Experiment: Hatred

Chapter One

“Death of the Cheater”


“The business on this godforsaken station is lousy, at best. You can’t get good solid drunks up here, but you sure can’t sell bad whiskey either. Word gets around with a population of only two thousand and soon people just aren’t showing up. So, if you please and if you want to get more of your money back, send me decent some decent damn alcohol!”


Eric closed the link and turned off the screen after sending his message to his supplier on the planet surface. Sometimes, Eric wanted to take a vacation break and travel to surface. He wanted to meet his supplier face to face and break his blistering, fat ass. It was three years ago when Eric called up 

Muttering to himself about the incompetence nature of his supplier, Eric began to clean what little mess there was after a flustering five customers all day.

