s face away from his body. “M-maybe when we get back to the ship. I uh...oh, geez…” The foreman’s eyes looked down. Axel’s fuck-stick was readily apparent in his school trousers. Vargus felt a flush as blood rushed into his face. He had to remind himself that the boy was still a teenager and he knew just how strong a teenager’s libido could be. He’d experienced it himself, many years ago.  

He lead the eager monkey out of the clinic. The foreman figured since the doctor hadn’t come out with Axel that there anything else needed. He was surprised how fast everything had been. He almost wanted to ask Axel if there was any new information regarding his health but he knew he wouldn’t get much of an answer now that he was so aroused. Maybe later. 


“We’ve gotten a bit taken care of today. We’ll head back to the ship and rest for a bit.” Vargus struggled to get the words out as the boy was nuzzling him. He gripped the boy’s hips, eliciting a moan from the teenager. “Hey, c’mon. Cut it out.”

“Fffuhhh...~” The simian’s pink tongue spilled from his luscious boy lips.


“Jeez, they give you boner pills or something?” The foreman snorted as he managed to get the clingy boy off of him with an expert push. “C’mon. You can whack your wiener off at the ship.”


“I don’t wanna whack off, I wanna have sex.” Axel pouted. 


Vargus bit his lip. The boy was practically begging to get plowed by him. Why did he keep resisting? The pig felt his chest tighten. The feelings the boy had given him were so different than the wives he’d married. The wives that were all gone. The ones that had left him. His eyes were watching the teen’s lean form. What was it that made him so cute? Was it the precious boyish face? His nice round rump? 


He felt his own schlong pressing against his underwear. His knees felt wobbly. Vargus waltzed to the hovercycle, trying to make his erection less apparent to the average passerby. He got on top of the vehicle and started it up.  Axel wasn’t far behind. The monkey was behind him in an instant. The skinny teen’s arms wrapped around his bulk tightly. Vargus could feel Axel’s erection press against his backside. The boy’s pecker was pulsing in his clothes. Vargus could feel the heat from Axel’s erection, despite the layers between them. The monkey’s face was pressing against his neck. 


The foreman’s hands shivered as he glided the hovercycle back into traffic. He was surprised he was able to drive well despite the raging monkey boner pressing against him. Vargus piloted the cycle into the landing port. The drive seemed to fly by in seconds. Soon they were outside their ship: The Silver Kestrel.


Vargus parked the cycle right next to it. He hopped off and helped the horny monkey get on his feet. Axel was practically bouncing up and down. His long tail swung and slapped the foreman’s heavy gut with a soft thud. Vargus moaned. What had made him so horny all of a sudden? 


Vargus made sure the cycle was locked before approaching the ship’s door. “Ship, this is Vargus. We’re back.” He said, trying to ignore the snuggling teen behind him for the moment. 


“Welcome back, Mr. Vargus, Mr. Stone.” The ship’s door dropped down, allowing the pair the walk into the main room. 


When the two were inside, the door rose back again. Suddenly they appeared to be in a nice, cozy apartment living room. Vargus couldn’t hold it in. He wasn’t going to keep resisting. The porcine had to do this. He felt his throat heat up as the words seemed stuck in there. “Okay, kid. I’ll fuck you. We’re not going to rush into it.”


“Why not?” Axel was pulling his clothes off, leaving them on the living room floor. The now naked simian began to undo the pig’s uniform with deftness. Vargus stepped  out of his uniform. His erection strained against the fabric of his underwear, making the boxer-briefs tent proudly. His meat was begging for release. 


“B-because, you’re so small and I’m, well…” The pig groaned as Axel peeled down his underwear. His thick shaft slapped against his flabby gut loudly. Vargus’s meat was much like himself, very thick. His engorged pink cockhead was more swollen and bright than he’d seen it in a long time. “and I’m big. I could hurt you -accidentally. So we’re going to take this...ah, fuck…” 


The teenager was hunched over, taking the man’s boner along his palm. The monkey’s soft skin glided across the porcine’s throbbing flesh. Axel’s gaze was fixated on his twitching cock. The look on the boy’s face, his admiration for his manhood made him groan. A large spurt of pre shot from Vargus’s dick, getting all over the eager monkey’s fingers. Axel began to slather the penis with it’s own pre-cum, creating a glistening sheen along the stiff flesh. 


Vargus was a leaking, blubbering mess. He felt his ass clench involuntarily as he gently thrust into the teen’s hand. He was getting close. Too close. 


“Nnn, stop that. You want me to fuck you, right?” The large man groaned.


“Yeah.” Axel let go of the pig’s prick and got back up with a longing gaze towards the man’s crotch. 


“Let’s go into the bedroom, c’mon.”


Vargus lead Axel into the ship’s lone bedroom. 


The bedroom was rather plain, but serviceable. The two main fixtures were the very large bed and a desk that had a large green holoscreen. 


“On the bed.” Vargus commanded.


The monkey was on it. He rolled onto the soft bed. He looked so small in it. Vargus mused that six of the teenager would have no problem sharing the bed. Six Axels… that’d be too many to handle. One was more than enough. 


Vargus heaved himself onto the bed with a grunt. The soft covers felt wonderful on his naked body. He awkwardly reached into the small plastic nightstand that flanked the bed. He opened the drawer and pulled out a bottle of lubricant. He’d seen the bottle earlier. Its presence didn’t surprise him in the least bit. This was Captain Sullivan’s personal ship after all. 


“Okay, kid. Stick your ass up a little.” Vargus felt his voice wavering.


Axel obeyed. The foreman couldn’t help but stare at the boy’s butt. It was a nice mixture of both boyish and feminine roundness. It was pert, bouncing only slightly to the touch. Being a monkey, the entirety of his round cheeks were hairless, his smooth peach skin glistened with sweat. Vargus was tempted to give it a swat. Maybe next time...next time? How many times was he going to have sex with this monkey boy? 


The nakedness of the teen’s ass came at a stark contrast to his brown fur. It was almost like it was designed to attract wavering eyes towards it. His thick fingers gripped at the boy’s butt. His cheeks were so soft. They made his fingers feel good. Vargus spread the boy’s ass, rewarding himself with the clear view of the monkey’s pink asshole. 


The boy’s anus looked tight. It was going to take a lot of work to squeeze in there. The pig finally took his eyes away from Axel’s rectum. He opened the bottle of lube and applied a generous amount to his fingers. It was a thick, glossy clear fluid. The foreman returned to Axel’s butt. He gently ran a finger along the boy’s anal ring. 


Axel let out a cute groan. His whole body shuddered. Vargus had to dodge the kid’s swaying tail from hitting him in the face. “Kid, careful with that thing.” He warned with a chuckle as he felt at the boy’s sphincter. 


He felt the boy’s anus relax slightly from the massage. He added more lube to his fingers, slathering it all over the outside of his asshole. Vargus began to press a heavily slick digit against the boy’s hole. Axel coughed as the man’s finger began to spread his rectum. The boy’s anus clenched around the invaded finger tightly. “Kid, you gotta relax.” The boy’s asshole had quite a grip!


“I’m trying-nnn~” Axel said, panting. 


Vargus noticed the monkey’s erection was drooling all over the sheets. His teenage cock was like a broken faucet. Thin dollops of precum oozed from his long prepuce. “Oh, fuck…” He swore. 


Vargus added another slick finger into the monkey’s sphincter. The primate shook with pleasure from the new addition. He liberally spread lubricant along the insides of the simian’s large intestine. Wet squelching sounds rewarded the foreman’s ears. He pulled his fingers out with a loud wet pop. He wondered if he had overdone it. Lube was leaking from the teenager’s rectum. A thin clear wetness rolled down the boy’s backsack. 


Vargus poured more lube from the bottle onto his own cock. “I’m going to go in slow, kid.” 


The pig’s powerful hands gripped at the boy’s thin waist. Axel felt his body melting from the grasp. He felt the heat of the man’s breath against the back of his neck as he got closer and closer. The teenager was oohing cutely as Vargus’s fingers tightened. 

Axel felt the heat of the pig’s slippery lube coated bacon tube as it went past his cheeks. He felt the foreman’s glans poke at his asshole. “Gnn...~” He groaned, feeling himself being slowly spread open by the force of his fuck-stick. 


Axel’s mind was racing. Finally. Vargus was fucking him. Really fucking him. It felt good. It felt right, not like the other times he’d had his anus violated. The connection between him and the foreman, literally and emotionally, felt natural. The pig was such a nice, kind heart despite his initially sternness. He wasn’t sure why the man was so nice to him while others seemed to take pleasure in hurting him. His thoughts raced for answers as he felt another inch enter his rear. What could it have been? What was so special about him, about Vargus? Was it his age? His skinny form? Was it the fact that he was a monkey? Or was it something he hadn’t realized before? 


He let out a pained yelp. 


“You okay, kid?” Came a hot, concerned voice right in his ear. 


“You’re just so big…” Axel managed to spit out. 


“Want me to stop?”


“N-no, keep… going. Ffuck…”

Axel was getting his precum all over the place. Vargus grunted as he felt the boy’s anus tightening against his cock. He wasn’t even half-way in yet. He pushed in slowly, easing inch by inch into the monkey’s butt. It was a tight fit, especially with Axel’s trembling and tightening ring. 


“Relax.”


“I’m...agn..”


The boy’s grip eased somewhat. Vargus let out a deep grunt as he pushed forward. His thick shaft was completely enveloped in the warmth of Axel’s body. His grip tightened as Axel began to squirm around. “I’ll do the work, just try to keep still.”


“Agnnyaa~”


“You’re so cute like this.” Vargus spoke into a round simian ear. “You’re such a groaner.” He began a gentle rocking motion, fucking the boy slowly. Every nerve in his body told him to go fast, to utterly plow the boy into the bed. He was already taking a risk, he didn’t want to hurt him, even by accident. He hoped the monkey would be able to walk okay after getting fucked like this. Vargus had never really given much thought what it was like to be on the receiving end. He wasn’t sure he was going to give it more attention than that. 


The teenage primate felt the heat of the man’s rod pump inside of him. It was an odd mix of pain and pleasure. It didn’t remotely feel like the alternative feelings he had felt from that orifice. Sensations and actions that he didn’t want to think about in the least bit. He could hear the slimy, slippery wet noises of the foreman plopping against him. 


How did he compare with the others? The other lovers the pig must’ve sure had? Axel had no doubt in his mind that Vargus had fucked his share of women. Did he compare to a woman’s touch? What was a woman’s touch actually like? He’d never seen a naked woman before in his life. He could guess what one looked like. He knew that they didn’t have a penis, nor a set of balls. They had something else, something that you slid your cock into to fuck. He’d heard the other students talking about seeing it. 


He could hear the pleasured sounds of pig’s low grunts. His simian ears twitched to them. Making other people, people you loved feel good, felt amazing. He loved Vargus and he knew that Vargus loved him. The pair of them were going to live together forever, as lovers. Special lovers. They had something that no one in the galaxy, no one else in the universe had. 


But


Did they really?


Doubt began to rise in the monkey’s head. The sounds of sex and groans melted into an eerie silence as his thoughts began to become louder and louder. Was he good enough? Did Vargus truly love him, had Light been right? Was he nothing more than a novelty, born out of a spacer’s sheer desperation and the convenience of a suitable youthful appearance and fuckable orifices? 


Noise began to creep back into his ears. His mind melting into the physicality of the sex. Thoughts leaked out of his ears, troubling him no longer as his body began to take hold over the mind. The rhythmic sensation of Vargus’s thick shaft fucking him made him squirm. 

“Aa...ahh…!” The monkey flinched and let out a loud squeal that echoed across the room. 


Vargus didn’t have to inspect his undercarriage to know what happened. The teen had just nut all over the sheets. Some form of curiosity made him wonder just how big of a load the boy had unloaded. He wasn’t done yet, but he was getting close. The monkey, in the throws of orgasm, had tightened his grip along Vargus’s dick. He bit his lip. It almost felt like something was trying to bite down on it with a toothless mouth. 


He rocked more, feeling sweat roll down his back. His gut was wet with the stuff. The whole room was starting to get the rank stink of sex. He hadn’t been fucking the boy that long and he was already feeling his orgasm starting to build up. He wanted to pound the kid roughly, but…


Vargus groaned, pushing Axel’s back forward. The boy’s face got muffled in the soft down of a luxurious pillow. The pig’s knuckles went white as he pulled the boy’s ass towards himself. He hilted his meat in the boy, groaning. His heavy hairy testicles swung violently as he began to lose control. 


He pressed more of his weight on him. Groaning as the skin of Axel’s boy butt cheeks slapped against him. The sound of wet squelching echoed across the room as Vargus pounded the boy’s guts. He picked up the pace, letting out a low gasp as he did. 


“Ugnnn!”


He gave the teen one last hard thrust as he came. Thick spurts of man-juice were pumped into Axel’s asshole. Vargus felt his heart race faster than it had in a long time. It felt like it was going to break out of his chest. He pulled out of the boy, his now limp cock covered in a frothy mixture of his own semen and lubricant. Lazy dollops of semen oozed out of his spent member, getting on his legs. Pearly jizz seeped out of the monkey’s now gaping anus. 


Then sudden realization!


Vargus pulled the boy from the bed. Axel let out a loud gasp as his face was freed from the pillow. 


“Kid, you okay? I didn’t mean to…”


Axel’s long arms wrapped around his chest, or at least attempted to. He was a shaking, quivering thing. A loud smooch was pressed against the pig’s cheek, making him flush. He could feel his pig ears whip from the sudden tenderness. “I’ll take that as a ‘yes’.”


“W-...did I feel good?” Asked a trembling primate.


“You felt amazing. I uh…” The foreman nervously scratched at his scalp. “I’ve never done anything like that. Whoa…” His back fell against the softness of the huge bed. He suddenly felt exhausted. 


The sheets were a mess, covering in sweat, little bits of Axel’s brown fur, long curly hairs from Vargus’s pubes, and of course a generous helping of ejaculate. Vargus saw the huge mess Axel had left. It was an impressive amount of cum, maybe even rivaling the amount he had pumped into the boy. 


“I think I’m just going to lay down for a bit. That took a lot out of me.” Vargus admitted sheepishly. He patted the boy’s head, rustling his short brown hair. “You should clean up. Help yourself to anything in the kitchen.”


“You’re going to sleep in here? Even with all the… stuff?”


“Don’t think I have much of a choice. This side’s mostly clean. I’ve wallowed in worse. I am a pig, after all.” The porcine said with an oink. “I’ll probably just nap for a little while. When I get up, I’ll make you something really nice for dinner.”


“I’d love that.”


Axel let go of him. He scooted himself off of the bed. The monkey’s first steps were wobbly and awkward. Vargus’s eyes widened when he noticed something. “Kid, you’re bleeding!” He was up at an instant, on his thick knees and inspecting the boy’s backside. 


A trail of red was running down from the teenager’s ass, rolling along the fur on the back of his leg. “Aww, shit.” Vargus swore as he spread the monkey’s butt to get a better look at the damage. Despite the liberal usage of lube, the boy’s anus was showing signs of bruising. The flesh was red and inflamed. It didn’t appear to be actively bleeding, though. 


“I didn’t notice…” Axel quietly said with a flinch.


“Yeah, your orgasm must’ve blocked out the pain. It’s not too bad, but… uh, I guess I’ll go easier next time. You might wanna be a bit… uh… slow next time you have to use the-”


“I get it.” An embarrassed monkey replied. 


Vargus sat back on the edge of the bed.  The pleasure of his orgasm was starting to wind down more. He let out a yawn, laying himself across the bed. He was glad there was a laundry machine built into the ship. If he wasn’t so tired…


“Vargus?” Axel leaned forward, looking at the resting pig.


“Yeah, kid?” Came a quiet, labored response.


“What we just did… that was okay, right?” The naked simian’s voice was wavering with an edge of fear. 


“Yeah, it’s okay. I just wouldn’t tell people about it. People are...not very open...minded…” A loud snore came from the miner. 

Axel couldn’t help but watch the rise and fall of the man’s chest. The pig looked very peaceful while he was sleeping. He didn’t mean to tire him out so much. Axel wished he could cuddle the large pig in the bed, pressing his face against a soft flab as a pillow and nuzzling him as he slept. Axel wasn’t tired, though. His heart was racing, he felt more awake now after the encounter. 


He left the bedroom and strode into the bathroom to clean himself up. It didn’t take too long to clean out his asshole of the white and red that had been left behind inside using some toilet paper. He felt a bit of pain as he scooped the now cooler semen out of his butt. 


After his cleanup the boy sauntered into the living room. It was too quiet. He plopped his bare ass into the couch, getting something nice and comfortable. He looked at the blank, vacant screen of the motivision. 


“Ship, could you please turn the motivision?” He asked.


“Certainly, Mr. Stone. Motivision on.”


The screen hummed to leave. Suddenly Axel didn’t feel alone in the room. A beautiful purple haired vixen was stretched across the display. She was sitting at a counter, talking a lot. It was almost like she was talking to him.


“Tensions are high with the disappearance of Lady Natia at the Empire-Union border.” The newscaster took a drag from a long cigarette, smoke trailing from her nostrils. “In an unexpected act, the galactic organizations that compose the so-called Kaiserdom of Velce and the Outer Powers have formed a mutual military alliance. This pact will cover all the pathetic eighty worlds that these two pseudo-powers control. Z-News would like to remind male watchers that in the result of military action from the Empire, that you are eligible to be drafted even if you are not considered to be a full citizen. Males aged ten to seventy will be drafted from the worlds closest to the conflict first. Refusal to accept the call of action comes with severe penalties, including but not limited to: life imprisonment, forced labor, death by injection, atomization, nerve stapling, forced organ donation, as well as ownership of body by the state as a drone. Women are not eligible for the draft and need not apply for military service.”


The woman stood from her desk. She gave a puff from her cigarette and extended her arm in a salute. Her open paw faced the camera, showing the soft pink flesh of her paw pads. “Hail to the Union!” She dropped the salute and plucked the cigarette from her mouth and flicked it out of view. “We will now resumed your regular scheduled programming, sponsored by Wilson’s Cigarettes, out of this world cigarettes that pack a galaxy of soul cleaning flavor. Smoke up, keep pure, Wilson’s.”


The woman was gone. Now on the display were three felines. Two were standing across from each other, holding each other’s paws. The one on the right was a handsome looking black furred tomcat with beautiful emerald eyes. He was dressed in the nicest black suit that Axel had ever seen. It was so shiny and shimmery. 


The one across from him was a gorgeous looking woman wearing a long, frilly white dress. He had never seen such elegant attire on a woman before. Between the two, sitting at some kind of high-ended table was a man in a black uniform with yellow piping. “Do you, Mr. Brenner take this woman to be you lawfully wedded wife, debt and all, ‘til eternal oblivion tear you apart?”


“Absolutely, your Corporateship.”


“And do you, indebted woman, take Mr. Brenner to be your lawfully wedded husband, despite your twenty thousand deficient with the company?”


“Yes, your Corporatship.”


“Then by the power vested in the Gasler Corporation by the Union, I pronounce this marriage legally binding. You may now place your lips upon another in an intimate fashion.”


Axel couldn’t help but feel a slight stir as he watched the now married couple begin to make out on screen. Music began to play and the screen faded to black. This must have been another one of those ‘movies’ that Vargus told him about. Some kind of narrative story told with actors. This must’ve been the ending of the story. Names of people began to scroll along the display as the music still played. These were people that’d been on the program? Axel was reading the names as his Assurance began to vibrate. 


The monkey almost jumped off of the couch, the sudden movement startled him. He looked at the screen of the device. A message read “Hey, it’s kind of quiet and boring for me right now. Want to meet up?” It was Snow! The other teenager had showed Axel how some of the messaging features worked on the device. Snow had been able to get the comm details of the Assurance and now the two could transmit messages with ease. 


The primate felt a rush of eagerness crawl up his spine. The other simian had been so nice and had bought him food. He wasn’t sure that Vargus was fond of him, though. He’d seen the cautious look the man had glanced at the pure white Snow. He was so pretty, though. Snow had the most enchanting emerald eyes he’d ever seen on someone. 


Axel felt his throat tighten. Vargus wouldn’t be happy if he sneaked out of the ship. He wanted to hang out with the other boy, though. He also wanted to be useful. Snow was a local, not a spacer. He could have information involving finding this ‘Flint’ person they were looking for. Snow had been present when Vargus and Rekir, the cybernetic orangutan had discussed some of the details. It wasn’t like Snow didn’t know why they were there. 


The pig was exhausted. He would be out for a while. Would it be bad if he left, just for a little while? That encounter with that damn white coat proved that he wasn’t weak. He wasn’t defenseless. He could handle himself, at least for a short excursion. He could help with the case and even have a bit of fun along the way. His heart began to pump in his scrawny chest. 


“We can meet outside of…” He thought for a moment. What was this place called? He thought for a moment. He’d seen a sign. “Chimera Parking, outside the entrance. Do you have a ride?”


A response came near instantly. “Of course! You’ll like it. I can be there shortly. Are you hungry?”


He’d eaten a bit at the bar, but he was still hungry. The sex had made him famished. “Yes.” He replied. 


“I have a place to show you. Meet you at the entrance!”


Axel hopped off of the couch. His foreskin clad cock flopped from the motion as he stood up. He headed over to his discarded clothes and began to dress himself. He knew he smelled a bit sweaty but he didn’t care. Soon he was fully dressed, wearing his cerulean factory school uniform and his hefty mining boots. His holster put pressure on his side as he straightened his uniform cap. He looked down at his gun. He smiled. No one could mess with him now. 


“Ship, could you please turn the motivision off?”


“Of course, Mr. Stone. Shutting it down.”


“Ship, if I leave, you’ll let me in, right?”


“Yes, Mr. Stone. I can recognize your voice signature. You are authorized to enter and leave as you please.”


The boy made his way to the drop door.  He used the control panel and soon it fell, letting the boy walk out of the ship. As soon as he walk down the steps, the door began to ascend. Axel was thankful that the door was pretty quiet. He looked around the parking port. It was so vast. Maybe he should have told Snow exactly where the ship was. That might be too much, though. 


With a deep breath, Axel began to walk across the expanse. There were so many ships parked here. All kinds of vessels, from big to small surrounded him. He wondered if any of these were Rekir’s ship, but he doubted it. The ape seemed to imply that he had his vehicle in a more private location. 


As large as the port was, he doubted the Kurata could stay at rest here. He watched a few port workers patrolling the area. They were carrying some tools. Axel kept walking. He remembered the route that Vargus had taken in the hovercycle. Even though he was on foot, he felt like he made good time.


He saw a small hovercyle, or at least what appeared to be one. A lean form wearing a black cycle helmet stepped off. The figure was dressed in thick rubber fishing boots, a grimy pair of rubber overalls and a thick bloodstained apron. Even from this distance, Axel could smell the scent of fish guts from him.


A long white tail swished as he approached Axel. A pair of giant green eyes revealed themselves as rubber gloved fingers lifted the helmet’s visor. “Hey, Axel!” Snow pretty voice was like music to the boy’s ears. 


Axel wanted to hug the boy tightly. To most, the scent of fish-death would be utterly repulsive. To Axel, it smelled like food and now he associated it with the gorgeous Snow. Even in the thick material of the seafood processing uniform, Axel’s eyes traced the contours of the older teenager. 


The monkey had a better look at the cycle. It was as different as the one Vargus had as could be. It looked like it was pieced together with various parts. It almost looked like a floating scrap pile with a large vibrating engine and handle sticking out. 


“I know it’s not pretty. I built it myself.” Snow said, watching where the other boy’s gaze was at. “The hover-plates were taken from an old food cart, the engine salvaged from a fishing boat. I had to do some work to make sure the engine didn’t fry the battery, which I managed to scrape from an ancient cycle.”


“You built that?” Axel asked, surprised.


“Yeah. I’m a bit handy when it comes to parts.” The boy gave a pretty, tinkling bell of a laugh. “There’s not a lot of engineering work here, though. Not unless you want to work at the parking ports.” He gave a grand gesture. 


“Where are we going?” Axel asked.


“There’s this restaurant in town. It’s a nice place. They’ve got food you’ve probably never seen before. They even have glorb!” The monkey pointed over to the bike. “You can sit behind me and enjoy the view~” He said, his tail flicking before he got on the makeshift hovercycle. The cycle bobbed slightly from the teen’s slight weight. A plume of black smoke belched from the dirty exhaust that stuck out from the scrap. 


Eagerly, Axel was on the cycle in an instant. The cycle wobbled more when he joined Snow. It was apparent that the hover-plates were working overtime, carrying the weight of the cycle and the two teens, despite them both being smaller. The scrap vehicle sagged closer to the ground, but never actually touched it. Snow lowered his visor. “Hang on!”


He gripped the salvaged accelerator grip and gave a ref. The engine roared loud enough that Axel wanted to grip his large ears to protect them from the noise. He was glad he hadn’t. In moment they were zooming forward in full force. Axel wrapped his arms around Snow’s body. Snow was lean enough that the monkey’s long arms could easily wrap around his waist. 


Snow’s driving was more daring and erratic than Vargus’s. That was plain to tell. Snow entered and exited traffic whenever he could, cutting past other vehicles and turning sharply. Axel’s eyes scanned for any law enforcement. He wasn’t familiar with the local traffic laws, nor traffic laws in general, but he knew that more than a few violations had occurred. He felt his heart press up against his chest as he clutched the other boy tightly.


It felt good. Though Snow’s uniform hid much of his more desirable assets, Axel could feel the nice pertness of the boy’s ass against his groin as he held onto him. It was a different kind of butt than he was used to. He felt his breath get knocked out of him when the cycle came to a sudden stop. 


“We’re here!” Snow’s voice seemed quiet compared to all the city noises that had gone through his ears. 


This couldn’t be the place. Axel jumped off of the hovercycle, looking at the large building in front of him. It was in stark contrast with all the boring, boxy, plain ugly buildings that littered Brineline. This looked like some kind of fancy place. There was even a fountain with spouts of intersecting water. It’s prettiness was mitigated by the fact that it was positioned in a city that was made completely from metal. Fake greenery had been placed around the restaurant but it just made that fact more apparent. 


“This place?” Axel asked softly.


“Yeah, this is the place.” Snow pulled his helmet off of his head, showing his girlish face. He slid the helmet onto the handle of the accelerator grip, keeping it in place. There weren’t many other vehicles parked around the establishment. 


“C’mon, let’s go!” Snow said, his voice warm and friendly.


Axel followed the other simian to the door. Stationed at the door was a white furred stoat dressed in a crimson dress uniform with gold piping. The stoat had a thin black waxed mustache. He looked at the pair of monkeys and held his palm outwards. “Stop, you two.” He said, his voice firm but not shouting. “This is an establishment for… higher clientele.”


“We are higher clientele, a pair of very sophisticated primates.” Snow reached into a pocket in his overalls and pulled a blue and orange credit bill. He waggled the bill towards the doorman. The stoat grabbed the note and looked at it. Axel could see the joyous look on his face when he saw that it was a thirty credit note. The doorman pocketed the money and his firm look melted into a kind, gentle smile. “My mistake, sirs. Please come in. Enjoy yourselves.” 


Snow led Axel into the restaurant. The inside was immaculate. It resembled the inside of the interiors he’d seen on the motivision during those wonderful theater pieces. Music was being played softly by a trio of musicians that were positioned at the middle of the dining room. An orange furred cat greeted the pair, a look of disgust on his face. He wrinkled his nose as the odor of dead fish wafted into his nostrils. 


“Welcome to Bennington’s Luxury Experience. I’m afraid we don’t have any tables available.”


Axel noticed that not a single table was occupied. He was about to say something until Snow removed another bill from his pocket. The feline took the bill, had a look over and glanced at the pair. “Oh, I believe a table just opened up. Please, follow me.” He said, leading the two boys to a large opulent dining table in a corner, away from the band. 


Axel and Snow sat at the table. The cat left the two for but a brief moment before returning. He placed two plastic menus on the table. “Please, take your time, sirs.” He said, pinching his nose as he walked away. 


Axel looked at the menu in front of him. None of the dishes seemed to make sense. “Roasted Tiv”, “Fried Guk Eggs”, “Cream of Flennish.” What were all of these things? Snow must’ve picked up on his confusion. “This place serves special exotic dishes.” He explained, pointed to the menu. “It’s all very meat heavy. Real meat is already expensive on its own, but imported flesh is far more delicious. I can order for you if you want. Just tell me what kind of meat you like.”


“I, uh, like anything, really.” Axel gulped. So many odd choices. “I didn’t get to eat much until recently.”


“Something fatty, then?”


“Yes, please!”


The white furred primate called over for the waiter. The feline was there in a flash. He held out a pen and paper. 


“We’re ready.” Snow said, his soft voice tinkling like a tiny bell. “He would like a full meal, roasted belbod snout with plin garnish, fried octan slices, glas intestines, raw of course, and for dessert, a single glorb.”


“...and how will you two be paying for such an extravagant meal?” Asked a suspicious cat. The orange furred waiter hadn’t even written the whole thing down. 


“With this.” Snow pulled a card from his uniform. It was a thick looking metal thing. Dings and dents were all over the place. The cat looked at it with skeptic eyes. 


The waiter plucked the card from the teen’s fingers. “I’ll run it through.” He said, his voice flat. “Your food will be here shortly if it works. If it doesn’t…” His voice got low. “I’ll have the police dissolve you for theft of service.” He left without another word.


The words shook Axel. Dissolve? Like melting? He looked at Snow, his eyes wide with terror. Snow didn’t seem bothered, or even phased. He had a slight grin across his pretty, effeminate face. The grin put Axel at a slight ease, but he still had to ask. “Dissolve us?” He squeaked. 


“Mhmm.” Snow gave a nod. “They’re very serious about theft at this establishment. Probably because how much the bill is going to be. Don’t worry, it’ll all go through okay.”


“How much is it going to be?” Axel asked.


“Don’t worry about it. I’m covering it.” Snow replied quickly. He awkwardly adjusted something underneath his stained apron. Axel’s eyes noticed something. He wasn’t the only boy with a holster here. It was hard to see, but Snow was packing a weapon as well. 


“...are you going to shoot him?” Axel whispered, leaning closely to the other monkey.


“Of course not.” Snow flinched, as if taken aback by the suddenness of the question. “No, I’m just, uh, making sure everything is in place. I just got myself a new piece and it tends to want to slide out sometimes.”


“You bought a gun?” Axel asked.


“Yeah, you need to have one in Brineline. There’s a lot of bad guys out there that’d love to get their hands on a cute monkey like me. I don’t mind their hands, it’s what they’ll do after that that scares me. You gotta be armed because they’ll be. It evens out things.”


Axel remembered how he had used his own gun earlier. Snow was right. The gun had made him feel safe. It had saved him in a situation that would have gone bad had he not had it. He remembered the time when Johnson, Vargus’s friend had sold him in an encounter with a Siamese cat. That rotten cat had violated him. If he’d been armed then, he could’ve…


“Axel?” Snow’s voice trailed into his head. “Axelllll?”


The monkey blinked. He saw the spread of odd food before him. The once empty table was completely full of dishes, some which were freshly hot and wafting strong flavors towards him. His mouth began to water. He’d never seen food like this. They all looked so succulent. So real. It wasn’t thin gruel. It wasn’t a single plate. It was an entire meal!


“I hope you’re hungry.” Snow said, his voice sounding extra wonderful. “Because I’m not. It’s all for you.”


“F...all...f...for...me..?” Axel’s voice was a tiny thing. He looked back at the dishes, then to Snow. The monkey had to be fibbing. No one, not even Vargus, would buy so much food for him. Not all at one time. This food. The amount it costs. He couldn’t even think of the number. He trembled. His chest thumped. “No, this can’t be all for me.” He felt his throat tighten. “You must be…”


“We’re friends, aren’t we?” Snow’s voice echoed into his ears. “Friends help each other out. You told me you love food, so here we are. The best food on the planet, right in front of you.”


“But, I don’t have anything to give you.” Axel sniffled. His voice was wavering, an odd sense of panic was rising. “I… have nothing. I…”


A hand firmly grasped his shoulder. Snow was leaning in close. “It’s okay. You don’t have to give me a thing. You owe me nothing. However…” He looked at the table and then back into Axel’s watering eyes. “We can go to my place and we can talk a little bit. It’s nice to have some company. I… have to admit, I don’t have a lot of friends, especially none close to my age.” He pulled his hand back. “Everyone here just sees me as a stupid sexy monkey. I’m cute, but I’ve got no brain. Spacers use me as a sex toy. I like spacers, I like sex, but the thing I love most about them is… their tales of space, of being free. They never want to talk, though. They just want to bang. So… if you feel you must give me something. Give me that. Okay?”


Axel wiped his running nose with a poly-fiber sleeve. Tears were streaming down his face. He wiped those too. “Okay.” He said with a sniffle. “I don’t have a lot of space stories...b...but I can tell you what I’ve seen out there if you want.”


“Then it’s settled. Do you think you can eat all this~?”


Axel looked down. He knew he could. 


First was the belbod snout. It was an odd, almost phallic looking thing. On top of it was a fine dusting of a tiny yellow powder. Axel prodded it with a fork. He was eager to devour it, but he couldn’t help but state aloud his personal musings on it. “It looks like a dick.” He said, blushing when he said it. He typically didn’t put things so vulgarly, but there was no other way to put it. 


“It does. Unless you’re from the Empire.” The other teenager responded. “Over there, pretty much all males get circumcised.” 


Axel had heard of the term. He’d even seen a circumcised organ up-close, though, his memory was protecting himself from the menacing encounter. It was an odd concept, mutilating part of your most sensitive flesh. It didn’t seem to serve much of a purpose. It’d be like cutting off your smallest toe. Sure, you could still walk without it, but what would have been the point? 


Axel didn’t want to think about that anymore. His mind was more fixated on the food, despite it’s penile appearance. He sliced a thick portion of it with a knife and stabbed into the flesh with a fork. 


The cooked meat melted into his mouth. The savoriness of the food was met with a pleasant bit of saltiness. He cut off a larger portion, this with the yellow stuff on top. He chewed at the soft, almost gelatinous cut and couldn’t help but moan. It felt so good in his mouth. Whatever that powder was, it added more to it. It was an odd, almost herbal taste with a slight bit of spiciness to it. He wished it could stay in his mouth forever. 


It wasn’t long before the plate was empty. 


Next were the fried octan slices. Snow informed him that these were eaten without any kinds of cutlery. Axel found this a bit odd, considering the fancy accommodations. Axel took a thin piece. These had once been the tentacles of some kind of sea-beast, apparently a non-local one. Now they had been fried in a thick batter and rendered crispy. 


Axel took a bite. The outside was crunchy and gave a wonderful sense of satisfaction as his teeth tore through it. The inside was soft and yielding, like the flesh of a boiled egg. Not that he knew what one of those felt like. He couldn’t place a sense of flavor to the outside, as it was sweeter and more savory than any kind of bread product he’d ever had before. The inside had a sort of slight fishiness mingled in with a meaty finish. It was delicious, and soon they were all gone.


He looked at the dish of gray flesh before him. It didn’t smell of much. He’d never eaten organ meat before, at least not in this form. He wasn’t sure what to think of it. This flesh had once been used to move food and perhaps less savory things through the body. 


“Is it safe to eat raw?” He asked Snow.


“Of course, cooking the glas would actually make it dangerous. The cells will generate a kind of toxin when subjected to high enough heat, even when the flesh is dead. I’m not sure how or why, but that is what it does. It’s been clean.”


“It looks slippery. How do you eat it?” Axel lifted a bit of the intestine with a fork. The fork could be seen through the flesh, almost like a magnifying glass. 


“You just take one end of it and slurp it up, like one bit noodle. You gotta breath through your nose if you want to breathe while eating it. I’d just take a big breath first and slurp it up.”


The boy inhaled deeply and grabbed a bit of the slippery thing with his fingers. He placed one end of the intestine into his mouth and began to slurp it, practically inhaling the organ. It was oddly smooth against his lips and tongue. He had expected it to be more ridged and bumpy based on appearance. He watched as the coiled intestine unroll and retreat from its plate and into him as he slurped it up loudly.


It was an odd, muted taste. It was salty and a tad bitter. Not at all fishy nor meaty like he was expecting. It was a more subdued and gentle flavor. He certainly didn’t dislike it, but the lack in taste seemed a bit off. He felt his belly getting full the more and more the intestines shrank from the plate. Soon the entire organ was residing in his own stomach. His digestive system was digesting another creature’s digestive system, the irony wasn’t lost on him. 


“Oo…” He felt at his stomach. It was a new feeling. He was beginning to feel...full. His once concave belly was now bulging with the contents that he had eaten. He knew it would all vanish son enough, but now, it felt absolutely wonderful to be filled and nourished. It felt… safe. 


“There’s one last thing. The glorb.” Snow pointed to a large blue citrus fruit. 


Ah, a fruit! He patted his belly. A belly! A fruit would be the perfect thing to end this meal on!


Axel grabbed the citrus from the plate. He’d never seen many fruits before. He’d seen pictures of some, but never any that were blue. He began to rise the citrus towards his mouth. He paused as he felt something moving beneath his fingers. He’s eyes widened as he saw a gigantic eye staring back at him. The fruit was alive! A gaping singular eye was looking at him. 


Axel almost dropped it. “Snow, it’s...wha…”


Snow giggled. “That’s a glorb! They’re… I’m not sure how to describe it. They’re like… an animal, but also a plant? They’re kind of… both?”


He couldn’t help but stare back into the eye. It was captivating. “I don’t think I can eat anything that’s alive…”


“Everything you’ve just eaten had been alive once.” Snow said, matter-of-factually. “Does it make a difference whether its alive now?”


“I...will it feel pain?” Axel gulped.


“Yeah, but, if you take a big bite, it won’t feel it for long.” Snow said, amused by the boy’s reluctance. “You have to eat them alive. They rot very quickly after death. Besides, it can’t think anyway. C’mon.”


Axel looked at the eye. He wasn’t sure what it was, but it almost looked like it was pleading at him. He didn’t want to kill it. Snow was right, though. He’d already eaten several creatures before. Besides, if he didn’t eat it now, someone else was going to eventually. He’d just be delaying the creature’s demise. Best not to think too much about it. 


“Sorry…” He whispered softly.


He placed as much of the creature’s flesh into his mouth as possible. With a soft breath, he chomped down on it. The skin was slightly leathery, like a real citrus fruit.  As soon as his monkey teeth went past the skin, it tore into the odd creature’s insides. Organs broke up and yielded to the boy’s bite, becoming goo. It tasted…. Divine. 


It wasn’t meaty, not even close.


It was sweet. A perfect sweetness. 


It was as if it was the most sweetness you could taste before it became overbearing. The monkey crammed more of the flesh into his mouth, his teeth mashing it. Orange and blue glop leaked from his lips as he devoured the last of the creature. It felt exquisite. 


Axel felt the cotton of his underwear tighten. He chewed noisily. A wave of light euphoria was making its way across his body. He felt a slight tingle run up his spine. “Ooog...fuck…” The teen muttered between chewed bits of the glorb. 


He swallowed the last of it loudly. Snow’s face twisted into a curious smile. 


“Pretty good, huh?” He asked with a gentle giggle. 


“That was amazing.” Axel’s brown fur was standing up. His tail twitched.


“Glad you liked it.” Snow turned to see the feline water returning.


The waiter wrinkled his nostrils at the pair and returned the card to Snow who stuffed it in a pocket quickly. 


“I do believe it’s time for the two of you to go.” The orange furred cat said, plugging his nose. “We’ll be full of more guests shortly.”


“Alright, we’ll go.” Snow hopped out of his chair and helped Axel to his feet. The younger boy gulped as he felt his tent twitching in the confines of his poly-fiber school uniform trousers. It wasn’t super noticeable, but it also wasn’t completely hidden. Snow was very observant.


“We can take care of that at my place.” He whispered into Axel’s ear, sending hot shivers down his back. 


The two of them left the restaurant. Snow mounted his home-made cycle and put his helmet on. Axel followed suit, taking his spot behind the other boy. Axel wished that the older teen had been wearing something a bit less constrictive. His mind kept racing to thoughts of placing his erection in between Snow’s pert cheeks. 


Snow started up the cycle and raced out of the lot. “I’ve gotten a boner from eating glorb, too!” He shouted to get his voice out of the sounds of the engine and traffic. “It happens to most guys!”


That brought a little comfort to Axel. Though his thoughts were occupied elsewhere. The world almost seemed like a blur of lines and noises as Snow piloted his makeshift cycle with gusto. Axel had to grab at this blue cap to keep it from falling off of his head. 


Snow pulled to a stop at a lot that held a large, rectangular concrete building. The building looked like many of the apartment complexes that littered the domed metal city of Brineline. There were many doors that were oddly close together. Axel had never seen so many like this. 


“This is it, my place.” Snow hopped off of the cycle and helped the other monkey down. 


He guided the teenager up the stairs to the fourth floor. Axel watched as he inserted keys into the door. Now that he was up close to the building, Axel noticed that the doors were both oddly small and placed higher than he’d seen other doors before. 


Snow opened the small circular door and stepped back. “You first. Just crawl on in. Watch your head.”


Axel approached the room. He crawled into the doorway awkwardly, expecting there to be a sudden drop. There wasn’t one. 


The room, if you could call it one, was tiny. It was just a soft bed with no floor in sight. Axel couldn’t even stand in the room, merely sit upwards. The room was blindingly white. The only other fixture was the black screen of a motivision that dominated one of the walls. 


Snow slipped in with ease, closing the door behind him. With the two of them inside, the room seemed even smaller now. Axel laid himself down on the soft bed, trying not to take up too much space. He looked at the motivision that seemed to be staring him down. 


Snow began to undo his clothes. Axel couldn’t help watching the other boy undress. Thick work clothes were removed and set aside to the forefront of the bed. Underneath all of that, the white simian had been wearing a black thong. The underwear was tight against his privates, practically outlining every detail of the boy’s genitals.  


With a balled fist, Snow slammed against a blank wall which caused Axel to jump slightly. The wall shivered in response. There was a clunk and the wall opened up. Snow tossed his work uniform into the new feature in a bundle. He looked at his holster and then at the other boy. “Did you want to see my new piece?” He removed the handgun from the holster and held it towards Axel. 


It was a gleaming piece of silver, edged with gold. A very extravagant weapon that seemed completely at odds with Snow’s cobbled together vehicle. It’s beauty only seemed to highlight its lethal nature. It shined in the light of the overhead lighting. 


“N-no.” Axel admitted, pulling off his own uniform, following Snow’s lead. 


“Very well.” The teen tossed the gun and holster into the storage area. He punched the wall again and the hole sealed itself. 


Axel tossed his clothes and holster into a little bundle at the front of the bed. He felt a bit of flush rise in his cheeks as the two of them were so close in a tiny room just in their underwear. Snow gave a whistle. “I haven’t seen underpants like that in a while.” He said, eyeing the other teen’s twitching tent. 


“Uh, it’s just what I’ve always worn.” Axel admitted.


“Looks good on you. Not a lot of guys can pull off the tighty whitey look.” He stifled a giggle.


He wasn’t sure why, but he felt nervous. Axel barely knew the other boy but they’ve already gotten so close so fast. “You, uh, wanted me to tell you about space?” He gulped, feeling a sense of pressure building up. 


“Yeah, what’s it like, zipping from planet to planet?” Snow’s pretty face looked so soft, so harmless. 


“W-well, I haven’t done too much of that.” Axel admitted. “But, uh… I’ve been on this huge ship, it’s c…” He stopped himself. No, best not to name names. “Well, it’s huge. It’s so big, there’s a city in the middle of it. It’s not as big as this place, but it’s pretty big. There’s a shower, a bar, uh… there’s a lot of people, but most of them are…” He stopped something rising from his throat. “...very bad.”


“This ship, is it a civilian vessel?” Snow asked with a raised eyebrow. 


“Yeah, I think so. It’s not like a military thing. It’s a work ship.” Axel said. “There’s some security guys. I don’t think they’re military, though. I’m not sure.”


“That sounds interesting.” Snow tapped his chin in thoughtfulness. 


“Uh… I guess it is.” Axel shrugged awkwardly. “The only person I really know is Vargus. He’s really nice. He’s… helped me a lot. I really like him. He’s a bit gruff on the outside, but inside… he’s one of the nicest people I’ve met. I…”


“He didn’t seem to like me very much.” Snow said, his voice a bit firm. “I saw him shoot a look at me.”


“He’s just really cautious. We’ve been through a lot together. There’s a lot of bad people out there, so we try to keep our guard up.” Axel said, trying not to think about all the horrible encounters he’d had. “I’m sure if he got to know you, he’d really like you. I want to show you our ship, but… I don’t think he’d like that. To...be honest, I kind of sneaked out to meet you.”


“Sneaked out?” Snow itched at a simian nostril. “Like, you need his permission to go out?”


“It’s not like that, exactly!” Axel quickly rebutted. “It’s, like, uh. He just wants me to be safe. He knows there’s people out there that want to hurt someone like me. I’m tougher than he thinks. I also uh…”


“Sounds to me like he’s got you in a vice-like grip.” Snow made a gripping gesture. “Maybe he doesn’t like me because I’m…” He gave a tug at his long, white tail and then a smaller pull at a primate ear. “You get me?”


“Wh...n...no!” Axel squeaked. “Vargus isn’t like that at all! He likes me. He’s never said anything like that.”


“Are you SURE?” Snow leaned closer. “Almost seems to me like he thinks he owns you.”


“He doesn’t own me, he just protects me.” Axel felt an odd sense crawling in his mind. “You’ve got him wrong. He’s a really nice guy. We’re going… we’re going to love each other and live together. Forever. We’re going… going to…” His voice hitched. “I want to marry him.”


Snow blinked, silent.


“Marry?” A soft voice broke the silence.


“Y-yeah, marry!” Axel said, a sniffle sounding from his nose. “I saw it on the motivision, marriage. People who love each other, debt and all, they… marry, and then they kiss and… it’s really pretty! They wear really nice clothes, and nice music plays. I want to do that with him.”


“Axel…” Snow’s voice was almost pleading. “You know that, uh… guys can’t marry each other, right?”


“What?” Came a pathetic squeak.


“Yeah, guys can’t marry each other. It’s a guy-gal thing. Y’know?” Snow paused, looking at the monkey’s devastated face. “Hey! Don’t cry! If he’s such a nice guy, I believe you. I didn’t mean all of that. I’ve just met so many people that… are kinda mean to us, okay?” 


A white tail began to wipe tears from Axel’s face. The younger teenager sniffled. “I’m sorry, I didn’t know that. I just… wanted to have all of that for us. I…” He sank his face into his hands. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that!”


They couldn’t marry. Could they still love each other? Was it love? What was it? Now here he was in someone’s home without his permission. What would Vargus do if he knew he was doing that? What if Snow was right? No, he couldn’t have been. No, he wasn’t. He-



“C’mon, that’s enough of that.” Snow was pulling the boy’s hands from his face. “I’ve got some stuff that might help you feel better. Ever heard of kresh?”


“Kresh, what’s that?”


“Oh, it’s the stuff. It’s like this blue powder you put into your eyes. It makes things feel really, really good.” Snow smiled widely. “Especially sex.”


“I…” Axel sniffled. “I don’t think I want any. I don’t like drugs like that.”


“Drugs like that?” Snow had a puzzled look on his face. “Are you some kind of Thetalogist?”


“I don’t think so? I’ve never heard of that word.” Axel admitted, wiping the last of the wetness from his face. 


“Captain Rekir is one, I think.” Snow said, a slight girlishness entered his voice. “Mmm. What an ape…” He patted Axel’s head. “You know, I’m sure we could meet Vargus at your ship and we could all become good friends. I can help him find his friend.”


“You can help us find Flint?” Axel asked.


“Oh yeah. I know a LOT of big apes.” The other boy nodded. “I don’t know all of their names, though. They’re not super common in Brineline, but you’ll see them once in a while. I do remember seeing a spacer that kind of resembled what your friend and the captain were talking about.”


“You did?” Axel felt the despair vanish with a sense of accomplishment. “Where did you see him?”


The white monkey thought for a moment. “Well…” He tapped his chin with his tail. “You didn’t hear this from me, okay~?”


“Uh, okay…” Axel felt excited.


“So, I was at the weapons store, buying that new pistol. I got the money from my… other job.” He said with a little wink. “While I was at the store, there was this big ape making a large purchase. That’s already a bit weird, but… we was with a couple of guys. Bad guys.”


“Bad guys?” Axel squeaked.


“Yeah. Pirates.” Snow clarified. “There was a chimp and a guy not much older than us. The chimp looked like he was carrying out orders as he did most of the talking. The other guy was a monkey, a young red furred snow monkey. His face was absolutely covered in scars, and his eyes were cybernetic. He shot me a glare that had me frozen. He didn’t say anything, but I got the message. ‘You saw nothing here.’”


“Are you sure they were pirates?” Axel trembled.


“Well, not exactly sure.” Snow admitted. “They certainly looked the part.”


“Do… you think they’re part of the Ghost Ship?”


Snow smirked. “Oh yeah. Everyone knows that ghosts don’t exist. Rekir is very superstitious, comes with the territory of being a Thetalogist. I wouldn’t be surprised if it’s a local pirate gang that’s getting serious.”


“Does… that happen a lot?” 


“Well, a few cycles ago there was this guy named Black Pew. He was a pitch black furred weasel. He claimed to be one of the Pirate Lords, the most powerful of pirates. He tried some stunt, messing with the fish trade routes. Rekir was actually one of the guys that took the bounty to stop him. It took a little bit, but after a few bouts, Black Pew was blown to smithereens along with most of his crew. I’m pretty sure this will go the same.”


“This seems a bit more bigger than that.” Axel said, trying to think. 


“Maybe so.” Snow shrugged. The teen leaned closer. “You know, I know we can’t exactly get married, but… I know something we can do that’ll make you feel better about all that.” He awkwardly crawled over Axel and slammed a fist into a wall. 


A new small compartment opened up. Snow pulled something out of it. It was a shimmering necklace, covered in shiny, beautiful stones. He slammed against the wall and the compartment sealed itself. Soon the teen was on his back and handing the jewelry towards Axel. 


Axel took the necklace and stared at it. Beautiful clear cuts of rock greeted him. He ran his monkey fingers across the necklace, his heart racing. “It’s beautiful.” He said, admiring it.


“It’s yours.” Snow’s soft voice felt like a breeze in the wind. 


“Mine?!” Axel tucked the necklace to his chest. “No, I can’t… I don’t have anything to give you.” 


“I want you to have it.” Snow patted his head. “We can pretend we’re married, if you want. I don’t have a ring so this will do.” He pressed his lips on Axel’s cheeks, smooching the boy loudly. He pulled back, looking at the glistening wetness he’d left on his skin. 


Axel fumbled with it, feeling at the largest stone with a finger. It was cut nice and smooth. It felt good to touch. The largest stone in the middle almost seemed to glow. It was captivating. 


“Careful, you don’t want to damage it.” Snow giggled as he ruffled Axel’s hair. “You know… what married couples do?”


Axel snapped to attention. “Yes, have sex!” He said, excitedly as he looked down at his tenting briefs. He had almost forgotten about his aching erection as the two of them were in deep conversation. He reached down before Snow stopped him.


“Oh, they do that… but also, just as important… they share secrets.” Snow smiled sweetly. “Do you have a secret to tell, Axel~?”


Axel thought for a moment. He had a lot of secrets. Most of them were boring, naturally. All the company stuff with their mission. None of that would entertain Snow, nor would they have much meaning for their relationship. He thought for a moment before an inkling began to run through his mind. “You can’t tell anyone. NO ONE.” He said, feeling a bit of excited fear run through his lungs. It was good to tell secrets, but it was almost terrifying. It was thrilling. 


“I won’t tell a single soul. It’ll be our secret.” Snow gave a sage nod.


“Good!” Axel ducked towards his clothes bundle. He gave the other boy a good look at his brief clad butt as he searched through the pockets of his discarded uniform. Snow admired the view until Axel was back to laying down, landing his butt on the bed with a cute moan. He was holding a plastic blue lighter. 

“This lighter has a close friend inside.” Axel said, a giddy excitement in his voice. Finally, he could tell someone about Light! “He…. They… I…” Axel’s tongue felt a bit tied as he tried to explain it. “A very special friend that talks to me when I need it. They are really smart. They are resting, but maybe, maybe I can get them out… let me…”


He flicked the lighter a few times. It took a few tries, but after a few a sustained flame danced across the tip of the device. Axel stared at the lighter. “Light. Light. I have a friend.” He paused.

Snow watched the lighter with the boy. He wasn’t sure why, but he half expected something to happen. He looked back at Axel’s focused gaze and then to the lighter. What was Axel on about? Oh, he’s saying something. Better listen.

“I felt something.” Axel said, frowning as he blew out the flame. “Light was there, but… didn’t say anything. Must be asleep.” 


“I think I felt something too.” Snow said, watching the boy put the lighter back in his uniform. “I think we felt it together. Must be very tired.”


“I don’t think Light likes it when we’re planetside.” Axel admitted. “Light likes it in space. I don’t know why. Light knows a lot of things.”


“Maybe after I become friends with Vargus and we go out to space, I can meet light completely.” Snow said, a gentle laugh from his mouth. “The four of us could be really close. Think about it. We can zip across the stars and meet all kind of cool people. Think about it, wouldn’t that be fun?”


“I’d love it!” Axel clapped his hands together. “W-we could have so much fun, and we’d all love each other. We’d… all love…” Love. He gulped. “B-but after we find Flint, I… Light has another mission for me. I’m looking for a woman. She’s actually in town her name… is…” Axel gripped his head. A horrendous pain streaked across his skull. 


“ACK!” He threw his head back. It felt like an electrical charge was worming itself through his ears. 


“Axel!” Snow gripped the boy by his shoulders. “Axel, are you okay!?”


Just as soon as the pain arrived, it was gone. Axel’s cerulean gaze met with Snow’s precious emeralds. He panted, sweat running down his furry back. He was breathing hard, his heart pounding against his scrawny chest. “Yeah, I just… felt… uh…” He looked at the concerned expression all over Snow’s face. “It’s nothing, let’s drop it.”


“You still want to fuck?”

“Yes!”


“There we go.” Snow smooched Axel’s cheek quickly. “How do you like it?


“I don’t know, can I fuck you, like… up your butt?” He asked sheepishly. 


“That’s how I like it.” Snow flopped to his stomach and raised his ass. “Dig into that corner opposite of your clothes. I got lube there. You’re also going to need to bend down a bit so you don’t hit your head on the ceiling.”


Axel found the bottle of lube no problem. He got into position. Bending down slightly hurt his back a bit, as it was a very awkward angle. It did help a bit with the view, though. His eyes were in heaven.


The white monkey’s rump was a thing of sheer beauty. Bubbly, round, plump, tight, all of these applied to the feminine shaped simian. It looked how a woman’s ass looked, Axel imagined. Though, he had never seen a woman’s naked butt before. Snow’s cock and balls bulged from his thong. Axel could see the teen’s prepuce through the tight fabric. Wonderful.


He yoinked the underwear down. Axel’s greedy fingers felt at the skin of Snow’s monkey buttocks. The peach colored skin of the boy’s ass was so soft. He pressed his cheek against one of the monkey’s own. Ass-cheek-to-face-cheek, Axel grounded his face against the boy’s butt, finding the sensation arousing. 


He pulled his face away from the butt, panting as he did. He awkwardly fished out his hard-on from the opening of his underwear. His young, pubescent wiener stuck out of the fly of his briefs, throbbing. It was dolloping generous drops of precum already. His foreskin was still halfway around his pink crown, giving his penis a youthful look. 


Axel hurriedly applied lube on his pole, groaning as he polished his teenage shaft with the slippery stuff. He stuck fingers up Snow’s asshole, spreading the lube all around the older boy’s rectum. Snow responded with a moan that sounded like it came out of a girl’s mouth. It made Axel’s penis pulse with pleasure. 


After everything was lubed up, Axel got himself into position. He grunted as he forced his uncut meat into Snow. The white furred primate shuddered with a groan as the younger monkey impaled him. Axel knew he wasn’t gifted, but he was still a growing boy. The moans sounding from his partner’s mouth made him feel like he was doing a good job which brought him more joy. 


“Oh, fuck!” Axel began to thrust his young hips forward, his schlong squelching inside of the butt. 


He couldn’t help but watch the action. The action of his own wet, slick dick sliding in and out of Snow’s butthole. He wished he could have recorded this. He was aroused by watching his penis working the other boy over, panting as he lowered his face to get a better view of the action he was committing. 


“That’s good, keep it up~” Snow’s anal ring tightened along Axel’s flesh. 


“Agh, I’m…” Axel took a heavy breath as he straightened his back. His head bumped the ceiling. “Ouch!”


“Careful, gnnn… keep going~!”


“Snow, this feels...ff… I think I’m going to…” Axel bit his lip as he rocked his hips back and forth.


The tiny room smelled like sex already. Axel could smell the different scents of each other’s sweat mingling to create a potent smelling concoction. He let out a cute yelp as he felt his orgasm rising, rising fast. He couldn’t hold it. He let out one final thrust as he hilt the other monkey, a low groan escaping his lips as he came into him. “Fff…” He oohed as he pulled out of Snow’s ass, watching his seed spill out of the orifice. “That...nnn.. was that too...ff…” He gasped for air. “Was that too fast?”


“Don’t worry, it happens all the time~” Snow’s tail almost whacked him as he flopped back onto his back with a groan. “I’m pretty good at pleasing people quickly. You’ll be able to keep it in there longer with practice.”


Axel’s eyes looked down at Snow’s drooling erection. “You’re still hard.” He said, pointing. 


“Yeah, it take a little while to get me off.” Snow admitted. “Hey, do you have to piss?”


“Kinda?”


“Great. Let’s see.”


Snow slammed a fist into a wall. He pulled out his heavy work boots. He crawled over to the door, more of a hatch now that Axel saw it. He opened the hatch and poked his head out. He smirked as he looked back at Axel. “Coast is clear. C’mon.”


“What are we doing?” Axel asked with nervousness wavering in his voice. 


“We’re going to help me cum. C’mon. No one’s around.” Snow slipped out of the hatch with ease.


Axel followed him, wriggling himself out of the door. He felt Brineline’s cold, salty air hit his now soft boyhood. It felt weird. He shivered. 


Snow was squatting on the concrete floor, a wide grin plastered on his face. The boots were in front of him. “Can you piss into my boots? Like, stand over them and piss into them? Go from one boot to the other, try to keep it even.”


“Yeah, I can do that.” Axel said, a squeak in his unsure voice. 


He stood over the pair of rubber boots, panting weakly. Sweat was running down his monkey butt as he grunted. A thin trail of urine emerged from his dangling boyhood. The piss stream grow in full force before the pair’s eyes. The stream of urine splattered into the thick boots. The boots made the splash satisfyingly echoed and sloshy the more Axel filled them. 


Axel sighed in relief as he urinated into the boots. He switched boots after every few seconds, trying to keep the urine volume more or less equal between the two of them. The sound of his waste filling the boots was music to his ears. He wasn’t sure why, but it just sounded nice. 


Snow was enjoying it. Axel watched as Snow jerked his cock off. He wasn’t using his hands, though. The boy was now sitting, slightly on his back, legs angled in a way that his feet had access to his leaking erection. The teenager was giving himself a footjob! The monkey’s toes, mirroring the grip of hands were milking at his own cock, pumping it in an erratic motion. 


This sitting position gave Axel an excellent view of Snow’s ass, taint, and bouncing scrotum. His hungry eyes couldn’t help but watch as the teen’s nutsack bounced as he whacked off his dick with his monkey toes. 


“Watch your aim!” Snow giggled.


Axel looked down. He hadn’t been paying attention to his piss. His urine left a trail in the concrete he was urinating on. The thin pool of monkey piss shimmered in the city lights. He resumed his aim, even though his stream was quickly faltering. 


“Fuck!” Snow swore as he came, getting ropes and ropes of teenaged simian spunk all over his flat belly. He chuckled awkwardly as he crawled over to his boots, his worked penis softening and dangling, flopping about as he did. He crammed his face into one of the boots and took a large inhale. “Ah, yes~” He said, pulling his face out with a cough.


“T...ff… that felt good too.” Axel admitted, enjoying seeing Snow in such pleasure. 


“That glorb made your piss smell great.” Snow said, taking in a smaller whiff of the scent. “Mixed with all the work I put in it, it’s positively rank. Ooo~”


“I’ll uh… take your word for it.” Axel said sheepishly. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to stick his nose in there. It looked tempting after seeing Snow do it, but he still wasn’t sure. 


“Mmm… let’s get dressed. I should take you back to the entrance of the landing port.”


Axel wanted to stay longer, but Snow was right. He’d been gone for a while. Hopefully not too long. “Wait, are you going to wear those boots?” 


“Of course!”
