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If you have a future, you don’t go to the Asteroid Belt. Don’t get me wrong, it pays well. But shitty jobs in far-flung regions of the solar system always do. The pay is even better on the hydrocarbon rigs on Titan, but I didn’t have the qualifications for that. When the transport dropped me off at Ceres, I realised I should have paid more attention in school. It was nothing like the brochures in the recruitment office.

Despite being the main transport hub of the Belt, everything seemed to be held together with duct tape. Whatever photos they’d used must have been taken when it was first built, because it wasn’t the gleaming station they’d promised me. The dock we landed in was crowded and dirty. For a moment, I had no idea where I was supposed to be going. All I could see was a crowd of dirty men in rough overalls, carrying equipment and pushing past each other. I could feel anxiety bubbling up inside me. I didn’t feel like a twenty-year-old man; I felt like a lost child.

I stood anxiously by the ramp, trying to figure out my next move. When I saw a crude cardboard sign being held by a man⁠—

CRYTUS MINING - JOEL

—I sighed with relief. Someone was actually waiting for me. Thank fuck.

He introduced himself as John. John was a couple of inches taller than me and maybe ten years older. I was in my early twenties, and I guessed he must have been in his mid thirties. It was hard to tell, because all the men in the crowd looked older than they should have been. Whether it was from the work, or something about the environment, I didn’t know.

“Welcome to the crew Joel, have you ever done any mining before?” He asked as he led me through the crowd of oily, grubby miners.

“No, sir. I’ve only ever worked retail.”

“Sir, huh? Some of the guys are going to love you.” When he said that, I felt a sudden pang of dread. Something about it seemed off. “It’s a shame you’re completely green. We just lost a guy to a micrometeorite strike. He was a really top guy.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Well, you’re here now instead. We’ll make it work. Do you know how crews work?”

I thought about it. A lot of the men from my town ended up in the Belt. I’d grown up being told about life out there. They said it was hard work, but rewarding. Much better than staying on some minor moon and trying to scrape a living.

“We fly out to asteroids, get out, mine the ore, and bring it back here. Right?” I said, feeling proud of myself. We were through the crowd now, and he was leading me towards another parked up ship. This one looked way more battered than the passenger liner and sported several grabbers and mining tools. He stopped and turned to face me.

“No, no. I mean how the crews work. What you’ll be doing as the fresh meat. Did nobody tell you?”

My anxiety came back. What was he talking about?

“Uh… I don’t know. What will I be doing?”

He looked like he felt sorry for me. “You’ll be pleasuring us. Sucking our cocks, getting fucked, whatever the guys need to stay focused.”

My world collapsed in on itself. “What? I never agreed to that!”

“I’m afraid you did. It started out as an informal arrangement, something to pass the time. A few crews were doing it. Once health and safety realised how effective it was at bringing down accidents and killing sprees, they formalised it. It’s in your contract.”

“There’s no way I signed a contract which said that!” I said indignantly. Right? There’s no way I would have signed that. I realised I hadn’t even bothered to read it. I’d only looked at terms like the pay. Fucking small-print.

He handed me a leaflet:

‘So you’ve decided to become a free-use slut’

I stared down at it.

“Come on, buddy, let’s get you settled into the ship. The leaflet will explain everything. It’s probably best you have some alone time to digest it before you meet the rest of the guys. In case they try to use you straight away.”

As he led me into the ship, I felt dead inside. What the fuck had I just signed up for? Why were they okay with this? I looked back at the crowd of men. Had they all been free-use for their crews?

* * *


The ship was well worn inside. It didn’t have the fancy panelling and cushioning of a passenger liner. Just raw aluminium plates, metal walkways and exposed pipework. The room John put me in was cramped, but it was mine. I didn’t have to share it with anyone. I’d expected to be bunking with someone, but I had a bed all to myself. A double bed… which concerned me.

The whole time he’d been leading me there, John had been explaining the ship to me. I wasn’t listening. I just kept thinking about my job—my real job—which was pleasuring cock. The strangest part for me was that it didn’t really gross me out. Maybe it was the fact that I’d spent a month on a passenger liner in a shared dormitory with no privacy and no opportunity to cum. Maybe my cock was taking the lead and stopping me from thinking. All I knew was that the idea was actually starting to excite me.

I’d always thought I was attracted to women. I’d only ever pined over women, only ever chased women, only ever failed to get into a relationship with women. All the porn I watched had women in it. So why was the idea of being used by men turning me on?

The opportunity to have sex, even if it wasn’t sex with a woman, was getting me hot and bothered. I’d never even got to have sex with a woman before, and for the foreseeable future, this would be my only option. As I pulled the leaflet out and sat down to read it, my cock was rock hard.

So you’ve decided to become a free-use slut
- Crytus Mining
It’s never easy to start a new career. That’s why we’ve prepared this leaflet to make your transition as straightforward as possible. The happier and healthier you are, the happier and healthier your crew will be!
“New Starter Free Use” is the formal term for what you’ve agreed to perform as part of your duties in Crytus Mining, but informally people refer to it as being a free-use slut. It involves pleasuring the members of your crew, at their request, whenever and wherever they wish to be pleasured. That could be in your bedroom, in the galley, or on the flight deck. If you’re requested, you’re expected to do your best to make them cum.


Background:

The free-use programme started out as a voluntary scheme run by individual ships. Because of the permanent reproductive effects on female fertility caused by ionising radiation, the use of female crew members on board mining ships was banned approximately fifty years ago. This caused a number of side effects in the remaining male crew members, including: anxiety, desperation, testicular torsion, and killing sprees.

Crytus Mining couldn’t stand by and allow suffering like this on board our ships. The board acted decisively and obtained legislative approval for a new programme. Free Use. It was decided that all new crew members would serve a term as the free-use object for their ship, reducing tension and maintaining employee morale.

As a result of the programme, accidents dropped by 78% and killing sprees were almost eradicated. It has been hailed as one of the greatest public safety programmes of this century.

As our newest recruit, you’ll be leading the charge now and ensuring that your fellow crew members stay happy and healthy.

Role Details:

While acting as a free-use slut, you are not expected to engage in mining operations inside or outside of the ship. As the newest member of the crew, you are expected to observe, learn from, and pleasure the more experienced crew members. Take this opportunity to really get to grips with the ship and the different roles on-board, ready for when you graduate as a full crew member.

Health:


It’s natural to be concerned about health issues stemming from being a free-use slut. The health of employees is really important to Crytus Mining, which is why all crew members are tested and treated for sexually transmitted infections before coming aboard. When the ship is deployed, crew members are not permitted to interact with—or pleasure—the crews of other ships. Since implementing these health measures, sexually transmitted infections have been eradicated from our sluts. That’s just one part of Crytus Mining’s commitment to employee health.

Benefits:


As a member of the free-use programme, you are eligible to receive a 25% discretionary annual bonus. The bonus continues when you graduate to become a standard crew member. While acting as the pleasurer, you are allocated your own personal room and enhanced rations. You also receive an additional fourteen shore days per year, in which you are not required to pleasure your crew members.

Terms:

You are contracted to be a free-use slut for the duration of your contract, or until a new member joins the crew, whichever comes first. Free use is not required when you are on shore leave, ill, or off the ship. You will be expected to pleasure any member of your crew who asks for it, as long as they abide by their terms and conditions. Any mistreatment, coercion, or abuse will result in the loss of their free-use privileges. They may use any of your holes in any way they wish, as long as those ways are reasonable and do not break any other terms.

Consent:

You signed a binding contract when you joined the company. Normally this would compel you to perform the role, but as part of Crytus Mining’s commitment to being the mining employer of choice, we offer you the opportunity to revoke your consent at this point. If you do not wish to fulfil this role and pleasure your crew, you are free to leave the ship at the port. Crytus Mining will return you home at our expense. Alternatively, you may stay on as a junior crew-mate, without the associated perks of the programme. We hope you’ll choose to stay on the programme for the good of the crew, but we don’t want anyone to feel like they were forced to go through with it.

Feedback:

Have questions, feedback, or concerns about the programme? Let us know through your free-use representative!

When I got to the end of the leaflet, I slumped back into the bed. Thoughts were spinning through my head. Was I really going to do this? Be some free-use fuck doll for other men? I was supposed to be straight, for fuck’s sake! Yet here I was, actually genuinely considering letting an entire crew of men use me, just for some job. I didn’t even know what the crew looked like! John hadn’t been bad looking, but what if the others weren’t so hot? And why did I even care what they looked like? I wasn’t supposed to be thinking like that.

I thought about leaving. I could just get off the ship and go home. They would pay for my ticket, I wouldn’t have to do any of this. The problem was, I wanted to do it. Without even realising, I had started stroking myself to the thought of being used for their pleasure. I was actually turned on by the idea. Fuck.
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Ihad plenty of time to leave the ship. They didn’t whisk me away or try to keep me on-board. I didn’t even try to leave. I was just a mess. My mind was running with the idea of being a free-use slut for these men. I tried to tell myself it was a bad idea, that it was so extreme and insane that I should just run away… but my cock was just too into it.

I just lay there on my bed. My king-size pleasure bed. Better than the bed I had at home even, back there I only had a single. Lying there and staring at the ceiling, I traced the pipes and the wires above me.

A knock at the door interrupted my stupor.

“Uh… come in,” I said.

“Joel! I’m guessing you’ve decided to stay with us, since you don’t appear to be running away… or really doing anything.” Said John, sitting down on the bed next to me.

“It’s weird, it’s not what I expected, but I’m going to try it. I mean you’ve all done it, right? It can’t be that bad.”

“Yep, we’ve all done it, lad. Well, except for the captain, he was grandfathered in. He was already an experienced hand by the time this rule came around. Can’t expect someone to go back to being a recruit.”

“So, how does it work? I’ve never really…”

“Been used by men before?”

“Yeah…”

“Well, you’re in luck. Normally the lads gamble on who gets to go first with the newbie. This time I made sure I won. Thought you might want your first time to be with someone you’ve met before.”

“I guess...” I felt my anxiety rise again. Could I really go through with it? Suddenly all those horny thoughts seemed crazy. “… I’m not really sure what to do.”

“That’s okay, lad, everyone has to start somewhere.” He shuffled closer to me on the bed. I didn’t move. I had no idea what I was doing. He grabbed me and pulled me into a kiss. His hands were all over my body and his mouth explored mine. He tasted of menthol. I wasn’t an experienced kisser, and I was still in shock.

“Suck my cock now, lad,” he said, pushing me down towards his groin. I stared nervously at the bulge in his trousers. He started peeling them off until he was down to just white underwear. I couldn’t believe I was actually going to do it. I was going to suck a man’s cock, just because of a stupid job. As much as I tried to fight it, my cock was rock hard. I was into it. I just didn’t want to believe that I could be into it. I was supposed to be straight.

My hand reached into his underwear and pulled out his cock. It was semi-hard. Still kind of floppy, but big. I really didn’t know what to do with it. Like I knew what a blowjob was, obviously. I’d watched porn before. But doing it? That’s a different thing entirely. I wasn’t really paying attention to the techniques and methods of the women I watched devouring monster cocks. As I lay there with my head in his lap, I kind of wished I had paid more attention.

Bringing his cock to my mouth, I gave it a nervous lick. That’s what people do, right? It didn’t taste bad; it didn’t really taste like much. Maybe a little salty. So I went a little further and put it in my mouth. I started to suck on it, doing my best to simulate what I’d seen those women do. His cock quickly hardened until it spilled out of my mouth.

“Yeah… that’s the spot, lad,” he said, moving his hand to my head. He started to guide me up and down his shaft. I could get halfway down it before it hit a wall and the sensation became too much. His firm hand kept trying to test my limits and drive me deeper and deeper. Every time I hit that barrier, I felt like I was going to throw up. I kept gagging, tears welled up in my eyes, and I made horrible glucking sounds. That only seemed to make him enjoy it more. It seemed like he wanted to see me struggle on his massive cock, watch my eyes water and throat slime drip from his length each time he pulled out.

As much as he was pushing me, I couldn’t help but enjoy it. My cock was swollen between my legs, harder than it had ever been before. He was giving me no sensation. All I knew was his cock. The absolute submission to him was driving me wild. I never thought I would be into that.

My throat started to get used to the sensation of having an older man fucking it. The slime became thicker and wetter, the gagging reduced, and he got further with each thrust. He started to hold his cock inside the entrance to my throat, feeling the muscles clamp around his cock as I choked on it. He wasn’t saying much, just grunting in pleasure as he kept using me.

His cock seemed to swell, his thrusts becoming more and more urgent. Was he getting close? He didn’t say a word to me, but his rhythm picked up and he sent his cock deeper and deeper into me. Out of nowhere, I felt salt in my mouth. Then his hands roughly gripped me and he sent his cock all the way down my throat. It pulsed inside me as he shot slimy ropes of cum directly down my gullet.

He held me there, waiting for my muscles to milk every last drop from his cock. I could smell the musk of his body as he kept himself buried to the hilt inside me. Then he slowly withdrew, leaving me with a salty mouth and a face covered in saliva and slop. As he lay back and closed his eyes, I kept my head resting against his thigh. I felt totally out of it. Almost drunk… on cock? I had no idea what was going on with me.

My cock was still painfully pressed against my underwear. He made no attempt to pleasure me.

“John…”

“Yes, lad?” He said, eyes still closed.

“Are you going to suck me now?”

He chuckled, “That’s not how this works.” He stretched himself out. “But I suppose it’s not fair to just leave you like this. Why don’t you clean yourself up, and we’ll go sort it out.”

I had no idea what he meant by that, but my cock was painfully aroused and I would pretty much go for anything at that point. With a towel, I tried to wipe as much of the cum and saliva off my face as possible. I had no sink or bathroom in my room, so I couldn’t wash away the cum flavour.

John was pulling his trousers back on and making himself presentable.

“Ready to head off?” He asked.

“I guess, where are we going?”

“To the medical bay. Wayne will sort you out.” He said with a wink. Sort me out? What did he mean by that? He didn’t elaborate any further.

John led me along winding metal corridors through the ship until we got to a small white room labelled ‘First Aid’, which he gestured for me to enter. There was a medical bed, two chairs, and some counters with equipment on them and in the drawers underneath. One chair was occupied by a man who looked older than John. He had the classic dad bod of strong muscular arms and a big belly. He stared at me hungrily.

John introduced me. “This is Joel, our new cabin boy. He’s having some problems downstairs.” He gestured at the bulge where my cock strained against my trousers.

“Ah yes, a classic case of Penis Erectus. I see it a lot in young cabin pleasers. Come and sit down on the bed Joel, let me take a look.”

I sat awkwardly on the bed.

“Do you mind?” He asked, reaching for my cock.

“No, it’s okay,” I said, mind already wandering to how he would pleasure me. He took my cock out. It throbbed painfully in his hands. I waited for him to start working on it, knowing I was already on the cusp of cumming.

Instead, he took an ice pack from the shelf and pressed it to my cock.

“What are you doing?”

“Just calming the area down, making sure it will go on.”

“Making sure what will go on?”

“Joel, just let him do his thing. It’s for the best.” Said John. I saw Wayne pick up a metal contraption from the desk.

“What is that?” I asked, fear rising inside me.

Wayne paused. “This is a medical device we use to prevent issues with new recruits. It’s called a chastity cage, although the company prefers the term containment device. We fit it over your cock, and it prevents any unwanted sexual behaviour or deviancy. It’s been proven to really help recruits settle into their roles.”

“You’re going to put my cock in a cage?”

“Don’t worry about it, lad, it doesn’t hurt. It just keeps your cock nice and snug, preventing you from doing anything rash. It’s hard to focus on other people’s pleasure if you’re only worried about your own.”

“Now, if you don’t mind?” Said Wayne impatiently, holding the device in front of me.

The ice pack had softened my cock; it was no longer the throbbing, angry mess it had been when John had splattered my throat with his cum.

“Okay, fine. Put it on me.” I said. Wayne started fitting the contraption around my cock. It went around my balls, then a second part clicked into it, wrapping my cock up in steel.

“This device is designed for long-term medical use. You’re fine to piss through it, shower with it on; it’ll handle it all. If you have any issues, let me know. I’m sure we’ll be seeing a lot of each other.” Said Wayne, smiling as he continued to hold on to my caged cock.

I looked down at it. My cock was fully locked away. He’d actually put a lock on it! But as much as I had protested, the idea was incredibly erotic. I could feel my cock hardening inside it. As it swelled to fill the cage, I started to feel it pull on my balls and squeeze my cock. I was completely powerless to do anything to stop it.

“Now isn’t that better?” Said John, watching the cage constrict my cock. The discomfort caused my erection to soften, breaking the spell of my cock.

“It seems to work…” I said, watching it go down. It was a relief when it stopped pressing against the cage.

“There you go, you’re all sorted now. Just like I promised.” He said. “Now we’re going to be setting off soon, so maybe head back to your cabin, and then you can join us all for dinner later.”

“Okay,” I said, pulling my trousers back up. The cage pressed against my underwear, a constant reminder of its presence.

The walk back to my room went by in a blur. All I could think about was the cage between my legs. What the hell had I signed up for?
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When I got back to my room, I was still overwhelmed with arousal. My cock was actually dripping pre-cum through the slit at the end of the cage. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t cum. It wouldn’t let me. Fuck.

My mind was spinning with ideas of how they might use me, the things they might do to me. I couldn’t do anything to clear my head. The cage kept me in a constant state of arousal, just like they wanted. When John came and collected me for dinner, I was already imagining the other things he might do to me.

“You okay? How’s the cage fitting, lad?” He asked me as we walked down metal walkways towards the galley.

“It’s okay. It gets a little uncomfortable when my cock hardens, but the worst part is not being able to cum.”

“That’s just what it’s like, unfortunately. It’s designed to keep you from getting too aroused. As long as it’s not pinching anywhere, that’s all normal.”

“Have these cages always been a thing?”

“No, I was already here when they brought them in. They were having issues with enthusiasm among new cabin boys. When they first came aboard, they were up for anything. But as soon as someone made the mistake of letting them cum, they’d lose control. There were a hell of a lot of killing sprees before they learned that lesson.” He shook his head.

“So I don’t get to cum… at all?”

“Unfortunately not, lad. Not until we get a new cabin boy to replace you, anyway. You’ll just have to get used to it.” He stopped for a moment. “Although. I have heard of some recruits managing to cum inside the cage. There’s no rule against it or anything; it’s just very difficult to do without being able to touch your cock. I think they managed to do it when they were being fucked.” He shrugged. “I’m sure you’ll figure it out if you’re desperate enough.”

We fell silent as we approached the galley. I could hear a few voices coming from the dining room. The yellow glow of the lights spilled out from the doorway. As we entered, all eyes were on me.

“Everyone, this is Joel, our new cabin boy. He’s fully on board with the programme, and I’ve tested him myself.”

“You jammy cunt! Whatever happened to Captain’s privileges?” Said an old, balding man with a white beard. He sat in a cushioned chair at the end of the table.

“A bet’s a bet, you old codger.” Replied John. “Joel—this is our captain. He likes to pretend he’s captaining a huge starship in some distant war, rather than a five-man mining rig.” He lowered his voice to me, “But all joking aside, you can’t speak to him like that, not as the newbie. We can get away with it because we’re old hands.”

“Call me David,” the captain said, grasping my hand. He was the oldest person in the room. I guessed he was in his sixties.

John gestured at the fourth man, “And you’ve met Wayne already, of course. He had the pleasure of fitting this young man’s cage. He definitely took his time with it, the creepy fuck.”

“What can I say? I like to do a thorough job.” Said Wayne.

“We have a ship doctor with only five crew?” I asked.

John smiled. “No, Wayne’s not a doctor. He’s just the designated first-aider. We all have to double up on roles. Especially now that Kenny is gone.”

“I run the drills, kid. The real work around here. The medical stuff is just for… fun.” He said seriously. I really wasn’t a fan of how they kept infantilising me. I might have been the newbie, but I wasn’t a kid.

“Is there anything I can do to help? I’ve had jobs before. I’d like to help!” I said, hoping to prove myself beyond just sucking cock.

“We can’t have some spunked up trainee running around messing with the equipment,” said Wayne.

The captain looked at me, “Wayne isn’t the most… diplomatic of speakers, but he’s right. You won’t be paying much attention to gauges and safety limits if you’re cock-drunk and desperately trying to cum. The only thing we need from you…” He reached down and firmly gripped my cage. “… is to focus on keeping us satisfied.”

“We could take the cage off, free me up for real work?”

He shook his head. “The crew of the Abercrombie tried that with a recruit once. It took seventy-two space marshals to bring him down. It would be best if you put all thoughts of that out of your mind.” He looked at John, “It seems like this one is already starting to go mad from lust. The bargaining has already started!”

They all laughed. He was right. I wasn’t being subtle in my attempts to free my cock. When he had gripped my cage, it had sent a surge of arousal through me before the cage counteracted it with discomfort. Fuck. They weren’t going to let me cum.

John put his hand on my shoulder, “Come on, lad, let’s get you sat down for dinner. Ryan—you haven’t met him yet—should be cooking up a treat for your first night.” He sat me down right next to the captain and took the place on my right.

The captain turned to me, “Recruits don’t normally get the privilege of sitting next to the captain. You’d normally be at the far end, or under the table. But as it’s your first night, we let you have it.”

“Oh, okay.” I replied, unsure what to say to the man. I was nervous about offending him or getting in trouble.

“Do you have a missus back home?” He asked. I shook my head. “It’s probably for the best. I barely see mine, yet she somehow manages to spend all my money.” He looked at me hungrily, “Luckily I have you now, to provide some of the pleasures that we leave behind with our women.”

I didn’t reply, but just then the conversations were interrupted by the last member of the crew. They had said his name was Ryan. He looked a lot younger than the rest of the crew. His hair was dirty blonde, and he wore a chef’s hat that tilted to one side.

The captain clapped his hands when he saw the dishes that Ryan was bringing out. “It seems our former cabin boy has turned his talents from pleasuring our cocks to pleasuring our palates. Very impressive, Ryan.” Ryan smiled at the compliment.

So he was the last cabin boy then. The one I was replacing. No wonder he looked so happy. He didn’t have to be the free-use pleasure-slut anymore. Smug bastard. The food he cooked was good though, I had to give him that. I wasn’t sure how he managed it on his own in such a small ship.

While I slurped down my food, the captain turned back to me again, “Has John warned you about your part in this?” I looked at John, bewildered.

“No?”

“Oh, John, you didn’t tell him?”

“Shit, sorry lad. It’s tradition that the newest crew member stands up and gives a little speech introducing himself, telling us about how they came to be here, etcetera.” That didn’t sound so bad… “Oh and the captain will then fuck you after your speech, to make sure he’s the first to claim you. Captain’s rights and all.”

What? I have to give a speech? And he’s going to fuck me, in front of everyone? My mouth dropped open. What the fuck?

“What?”

“Yeah, sorry, lad, I should have warned you. You best think of something. It doesn’t have to be long. The guys will only really be interested in you getting fucked, anyway. They won’t really remember what you said.”

The rest of the meal went by in a blur. I couldn’t concentrate on my food, knowing I was going to get fucked in front of everyone. I’d never even fucked a woman before, and now I was going to be fucked by a man in front of an audience. How did it come to this? Why couldn’t I have tried harder in school?

As much as I pretended to myself, the arousal between my legs told the truth. I was actually looking forward to it. I had no idea what it would involve, but if they said people had cum from it, I would do my best to be one of those people. Anything to silence my noisy cock.

Everyone started to finish their last food, and coffee was served. A bottle of rum went around, filling everyone’s glasses. Then it was time.

My speech was awkward. I told them about how I was working in retail and came to the belt to earn better money and have a career. Nobody seemed to pay that much attention, thankfully. The speech itself wasn’t the thing I was worried about; it was what would come after it.

The captain nudged me. “Great job, our new recruit, everyone.” He said to the group as they clapped.

“Now, as you all know, I don’t have too many privileges as a captain in this day and age, but they have at least kept this one. I think we can all agree that it’s important for a captain to know his crew. In all ways.” He looked at me, “Joel, as you’re now aware, part of the reason we’ve sat you up here is because you’re part of tonight’s entertainment.” He gestured to John, “Get the lube.”

“Have you ever had a man’s cock inside you before?”

“No,” I stuttered.

“Well, you’re about to. Lean over the table.”

My cock was throbbing between my legs. This felt so wrong, in front of all of these people, but so right. What was wrong with me?

The white table was cold and hard underneath me. I felt him pull down my trousers, revealing my cage and naked ass. I could see the other crew members watching with glee. Behind me, cold, slimy lube was rubbed over my hole. I heard him squirting more out of a tube. My caged cock pressed painfully against the table beneath me as it desperately sought sensation.

John whispered to me, “Don’t worry lad, just relax. Push against it like you’re trying to push it out and it will just slip in.”

The captain pressed the tip of his thick cock against my entrance. I braced myself. When the thrust finally came, it felt like I was being stretched around a can of soup. “Fuck,” I moaned. Then he was in me. It was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. Was this what women felt when they were fucked?

“Good lad,” John whispered, giving me a thumbs up.

The captain started to thrust in and out of me, pressing me firmly against the table. Each time the head of his cock rubbed a certain spot inside of me, I felt waves of pleasure travel to my cock. It was never quite enough to make me cum, but it just kept me on the edge, over and over. The feeling was both incredible and frustrating. It felt like if I just had a little more, I’d be there, but the orgasm never came.

Wayne started to stroke his cock to the sight of my innocence being taken. It looked smaller than the other men’s cocks, but the look he was giving me told me he wouldn’t be any easier on me.

Behind me, the captain was grunting with each thrust. He started pushing deeper and deeper, burying his length right to the hilt, pressing against the bend of my intestines. It felt like he was going to push all the way through me and come out the other end.

Then I felt it. The pulsing of his cock. He kept it all the way inside me as the muscles of my ass squeezed out every last drop. I could feel the squirts of cum splashing inside me as he sprayed out his load. After a moment, he withdrew, leaving me full of his cum. Some of the cum and lube started dripping down my thighs. I was almost delirious with desire. Why couldn’t I just cum?

Everyone clapped for the captain when he finished. They pulled my trousers back up, slopping the cum right inside them.

“Joel—everyone. Our new cum dump!”

I just stood there, shocked and full of cum. Had that really happened? The semen dripping down my legs and the cold embrace of the cage reminded me that this was my life now. And despite it all—I was loving it.

With the captain’s load deposited in me, it was the end of dinner. The other guys patted me on the shoulder as they left, welcoming me to the crew. It was bizarre. I was so cock-drunk that I couldn’t even process how bizarre it was. I was so frustrated that I hadn’t been able to cum from being fucked. That’s how far gone I was—I was actually complaining I hadn’t been fucked enough. So much for being straight?

John was the last person left. He handed me a stack of papers.

“This is something Ryan came up with. Use them tomorrow morning; it will make things a lot simpler.” I barely even looked at the paperwork. I just headed back to my room. Was this my life now? Just being a cock-sleeve for the crew?
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The next morning I woke up still crusted with the captain’s cum. It still didn’t feel real. Had I really let a man fuck me? It wasn’t just a dream? I actually let him cum in my ass in front of everyone?

I looked out the window and saw the void of the asteroid field. Shit. It was really happening. This is my life now.

I remembered the paperwork that John had handed to me before I left. It was a bunch of handwritten notes:

Captain - 07:30 - Cabin
Be punctual. Enjoys spooning, just go with it.


John - 08:30 - Dining Room
Busy guy - don’t disrupt his morning routine. Under table. No small talk.


Ryan - 14:00 - Kitchen
Post-lunch rush, likes it sloppy ;)


Wayne - 15:00 - Control Deck
He keeps working while he does it.
Warning: he’s rough. Be prepared.


They were… interesting. Ryan must have written them to keep track of who he needed to serve. Now it was falling to me.

“Seven thirty? Fuck me, that’s early.” I said to myself. Then I noticed the clock on the wall. 07:15. Oh fuck.

I still had the captain’s cum on me from last night, and I was supposed to be pleasing him again in fifteen minutes!

I darted out of my room and into the bathroom. Using a flannel, I scrubbed as much of the spit and cum from my face and backside as I could. I tried to make myself as presentable as a degraded cum-slut can with five minutes notice. Between my legs, my morning wood was crushing against the cage. I still hadn’t cum. I was wondering if it would have been enough for me to have a wet dream, but even sleep couldn’t free me from the orgasmic deprivation.

The clothes I put on were mostly cum-free. Checking myself in the mirror, I ran back out of the room. Nobody had told me where the captain’s cabin was. Nobody else was awake. It was just my luck!

Darting down corridors, I hunted for his room. I really hoped the pounding of my feet along the metal floors wasn’t waking everyone up, because it was loud even for me. Eventually, I found it. Thankfully, they’d thought to label his room.

The door swung open. It was completely pitch black inside.

“Come to bed, honey!” The captain called from inside. I remembered the note: ‘Just go with it’, gulp.

He pulled the covers back on the bed. I awkwardly stripped off my clothes until I was down to just my cage. This was really happening. I climbed into bed next to him.

Immediately, his arms wrapped around me, spooning into me. His morning wood pressed against my ass. Inside the cage, my cock sprung to life in anticipation of the possibility of cumming on his cock. Despite everything, I was still desperate to cum, by any means necessary.

Without even stopping to lube up, he thrust his cock inside me. “Oh, honey, you feel so good,” he moaned in my ear. If it wasn’t for the fact that my guts were still full of his lube and cum from last night, it would not have been going well. I made a mental note to make sure I lubed myself up before future visits.

He pulled me in tighter as his hips thrust back and forth, burying his cock inside me. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through me, tantalising me with the possibility of orgasm. But still—nothing. It just wouldn’t come. I was such a needy little slut that I actually started thrusting myself back into his cock, desperately seeking that elusive orgasm. Hoping that I could make him hit the right spot and unleash my own cum.

It didn’t work. All it did was make him fuck me harder. My eagerness had spurred him on, making him think I wanted even more of his cock, that I was hungry for it. It wasn’t true; I wasn’t even into men; I just really wanted to cum. The subtlety of my emotions went over his head as he buried his cock to the hilt inside me. The familiar pulsing sent his man-slime deep into my guts.

Without even saying a word, he rolled over and went back to sleep. I felt used and painfully aroused.

* * *


I lay there for a while, contemplating my new position. I was just a cum receptacle to be used and discarded. It was so degrading. So why was I so turned on? It didn’t make sense. But as I lay there, I thought of my other career options. The dirty mines of Callisto, the crushing boredom of warehouse work. Maybe being a cum receptacle wasn’t so bad. One day I might be the captain, having sex with younger men before work. Strangely, that idea appealed to me.

The next note in my stack told me to be at the dining room for 08:30. Luckily, the captain hadn’t taken long using me. I got myself dressed as quietly as I could and slunk back along the corridor to the dining room.

John was sitting at the table in pyjamas. He had a laptop on one side, a tablet on the other, a book in front of him, and a plate of eggs going cold. The notes definitely seemed to be giving me good advice so far.

I hung around awkwardly at the entrance, not sure whether to go in or whether to run away. The note had told me not to bother him, and he didn’t seem to have noticed me.

I decided to just dive in headfirst. I walked over to the table and dropped beneath it, just opposite him. I could guess what the note meant by ‘Under table’; it meant swallowing his cum. And like the greedy little cock hungry slut I was slowly becoming, I was going to do it without hesitation.

His familiar length stood erect, with an outline visible through his trousers. I tried to tell myself that this was just work, just a job I had to do. If that were true, why was my mouth watering? They didn’t do anything to me to make me want it; that was all me. I kept trying to tell myself that I didn’t like it, but that was a lie.

The familiar taste of his cock filled my mouth as I slurped away at it. It hadn’t even been 24 hours since I’d got off the passenger ship at Ceres, and this was the second time I had that man’s cock in my mouth. So much for being straight.

He didn’t do any of the thrusting from last time. No firm hands gripped my head. He was too busy with all of his devices and other shit. It was like he was just brushing his teeth or something. He had to cum, that was his routine, so he was going to cum. It wasn’t really about pleasure.

Still, I tried my best to give him an enjoyable experience. My second time throating a cock was far easier than my first go. Even from the start I could get it much further down before it started choking me. With each pump, I kept pushing myself further and further, trying to beat my record. If I was going to be a cock sucking slut, I was going to be the best cock sucking slut in that region of space.

Above me, John remained silent. He didn’t even grunt. He was so uninterested that I didn’t even realise he was going to cum until the cock started pulsing, filling my mouth with splooge. It caught me off-guard and I couldn’t even swallow it down. Cum started spilling from my lips. It just kept coming and coming. I could see why he thrust it all the way down my throat last time; it was way too much cum for a first timer to handle.

I greedily swallowed down as much of it as I could. Something about the act sent fireworks through my groin. It felt like I was a proper dirty little cock-sleeve as the slime slid down my throat. Even though he wasn’t touching me, my cock was squeezing against the walls of the cage.

When I was finished, he still barely even acknowledged me. Just gave me a nod, then went back to his screens. What the fuck?

* * *


After eating some breakfast, I spent the rest of the morning in my room. My next appointment wasn’t until 14:00, after lunch. That passed uneventfully, too. The other crewmen kind of acknowledged me, but they mostly just gobbled down their food.

Once lunch was all cleaned up, Ryan gestured for me to follow him into the kitchen. It was tiny. I had no idea how he was managing to cook in it when it was barely wide enough to walk down. I hoped he wasn’t planning on using me right in the middle of all the hot pans and sharp knives. I might have been a cock-hungry slut, but I remembered my health and safety e-learning. All the discussion of safe sex in the workplace made a lot more sense now that I was being fucked by my coworkers.

Thankfully, he was leading me through to another room. Inside there were crates of vegetables, all stacked up to the ceiling. On the floor between the crates was a dirty mattress. I would have hoped for something better than that, but at least there was a mattress. If this scheme ran in the mines of Callisto, you’d be lucky to get gravel.

Ryan lingered around awkwardly, not knowing what to do. At that point I was so deranged and cock-drunk from my earlier sessions that I just got down on my knees in front of him and started pawing at his cock through his trousers. His hands were shaking as he undid his belt.

“Is this your first time on the other end?” I asked.

He nodded. “I haven’t cum in nine months.”

“Holy shit,” I stared at his bulge. Nine months of cum building up in there? I was surprised he hadn’t exploded already.

Handling his cock like a live hand grenade, I slipped it out of his underwear and into my mouth. As I started to slurp down on it, I realised that I’d be in his position one day. Would I prefer that? The fact that I was even asking myself that was strange. Why would anyone prefer to be the one on their knees?

I pumped his cock down my throat using the skills I’d learned from John. My hands gripped his thin, bony hips. I was pulling his cock into my throat and fucking my own face, using him like a dildo.

Within moments, I heard him groan. His cock began to twitch and pump his semen stockpile into my mouth. Instead of pulling away, I sucked his cock even more aggressively. The sensations were overwhelming and his legs collapsed underneath him, but I retained my suction on his cock and continued to mercilessly massage him with my mouth as he fell onto the mattress. His man-slime sprayed out of my mouth around the edges, covering him in spit and cum.

“Well, you wanted it sloppy…” I said.

* * *


My final appointment was with Wayne on the control deck. At first, I’d thought he was a doctor, because he was the one who fitted my cage and he’d been a bit too committed to the act. He wasn’t; he was in charge of the drilling. The note said he’d be using me as he worked… I wasn’t quite sure how that was supposed to work. Can you operate a commercial mining drill while balls deep in a twink?

It had also warned me that he was rough. That was a little worrying. He had seemed very into me when he put on my cage, but also kind of creepy. And after my experience that morning with the captain, I needed to make sure I had more than just cum as lubricant.

In the time between guzzling Ryan’s cum and Wayne’s appointment, I did my best to stretch out my ass and fill it with lube. Not that it needed much stretching. Two rounds of the captain’s coke can had done plenty of renovation work in it. I just needed to make sure it wasn’t dry, in case Wayne went straight for my ass.

The walk to the control deck was a lot easier now that I was getting familiar with the ship. I had never been up there, but I’d figured out where it was. Compared to the other rooms I’d been fucked in, it was definitely a lot cooler. Wayne was sitting in a swivel chair with joysticks on the desk in front of him, surrounded by screens that gave him a view from the ship at every angle. Using his controls, he was pounding an asteroid to reach the valuable mineral core.

“Good, you’re here. I’ve got quotas to meet, and I need to focus. Bend over the desk, slut.” He said, barely even looking away from his work. As I bent over the desk, he took his hands off the joysticks to pull down my trousers and underwear. The cage containing my cock hit the table with a thud. Without even waiting a beat, he pulled out his cock and slid it into my entrance.

As his length entered me, I had to stifle a laugh. Length wasn’t the right word for it. Was it even in? Behind me he was thrusting away, but I could barely feel it. I knew there was no chance I was going to cum with this guy.

To make up the difference, I started pushing back into him, meeting his thrusts. This only egged him on further, “Oh, not rough enough for you, slut?” He grunted as his hand pushed my head down to the table and he began to pound into me. The room filled with slapping sounds as he jack-hammered his cock into my hole. It turned out, intensity could make up for length. Something about the new position was sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. My cock twitched involuntarily beneath me as his head found my prostate. “Oh, fuck,” I moaned.

“Yeah, you like that, you little bitch,” he spat at me as he buried himself to the hilt repeatedly. I could barely even breathe; all I could focus on was the feeling of his cock inside me. The feelings started to build to a crescendo.

His grip tightened on me and his thrusting became even more aggressive as I felt his cock start to pulse. And then, out of nowhere, I felt my own cock explode in the cage. The orgasm flooded through me, giving me a head rush. Sperm splashed from the vents in the device, soaking the desk beneath me. As I came, Wayne flooded my guts with his splooge. Even as he filled me, one hand stayed on the joystick, continuing to work.

When he pulled out and I climbed up, he noticed the cum dripping from my cage.

“Did you just cum on my cock?” He demanded.

“Uh…”

“I knew my cock was good, but I didn’t think it was that good! That’s hilarious! I bet you feel really pathetic now, slut.”

As I stood there, cum dripping from my cock-cage and ass full of his cum, I felt pathetic. The orgasm had felt incredible in the moment, but the desire came crashing down, and all the shame I’d been suppressing flooded out. What was I doing? Why was I full of a man’s cum if I’m straight?

I waddled back to my room, trying not to leak cum everywhere. Was this my life now?
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The next morning, the shame had worn off. I was back to being rock hard within the confines of the cage, thinking about what else they were going to do to me.

The weeks and months flied by. Once word spread that it was possible to make my cock explode in its cage, it became a game for them. They mostly abandoned my mouth for longer sessions, choosing instead to pound me in the hope that they could make it happen too. It became an experiment. Which positions were the most effective? How long did it take? Would anything speed it up?

I settled into the routine of being the crew’s free-use toy. It wasn’t so bad, really. I didn’t have to do any dirty mining; I got my own room, I sometimes got to cum. All the cock I could ever need, if you’re into that kind of thing. I obviously wasn’t, but I had a job to do. Until Curtis arrived.

Curtis was a new recruit. Technically, the ship was always supposed to have six crew, but they’d been used to being understaffed. When we got the message that they were finally filling the vacancy, I was quite upset. I’d finally settled into my role of pleasing cock, and now some upstart was going to push me out. Was I going to have to share a room? What work would I be doing? All that talk of training me up had faded away when they realised how much they enjoyed pounding me, and how little they enjoyed teaching.

Curtis was a wide-eyed graduate from Crytus Mining’s technical college. That made him at least twenty-one, so he was actually older than me. That pissed me off even more. He already knew all about ships and mining from his course. Not that he’d actually be doing any mining, of course—I couldn’t wait to see the look on his face when he discovered he’d be taking cock rather than steering the ship.

That pleasure was robbed from me when we met him at the boarding gate. It turned out that the graduates of the programme already knew about the scheme. They even had a module on pleasuring cock! As if university could prepare you for that! He wasn’t surprised at all by the leaflet, making me feel really bitter about my own ignorance.

Wayne took the cage off me in the medical room. After months of wearing it, it felt like a part of me was missing. I didn’t even try to touch myself. The occasional anal orgasm had been enough to settle my desperation, so I no longer felt the urge to make myself cum.

That night, they brought us all to the dining room again, just as they had on my first night. Curtis sat by the captain, and we had better food than usual. I barely tasted it. For some reason, I just couldn’t shake the annoyance I felt at being usurped from my position.

I asked John if I would have to give up my room, and he said I’d be moving in with Wayne! As if my day couldn’t have got any worse! Any relief I should have felt at coming to the end of my sexual service was replaced with bitterness at my loss of comforts.

Curtis had prepared a short speech which I didn’t really care about, but he sounded quite smug. The next part didn’t go as smoothly. When the captain bent him over the table, he let out a whimper. Even a module in taking cock and a willingness to advance your career doesn’t make taking a coke-can cock any easier.

By the end he was moaning in pleasure, and when the captain filled his guts with cum, he looked at me smugly. The bastard.

* * *


After the meal, I had to move my belongings into Wayne’s room. I felt more pathetic having to move in with him than I had when I was taking his cock every day. I felt like less of a person. I didn’t have to serve Wayne anymore; that was for Curtis to do, but I had to be around him. It was a worse deal.

The next morning, when Wayne had headed up to his post, there was a knock on the door. Curtis.

“Hello, I’m here to pleasure you,” the little twerp said.

“Fine,” I grunted in response. I wasn’t really in the mood. He got down on his knees on the carpet in front of me and started pulling my cock out. It started to stiffen in his hands.

“I bet you’re bursting after so many months of not cumming,” he said, licking my cock.

“I figured out how to cum from being fucked, it was no big deal,” I shrugged.

“Whoah, that’s pretty gay,” he said as he slurped on my cock.

“I’m not gay!”

“I’m not judging, man, it must have made this job a hell of a lot easier. I’m completely straight, so it’s hard work,” he said between gulps.

It was hard to hold my anger in. That little punk! It’s not gay to cum on a man’s cock, it’s cosmopolitan.

“This isn’t working for me, I’ll try fucking you instead.”

He bent onto the bottom bunk and presented his ass to me. Despite all the cock I’d taken, I’d never actually fucked a guy before. I didn’t really know what I was doing. I’d never even been with a woman before.

My cock slipped into him with ease. He didn’t even react. That pissed me off even more. I felt emasculated. My thrusts became more and more aggressive as I started to pound his ass. All my other thoughts went away as I focused on driving my shaft into him as deep and as fast as I could. Beneath me, the caged slut began to whimper as my cock rammed his prostate over and over. Now that the tables were turned, I could see the appeal in really pounding a slut. Every time I buried my cock to the hilt, I felt a wave of pleasure course through it. My days of trying to squeeze out an orgasm through my prostate were over. I was free again!

When my pleasure hit its peak, I shoved my cock all the way in, letting him milk out every single drop of my cum. Even as my cock pumped him full of man-slime, I felt empty. It just wasn’t the same.

I rolled off him, my brain crashing down from the high of my orgasm. What is wrong with me? Why am I so miserable?

I sent him away and buried my face in my pillow.

* * *


All day I just festered in bed. Even Wayne noticed it when he returned to the room that evening.

“What’s up with you? I would have thought you’d be buzzing now that you don’t have to take our cocks anymore.”

“I actually kind of miss it.”

“What? Are you gay or something?”

“I’m not gay, I just liked my old job.” He looked at me, bemused.

“Wayne, do you want to fuck me?”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes, please, I need this.” I pleaded with him, like the desperate little cock-sleeve I was.

“I already dumped a load into the newbie this afternoon, but I suppose I could give you a pounding.”

“Please.”

I got up and bent myself over the bed for him. “Oh, wow, you are eager,” he said, undoing his belt. As I lay on the bed, I could feel his already hard cock lining up with my entrance. With a push, he penetrated me and buried his cock all the way in.

“Couldn’t get enough of my cock, eh?” He said as he started thrusting into me. The familiar stretch of his cock spreading me open was oddly comforting. Each time his cock rubbed past my prostate, it sent a wave of pleasure through me. I realised then, this is what I was made for. I was made to take cock.

Bouncing back into his thrusts, my mind cleared. I knew my purpose. My purpose was pleasuring cock. That was what I was meant to do. I squeezed my ass muscles around his cock, intensifying his sensations, trying to make him cum as quickly as possible.

“Jesus christ you’re tight,” he moaned as I milked his cock. This spurred me on, making me push back even harder, driving his cock all the way in. With a splutter, I felt his cock begin to pulse, then spray his seed into me.

As he struggled to stay standing, I knew what I had to do.

“Wayne, I want to be the ship’s slut again. Call a meeting.”
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Everyone gathered in the dining room of the ship to hear what I had to say. Even the captain came along, although he grumbled about being given orders by someone who had only ever taken cock, and never flown a ship.

I addressed the room. “You’re probably wondering why I’ve called you all here tonight. It’s because I’ve finally realised my true calling. Taking cock.”

“You called us all here to tell us that?” The captain chuckled.

I ignored him. “When Curtis joined us I was really angry and I didn’t know why. It’s because I enjoyed my position more than I ever realised, and he was replacing me. What I propose, is for me to take the position of permanent free-use slut, while Curtis takes my place in mining. I have the experience and the enthusiasm in taking cock, he has the enthusiasm in mining. It makes much more sense for him to be mining, instead of spending a year slurping our cum.”

“But how will our young recruits get experience in mining if they can’t take cock?” Asked Wayne.

“You could give them mining related jobs instead, and leave the cock to me.”

“Whoah.”

“I know, it’s unheard of. But we don’t make progress unless we’re willing to try new things. If you remember my first day here, I had never even touched a cock before, now I’m a professional cock-sleeve. Why would we throw away all that experience and put me into mining, when I was doing a great job?”

“That’s not how your contract works lad, you were only contracted to take cock until a new recruit took your place. Curtis is here now. Why can’t you just accept it and move on?” Said John.

“Damn the contracts! I want to take cock!”

The captain looked at me. “Are you really sure you want to do this Joel? Taking cock seems all fun and exciting now, but you might be in this career for another forty years. It’s too early for you to lock your career away with your cock.”

“I’m sure. I know now that it’s what I was made to do.”

He looked at the other crew members. “I’ll get a lot of stick for it back at the company, but there is historical precedent. The original scheme was volunteer-based after all. Hell, back in my day we used to just pick up twinks at bars and smuggle them in on cargo containers.”

“So I can do it? I can be the ship’s slut?”

He thought for a moment. “Yes. I’ll allow it. Curtis—you’re off the job. I’ll expect you on mining tomorrow. And Joel⁠—”

“Yes?”

“If you’re going to be our permanent fuck-toy, we might as well put you to use. Dicks out lads.”

I watched as every man in the room started to pull out their cocks. The captain’s leviathan cock was already rock hard. In a heartbeat the crew had me bent over the table. While the captain thundered into my ass, Wayne slid his cock down my throat.

For the next hour I was in heaven as they pumped cum into all of my holes, using me in every way they could imagine. After that, the matter was settled. No recruit was ever going to compete with that.

* * *


When the company found out about my new position, they weren’t angry. They were intrigued. Nobody in HR had ever considered the possibility that someone might want to voluntarily sign up for a entire career of pleasing cock. It changed the whole game. They started replacing the contractual scheme with an entirely voluntary process, where people would explicitly be recruited to be cock-pleasers as their career.

Morale was better than ever, and more cum was pumped into twinks in one year than in the previous decade. Before long, even the competitors were getting in on it. Whole recruitment agencies sprung up for delivering the best pleasure professionals. My cum-filled holes changed the world.
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