“And lunch is served,” Bender said expansively, setting the plate on the console next to her. 
She nodded absently, glancing down at the plate. “Thanks, Bender.”
“Um, Miss Leela?”
She looked down at the plate again. “Yes, Trevor.”
The little boy was naked, shrunk, and covered with some kind of gravy. Leela mentally crossed her fingers that Bender had followed a recipe this time rather than just whipping up a gravy out of whatever he thought would go well together. She had no desire to eat another gravy thickened with drain cleaner. 
He brushed his blond hair out of his eyes, “Why do I have to be lunch again?”
Leela sighed. “I’ve told you several times now. We’re late on a delivery, and I don’t have time to stop for fast food.”
He nodded meekly. “But I thought we were just going to the next galaxy over?”:
“We are, yes.”
“Couldn’t...couldn’t you get something to eat after the delivery is done?”
“That is several hours from now. I need to eat now so I can focus on flying the ship.”
“Oh. C-Couldn’t the autopilot fly the ship?”
“Oh, heavens no. The autopilot is a drunken idiot. Besides, the last time I let the autopilot fly, we nearly flew into a quasar.”
“B-But...couldn’t you eat something else?”
“There really isn’t anything else to eat on the whole ship. Hermes, the one who put together that contest you won, forgot to stock the ship. Again.”
He looked sideways at the garlic toast he was being served with. “Um. Ok.”
“Look, your parents agreed to this. In the contract they signed to let you be our space cadet for the day, there’s a clause that says you can be used as emergency rations.”
“Is...is this really an emergency?”
“Yes. I need to eat to fly the ship, and you’re the only thing available to eat for the next several hours.”
He squirmed a little and said softly, “Could...could you maybe not eat me until you absolutely have to?”
She sighed. “Alright. I’m only a little peckish right now, so I suppose it’s not an emergency just yet.”
She tapped the steering wheel, humming aimlessly. 
“Um, what’s it like being a space captain?”
“Boring, for the most part. You just point the ship in the right direction and make sure it goes where it’s supposed to, usually. Of course, sometimes there’s pirates or space banditos or the Robot Mafia trying to steal your cargo, and then things get pretty exciting pretty fast.”
He stared at her wide eyed. “You’ve really had all those things happen?”
She nodded, sniffing the air and smelling the gravy he was covered in. Her stomach grumbled a little and she absentmindedly reached out and poked him, getting a little gravy on her fingertip. She sucked on it thoughtfully. For once, Bender seemed to have made a fairly tasty sauce.
Trevor shivered as he watched her taste him. “W-What else? Do you ever run into monsters?” he squeaked.
“Hmm? Oh sure. All the time.”
“L-Like what?”
“Hmm...there’s giant spiders, killer space bees, fourth dimensional space whales from the Bermuda Tetrahedron, that sort of thing.” She looked at him and licked her lips as her stomach rumbled. “Look, I think it’s about lunch time.”
His eyes widened. “A-Already? B-But-”
“Now, I’ve held off until I’m actually uncomfortable, which is more than fair.”
Trevor gulped. “Couldn’t you maybe w-wait a little longer?” 
She sighed in annoyance. “Look, I appreciate that this is difficult for you, but think how difficult this is for me! It’s not like I want to eat a helpless child, but i can’t afford to risk the ship over one temporary creman. Now, your parents signed a contract, and your emergency rations now. So please stop making this more difficult than it has to be.”
He whimpered and closed his eyes, but nodded. “Yes, Miss Leela.”
Leela let him have a little more time, picking up the garlic bread and taking a bite out of that. Like most of Bender’s cooking, it only bore a nominal resemblance to what it was supposed to be. It was more like untoasted bread with solid butter smeared on top, crusted in garlic powder. She coughed and took a hasty sip of water to get the nasty flavor out of her mouth. Ugh.
Trevor looked at her hopefully. “Um, will that tide you over til we get to-”
She shook her head and picked him up between two fingers. He squeaked as he was lifted up to her eye. “No, it won’t. Bender is a terrible cook, so you’re probably the only thing that tastes good on the whole ship.”
He squirmed between her fingers staring down at her mouth in growing panic. “Please, I don’t-”
She sighed. “Look, on the bright side, you wanted to explore exotic and dangerous places, right?” 
Trevor squirmed, and nodded a little.
“Well, now you can! After all, what’s more exotic or dangerous that the inside of a person’s stomach.”

“Please don’t eat me, Miss Lee-”
She popped him into her mouth to cut off the pleading, annoyed that he was making her feel worse about this than she already did. She didn’t want to eat him, but she needed to be able to fly the ship, and she couldn’t do that if she was unable to focus from being hungry.
Trevor yelped as Miss Leela’s lips closed behind him. She began rolling him around, her tongue sliding over his skin to taste the thick gravy he was covered with. He’d tasted it a little himself, so he knew it was good. He just wished it tasted bad so she’d have to spit him out. He winced as her huge tongue swept between his legs repeatedly and he felt his privates getting hard. He blushed in the darkness of her mouth, and tried to reach down and cover himself, to keep her from feeling it. But her tongue kept brushing his hands away and swiping over his private parts again and again. He went red and bit his lip and then his hips jerked sharply against her tongue.
Leela blinked as a tiny burst of salt and bleachy flavor hit her tongue. She’d know that flavor anywhere. For a second she was deeply offended that the little rat would take advantage of this terrible necessity to pleasure himself in her mouth. After a moment, though, she admitted to herself that he was young and probably couldn’t help it. And it wasn’t as though he wasn’t paying handsomely for the right to pleasure. She shrugged and rolled him around a little more, cleaning out the taste of boy cum with the remnants of the gravy all over him. 
Trevor was feeling a little stunned from the power of his first, and last, real orgasm ripping through him. He hadn’t known his body could do that! He was just starting to recover when Leela’s tongue flipped him to the back of her mouth. He yelped as he felt her throat fasten onto him and then he was sliding down a hot, wet, dark tube.
Leela sighed, licking her lips and turning back to the controls, making sure nothing had changed while she was eating. The autopilot seemed to have been ok for the five minutes she’d been looking away,. So she flicked it back to manual and took control again. Then she jumped as her eyePhone rang, vibrating her skull. She blinked it on and sighed when she saw who it was. 
“Seriously?”
Trevor looked at her wide-eyed, his face lit only by the glow of the holographic screen in front of his face. “H-Hi, Miss Leela.”
“Trevor, you can’t bother me while I’m working. That’s very irresponsible. Now hang up, and let me focus on flying the ship.”
He shivered and she saw tears forming in his eyes. “P-Please, Miss Leela, c-can’t I c-come o-out n-now?”
Leela winced. “Trevor, your job is to be emergency rations. That means you have to stay in there until you’re digested, just like any other rations. The only way you’re coming out is when I go to the bathroom later.”
He whimpered. “I d-don’t wanna b-be d-digested. I w-w-wanna g-g-go h-h-home!”
“That’s not really possible, sweety. I ate you. You’re food now, and later you’ll be poop.”
He closed his eyes, tears running down his face. “I-I’m s-s-scared.”
She sighed. “I understand being scared. When you’re in a difficult situation, it’s ok to be scared. But you also need to be brave, ok? Just bear with it, and the scary stuff will be over soon.”
He shuddered. “B-B-But…”
“Look, if it’ll help, I’ll stay on the phone with you, ok?”
Trevor licked his lips. “R-Really?”
She nodded. “Really.”
She watched as he calmed down a little, his breathing less shaky. She smiled at him and tapped her fingers on the steering wheel. “So, do you like blernsball?”
“Uh, y-yeah,” he said softly. 
“Who do you root for?”
“Th-The P-Poindexters.” 
“Oooh, that’s a good team! I played against them once, you know.”
His eyes widened. “R-Really?”
“Yup. I played one season with the Mets. I was the first woman to play in the major leagues,” she said, conveniently neglecting to mention that she was now officially the worst blernsball player in history.
“W-Wow. I, uh, thought that was Jackie Anderson?” 
“Nope. I...wasn’t very good at it, so people mostly remember Jackie.”
“Oh. Um, Jackie started with the Poindexters. Did you ever play against her?”
“Just once. Actually I was the first person ever to throw a major league pitch to Jackie. I pitched her very first game.”
He frowned and then his eyes shot wide. “You’re Turanga Leela? The One-Eyed Bean Queen?”
She winced. “Uh, yeah. You’ve, um, heard of me?”
“Well, yeah!” he squirmed and itched his side, frowning. “You’re famous! You’re the worst player ever!”
She sighed. “Yeah. That’s me.”
He scratched harder, squirming more. “So, what was it like? Playing with Jackie?”
Leela’s eye twitched in irritation. “I didn’t really play with her. I pitched against her.”
“Yeah, the three best pitches of your whole career, right?”
“Yes,” Leela said flatly. 
“How was it when she hit a grand slam bler-”
“Can we talk about something else?” Leela snapped. 
It was hard to tell if he was blushing in the blueish light of the eyePhone, especially since his skin had been reddening gradually. He whimpered into the silence as his fingernails cut into his softening skin. He hissed and looked down at himself in fear. “I’m, um, I th-think I’m s-starting t-too d-digest, M-Miss L-Leela…”
She nodded. “Probably. Stomach acid’s pretty strong stuff.”
He bit his lip and took ragged breaths for a second. He could feel the acid starting to get to work on him and his breathing took his stomach in and out of contact with the stuff, so that it splashed up onto him with every little movement. HIs privates felt like they were being punched repeatedly as the acid worked faster on the softer flesh. He tried to stay still to minimize the discomfort, wracking his brains for something to distract him. “U-Uh, d-do y-you l-like S-Scary D-Door?”
Leela shrugged. “I catch an episode here and there. Speculative horror isn’t really my style. Do you like it?”
He nodded, gasping as he felt the acids really set to work, and his skin began to feel deeply sunburned. He crossed his arms over his chest, wincing as the acid started to bubble a little as the top layers of his skin were burned off, the bubbles popping and splattering his arms with little flecks of acid that immediately began to itch. “I-I l-love i-it. I-It’s m-my favorite sh-show.”
“Tell me about your favorite episode.”
He smiled, the pain fading from his face for a few moments as he focused on something he enjoyed. “F-For A-Antonia. I-It’s th-the one wh-where th-the robots r-rise up and t-take o-over the w-world.”
She blinked. “That’s a pretty dark episode. I heard about it when it came out, there was a lot of controversy around it, so I watched it on Momflix. Why that episode?”
“It’s, ah! Miss Leela! M-My p-privates are m-melting!” He could feel the acid on his naked balls as it finally ate through his sack, slipping up his ereter and melting the flesh of his penis from inside and out.
Leela nodded. “All of you is going to melt eventually, Trevor. Think about Scary Door. Why is For Antonia your favorite episode?
He grimaced and fought the urge to clutch at his vanishing privates, wanting to keep his hands out of the acid for as long as possible. “C-Cause, ah ow, th-the h-hero i-is a k-kid l-like m-me.”
Leela cocked her head, thinking. “Hmmm...maybe I’m thinking of a different episode? Cause I thought the hero was a soldier.”
He was panting and gritting his teeth, trying to stay brave as the acids ate his skin off, his nerves on fire. The acid drops on his arms were starting to smoke slightly as they dissolved little holes into him, and he had to breathe shallowly to deal with the fumes coming off the pool of liquid he was sitting in. 
“Y-Yeah, b-but h-her k-kid g-getting k-killed s-set’s h-her g-g-going. ‘F-For An-Antonia’ i-is the b-battle cry o-of the r-resistance. A-Ant-tonia d-dies p-protecting h-her f-family, a-and her d-death k-kicks o-off the e-end of the r-robot r-rebellion.”
She smiled, understanding breaking over her. “Yeah, it’s probably every kid’s dream, huh? Go out saving all of humanity.”
He twitched and let out a sharp gasp as the acid broke through the rest of his skin on his lower half and started in on his muscles. He spasmed sharply, sending drops of acid to smoke and burn against his back and chest. He couldn’t move his legs and he couldn’t feel his feet anymore. It felt like he was being dipping in fire that was eating him slowly. “A-Ah! Y-Yeah, I-I, ugh...M-Miss L-Leela th-this r-really h-hurts!”
She winced. “Just try and breathe. What’s happening?”
He whimpered. “E-Everything f-f-from m-my stomach d-d-down is on f-f-fire!”
“Ok, so it sounds like you’ve not got much longer, then. You can do this, Trevor. Wasn’t Antonia tortured for her family’s location?”
He closed his eyes, breathing harshly. “Y-Yeah.”
“Imagine you’re Antonia, then.”
He blew out a breath and nodded, trembling visibly. “O-Ok.” 
Trevor bit his lip, tears running down his face as he tried to imagine he was saving his family from evil robots instead of saving a space captain from being slightly hungry. He gasped when felt the acid weaken his hole and suddenly his guts here flooded with fire, his colon lighting up, his bladder filling with acid. He keened softly, his entire upper half trembling as he began to go into shock. “Ah! I-It’s i-inside m-me!”
“That’s good, Trevor,” Leela said calmly, adjusting a knob to cover her discomfort. “That’ll make this go faster.”
“R-Right. F-Faster.” He grunted, crossing his arms tighter over his chest and hugging himself to try and fight the urge to scream. He could feel the acid breaking out through his intestines and filling his abdominal cavity, like a thousand fire ants biting him from the inside. 
Leela fiddled with the controls, making minor adjustments that didn’t really affect anything. “So you wanted to be a pilot?”
He nodded jerkily.  “M-My ap-aptitudes are r-right...w-were r-right f-for it.” His face twisted into a mask of pain as he felt the acid scouring the bones of his ankles, calves and knees. “G-Guess th-that w-won’t h-happen, h-huh?”
“No,” Leela said quietly, rubbing her hands over the steering wheel. “But at least you got to go into space.”
He shuddered as he felt his legs start to break apart. He sank down and suddenly fresh skin was exposed to acid. “Ungh! Y-Yeah. I-I g-got t-to...t-t-to...ah, I-I w-wish I-I’d n-never h-h-heard o-of th-this s-stupid c-contest!”
He started crying softly, hiccupy little half sobs that made Leela squirm in her seat. “Look, I thought we agreed you were going to be brave. You’re making me feel bad.”
He ignored her utterly, sinking deeper into the acid as more of his pelvis was burned away. He clenched his fists on either side of his face to avoid the urge to try and brush the acid off him, knowing it would just make his hands hurt.  
Leela’s eye twitched “Besides, whining gives me indigestion. Now please stop it.”
Trevor hiccupped again and then coughed sharply. Something dark bubbled out of his mouth and his face twisted as he felt the acid sear his throat and threaten his lungs and heart. His eyes screwed up as he felt his chest burning and he coughed again, inhaling acid fumes that made his lungs burn sharply. He managed half a scream before he slid under the surface of the acid. Leela stared, face wooden, as the eyePhone’s illumination showed her his face starting to melt, and then the acid got into the phone and the signal dropped. 
She leaned on the wheel, taking deep breaths for a moment, and then sat up. “Well, that was awkward,” she muttered. 

~~~~
Leela was fiddling with her email, going through the spam folder on the off chance there was anything interesting in it, when she felt a sudden tightness in her gut. She ignored it for a little bit, humming softly, until it started to whisper with pain. Sighing, she stood up and headed to the bathroom to send Trevor to his final resting place. 
Sitting on the toilet, she grunted as the annoying little space cadet got the last laugh, making her cramp and hiss as he forced his way out of her. She bit her lip and closed her eye, wondering if this discomfort was repayment for the discomfort she’d put him through. Then again, it wasn’t as if he could consciously choose to continue to be difficult. Slowly the shit spooled out of her and she breathed deep, forehead wrinkled as she strained to get it all out. 
She heard it plop down in the toilet after a minute and sighed with relief at finally having gotten Trevor out. She cleaned herself and stood, turning to look at the bowl. She could see little flecks of bone and what might have been a skull hidden in the shit. She felt a little pang as she looked at it. Yes, he had wasted her time, calling her from her stomach and making her feel bad for what she’d been forced to do. But still, being melted down into shit was a terrible fate. And he’d been a scared little boy before he’d been an emergency ration. 
“Look, I…” she swallowed, feeling silly for a moment. He couldn’t hear her. Still, her conscience demanded it. 
“I’m sorry about how all this happened,” She said quietly, addressing the little turd. “If Hermes hadn’t run that contest, or even if he’d stocked the ship with food, you’d still be alive. Hell, your parents really should have read the fine print, especially with Hermes writing the contract. So many little things added up to put you in this position, and...you didn’t deserve this.”
“The hell are you doing?”
She turned to see Bender staring into the bathroom at her. “I, uh…”
“Look, have some dignity. You ate the little shit, now he’s nothing but a little shit. So flush him and move on with your life.”
She sighed. “Maybe you’re right.”
“Maybe I’m always right,” Bendor retorted. 
Leela turned and tapped the handle gently, not quite enough to flush. “Sorry again,” she whispered. Then she depressed the handle and the toilet flushed, sending Trevor down to the sewer with the mutants. 
She slipped out of the bathroom, feeling better for having apologized. After all she was a good person who’d just been forced by circumstances to make the hard choices. She looked down at her gauntlet and started checking her emails again, putting the fate of little what’s-his-name out of her mind.
