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You felt the pull when you saw this book.

Some temptations are subtle.

Others are impossible to ignore.

— R. Vale
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Author’s Note

Before we begin…

If you enjoy dark, daring, and deliciously wicked stories, you might want to join my private reader list.

Subscribers receive:

free exclusive stories

early access to new releases

bonus scenes Amazon doesn’t show

reader-only giveaways and sneak previews

Join here:

romanvale.uk/secret

Now… let’s begin.

— Roman Vale


PROLOGUE — "THE KEYCARD"

The contract was seventeen pages long. Naomi counted them twice while the HR representative watched with the patience of someone who had done this many times before. The room smelled of stale coffee and the particular kind of air freshener that attempted to mask industrial carpet cleaner. It was not unpleasant, exactly — just institutional. Everything about Sterling Corporate Services felt institutional. The beige walls. The fluorescent tubes humming behind frosted panels. The way the woman across the desk kept her expression professionally neutral, as though Naomi’s presence was neither here nor there.

“Page twelve is the key section,” the woman said. Her nameplate read G. Mellors, HR Compliance. She looked to be in her early fifties, grey-streaked hair pulled back in a low bun, reading glasses perched on the end of her nose. “The Access Addendum. I’ll need you to initial each paragraph and sign at the bottom.”

Naomi turned to page twelve. The heading was typed in bold: Addendum 7-C: Intimate Services Provision. Beneath it, dense paragraphs of legal language filled the page. She scanned the first few lines. The Contractor agrees to make themselves available for physical access during designated shift hours… The words blurred slightly. She had not slept well. The rent was three weeks overdue, and the letting agency had started sending red-text emails. Seventeen pounds an hour was what the job listing had promised. Temp admin, it said. Data entry. Filing. But when she arrived for the interview, they had slid this contract across the desk instead.

“Seventeen pounds an hour,” Naomi said. Her voice came out flatter than she intended.

“Twenty-three,” Mellors corrected. “The premium rate applies to Addendum signatories. Standard admin work pays seventeen. This role is… specialised.” She did not elaborate. She did not need to. Naomi had heard rumours about Sterling — whispers on job forums, deleted threads, hushed conversations in the queues at the Job Centre. They paid well. They asked for things. What things, no one ever specified, but the money was good enough that people stopped asking questions.

Naomi’s pen hovered over the first initial box. She read the paragraph more carefully this time. The Contractor consents to physical interaction with authorised personnel during assigned hours. Such interaction may include but is not limited to: manual stimulation, oral contact, penetrative intercourse, and associated activities as determined by the accessing party. Her throat tightened. The language was clinical, detached, as though describing a medical procedure rather than — well. She knew what it was describing.

“I don’t have to do anything I don’t want to do,” she said. It came out as a question.

Mellors adjusted her glasses. “The contract specifies that you may withdraw consent at any time by voicing the safe word, which is terminus. Doing so will end your assignment immediately and forfeit any outstanding pay. You will not be penalised beyond that. However—” she paused, letting the word hang “—once you sign, you are expected to fulfil the terms of the agreement for the duration of your shift. Clients appreciate consistency.”

Clients. Not colleagues. Not staff. Clients.

Naomi thought about the red-text emails. She thought about her mother’s disappointed voice on the telephone last week, asking how the job hunt was going. She thought about the empty fridge and the overdraft that had somehow crept from two hundred to seven hundred in three months. She thought, too, about something else — a small, quiet thing she barely acknowledged: the way her pulse had quickened when she read the word penetrative. Not from fear. Not exactly.

She initialled the first paragraph. Then the second. Then the third.

“The role is anonymous by design,” Mellors continued, sliding a supplementary form across the desk. “You will not speak to clients. They will not speak to you. Names are not exchanged. The room is kept dark unless a client requests otherwise. This protects both parties. You will be referred to by your designation number, which is ST-1129. Questions?”

Naomi shook her head. The pen felt warm in her grip. She signed her name at the bottom of the final page: Naomi Trent. Her handwriting looked strange to her, as though someone else had written it.

Mellors collected the contract and slotted it into a folder. “Your start time is 06:00 tomorrow morning. Report to the south entrance and ask for Security. They will escort you to your station.” She stood, indicating the interview was over. “One more thing. The room is monitored for your safety. If at any point you feel unwell or wish to stop, say the safe word clearly. The door will unlock within thirty seconds. Do you understand?”

Naomi nodded. She walked out of the office in a daze, the corridor stretching ahead of her, identical doors lining both walls. Somewhere behind one of them, she knew, was the room. Her room. The thought settled into her stomach like a stone dropped into still water.

The south entrance was a grey door at the back of the building, unmarked except for a small brass plate that read Service Access. Naomi arrived at 05:47, her stomach hollow from nerves and skipped breakfast. The morning was cold, the sky a pale, washed-out blue. A security guard met her at the door — a middle-aged man with a trimmed beard and a clipboard.

“ST-1129?” he asked. His tone was businesslike, neither friendly nor hostile.

“Yes.” The word felt odd in her mouth.

“Follow me.”

They walked through a service corridor, past a loading bay and a row of recycling bins, then through a heavy fire door that clicked shut behind them with finality. The fluorescent lights here were dimmer, casting long shadows. The walls were unpainted concrete. It smelled of disinfectant and something faintly metallic. Naomi’s heels clicked against the floor; she wished she had worn trainers. She wished she had worn something other than the grey pencil skirt and white blouse she had selected, thinking it looked professional. Now it felt like a costume.

The guard stopped at a door marked S12. He produced a keycard and swiped it. A beep. The lock disengaged. He pushed the door open and gestured inside.

“Your station,” he said. “You’ll find everything you need. Shift ends at 18:00. Someone will come for you then.” He handed her a laminated card on a lanyard. “Your designation. Wear it at all times.”

Naomi took the lanyard. ST-1129 was printed in black block letters. She slipped it over her head. The plastic rested against her sternum, cool through the fabric of her blouse.

The room was small — perhaps three metres by four. The walls were padded with grey acoustic foam, the kind used in recording studios. A narrow cot lined one wall, covered in a white sheet. Beside it, a small sink, a stack of disposable cups, and a box of antiseptic wipes. A shelf held condoms in various sizes, lubricant, and a small digital clock. The floor was concrete, but a rubber mat had been placed in the centre, stained slightly darker in places. Set into the floor near the cot was a metal ring, bolted down, with a clip attached. Naomi stared at it. She understood its purpose without needing to ask.

The door clicked shut behind her. She was alone.

She stood for a long moment, listening to the silence. The room was soundproofed; she could hear nothing from outside. The air was cool, slightly stale, as though it had been recycled too many times. She approached the cot and sat down. The mattress was thin but firm. Her hands trembled slightly in her lap.

What am I doing? The question circled in her mind, but she already knew the answer. The money. The rent. The quiet desperation that had become her constant companion. And beneath that, something else — a flutter of anticipation she refused to name.

The clock on the shelf read 05:58. She had two minutes.

She stood and removed her coat, folding it neatly and placing it on the end of the cot. She adjusted her skirt. She checked the sink. She counted the condoms — thirty-two. More than enough. She wondered how many she would use. She wondered if she would use any at all. The thought made her pulse quicken again, that strange mixture of dread and something darker, something she had felt before in the quiet hours of the night when she let her mind wander to places it should not go.

At exactly 06:00, the first keycard beeped.

The door opened. A figure stepped inside — male, tall, wearing a dark suit. She could not see his face clearly; the room was lit only by the faint glow of the digital clock. He closed the door behind him. He did not speak.

Naomi stood frozen. Her training — if it could be called that — had been minimal. You do not initiate. You receive. You comply. The words echoed in her memory. The man crossed the room in two strides. His hands found her waist, turned her around, bent her over the edge of the cot. She heard the rustle of fabric, the tear of a condom wrapper. Then he was inside her.

She had not expected it to be so quick. Her body tensed, then adjusted. He moved with efficient, rhythmic thrusts, his grip firm on her hips. He did not touch her elsewhere. He did not kiss her neck or whisper in her ear. He simply used her, his breath steady, his pace unhurried. Naomi pressed her face into the mattress, her fingers clutching the sheet. She felt the stretch, the friction, the growing warmth between her legs. She was wet. She had been wet since the keycard beeped.

When he finished, he withdrew immediately. She heard the condom being disposed of, the zip of his trousers. Then the door opened and closed, and she was alone again.

Naomi lay face-down on the cot for several seconds. Her body hummed with residual sensation. She felt used. She felt strange. She also felt a small, shameful pulse of satisfaction.

The clock read 06:07.

She stood, adjusted her skirt, and went to the sink. She washed her hands. She checked her reflection in the small mirror above the basin. Her cheeks were flushed. Her eyes were bright.

Twenty-three pounds an hour, she reminded herself.

She did not know how many more would come. She did not know if she could endure it. But as she straightened her lanyard and turned back to face the door, she realised something with sudden, uncomfortable clarity: she wanted the next one to come. Not for the money. Not for the contract.

For her.

The second keycard beeped at 06:14.


CHAPTER 1 — “MORNING RUSH”

The second man did not bother with the cot. He took her against the wall.

Naomi heard the keycard beep, saw the door open, registered the silhouette of another suit-clad figure, and then hands were on her — lifting her, turning her, pressing her back against the padded wall. The foam yielded slightly behind her shoulders. Her skirt was pushed up with brisk efficiency. Her knickers — plain black cotton, chosen for practicality rather than allure — were pulled aside rather than removed. He did not kiss her. He did not ask her name. He simply positioned himself between her thighs and pushed inside.

She was still wet from the first man. Still stretched. The sensation of being filled again so soon made her gasp, though she caught the sound behind her teeth. Do not speak. Do not speak. Do not speak. The rule looped in her mind like a mantra. Her hands found the man’s shoulders, not to push him away but to steady herself, her fingers gripping the smooth fabric of his jacket. He was broader than the first, thicker, and each thrust pressed her harder against the wall. The acoustic foam absorbed the sound of their bodies meeting, turning it into something muffled and private.

He finished quickly — two minutes, perhaps three — and withdrew without ceremony. The door beeped and clicked shut behind him. Naomi slid down the wall until her feet touched the floor. Her legs trembled. The clock read 06:21. Seven minutes since the second keycard.

She had time to smooth her skirt. Time to check the sink, to splash cool water on her face. Time to wonder what she had become in the last twenty-one minutes — what she was becoming still.

The third keycard beeped at 06:27.

By 08:00, Naomi had lost count.

The morning rush, she would later learn, was always the busiest. Men arriving early for meetings, their schedules packed, their needs pressing. They came to Storage Room 12 the way they came to the office kitchenette — for coffee, for a moment of respite, for something quick and functional. She was a resource. A utility. The thought should have horrified her, and perhaps some part of it did, but another part — the part that had quickened when she read penetrative in the contract — felt a dark, curling satisfaction.

The encounters blurred together. There was the man who bent her over the small desk that had appeared sometime around 06:45 — she did not remember it being there before, which meant someone had brought it in, which meant someone had seen her used and thought she needs a desk. The notion made her want to laugh, though she did not. There was the man who preferred her mouth, gripping her hair and guiding her rhythm with firm hands. He tasted of mint and coffee. He came on her tongue and left without a word, and she knelt on the rubber mat for several seconds afterward, swallowing, processing, before the next keycard beeped.

There was the man who wanted her on the cot, face-up, her legs spread. He took his time — five minutes, maybe six — his eyes roaming over her body in the dim light. She wondered what he saw. A designation number on a lanyard. A pair of breasts beneath a rumpled blouse. A woman who had signed a contract and was now fulfilling its terms. When he finished, he patted her thigh once, almost affectionately, as though she were a pet who had performed a trick.

Good girl, she imagined him saying. He did not say it. He simply left.

The rhythm of the morning became a kind of trance. Keycard beep. Door open. Use. Door close. Keycard beep. Door open. Use. Door close. Naomi found herself moving between positions automatically — bending when hands pressed her shoulders, opening her mouth when fingers hooked her jaw, spreading her legs when palms pushed her thighs apart. Her body learned the choreography before her mind could catch up. The depersonalisation was not, as she had feared, degrading. It was liberating. She did not have to decide. She did not have to perform. She simply had to be — available, compliant, present.

Sometime around 07:30, a man entered who did not use her immediately. He stood by the door for a moment, silhouetted against the faint light from the corridor, and Naomi felt a flicker of uncertainty. Had she done something wrong? Was he evaluating her? The thought made her stomach tighten. Then he crossed to the shelf, selected a condom, and approached her with the same businesslike efficiency as the others. But instead of bending her over the desk or pushing her to her knees, he lifted her — actually lifted her — and carried her to the cot.

She weighed perhaps nine stone. He handled her as though she weighed nothing.

He laid her down gently, almost tenderly, and positioned himself above her. In the dim light, she could just make out the shape of his face — strong jaw, short hair, the glint of eyes that watched her with something that might have been curiosity. Then he pushed inside, and she stopped thinking about his face. He moved slowly, deliberately, each thrust deep and measured. She felt every inch of him, felt the stretch and friction in exquisite detail. Her body responded before her mind could intervene — her back arching, her hips rising to meet his, a soft sound escaping her throat.

He did not silence her. He did not quicken his pace. He simply continued, steady and unhurried, until she felt something building inside her — a warmth that spread from her core to her extremities, a tension that coiled tighter with each stroke. Oh God, she thought. Oh God, I’m going to —

The orgasm took her by surprise. Her body clenched around him, waves of pleasure radiating outward, and she heard herself moan — a low, broken sound that echoed in the soundproofed room. He did not stop. He continued through her climax, his rhythm unchanged, until she was spent and trembling beneath him. Only then did he finish, a soft grunt the only sound he made, before withdrawing and disposing of the condom.

As he left, he paused at the door. She thought, for a moment, he might speak. He did not. The door clicked shut behind him.

Naomi lay on the cot for a long time afterward. Her body hummed. Her mind raced. She had come. She had actually come, from a stranger’s cock in a windowless room, while men she would never see queued outside to use her next. The shame she expected to feel did not materialise. Instead, a warm lassitude spread through her limbs, a sense of satiation she had not felt in months — perhaps years.

What does that make me? she wondered. The question floated in the silence, unanswered.

The queue, she realised, was real.

Around 08:15, the door remained open longer than usual between visitors. Through the gap, she glimpsed a corridor — not empty, as she had assumed, but occupied by figures in suits, some checking watches, others scrolling on phones. They were waiting. For her. The realisation made her breath catch. She was not simply available; she was in demand. The thought sent a fresh pulse of arousal between her legs, which was absurd, because she had already been used by — how many? Eight? Nine? She had stopped counting. Her body should be exhausted. Instead, it felt alive in a way she had not experienced in years.

The next man entered, and Naomi assumed the position she had learned was expected: standing by the cot, hands at her sides, head slightly lowered. Ready. The word echoed in her mind like a command. He was younger than most — early thirties, perhaps, with an athletic build and a crisp white shirt. He did not remove his jacket. He simply unzipped his trousers, pulled her to him, and lifted her leg to angle her hips. Standing. He wanted her standing.

She braced herself against his shoulder as he entered. The position was awkward at first, her balance uncertain, but his hands steadied her — one on her waist, the other gripping her raised thigh. He moved fast, urgently, his breath hot against her neck. She smelled his cologne — something woody and expensive — and felt the scratch of his tie against her collarbone. Small details imprinted themselves on her memory even as the larger picture blurred. He was a collection of sensations: hard chest beneath smooth wool, strong fingers digging into her flesh, the rhythm of his hips pistoning against hers. He was not a person. He was an experience.

When he finished, he set her down gently, adjusted his tie, and left. The whole encounter had taken perhaps four minutes. Naomi leaned against the wall, catching her breath. Her knickers were somewhere on the floor — she did not remember when they had been removed, only that they were gone now, and she had not missed them. Her skirt was bunched around her waist. Her blouse was untucked, the top button missing. She looked, she suspected, exactly like what she was: a woman who had been used repeatedly and would be used again.

The thought made her smile.

She caught herself and wiped the expression from her face. What is wrong with me? The question was familiar. It had haunted her for years — through dead-end relationships, through unsatisfying encounters in bars, through lonely nights with her hand between her legs and fantasies she never admitted aloud. She had always known, somewhere deep down, that she was different. That she wanted things other women did not want, could not want, would be ashamed to want. And now, in a windowless room in the back of a corporate building, she had found a place where those wants were not merely tolerated but required.

The next keycard beeped before she could dwell further.

By 09:00, the rush had begun to slow.

Naomi lost track of her count somewhere around fifteen. Or was it sixteen? The encounters had merged into a continuous blur of sensation — hard and soft, fast and slow, rough and gentle. Some men took her from behind, bending her over the desk or the cot with efficient hands. Some preferred her mouth, guiding her to her knees and using her throat with varying degrees of care. One man — older, silver-haired, wearing a wedding ring — laid her on the cot and spent nearly ten minutes inside her, moving with the unhurried pace of someone who had nowhere else to be. He was the first to make her come a second time.

She was not prepared for it. The orgasm built slowly, creeping up on her like a tide, and when it broke she cried out before she could stop herself. The sound echoed in the small room, impossibly loud in the silence. The man did not react. He simply continued, his pace unchanged, until he finished and withdrew. As he left, he placed something on the shelf beside the condoms — a small bottle of water. The gesture was so unexpectedly considerate that Naomi felt tears prick her eyes.

She did not cry. She had not cried since the first keycard beeped. Something in her had hardened, or perhaps softened — she could not tell which. The woman who had sat in the HR office yesterday, trembling over a contract, felt like a stranger. This Naomi — the one who stood in a windowless room with her clothes dishevelled and her body humming — was someone else entirely. Someone she was only beginning to know.

She drank the water slowly, savouring it. The clock read 09:14. The door had not beeped in twelve minutes — the longest gap since the morning began. She allowed herself to sit on the cot, to stretch her legs, to feel the ache in her muscles and the soreness between her thighs. She was tired. She was also, somehow, energised. The exhaustion was physical, but beneath it lay a strange, quiet contentment.

Who are you? she asked herself.

The answer, when it came, was simple: I am ST-1129.

The next visitor was not a man.

The keycard beeped at 09:27, and Naomi rose from the cot automatically, assuming the position she had learned. The door opened, and a woman stepped inside — tall, slim, wearing a fitted charcoal dress and heels that clicked against the concrete floor. Naomi blinked in surprise. In three hours of continuous use, she had not once considered that a woman might enter. The thought had simply not occurred to her.

The woman closed the door behind her and stood for a moment, her eyes adjusting to the dim light. Naomi could see her more clearly now: late thirties, perhaps, with auburn hair pulled back in a sleek ponytail. Her face was composed, almost severe, with sharp cheekbones and lips painted a deep burgundy. She was beautiful in a way that made Naomi acutely aware of her own dishevelled state.

“ST-1129?” The woman’s voice was low and cool.

Naomi nodded.

“I am here for an assessment.” The woman crossed to the shelf and selected something — not a condom, but a small device Naomi did not recognise. “Standard HR protocol. New designates receive a mid-shift evaluation to ensure compatibility.”

Naomi’s heart quickened. Evaluation. The word implied judgment. Failure. Consequences. She watched as the woman approached, the device glinting in her hand.

“Lie back,” the woman instructed.

Naomi obeyed, settling onto the cot with her legs together, suddenly self-conscious. The woman stood over her, studying her with clinical detachment. “You have been used… extensively this morning.” It was not a question.

“Yes.” The word came out hoarse. Naomi realised she had barely spoken since arriving.

“Any discomfort?”

“Some.” Honesty seemed required.

The woman nodded. “Acceptable. The evaluation will determine whether you can continue.” She set the device on the cot and reached into her handbag, producing a pair of latex gloves. She pulled them on with practiced efficiency. “Open your legs.”

Naomi hesitated for only a fraction of a second before complying. The woman’s gloved fingers parted her, examining her with the same clinical detachment she had shown while reviewing the shelf supplies. Naomi felt the cool latex against her tender flesh and bit her lip.

“Responsive,” the woman murmured. “Good.” She inserted one finger, then two, pressing and probing with professional thoroughness. Naomi’s body responded despite herself — a flush of warmth, a subtle shift in her hips. The woman noted it. “Very responsive. Excellent.”

The examination continued for several minutes. The woman tested Naomi’s reflexes, her capacity, her sensitivity. She made notes on a small tablet she produced from her bag, her expression unreadable. When she finished, she removed the gloves and disposed of them in a small bin Naomi had not noticed before.

“Your performance this morning has been… impressive,” the woman said. “Twenty-three entries logged between 06:00 and 09:30. Above average. No complaints filed.” She paused, studying Naomi with something that might have been approval. “You may continue.”

Naomi exhaled, unaware she had been holding her breath.

“One more thing.” The woman reached into her bag again and produced a small tube. “Topical anaesthetic. Apply as needed. The afternoon shift tends to be… less frenetic, but the evening can be demanding.” She placed the tube on the shelf beside the water bottle. “You are adapting well, ST-1129. Do not let it go to your head.”

The door beeped and clicked shut behind her. Naomi lay on the cot for a long moment, her body still tingling from the examination. The encounter had been strange — clinical, detached, yet somehow intimate. The woman’s fingers had been inside her, assessing her, evaluating her. And she had passed. The thought brought a small, perverse thrill.

Twenty-three entries. The number echoed in her mind. Twenty-three men — or was it twenty-two, plus the woman? — had used her in three and a half hours. She tried to feel disgusted with herself. She tried to feel ashamed. Instead, she felt a quiet, steady satisfaction.

She applied the anaesthetic as instructed, the cool gel soothing her tender flesh. The clock read 09:42. The morning rush was over. Whatever came next, she would be ready.

The next visitor arrived at 09:58 — a man, middle-aged, slightly overweight, with the harried expression of someone running late. He took her quickly, bent over the desk, his hands gripping her hips with desperate urgency. He finished in under two minutes and left without a word. Naomi straightened her clothes, checked the clock, and waited.

The rhythm of the morning had been replaced by a slower, more measured pace. Visitors came at intervals now — ten minutes, fifteen, twenty — rather than the continuous stream of the early hours. Naomi found she missed the rush. The waiting gave her time to think, and thinking was dangerous. It forced her to confront what she was doing, what she had become, what she was discovering about herself.

She had always known, on some level, that she was not like other women. The thought had plagued her since adolescence, when her fantasies had taken shapes that made her blush in the daylight. She had tried to suppress them. She had tried to be normal. She had dated men who were kind, considerate, attentive — men who made love to her with gentle tenderness, who asked what she wanted, who tried to please her. And she had felt nothing. Not nothing, exactly. But never enough. Never the consuming, overwhelming intensity she craved.

Here, in this room, she had found it. The depersonalisation. The objectification. The sheer, unadorned use. It was degrading. It was liberating. It was everything she had secretly wanted and never known how to ask for.

What does that make me? she wondered again.

The answer came, unbidden: Happy.

By 11:00, the count had reached thirty-one.

Naomi’s body ached. Her legs trembled when she stood. The soreness between her thighs had become a constant, dull throb, mitigated only slightly by the anaesthetic. She was exhausted in a way she had never experienced — every muscle spent, every nerve frayed. And yet, beneath the exhaustion, a fierce, burning energy persisted. She wanted more. She could not explain it, could not justify it, could not reconcile it with the woman she had believed herself to be. But it was true nonetheless.

The next keycard beeped, and she rose to meet it.


INTERLUDE I — BADGE LOG EXTRACT

STERLING CORPORATE SERVICES

Access Log Report — Storage Room 12

Date: 14 March 2026

Subject Designation: ST-1129

Shift: 06:00–18:00

06:03:14 — Badge 4471 (Morrison, J. — Senior Analyst)

Entry logged. Duration: 4 min 22 sec.

Note: First access of shift. Subject responsive. No issues.

06:14:08 — Badge 2298 (K. Patel — Legal Services)

Entry logged. Duration: 6 min 47 sec.

Note: Subject positioned against wall on entry. Initiative noted.

06:21:33 — Badge 4471 (Morrison, J. — Senior Analyst)

Entry logged. Duration: 3 min 01 sec.

Note: Return visit. Subject lubrication adequate. No additional supplies required.

06:27:55 — Badge 8834 (Unknown — External Contractor)

Entry logged. Duration: 5 min 18 sec.

Note: Oral service requested. Subject compliant. No penetration.

06:34:12 — Badge 1156 (R. Fletcher — Compliance)

Entry logged. Duration: 7 min 33 sec.

Note: Subject displayed visible arousal during use. Recommend for extended roster.

06:41:29 — Badge 7702 (T. Blackwood — Executive Suite)

Entry logged. Duration: 8 min 14 sec.

Note: Subject achieved climax. Unusual but not prohibited. Performance noted as above standard.

06:52:47 — Badge 3319 (S. Okonkwo — IT Infrastructure)

Entry logged. Duration: 4 min 56 sec.

Note: Standing position. Subject balance steady. No assistance required.

06:59:03 — Badge 5582 (G. Hartley — Accounts Receivable)

Entry logged. Duration: 3 min 44 sec.

Note: Quick access. Subject prepared on entry.

07:07:22 — Badge 4471 (Morrison, J. — Senior Analyst)

Entry logged. Duration: 5 min 11 sec.

Note: Third visit this shift. Subject remains responsive. Endurance noted.

07:15:46 — Badge 8834 (Unknown — External Contractor)

Entry logged. Duration: 6 min 02 sec.

Note: Return visit. Subject recognised badge tone. Anticipatory positioning observed.

07:23:18 — Badge 2094 (M. Cheng — Procurement)

Entry logged. Duration: 4 min 38 sec.

Note: Oral service. Deep throat achieved without distress. Recommend for advanced oral roster.

07:31:55 — Badge 6617 (D. Crawford — Human Resources)

Entry logged. Duration: 9 min 27 sec.

Note: Extended duration. Subject remained engaged throughout. No signs of fatigue.

07:44:09 — Badge 4471 (Morrison, J. — Senior Analyst)

Entry logged. Duration: 3 min 15 sec.

Note: Fourth visit. Subject appears familiar with user preference. Efficient use.

07:52:33 — Badge 9923 (A. Whitmore — Client Services)

Entry logged. Duration: 5 min 44 sec.

Note: Bent over desk. Subject positioned self without instruction. Initiative positive.

08:01:17 — Badge 1156 (R. Fletcher — Compliance)

Entry logged. Duration: 4 min 22 sec.

Note: Return visit. Subject maintained eye contact during use as per training. Compliant.

08:09:44 — Badge 7702 (T. Blackwood — Executive Suite)

Entry logged. Duration: 10 min 03 sec.

Note: Extended duration. Subject achieved climax again. High responsiveness confirmed. Flag for Priority Roster consideration.

08:18:29 — Badge 3319 (S. Okonkwo — IT Infrastructure)

Entry logged. Duration: 3 min 51 sec.

Note: Quick access between meetings. Subject prepared and willing.

08:26:55 — Badge 5582 (G. Hartley — Accounts Receivable)

Entry logged. Duration: 4 min 17 sec.

Note: Return visit. Subject displayed signs of physical fatigue but remained responsive.

08:34:12 — Badge 8834 (Unknown — External Contractor)

Entry logged. Duration: 5 min 28 sec.

Note: Third visit. Subject provided water by user. Hydration noted.

08:41:47 — Badge 2094 (M. Cheng — Procurement)

Entry logged. Duration: 6 min 33 sec.

Note: Vaginal and oral combined. Subject transitioned smoothly between positions.

08:49:23 — Badge 4471 (Morrison, J. — Senior Analyst)

Entry logged. Duration: 4 min 02 sec.

Note: Fifth visit. Subject endurance exceptional for first shift. Recommend extended hours.

08:57:18 — Badge 1156 (R. Fletcher — Compliance)

Entry logged. Duration: 3 min 44 sec.

Note: Quick access before 09:00 meeting. Subject efficient and prepared.

09:12:06 — Badge 6617 (D. Crawford — Human Resources)

Entry logged. Duration: 7 min 19 sec.

Note: Return visit. Subject showed signs of arousal on entry. Recommend for high-frequency assignment.

09:27:44 — Badge 0014 (G. Mellors — HR Compliance)

Entry logged. Duration: 14 min 52 sec.

Note: MID-SHIFT EVALUATION. Subject assessed for continued service. Physical responsiveness rated 9.2/10. Psychological adaptation rated 8.7/10. RECOMMENDATION: Continue shift. Flag for Priority Roster.

09:58:31 — Badge 7791 (L. Nguyen — Marketing)

Entry logged. Duration: 2 min 58 sec.

Note: Quick access. Subject provided responsive service despite physical fatigue.

10:15:22 — Badge 5582 (G. Hartley — Accounts Receivable)

Entry logged. Duration: 5 min 11 sec.

Note: Third visit. Subject remains consistent. Reliability noted.

10:32:47 — Badge 8834 (Unknown — External Contractor)

Entry logged. Duration: 6 min 44 sec.

Note: Fourth visit. Subject displayed recognition of user. Comfort level increasing.

10:48:19 — Badge 2094 (M. Cheng — Procurement)

Entry logged. Duration: 4 min 27 sec.

Note: Return visit. Subject transitioned positions as directed without hesitation.

11:04:55 — Badge 4471 (Morrison, J. — Senior Analyst)

Entry logged. Duration: 3 min 38 sec.

Note: Sixth visit. Subject showing signs of physical strain but maintains performance. Recommend anaesthetic reapplication.

11:19:33 — Badge 3319 (S. Okonkwo — IT Infrastructure)

Entry logged. Duration: 5 min 22 sec.

Note: Third visit. Subject responsive. No issues.

SHIFT SUMMARY (06:00–12:00)

Total entries: 31

Unique users: 12

Repeat users: 8

Average duration: 5 min 27 sec

Subject performance rating: 9.1/10

Incidents: 0

Safe word activations: 0

Medical interventions: 0

NOTES:

Subject ST-1129 demonstrates exceptional aptitude for access provision. Physical endurance above baseline. Psychological adaptation rapid. Climax response noted during two separate entries — unusual for first-shift subjects but not inconsistent with high-compatibility profiles. Recommend for extended shift rotation and Priority Roster consideration pending completion of initial 72-hour evaluation period.

— G. Mellors, HR Compliance


CHAPTER 2 — “AFTERNOON LULL”

The afternoon arrived like a held breath.

After the relentless cadence of the morning — keycard beeps every few minutes, a parade of faceless men using her with efficient urgency — the silence of the early afternoon felt almost disorienting. Naomi sat on the edge of the cot, her hands folded in her lap, and listened to nothing. The soundproofed walls absorbed even her own breathing, turning it into something intimate and close. The clock on the shelf read 12:47. Fifty-three minutes had passed since the last visitor.

She had used the time to wash. The sink, she discovered, could produce warm water if she let it run long enough, and she had cupped it in her hands and splashed it over her face, her neck, between her legs. The anaesthetic gel had worn off sometime around 11:30, and the soreness between her thighs had returned with a dull, persistent ache. She had considered reapplying it, but something stopped her — a strange desire to feel the full extent of what had been done to her, to catalogue the evidence in her own flesh.

Her blouse was ruined. The top button had torn away sometime during the morning rush, and the fabric bore wrinkles that no amount of smoothing would erase. Her skirt was slightly torn at the hem where someone had gripped it too hard. Her knickers remained missing, discarded on the floor at some point she could not recall, perhaps kicked beneath the cot or swept into a corner. She did not look for them. They seemed irrelevant now, relics of a woman who had entered this room six hours ago — a woman who no longer existed.

The lanyard remained around her neck. ST-1129. She touched the plastic, tracing the block letters with her thumb. The designation felt less like a label now and more like a name — her name, at least for the duration of her shift. Outside this room, she was Naomi Trent: twenty-seven years old, behind on rent, alone in a city that had never quite felt like home. Inside, she was simply the subject. The resource. The one who waited.

She found comfort in that. She did not examine it too closely.

The keycard beeped at 13:22.

Naomi rose automatically, positioning herself by the cot as she had learned — standing, hands at her sides, head slightly lowered. The door opened, and a man stepped inside. He was different from the morning crowd. Older, for one — perhaps late fifties, with silver hair and a face that might have been handsome before time had softened its edges. He wore a dark suit, well-tailored but slightly rumpled, as though he had been wearing it for many hours. His expression was calm, almost contemplative.

He did not move toward her immediately. Instead, he stood by the door and regarded her with an appraising gaze. Naomi felt the weight of his attention like a physical touch. In the dim light, she could see his eyes moving over her — her dishevelled hair, her ruined blouse, her bare legs beneath the bunched skirt. She wondered what he saw. A mess. A body. A tool to be used.

“Turn around,” he said.

His voice was quiet, almost gentle. It was the first time anyone had spoken to her since the HR woman’s evaluation. The sound of another human voice in this silent room felt strange, almost intrusive. Naomi obeyed, turning to face the wall, her pulse quickening.

She heard him cross the room. Heard the rustle of fabric as he removed his jacket, the clink of a belt buckle. Then his hands were on her — not rough, not demanding, but firm and deliberate. He positioned her as he wanted her: bent over the edge of the cot, her arms braced against the mattress, her hips raised. The posture was familiar by now, but something about his touch made it feel different. He took his time. Adjusted her angle. Smoothed a hand down the curve of her spine.

“Good,” he murmured. The word was almost inaudible.

He entered her slowly. The sensation was striking — not the hurried, mechanical thrusts of the morning, but a measured, deliberate penetration that allowed her to feel every inch of him. She was sore, still, but the ache transformed under his careful attention into something else. Something that bordered on pleasure.

He moved without urgency. Each stroke was full and deep, his hips pressing flush against her at the apex of every thrust. His hands remained on her waist, steadying her, guiding her into a rhythm that matched his own. Naomi found herself breathing in time with him, her body swaying with each movement, her fingers clutching the sheets. The room was silent except for the soft sound of their bodies meeting and the quiet rasp of his breath.

Time stretched. She did not know how long he took — ten minutes, fifteen, twenty. The afternoon lull seemed to extend infinitely, a bubble of suspended animation in which nothing existed except his cock inside her and the steady, inexorable rhythm of his hips. She felt her body responding despite her exhaustion: warmth pooling in her core, tension building slowly in her belly. She was not going to come — she was too sore, too spent — but the sensation was pleasant in a way that surprised her.

When he finally finished, he did not withdraw immediately. He remained inside her for several long seconds, his breath slowing, his hands still resting on her waist. Then he pulled out, disposed of the condom, and retrieved his jacket from the hook by the door. He paused before leaving.

“You are very good at this,” he said quietly. The words were not a compliment, exactly — more an observation, clinical and detached. Then the door beeped and clicked shut, and Naomi was alone again.

She remained bent over the cot for a long moment, her body humming with residual sensation. The encounter had been different from the others — not better or worse, but distinct. Intimate, she thought, though the word felt wrong. There was nothing intimate about being used by a stranger in a windowless room. And yet something had passed between them, some exchange of recognition. He had seen her. Not as a person, perhaps, but as something — a body, a service, a function well performed.

She found she was glad.

The next visitor arrived at 14:17.

He was young — perhaps late twenties, with the athletic build and clean-shaven face of someone who took pride in his appearance. His suit was sharp, his tie perfectly knotted, his hair styled with product. He looked like he belonged on a recruitment poster or the cover of a corporate brochure. He also looked, Naomi noticed immediately, impatient.

He did not bend her over the cot or lay her on the mattress. Instead, he gripped her shoulders and pressed down firmly, guiding her to her knees on the rubber mat. The position was familiar — her eyes level with his waist, her hands instinctively moving to brace against his thighs. He unzipped his trousers and freed himself, already hard, and without preamble pushed into her mouth.

He was large. Not painfully so, but enough that she had to adjust her jaw, to relax her throat, to suppress the instinct to gag. He did not give her time to acclimatise. His hands tangled in her hair, gripping tight, and he began to move — shallow thrusts at first, then deeper, pushing himself further into her mouth with each stroke.

Naomi closed her eyes and focused on her breathing. Through the nose. Relax the throat. Swallow when you can. She had learned these techniques over the morning, through trial and error, through the guidance of strangers who used her mouth with varying degrees of consideration. This man was not considerate. He used her throat as he would use any other part of her — as a means to an end, a path to pleasure.

He pushed deeper. She gagged, her eyes watering, her hands tightening on his thighs. He did not stop. He held her head in place and continued, his rhythm unchecked, his breath coming faster. Saliva pooled in her mouth and spilled over her lips, running down her chin. She could not swallow fast enough. The sound of her choking was loud in the silent room, obscene and wet.

Just when she thought she could take no more, he pulled back. She gasped, dragging air into her lungs, her throat raw and aching. He did not release her hair. Instead, he tilted her head back, forcing her to look up at him. In the dim light, she could see his face — the tight jaw, the flared nostrils, the dark hunger in his eyes.

“Again,” he said.

He pushed back into her mouth, and this time he did not stop until he was fully seated in her throat, her nose pressed against his pelvis, her breath cut off entirely. She struggled against the instinct to pull away, her hands gripping his thighs, her body straining. Black spots danced at the edges of her vision. Then he withdrew, allowing her a single desperate inhalation, before pushing deep again.

He came like that — buried in her throat, his hips jerking, his hands holding her head immobile. She felt the pulse of his release, the warmth spilling directly into her gullet. She swallowed instinctively, her throat working around him, milking every drop. When he finally withdrew, she collapsed forward onto her hands, coughing and gasping, her chin slick with saliva and other fluids.

He knelt beside her. She tensed, uncertain what to expect — another round, perhaps, or some further demand. Instead, he produced a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped her chin with unexpected gentleness. The gesture was so incongruous that she stared at him, momentarily stunned.

“Good,” he said, echoing the older man’s words from earlier. Then he stood, straightened his tie, and left.

Naomi remained on her hands and knees for a long time afterward. Her throat throbbed. Her jaw ached. Her eyes were wet with tears she had not noticed shedding. And yet, beneath the discomfort, a strange satisfaction settled in her chest. She had endured. She had pleased. She had been used, thoroughly and completely, and she had survived.

This is what I am, she thought. The words did not feel like a sentence. They felt like an absolution.

The afternoon continued in the same measured rhythm.

Visitors came at intervals — fifteen minutes, sometimes twenty, sometimes half an hour. The frenetic pace of the morning had given way to something slower, more deliberate. These men — and occasionally women, though none after the HR evaluator — took their time. They seemed to savour the lull, to treat the room not as a quick-stop convenience but as a space for extended use.

A man in his early forties laid her on the cot and spent nearly twenty minutes inside her, moving with agonising slowness, his eyes never leaving her face. He did not speak. He did not kiss her. He simply watched, his expression unreadable, as her body responded to his. When he finished, he touched her cheek once — a brief, almost tender gesture — before departing.

Another man preferred her standing, her back against the wall, her legs wrapped around his waist. He was strong, lifting her easily, and he used her with a rhythmic intensity that made her breath come in sharp gasps. She was sore, impossibly sore, but the pain had become a kind of pleasure — a constant, low-level hum that amplified every sensation. She found herself meeting his thrusts, her hips rolling against his, her fingers digging into his shoulders. He grunted in approval.

Good, she thought. I am good at this.

The realisation settled into her like a stone dropping into water. She was good at this. Not just enduring, not just surviving, but performing. Her body knew what to do, how to move, how to respond. Her mind had surrendered to the rhythm of use, the cadence of service. She had found her place in the machinery of this room, and it fit her more perfectly than anything ever had.

Around 16:00, the door remained closed for nearly forty-five minutes.

Naomi used the time to rest. She lay on the cot, her eyes closed, her body heavy with exhaustion. She did not sleep, but she drifted — a hazy, half-conscious state in which time seemed to dissolve. She thought about her flat, her empty fridge, her overdue rent. She thought about her mother’s voice on the telephone, asking questions she could not answer. She thought about the contract she had signed, the money she would earn, the life she would return to when her shift ended.

None of it seemed quite real. The world outside the room felt distant, abstract, like a story she had once been told but no longer remembered clearly. The only reality that mattered was here: the padded walls, the rubber mat, the keycard beeps that punctuated the silence. This was her world now. Everything else was just noise.

When the next keycard finally beeped at 16:47, she rose to meet it with something approaching eagerness.

The visitor was not a man.

Naomi recognised her immediately — the same auburn-haired woman from the HR evaluation, her sleek ponytail immaculate, her charcoal dress unwrinkled despite the late hour. She closed the door behind her and stood for a moment, her eyes adjusting to the dim light.

“ST-1129,” she said. It was not a greeting.

Naomi nodded.

“I have a… personal appointment.” The woman’s voice was cool, professional, but something flickered in her expression — something that might have been anticipation. “Standard protocols apply. You will not speak unless prompted. You will comply with all instructions. Do you understand?”

Naomi nodded again.

The woman crossed to the shelf and selected a condom, then another, placing them on the edge of the cot. She removed her heels with precise movements, setting them neatly by the door, and then reached behind her back to unzip her dress. The fabric fell to the floor in a whisper of silk, revealing a body that was lean and toned, her skin pale in the dim light. She wore no underwear. Her body was hairless, smooth and sculpted, with small breasts and narrow hips. She looked, Naomi thought, like a statue — something carved and perfect and untouchable.

“Lie back,” the woman instructed.

Naomi obeyed, settling onto the cot, her legs slightly parted. The woman climbed over her, straddling her face, and lowered herself with deliberate slowness. The scent of her — clean, faintly floral, with an underlying musk — filled Naomi’s senses. She understood what was expected without being told.

She lifted her head and pressed her mouth to the woman’s sex.

The taste was unfamiliar but not unpleasant. Naomi had never gone down on a woman before, but her body seemed to know what to do — or perhaps the woman’s body knew how to take what it needed. The stranger above her moved in slow circles, grinding against Naomi’s mouth, her thighs tensing and relaxing with each motion. Her breath came faster, soft sighs escaping her lips.

Naomi worked her tongue as best she could, exploring the folds of flesh, finding the small bud at the apex and circling it with careful attention. The woman made a sound — something between a gasp and a moan — and pressed down harder, her hands gripping the headboard of the cot. Naomi felt the pressure against her mouth, the slick wetness coating her chin, and continued with renewed determination.

It took longer than Naomi expected. The woman’s climax built slowly, her breath quickening, her thighs trembling, until finally she shuddered and went still. A soft cry escaped her, barely audible, and then she collapsed forward, catching herself on her hands, her body still straddling Naomi’s face.

For a long moment, neither of them moved. Then the woman lifted herself off, retrieved her dress, and dressed with the same precise efficiency she had shown when undressing. Her expression was calm once more, the brief crack in her composure sealed over as though it had never existed.

“Your performance today has been noted,” she said. Her voice was steady, impersonal. “I will recommend you for extended assignment.”

Naomi watched her leave. The door beeped and clicked shut. The room fell silent again.

She touched her mouth, still wet, still tingling. The taste of the woman lingered on her lips. She did not know what to make of the encounter — whether it had been a test, a reward, or simply a service rendered. She supposed it did not matter. She had performed. She had pleased. That was enough.

The afternoon faded into early evening.

The visitors came less frequently now, their schedules winding down, their attention turning to end-of-day meetings and commutes home. But still they came — men who had worked late, men who needed relief before facing wives and families, men who simply wanted one more use before the shift ended. Naomi received them all with the same quiet acceptance she had cultivated throughout the day.

Her body was exhausted beyond anything she had ever experienced. Every muscle ached. Her jaw throbbed from the oral use. The soreness between her legs had become a constant, dull fire. And yet, beneath the exhaustion, a strange energy persisted — a crackling, restless sensation that seemed to build rather than diminish with each encounter.

She thought about the HR woman’s words: I will recommend you for extended assignment. What did that mean? Longer shifts? More frequent use? The thought should have terrified her. Instead, it excited her — a small, secret thrill that she tucked away in the back of her mind.

The clock read 17:32. Twenty-eight minutes until her shift ended. She lay on the cot, her eyes closed, her body humming with residual sensation, and waited for the final keycard beeps.

They did not come.

At 17:58, the door opened without a beep. The security guard from the morning stood in the doorway, his expression unchanged from the detached professionalism he had shown at 05:47.

“Shift’s over,” he said. “Collect your things. I’ll escort you out.”

Naomi rose slowly, her body protesting every movement. She gathered her coat from the end of the cot, retrieved her lanyard from around her neck, and slipped it into her pocket. She did not look for her knickers. They were gone, like the woman she had been before entering this room.

The corridor outside was empty. The fluorescent lights seemed harsh after the dim warmth of Storage Room 12. She followed the guard in silence, her heels clicking against the concrete floor, her mind still foggy with the strange, suspended reality of the past twelve hours.

He led her to a small room near the south entrance — a locker room, she realised, with a shower and a row of lockers. “You can clean up here,” he said. “There are fresh clothes in the third locker. Leave what you’re wearing in the hamper.”

Naomi showered quickly, the hot water sluicing away the evidence of the day. She watched the water run grey between her toes, carrying traces of the men — the people — who had used her. She felt oddly light, as though something heavy had been lifted from her shoulders.

The fresh clothes were simple but clean: a white t-shirt, black leggings, soft trainers. They fit well enough. She dressed, combed her fingers through her damp hair, and examined herself in the small mirror above the sink.

She looked different. Not dramatically so — the same face, the same features — but something in her eyes had changed. They were clearer, somehow. Steadier. The haunted, desperate look she had worn for months was gone, replaced by something she did not recognise immediately.

Peace, she realised. She looked at peace.

The guard met her at the door and handed her a small envelope. “Your pay for today,” he said. “Same time tomorrow if you want to continue. The contract allows for a forty-eight-hour break between shifts, but most subjects opt for daily assignment.”

Naomi took the envelope. It was heavier than she expected. Inside, she knew, would be the equivalent of twelve hours at twenty-three pounds per — two hundred seventy-six pounds, more than she had earned in a week at her last job. The money should have been her primary focus. It was not.

“Thank you,” she said.

The guard nodded and opened the south entrance door. The evening air rushed in, cool and fresh, carrying the scent of rain and diesel and something green. Naomi stepped outside, the door closing behind her with a soft click.

She stood for a moment, the envelope clutched in her hand, and looked up at the building. It towered above her, windows dark, offering no hint of what transpired within. Storage Room 12 was somewhere up there, silent and waiting.

I’ll be back, she thought. The certainty surprised her. She had not expected to want this. She had not expected to need it. But the truth was undeniable: somewhere in the dark, in the anonymity, in the endless, mechanical use, she had found something she had been searching for her entire life.

She walked toward the tube station, her steps steady, her mind clear. Tomorrow, she would return. Tomorrow, she would be ST-1129 again.

She could hardly wait.


INTERLUDE II — HR INTERNAL MEMORANDUM

STERLING CORPORATE SERVICES

INTERNAL MEMORANDUM — CONFIDENTIAL

Human Resources Division

TO: G. Mellors, HR Compliance

FROM: D. Crawford, Human Resources

DATE: 14 March 2026

SUBJECT: First-Shift Assessment — ST-1129 (Trent, N.)

PERFORMANCE SUMMARY

Subject ST-1129 completed her initial twelve-hour shift at Storage Room 12 on 14 March 2026 with performance metrics substantially exceeding baseline expectations for first-day designates. The following assessment is submitted for inclusion in the subject’s permanent file and for consideration in roster allocation decisions.

QUANTITATIVE METRICS

| Category | Result | Baseline Average | Variance |

|-|—||-|

| Total access events | 43 | 28 | +53.6% |

| Unique users | 15 | 11 | +36.4% |

| Repeat users | 9 | 4 | +125.0% |

| Average duration per event | 5 min 42 sec | 4 min 18 sec | +32.6% |

| User satisfaction rating (aggregate) | 9.1/10 | 7.4/10 | +23.0% |

| Safe word activations | 0 | 0.8 | — |

| Premature terminations | 0 | 0.3 | — |

| Medical interventions required | 0 | 0.2 | — |

| Hydration breaks administered | 2 | 1.1 | +81.8% |

QUALITATIVE OBSERVATIONS

Physical Endurance:

Subject demonstrated exceptional physical resilience throughout the shift, particularly during the high-frequency morning period (06:00–12:00), during which thirty-one access events were logged. Signs of fatigue became apparent during the afternoon lull but did not significantly impact performance. Subject accepted topical anaesthetic when offered and applied as directed. No indications of distress or physical inability to continue.

Psychological Adaptation:

This area warrants particular attention. Subject ST-1129 displayed an unusually rapid adaptation curve, transitioning from initial tension (observed during 06:00–07:00) to what can only be described as active engagement by mid-shift. Climax responses were recorded during two separate access events (Badges 7702 and 6617), and subsequent evaluation confirmed subject’s arousal state as genuine rather than performative. This suggests a high baseline compatibility with the access-provision role.

Of note: Subject did not display signs of shame, regret, or emotional destabilisation during post-shift processing. Her affect was calm, almost serene. This is atypical for first-shift subjects, approximately 60% of whom require some form of post-shift counselling or decompression support.

User Feedback (Selected):

Badge 4471 (Morrison, J. — Senior Analyst): “Six visits over the shift. Consistent quality each time. Subject remembered preferences by third visit. Recommend for regular assignment.”

Badge 7702 (T. Blackwood — Executive Suite): “Exceptional responsiveness. Subject climaxed without prompting. Would request priority booking if available.”

Badge 8834 (Unknown — External Contractor): “Oral skills above average. No gag reflex issues. Very compliant.”

Badge 1156 (R. Fletcher — Compliance): “Subject maintains eye contact as directed. Transitions smoothly between positions. Rare for a first-day. Already performs like a veteran.”

Badge 0014 (G. Mellors — HR Compliance): “Mid-shift evaluation confirmed high compatibility. Physical responsiveness rated 9.2/10. Psychological adaptation rated 8.7/10. Recommend Priority Roster consideration.”

INCIDENTS & ANOMALIES

No incidents were logged during the shift. The following minor anomalies were noted for record-keeping purposes:

1. Missing undergarments: Subject’s undergarments were not recovered at shift end. Standard retrieval protocols apply; cost deducted from subject’s next pay cycle is not recommended given overall performance quality.

2. Personal appointment (Badge 0014): HR Compliance officer conducted an unscheduled personal session during afternoon lull. This was logged as a standard access event and does not require further documentation. Subject performed satisfactorily.

3. Extended duration users: Two users logged access durations exceeding ten minutes (Badge 7702: 10 min 03 sec; Badge 6617: 9 min 27 sec). Subject maintained engagement throughout. No fatigue-related quality degradation observed.

RECOMMENDATIONS

Based on the above assessment, the following recommendations are submitted for consideration:

1. Priority Roster Placement: Subject ST-1129 should be elevated to Priority Roster status, making her available for executive-level access requests and extended-duration assignments. This placement typically results in a 15–20% increase in pay rate and access to premium shift slots.

2. Extended Shift Availability: Subject’s physical and psychological endurance suggest capacity for shifts exceeding the standard twelve-hour model. Recommend offering sixteen-hour shifts on a voluntary basis, with appropriate compensation adjustment.

3. Multi-Room Certification: Subject’s performance profile indicates potential suitability for other facility access points (e.g., Conference Room Access Provision, Executive Suite Availability). Recommend cross-training evaluation at the 72-hour mark.

4. Retention Priority: Subject’s combination of high performance, rapid adaptation, and apparent job satisfaction places her in the top decile of access providers. Recommend proactive retention measures to prevent attrition. Standard retention package (flexible scheduling, performance bonuses, private locker facilities) should be offered.

5. Psychological Monitoring: While subject’s adaptation has been positive, standard protocols recommend ongoing psychological assessment at 72-hour, 14-day, and 30-day intervals to ensure sustained compatibility and detect early signs of burnout or dissociative response.

NEXT STEPS

Subject ST-1129 is scheduled for her next shift on 15 March 2026 at 06:00. Should her performance remain consistent, I recommend formalising Priority Roster placement by end of week.

Please advise if additional documentation or assessment is required.

D. Crawford

Human Resources Division

Sterling Corporate Services

ATTACHMENTS:

- Badge Log Extract (14 March 2026, 06:00–18:00)

- Post-Shift Processing Checklist

- Priority Roster Placement Form (Pending Approval)

- Retention Package Overview

CC:

- Security Division (Shift Coordination)

- Facilities Management (Room S12 Maintenance)

- G. Mellors, HR Compliance

MEMORANDUM CLASSIFICATION: CONFIDENTIAL

Unauthorised distribution prohibited.


CHAPTER 3 — “SHIFT CHANGE”

The evening arrived like a change in atmospheric pressure.

Naomi sensed it before she understood it — a subtle shift in the quality of silence beyond the door, a different rhythm to the footsteps in the corridor outside. The morning had been a relentless barrage of suits and ties, men with briefcases and schedules, their use efficient and transactional. The afternoon had brought a slower, more contemplative cadence, men who lingered and savoured. But as the digital clock on the shelf ticked past 18:00, something else entirely began to take shape.

Her shift had officially ended. She knew this. The security guard had mentioned a forty-eight-hour break between shifts, and she had already collected her pay, showered, changed into fresh clothes. She had walked to the tube station, her envelope of cash heavy in her pocket, and stood on the platform waiting for the northbound train. The platform had been crowded with commuters, their faces grey and exhausted in the fluorescent light. She had looked at them — really looked — and felt a strange disconnect, as though she were observing a species to which she no longer belonged.

And then she had turned around and walked back.

The decision had not been conscious. One moment she was staring at the electronic departure board, watching the minutes tick by until the next train; the next, she was ascending the escalator, her heart pounding with something that felt like urgency. The south entrance to Sterling Corporate Services was still open. The security guard — not the one from the morning, but a different man, younger, with a closely shaved head and a linebacker’s build — had raised an eyebrow when she appeared.

“Forgot something?” he asked.

“I want to extend,” she said. The words came out before she could examine them. “My shift. I want to extend it.”

The guard studied her for a long moment. Then he shrugged and swiped his keycard. “Voluntary overtime. Sign the form, you’re back on the clock. Rate goes to twenty-eight for overtime hours.” He pushed a clipboard toward her. “You know the drill.”

She signed. The signature looked even stranger than the first one — shakier, more urgent. The guard collected the clipboard and gestured toward the corridor.

“Shift change started at eighteen hundred,” he said. “Different crowd. More service staff, fewer executives. They’re… rougher, some of them. You can safe-word out anytime.”

“I know,” Naomi said.

She walked back down the corridor, her trainers squeaking against the concrete, and let herself into Storage Room 12. The room was exactly as she had left it — the rumpled cot, the disarray of condoms on the shelf, the faint smell of sweat and sex and antiseptic. She removed her fresh clothes, folding them neatly, and stood naked in the dim light for a moment, her body still humming with the aftershocks of the day.

What are you doing? The question surfaced, as it always did, but she pushed it aside. She knew what she was doing. She was returning to the only place that had ever felt like belonging.

The first keycard of her overtime shift beeped at 18:07.

The man who entered was not wearing a suit.

This was the first indication that the shift change had brought a different demographic. He wore blue coveralls, the kind issued to maintenance and cleaning staff, with a name patch on the breast that read DELEON. He was thick-bodied and weathered, perhaps fifty, with a moustache gone grey at the edges and hands that looked like they had spent decades gripping tools and machinery. He smelled of industrial cleaner and cigarettes.

He did not speak. He simply crossed to where she stood, took her by the shoulders, and turned her around. His hands were rough, calloused, the skin catching against her own as he positioned her. He bent her over the desk — the same desk that had materialised during the morning rush, now a permanent fixture in the room — and pushed her legs apart with his knee.

She heard the zip of his coveralls, the crinkle of a condom wrapper, and then he was inside her.

His thrusts were slow and heavy, each one driving her hips against the edge of the desk with a dull thud. He was larger than most of the men from the day shift, thick and unrelenting, and the soreness from the morning flared into something sharper. She gasped, her fingers gripping the far edge of the desk, her body stretching to accommodate him. He did not adjust his pace. He simply continued, methodical and unhurried, as though performing a task he had done many times before.

The sound of their bodies meeting was different in the evening quiet. The acoustic foam absorbed it, but she could still hear the wet slap of flesh against flesh, the creak of the desk, the heavy rasp of his breathing. She felt each stroke as a distinct, separate sensation — the initial pressure of penetration, the fullness as he bottomed out inside her, the drag of withdrawal before the cycle repeated. Her body, impossibly, began to respond.

How? she wondered. She was exhausted. She was sore. She had been used continuously for twelve hours, had showered and dressed and nearly gone home. And yet here she was, back in the room, her cunt growing wet around a stranger’s cock, her hips rocking back to meet his thrusts. The disconnect between her physical state and her body’s response was total and inexplicable.

He finished with a low grunt, his hands tightening on her hips, and withdrew. She heard him zip his coveralls, heard the rustle of movement, and then the door beeped and clicked shut. The entire encounter had taken perhaps seven minutes.

Naomi remained bent over the desk, her breath coming in short gasps. Her body throbbed. Her mind whirred. And the strange, restless energy that had driven her back to this room continued to build, an insistent pressure behind her sternum that demanded release.

The next visitor arrived at 18:23.

He was younger than DeLeon — perhaps late thirties, with the stocky build and close-cropped hair of someone who had served in the military. He wore a security uniform, the dark blue fabric pressed and immaculate, a walkie-talkie clipped to his belt. His face was hard, angular, with deep-set eyes that studied her with an intensity that made her skin prickle.

“New overtime volunteer,” he said. His voice was low and flat. “Heard about you from Peters. Said you came back on your own.”

Naomi did not respond. The protocol required silence unless prompted.

He circled her slowly, his boots clicking against the concrete floor. She stood still, her hands at her sides, her body bare and exposed under his scrutiny. The examination felt different from the morning users’ — more deliberate, more assessing. He was looking for something, though she did not know what.

“Kneel,” he said.

She knelt on the rubber mat, her knees pressing into the slightly yielding surface. He stopped in front of her, his crotch at eye level, and unfastened his belt. The sound of the buckle was loud in the silent room, metallic and final. He pulled himself free — already hard, thick, veins visible along the shaft — and gripped her jaw with one hand.

“Open.”

She opened her mouth. He pushed inside without preamble, filling her throat, his hand shifting to the back of her head to hold her in place. He moved with controlled, deliberate thrusts, each one pushing deeper, testing her limits. She relaxed her jaw, opened her throat, focused on her breathing. The technique she had learned that morning served her well now.

He fucked her mouth with the same intensity he had shown when examining her — focused, purposeful, as though each thrust was designed to elicit a specific response. She felt him hit the back of her throat and suppressed the urge to gag. Saliva pooled in her mouth, leaking past her lips, running down her chin. Her eyes watered. Her jaw ached. And still he continued, his pace increasing, his breathing growing ragged.

When he came, he buried himself deep, his hands holding her head immobile, his cock pulsing against her tongue. She swallowed instinctively, her throat working around him, milking every drop. He remained inside her for several long seconds afterward, his breath slowing, before finally withdrawing.

“Good,” he said. The word was flat, almost perfunctory. He refastened his belt, adjusted his uniform, and crossed to the shelf. He picked up the bottle of water that had appeared there sometime during the afternoon — she had not noticed when — and set it beside the condoms.

“Drink. You’ll need it.” He turned to leave, then paused at the door. “I’ll be back. End of my rounds.”

The door beeped and clicked shut. Naomi remained on her knees for a long moment, her throat raw, her chin wet, her body trembling with something that was not quite exhaustion. The water bottle sat on the shelf, a small consideration that felt enormous in the context of this room.

She drank. The water was cool and clean, soothing her irritated throat. She drank half the bottle before stopping, then capped it and set it back on the shelf. The clock read 18:31. Her overtime shift had barely begun.

The evening unfolded in a rhythm entirely different from the morning.

The shift change brought a different class of user — not better or worse, but distinct. These were not the suited executives with their expensive cologne and hurried efficiency. These were the people who kept the building running: cleaners, maintenance workers, security guards, kitchen staff. Their hands were rougher, their bodies less pampered, their approach more direct. They did not waste time on pretence or procedure. They came to the room, used her, and left.

A cleaner — a woman, perhaps forty, with dark hair pulled back in a practical ponytail and a uniform that smelled of bleach — entered around 19:00. She did not use Naomi in the way the men had. Instead, she produced a small bag from her trolley, set it on the shelf, and began to tidy the room with brisk efficiency. She straightened the cot, replenished the condom supply, wiped down the desk with disinfectant spray, and emptied the small bin into a larger receptacle she had brought with her.

Naomi watched from the cot, unsure what was expected of her. The cleaner did not acknowledge her presence except once, when she paused in her work and looked directly at Naomi.

“You’re the new one,” she said. It was not a question. “The one who came back.”

Naomi nodded.

The cleaner’s expression was unreadable. “You’ll do well here. The night shift suits some people better than the day.” She returned to her work, finishing quickly, and paused at the door on her way out. “There’s food in the bag. Eat. You’ll need your strength.”

The door closed behind her. Naomi looked at the bag on the shelf. Inside, she found a sandwich in plastic wrap, an apple, a granola bar, and another bottle of water. The gesture was so unexpectedly kind that she felt tears prick her eyes for the second time that day.

She ate. The sandwich was simple — ham and cheese on white bread — but it tasted like the best thing she had ever eaten. The apple was crisp and sweet. The granola bar she saved for later, slipping it into the pocket of her coat, which hung on a hook by the door. She did not know why she saved it. The gesture felt important, though she could not have explained why.

The cleaner had been right. The night shift was different. Slower, but somehow more intense. The users who came after dark seemed to take more time, to treat her less like a convenience and more like an escape. She understood, dimly, that for many of these people — the service staff, the invisible workforce — this room was one of the few perks available to them. A place to release tension, to assert control, to feel something other than the monotony of their duties.

She was glad to provide it.

The security guard returned at 20:45.

Naomi recognised his tread in the corridor before the keycard beeped — heavier than the others, deliberate, unhurried. When he entered, his expression was the same flat mask she had observed earlier, but something in his eyes had shifted. He looked at her for a long moment, his gaze roaming over her body, and then he crossed to the shelf and selected a condom.

“Against the wall,” he said.

She stood and positioned herself with her back to the padded wall, her shoulders pressing into the foam. He approached and stood in front of her, close enough that she could smell him — soap and tobacco and something metallic, like gun oil. His hand came up and wrapped around her throat.

The grip was firm but not painful. She felt the pressure against her windpipe, the slight restriction of her breath, and her body responded with a surge of wetness between her legs. The reaction surprised her. She had never been choked before, had never considered it something she might enjoy. But the weight of his hand, the control it implied, sent a thrill through her that was undeniable.

He held her gaze as he entered her, his eyes boring into hers, his hand steady on her throat. Each thrust drove her harder against the wall, the foam compressing behind her, his hips slamming into hers with bruising force. She could feel the soreness from the day’s use, the rawness of her tissues, but the discomfort only seemed to heighten the sensation. Her breath came in short gasps, each one slightly restricted by his grip, and she found herself growing dizzy with a combination of oxygen deprivation and arousal.

He did not speak. He did not kiss her or touch her elsewhere. He simply fucked her, hard and relentless, his hand a constant pressure on her throat. The sound of their bodies meeting was loud in the silent room, a sharp slap of flesh against flesh that seemed to echo off the padded walls. She felt her climax building, an impossible wave given her exhaustion, and she knew he could feel it too — the way her cunt clenched around him, the way her breath quickened despite the pressure on her windpipe.

She came with a strangled cry, her body arching against the wall, her vision greying at the edges. The orgasm was different from the others — sharper, more intense, tinged with the edge of fear that came from the hand on her throat. He continued through her climax, his pace unchanged, his grip unwavering, until she was spent and trembling.

Only then did he finish. He pulled out, removed the condom, and stroked himself twice before releasing across her chest. The warm fluid splashed against her skin, dripping down between her breasts, marking her. He watched it happen with the same flat expression, then released her throat and stepped back.

“Good,” he said again. The word carried more weight this time. “Same time tomorrow.”

He left without another word. Naomi slid down the wall until she was sitting on the floor, her legs splayed, her chest heaving, her skin wet with his release. She touched her throat where his hand had been, feeling the phantom pressure, and shivered.

What is happening to me? The question surfaced again, but she already knew the answer. She was discovering parts of herself she had never known existed. And she was not afraid of them.

The next several hours passed in a haze of sensation.

Users came and went, their faces blurring together, their bodies merging into a continuous stream of use. A kitchen worker bent her over the desk and took her from behind, his hands gripping her hips, his thrusts quick and desperate. An older man in a maintenance uniform sat her on his lap and bounced her on his cock, his breath hot against her neck, his hands roaming over her breasts. Two cleaners entered together and used her simultaneously — one in her mouth, one between her legs — moving in a coordinated rhythm that suggested practice.

She lost track of how many. The count no longer seemed to matter. What mattered was the continuous, relentless use, the way her body became a vessel for other people’s needs, the way her own needs seemed to dissolve into the service she provided. The soreness had transcended pain and become something else — a constant, throbbing presence that anchored her in her body, that reminded her she was real.

Sometime around midnight, the flow of users slowed. The corridor outside fell silent except for the occasional distant sound of a door closing or footsteps receding. Naomi lay on the cot, her body heavy with exhaustion, her mind floating in a hazy, dreamlike state. She was not asleep, but she was not entirely awake either. The room seemed to pulse around her, the darkness pressing against her skin like a physical weight.

The door beeped.

She did not rise immediately. Her body felt leaden, unresponsive. The visitor entered and crossed to the cot, his footsteps heavy on the concrete floor. She looked up at him through half-lidded eyes and saw that he was different from the others — older, perhaps sixty, with a face weathered by decades of physical labour. He wore janitorial coveralls, stained and worn, and his hands were rough and calloused when he touched her.

“Easy,” he murmured. The word was soft, almost tender. “You’ve had a long shift.”

He sat on the edge of the cot and looked at her for a long moment. His eyes were kind, she thought, though it was hard to tell in the dim light. Then he reached out and brushed a strand of hair from her face, his touch gentle.

“You don’t have to do anything,” he said. “Just lie there. Let me.”

He moved over her slowly, his weight settling between her legs, his hands bracing on either side of her head. He entered her with a care she had not experienced since the morning — slow, gentle, almost reverent. His thrusts were unhurried, each one a deliberate act of connection rather than use. He looked at her face as he moved, watching her expression, adjusting his rhythm in response to her breathing.

Naomi felt tears well in her eyes. She did not know why. The kindness, after hours of mechanical use, was almost unbearable. She reached up and touched his face, her fingers tracing the lines of weathered skin, and he turned his head to press a kiss into her palm.

“You’re doing good work,” he said quietly. “Important work. Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.”

He finished with a soft groan, his body shuddering, and then remained inside her for a long moment, his breath warm against her neck. When he finally withdrew, he pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped between her legs with unexpected tenderness. Then he stood, adjusted his coveralls, and looked down at her.

“Get some rest,” he said. “The night shift is long, but you’re doing fine.”

The door closed behind him. Naomi lay on the cot, tears sliding down her temples into her hair, and wondered at the strange, fractured beauty of this experience. She had been used countless times tonight, used by strangers who did not know her name, used in ways that should have degraded and destroyed her. And yet here she was, feeling more whole than she had in years.

What does that make me?

The question no longer needed an answer. She simply was. ST-1129. The one who waited. The one who served.

The one who had found, against all expectation, a kind of peace.

The final users of her extended shift arrived at 01:30.

Two men entered together — a rarity, she had learned, though not unprecedented. They were both young, perhaps early twenties, with the build and demeanour of university students working night shifts to pay tuition. They wore the standard maintenance uniform, but they carried themselves with an energy that was different from the older workers — more eager, more excitable.

“Is this her?” one of them asked. His voice was pitched low, as though trying not to be overheard. “The one everyone’s talking about?”

“Yeah,” the other replied. “Heard she came back for overtime. Volunteered.”

They approached the cot where Naomi lay, their eyes roving over her body with open appreciation. She felt their gazes like a physical touch, tracing the curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts, the junction of her thighs. The attention should have made her uncomfortable. Instead, she felt a familiar warmth begin to build in her core.

“Can we both…?” The first one trailed off, glancing at his companion.

“She’s an access provider,” the second replied. “That’s the point.”

They positioned her between them — one behind, one in front. The one behind entered her first, his hands gripping her hips, his thrusts quick and eager. The one in front guided her mouth onto him, his fingers tangling in her hair, his breath coming in sharp gasps. The sensation of being filled from both ends was overwhelming, her body stretched and used in ways that pushed against her limits.

They found a rhythm, the two of them, moving in tandem as though they had done this before. The one behind thrust deep just as the one in front pulled back, then reversed, creating a continuous cycle of penetration that left her no time to adjust or recover. She was impaled, suspended between them, her body a vessel for their pleasure.

The soreness flared into something sharper, but beneath it, the heat continued to build. Her body was responding despite itself — or perhaps because of itself. The relentless use, the complete surrender of control, the utter objectification of her person — all of it fed the strange hunger that had taken root inside her.

She came with a muffled cry, the sound vibrating around the cock in her mouth, her body clenching around the one inside her. The sensation triggered their releases — first the one behind, then the one in front — and she felt them pulse inside her, filling her from both ends.

When they withdrew, she collapsed onto the cot, her body trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps. The two men exchanged a look, something like awe passing between them.

“Holy shit,” one of them said. “She’s incredible.”

“Yeah,” the other agreed. “Definitely coming back tomorrow.”

They left. The door closed. The room fell silent.

Naomi lay on the cot, staring at the ceiling, her body humming with residual sensation. The clock read 01:47. Her extended shift — nearly twenty hours total — was finally drawing to a close.

She did not know how she would feel tomorrow. She did not know how her body would recover, or if it would. She did not know what this was becoming, or what she was becoming in its wake.

But as she closed her eyes and let the darkness take her, one thought surfaced with absolute clarity:

This is where I belong.


INTERLUDE III — CCTV SNAPSHOT

STERLING CORPORATE SERVICES

SURVEILLANCE DIVISION

AUDIO-VISUAL LOG EXTRACT

Storage Room 12 — Camera 07

DATE: 14 March 2026

LOCATION: Storage Room 12, Sub-Level Corridor C

SUBJECT: ST-1129 (Extended Shift — Voluntary Overtime)

OPERATOR: J. Holloway, Night Watch

TRANSCRIPT BEGINS

[18:07:22]

AUDIO: Keycard beep. Door mechanism engages. Heavy footsteps on concrete — two distinct patterns, suggesting work boots or similar footwear.

VISUAL: Subject ST-1129 visible standing near cot. Male subject enters — identified as DeLeon, M. (Maintenance Division). Blue coveralls, name patch visible. Subject ST-1129 turns toward door. Male subject crosses room, takes subject by shoulders, turns her to face desk.

NOTE: Male subject’s face obscured by camera angle. Body language suggests direct, non-verbal interaction.

[18:07:58]

AUDIO: Rhythmic thudding against desk surface. Heavy breathing — male. Occasional sharp inhalation — female.

VISUAL: Subject ST-1129 bent over desk. Male subject positioned behind, hips moving in consistent rhythm. Subject’s fingers grip far edge of desk. Head lowered. Hair obscuring facial expression.

NOTE: Standard access position. No signs of distress. Subject’s hips appear to move in counterpoint to male subject’s thrusts. Suggests active engagement rather than passive endurance.

[18:14:33]

AUDIO: Low grunt — male. Rhythmic sounds cease. Zipper noise. Footsteps receding.

VISUAL: Male subject exits. Subject ST-1129 remains bent over desk for approximately forty-five seconds before straightening. Turns to face camera momentarily. Facial expression difficult to read in low light, but posture suggests heavy breathing. Does not immediately return to standing position.

[18:23:17]

AUDIO: Keycard beep. Door opens. Footsteps — heavier, deliberate. Boot heels on concrete.

VISUAL: Male subject enters — identified as Reyes, A. (Security Division). Dark blue uniform, walkie-talkie visible on belt. Circle’s subject ST-1129 slowly. Subject remains standing, hands at sides. Does not attempt to cover or shield body.

NOTE: Subject appears to understand and comply with non-verbal assessment protocol. Eye contact maintained throughout circling — unusual for new subjects. Most display avoidance behaviour.

[18:24:02]

AUDIO: Single word spoken by male subject. Inaudible at current volume setting. Subject ST-1129 lowers to knees on rubber mat.

VISUAL: Male subject stands before kneeling subject. Unfastens belt. Audio enhancement suggests metallic buckle, zipper. Male subject grips subject’s jaw with one hand. Second word spoken — again inaudible.

[18:24:31]

AUDIO: Wet, rhythmic sounds. Gagging noise — female, suppressed. Heavy breathing — male.

VISUAL: Subject’s head moves in back-and-forth motion. Male subject’s hand visible on back of subject’s head, controlling depth and pace. Subject’s hands grip male subject’s thighs but do not push or resist.

NOTE: Subject displays no distress signals. Gag reflex appears controlled. Breathing maintained through nose. Technique assessed as above-average for extended oral service.

[18:31:44]

AUDIO: Male subject’s breathing quickens. Low groan. Rhythmic sounds slow, then cease. Subject’s throat visible working — swallowing motion.

VISUAL: Male subject withdraws. Subject remains on knees, head slightly lowered, chin wet with saliva. Male subject refastens uniform, crosses to shelf, places water bottle beside condoms. Speaks briefly to subject — two short sentences. Exits.

NOTE: First instance of extended verbal interaction observed during shift change period. Content unknown. Subject reaches for water bottle approximately thirty seconds after door closes.

[19:02:18]

AUDIO: Keycard beep. Door opens. Wheels squeaking — cleaning trolley.

VISUAL: Female subject enters — identified as Vasquez, L. (Cleaning Staff). Dark hair, practical ponytail, cleaning uniform. Does not approach subject ST-1129 immediately. Instead, moves through room, straightening cot, wiping surfaces, replenishing supplies.

NOTE: This is standard post-shift-change maintenance. Not an access event.

[19:05:56]

AUDIO: Brief verbal exchange between female subject and ST-1129. Female subject’s voice audible but words indistinct. Subject ST-1129 responds with single nod.

VISUAL: Female subject pauses work, looks directly at ST-1129. Expression difficult to read. Returns to cleaning. Before exiting, produces paper bag from trolley, sets on shelf. Points to bag, speaks again. Exits.

NOTE: Subject ST-1129 opens bag, removes sandwich, apple, granola bar. Begins to eat. First caloric intake observed since shift began. This is consistent with extended-shift protocol — subjects require periodic nutrition to maintain performance.

[20:45:33]

AUDIO: Keycard beep. Heavy footsteps — recognised gait pattern matches Reyes, A. (Security Division).

VISUAL: Male subject enters. Same security uniform as earlier appearance. Crosses to shelf, selects condom. Speaks to subject ST-1129. Subject moves to wall, presses back against acoustic foam.

NOTE: Second visit from same user within three hours. Suggests high compatibility or preference. Subject appears to anticipate user’s requirements without verbal instruction.

[20:46:12]

AUDIO: Rhythmic impact sounds — flesh against flesh. Heavy breathing — both subjects. Occasional gasps — female.

VISUAL: Male subject’s hand visible around subject’s throat. Not constricting, but firm. Subject’s face tilted upward toward male subject. Eye contact maintained. Male subject’s hips driving forward with significant force — subject’s body impacts wall with each thrust.

NOTE: Breath restriction appears controlled. Subject’s colour remains normal. However, subject’s body language suggests high arousal state: back arching, hips meeting thrusts, hands gripping male subject’s shoulders. This is consistent with earlier observations of subject’s responsiveness to dominance displays.

[20:52:48]

AUDIO: Sharp cry — female, cut short. Subject’s breathing rapid, uneven.

VISUAL: Subject’s body arches dramatically against wall. Legs appear to tremble. Male subject’s rhythm continues unchanged. Subject’s mouth open, expression suggesting orgasmic response.

NOTE: Third climax observed during subject’s total shift. Highly unusual for first-day subject, particularly during extended hours. Recommend psychological follow-up to assess potential hyper-responsiveness or dissociative pleasure response.

[20:54:21]

AUDIO: Low groan — male. Impact sounds cease. Male subject steps back.

VISUAL: Male subject withdraws, removes condom, strokes himself twice. Ejaculates onto subject’s chest. Fluid visible on subject’s skin. Male subject releases subject’s throat, steps back. Speaks briefly. Exits.

NOTE: Marking behaviour observed. Subject does not attempt to clean fluid from skin. Remains slumped against wall for approximately two minutes before moving.

[00:23:17]

AUDIO: Keycard beep. Door opens. Slow, heavy footsteps.

VISUAL: Male subject enters — identified as Kowalski, R. (Night Janitorial). Older male, weathered appearance, stained coveralls. Approaches cot where subject ST-1129 lies. Subject does not rise immediately — unusual. Male subject sits on edge of cot.

NOTE: Subject’s posture suggests extreme fatigue. However, no distress signals observed. Male subject’s body language unusually gentle — touches subject’s face, brushes hair from forehead.

[00:24:44]

AUDIO: Low murmurs — male voice. Words indistinct but tone soft, reassuring.

VISUAL: Male subject positions himself over subject ST-1129. Movement slow, deliberate. Enters subject with apparent care — gentler thrusting pattern than previous users. Maintains eye contact throughout. Subject’s hand rises to touch male subject’s face.

NOTE: This interaction displays unusually high intimacy for access provision context. Suggests either personal connection or intentional aftercare behaviour. Subject’s body responds with apparent pleasure — hips rising to meet thrusts, facial expression relaxed. No orgasm observed, but no distress either.

[00:32:09]

AUDIO: Soft groan — male. Rhythmic sounds cease.

VISUAL: Male subject withdraws. Produces handkerchief, wipes between subject’s legs with visible tenderness. Stands, adjusts clothing. Speaks briefly to subject. Exits.

NOTE: Subject’s facial expression after this interaction difficult to interpret. Eyes closed, lips slightly parted. Tears visible at temples. This could indicate emotional release, gratitude, or distress. Recommend monitoring.

[01:31:22]

AUDIO: Keycard beep. Door opens. Two sets of footsteps — younger gait patterns, lighter weight.

VISUAL: Two male subjects enter — identified as Tanaka, K. and Osei, D. (Night Maintenance). Both young, early twenties. Uniforms visible. Approach cot where subject lies.

NOTE: Dual access event. Less common but within protocol. Subject does not resist as subjects position her between them.

[01:32:58]

AUDIO: Multiple rhythmic sounds — overlapping patterns. Wet sounds, flesh impact, heavy breathing. Occasional gasps and moans — female.

VISUAL: Subject positioned on side, one male subject behind her, one in front. Simultaneous penetration observed — vaginal and oral. Subject’s body moves between them, controlled by their rhythm. Hands grip subject’s hips and hair respectively.

NOTE: Subject’s body responds with visible arousal despite extended shift duration. Hips move in counterpoint to rear subject’s thrusts. Throat appears relaxed despite oral penetration. Technique consistent with earlier observations — above-average capacity for multi-partner service.

[01:38:44]

AUDIO: Sharp moan — female, muffled by oral penetration. Male subjects’ breathing quickens in succession.

VISUAL: Subject’s body tenses, then shudders. Orgasmic response observed despite physical exhaustion. Rear male subject’s hips jerk forward — climax. Front male subject withdraws from mouth, strokes twice, releases onto subject’s face and chest.

NOTE: Fourth climax observed during total shift. Subject’s sexual responsiveness appears to increase rather than decrease with extended use. This is highly atypical and warrants further assessment.

[01:39:52]

AUDIO: Low voices — male subjects. Words: “…incredible” and “…tomorrow.” Footsteps receding.

VISUAL: Both male subjects exit. Subject ST-1129 remains on cot, body trembling, breath ragged. Does not move for approximately ninety seconds.

[01:47:33]

AUDIO: Silence. Subject’s breathing slowly normalising.

VISUAL: Subject ST-1129 turns head toward camera momentarily. Eyes open, unfocused. Expression difficult to read — could be exhaustion, satisfaction, or dissociation. Closes eyes. Body relaxes into cot.

NOTE: Subject’s total shift duration now exceeds nineteen hours. Physical and psychological state suggests capacity for continued service but recommend mandatory rest period before next shift assignment. Subject’s performance metrics extraordinary for first day. Recommend Priority Roster placement and extended-shift certification.

TRANSCRIPT ENDS

OPERATOR NOTES:

Subject ST-1129 demonstrates exceptional endurance and responsiveness throughout extended shift. Behavioural observations suggest rapid psychological adaptation to access provision role. Climax frequency unusually high — subject appears to derive genuine pleasure from use, which is rare but not unprecedented in high-compatibility subjects.

Of concern: Subject’s decision to return for voluntary overtime after completing standard shift. This suggests either financial desperation (unlikely given pay rate) or psychological need for continued use (more likely). Recommend HR assessment to determine whether subject’s engagement is healthy adaptation or potential dependency formation.

Overall assessment: ASSET. Retain and develop.

— J. Holloway, Night Watch

Surveillance Division

ATTACHMENTS:

- Full video archive (restricted access)

- Audio enhancement files

- User frequency chart

- Subject response correlation data

CLASSIFICATION: INTERNAL USE ONLY

Distribution limited to HR Division and Security Management


CHAPTER 4 — “EXECUTIVE SILENCE”

The lights came on at 02:00.

It was the first time since her initial interview that Naomi had seen the room fully illuminated. The fluorescent panels in the ceiling flickered once, twice, then stabilised into a harsh, clinical white that seemed to bleach every surface. She squinted against the sudden brightness, her eyes watering, her body instinctively curling tighter on the cot as though she could hide from the glare.

The room looked different in full light. Smaller, somehow, and more sterile. The padded walls were not grey as she had assumed, but a pale beige, the foam tiles stained slightly darker in places where decades of use had left their mark. The concrete floor was scrubbed clean, the rubber mat a dull black square in the centre. The desk — she had never examined it closely — was standard corporate issue, metal and laminate, the kind found in offices across the city. The shelf held its supplies with military precision: condoms arranged by size, lubricant bottles aligned, the digital clock a small red glow that seemed almost insignificant now that the overhead lights had rendered it redundant.

Naomi became suddenly, acutely aware of how she must look. Her body was covered in evidence of the night’s use — dried fluid on her chest and stomach, her inner thighs sticky and slick, her hair a tangled mess against the pillow. The lanyard with her designation number lay somewhere on the floor, forgotten hours ago. She was naked, exposed, illuminated in a way that felt almost aggressive. The darkness had been a kind of protection; without it, she felt strangely vulnerable.

She heard the keycard beep before she saw the door open.

The man who entered was unlike any of the previous visitors. He was tall — well over six feet — with broad shoulders that filled the doorway. His suit was charcoal grey, immaculately tailored, the fabric catching the fluorescent light with a subtle sheen that suggested expense. A dark tie was knotted precisely at his throat. His shoes, she noticed, were polished to a mirror finish, not a scuff or a speck of dust visible on their surface.

He closed the door behind him and stood for a moment, his eyes moving over the room with the detached assessment of an inspector evaluating a workspace. Then his gaze settled on her, and Naomi felt the weight of his attention like a physical pressure.

He did not speak.

She expected him to cross to the shelf, to select a condom, to position her as the others had. He did none of these things. Instead, he stood by the door and simply looked at her, his expression unreadable, his eyes dark and deep-set beneath a strong brow. His face was angular, aristocratic almost, with a straight nose and a jaw that looked like it had been carved from stone. He was handsome, she realised, in a severe and intimidating way. He was also, she suspected, considerably older than his physique suggested — perhaps fifty, perhaps more, though his hair remained dark with only hints of silver at the temples.

The silence stretched. Naomi felt her pulse quickening, her body tensing under his scrutiny. She did not know what was expected of her. The protocol was clear — she was to remain passive, to receive, to comply — but something about this man’s presence made the usual patterns feel inadequate. He was not here for a quick release between meetings. He was here for something else.

What does he want? The question circled in her mind, unanswered.

After what felt like an eternity, he moved. He crossed the room slowly, his footsteps measured, and stopped at the foot of the cot. He looked down at her, and she felt herself shrinking under his gaze, her body pressing back into the mattress as though she could disappear into it.

“Stand,” he said.

The word was quiet, almost soft, but it carried an unmistakable weight of command. Naomi rose from the cot, her legs trembling slightly, and stood before him with her hands at her sides. The lights were merciless. Every flaw, every mark, every trace of the night’s use was visible. She felt laid bare in a way that went beyond simple nudity.

He circled her slowly, his eyes tracing the lines of her body with clinical detachment. She felt his gaze on her shoulders, her spine, the curve of her hips, the backs of her thighs. When he completed the circuit and stood before her again, his expression remained unchanged.

“Turn around. Hands behind your head.”

She obeyed, lacing her fingers together at the back of her neck, her elbows jutting outward. The position lifted her breasts, exposed her torso, and she felt her chest rise and fall with each quickened breath. He studied her for a long moment, his eyes moving from her face to her chest to the juncture of her thighs.

“Spread your legs.”

She shifted her feet apart, widening her stance, feeling the cool air against her heated core. She was wet, she realised — had been wet since the moment the lights came on, since the moment she saw him standing in the doorway. The response was involuntary, visceral, a recognition of something her conscious mind had not yet processed.

He reached out and touched her.

His fingers were warm and dry, his touch feather-light as he traced a line from her collarbone down between her breasts. The sensation sent a shiver through her body, and she bit her lip to suppress a gasp. He continued downward, over the plane of her stomach, following the line of dried fluid that marked her skin. When he reached the junction of her thighs, he paused.

“Wider.”

She spread her legs further, her balance precarious, her muscles straining. His hand cupped her mound, his palm pressing against her swollen flesh, and she felt herself pulse against his touch. He held her like that for a long moment, his expression thoughtful, before withdrawing his hand and raising it to his face. He inhaled deeply, his eyes never leaving hers.

“Responsive,” he murmured. The word was not a compliment, merely an observation. “Good.”

He circled her again, this time stopping behind her. She felt his hands on her shoulders, firm and sure, pressing down slightly to indicate she should remain still. Then his fingers traced down her spine, following each vertebra, until they reached the small of her back. He continued lower, over the swell of her buttocks, and then — without warning — he slipped his hand between her legs from behind.

She gasped, her body jerking forward, but his other hand came up to steady her shoulder. He held her in place as his fingers explored her, sliding through the wetness that had accumulated despite her exhaustion, pressing inside her with a deliberateness that made her knees weak. Two fingers, then three, stretching her open, testing her capacity.

“Tight,” he said quietly. “Despite the extended use. Impressive.”

He withdrew his hand and moved around to face her again. His expression remained unreadable, but something had shifted in his eyes — a hunger, perhaps, or a decision reached. He began to undress.

He did not rush. Each garment was removed with precise, methodical care: the jacket folded and placed on the desk, the tie loosened and coiled, the shirt unbuttoned slowly to reveal a chest that was lean and toned beneath a smattering of dark hair. He removed his undershirt, then his belt, laying each item on the desk with the same deliberate attention. When he was down to his trousers, he paused and looked at her.

“On the cot. Face down.”

Naomi moved to the cot and lay on her stomach, her face pressed into the thin pillow, her arms at her sides. She heard the rustle of fabric as he removed the last of his clothing, then the tear of a condom wrapper. The mattress dipped as he climbed onto the cot behind her.

He did not enter her immediately. Instead, he straddled her thighs, his weight pinning her to the mattress, and ran his hands up her back in a long, slow stroke. His palms were warm and slightly rough, the sensation almost massage-like in its deliberateness. He kneaded the muscles of her shoulders, her back, her buttocks, working out knots she had not realised were there. The touch was unexpected, almost tender, and she felt her body relaxing despite the tension of the situation.

Then his hands spread her open, and she felt the blunt pressure of his cock against her entrance.

He pushed inside with a single, slow thrust, filling her completely, his hips pressing flush against her buttocks. She heard him exhale softly, the only sound he had made since his initial commands. He held himself there for a long moment, buried deep, and she felt her body adjusting around him, stretching to accommodate his considerable size.

When he began to move, it was with the same deliberate control he had shown in undressing. Each stroke was full and deep, withdrawing until only the tip remained inside her, then pushing forward until he was seated fully again. The pace was unhurried, almost meditative, and Naomi found herself sinking into the rhythm, her body rocking with each thrust, her breath coming in soft gasps.

He is not using me, she thought, the realisation surfacing through the haze of sensation. He is… claiming me.

The distinction was subtle but profound. The other men — the dozens of men who had passed through this room — had used her body as a convenience, a means to an end. This man was doing something different. He was not seeking release so much as asserting ownership. Every stroke, every pause, every carefully controlled movement communicated the same message: You belong to me now.

She felt the truth of it settle into her bones.

His hands came to rest on her shoulders, pressing her into the mattress, and his rhythm increased slightly. The sound of their bodies meeting was soft in the silent room, the wet slap of flesh barely audible beneath the hum of the fluorescent lights. Naomi’s body responded with a warmth that built slowly, steadily, despite her exhaustion. She was not going to come — she was too spent, too overwhelmed — but the pleasure was real, a low hum of sensation that suffused her entire being.

He leaned forward, his chest pressing against her back, his mouth near her ear. “You will take all of me,” he said quietly. “In every way I choose.”

She nodded against the pillow, not trusting her voice.

He withdrew from her and shifted his weight, repositioning himself. She felt his cock press against her rear entrance, and her body tensed instinctively. She had been taken there before, multiple times during the night, but never with someone of his size, never with such deliberate intent.

“Relax,” he said. The word was a command, not a request.

She forced herself to breathe, to unclench, to open. He pushed forward with steady, inexorable pressure, and she felt herself stretching around him, the sensation bordering on pain before settling into a strange, full discomfort. He did not stop until he was fully seated inside her, his hips pressed against her buttocks, his weight resting on her back.

He held still for a long moment, allowing her to adjust. Then he began to move.

The rhythm was slower now, each thrust measured and deliberate, the sensation intense in a way that bordered on overwhelming. She felt every inch of him, felt her body stretching and yielding, felt the strange, dark pleasure that came from being taken in this most intimate way. Her breath came in sharp gasps, her fingers clutching the sheets, her body trembling beneath his.

“Good,” he murmured. The word was barely audible, but she heard it. “Very good.”

He continued for what felt like an eternity, his pace never faltering, his control never wavering. She lost track of time, lost track of everything except the sensation of him inside her, the weight of him on her back, the soft sound of his breathing. The discomfort faded, replaced by a hazy, floating pleasure that seemed to disconnect her from her body entirely.

When he finally finished, he did so with a quiet groan, his hips jerking forward twice, three times, before stilling. He remained inside her for a long moment, his breath warm against her neck, his weight pressing her into the mattress. Then he withdrew slowly, the sensation making her gasp, and climbed off the cot.

She heard him dispose of the condom, heard the rustle of fabric as he began to dress. She did not move, could not move, her body heavy and spent and strangely empty. The lights still blazed overhead, merciless and bright.

“Turn over.”

The command filtered through her haze, and she rolled onto her back with effort, her limbs heavy, her body aching. He stood beside the cot now, fully dressed, his appearance as immaculate as when he had entered. He looked down at her, his expression unreadable, his eyes roaming over her body.

“Open your mouth.”

She parted her lips, not knowing what to expect. He reached into his jacket pocket and produced a small card — white, rectangular, unmarked. He placed it on her tongue and closed her mouth.

“Swallow.”

She swallowed, the card sliding down her throat with a gulp. He nodded once, satisfied.

“You will return tomorrow,” he said. It was not a question. “Same time. The lights will be on.”

He turned and walked to the door. Before exiting, he paused and looked back at her.

“You belong to me now, ST-1129. Remember that.”

The door clicked shut behind him. The lights remained on.

Naomi lay on the cot for a long time after he left.

Her body ached in places she had not known could ache. Her throat was sore from the card she had swallowed — she did not know what it was, what it meant, only that it now resided inside her, a physical marker of his claim. The fluorescent lights pressed down on her, unrelenting, illuminating every inch of her exposed flesh.

She should feel degraded. She should feel used, violated, reduced to an object. Instead, she felt something else entirely — a strange, glowing satisfaction that seemed to radiate from her core. He had claimed her. He had looked at her, assessed her, found her worthy, and claimed her. In a room full of anonymous users, in a building that treated her as a resource, she had been seen. Not as a person, perhaps, but as something — a possession, a prize, a body worth taking.

The thought made her smile.

She rose slowly from the cot and crossed to the sink. Her reflection in the small mirror was barely recognisable — her hair tangled and wild, her eyes bright with something that looked almost like fever, her skin marked with traces of the night’s encounters. She looked ruined. She looked beautiful.

She washed her face, her chest, between her legs. The water was cool and soothing. She found a clean towel on the shelf — when had that appeared? — and dried herself. She did not dress. The lights were still on, and she found she did not want to cover herself. She wanted to be seen.

The clock read 02:47. Her extended shift had technically ended over an hour ago, but no one had come to collect her. The corridor outside was silent. She was alone in the room, illuminated and exposed, and she felt more present in her body than she had ever felt before.

You belong to me now.

The words echoed in her mind, and she let them settle into her bones. She did not know his name. She did not know his position or his title or his role within the organisation. She knew only that he had claimed her, and that she had accepted the claim without reservation.

What is happening to me? The question surfaced one final time, but it no longer required an answer. She knew what was happening. She was being transformed. She was becoming something new — something she had always been, perhaps, but had never had the courage to acknowledge.

She climbed back onto the cot and lay on her back, her arms at her sides, her legs slightly parted. The lights blazed above her. The silence pressed around her. And she waited, patient and still, for whatever would come next.

At 03:15, the door opened without a keycard beep.

The security guard — the same one from the beginning of her shift, the one with the closely shaved head — stood in the doorway. His expression was professionally neutral, but something flickered in his eyes when he saw her lying there, bathed in light, marked and claimed and utterly at peace.

“Shift ended an hour ago,” he said. “Didn’t you hear?”

“I wasn’t ready to leave,” she replied. Her voice came out steady, clear. “I’m ready now.”

He studied her for a long moment, then nodded. “There’s a car waiting. Someone wants to speak with you.”

She rose from the cot and retrieved her clothes from the hook by the door. The white t-shirt, black leggings, soft trainers. She dressed slowly, deliberately, aware of his eyes on her. The lanyard with her designation number lay on the floor where she had dropped it hours ago. She picked it up and slipped it over her head.

ST-1129.

The designation felt different now. Heavier. More significant.

“Ready,” she said.

The guard stepped aside, gesturing toward the corridor. She walked past him, her steps steady, her head held high. The fluorescent lights of the corridor seemed dim after the brilliance of the room. Her eyes adjusted slowly.

The car was a black sedan parked at the service entrance, its windows tinted, its engine running. The guard opened the rear door, and she slid inside. The interior was warm and dark, the leather seats soft beneath her. The door closed behind her with a muffled thump.

The man from the room sat beside her.

She recognised him immediately — the same angular face, the same dark eyes, the same immaculate suit. He had not seemed to have left at all, as though he had simply transported himself from the room to this car without traversing the space between. He looked at her, his expression unreadable.

“ST-1129,” he said. The designation sounded different in his voice — not a label, but a title. “You performed well tonight.”

“Thank you,” she said. The words came out automatically, though she did not know what else to say.

“I am extending your assignment.” He reached into his jacket and produced a document, folded once. “You will report to Room 14 tomorrow evening at 20:00. The lights will be on. You will be prepared for extended use.”

She took the document without unfolding it. “What is Room 14?”

His lips curved slightly — not quite a smile, but something close. “You will see.”

The car began to move, pulling away from the building, merging into the empty streets. She watched the city slide past through the tinted windows, the streetlights blurring into streaks of gold and white. She did not ask where they were going. She did not need to know.

The man reached over and placed his hand on her thigh. The touch was possessive, proprietary. She felt its weight like a brand.

“You belong to me now,” he said again. “Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she said. And she did.

The car carried her through the night, away from the building, away from the room, away from everything she had been before. She did not look back. She did not want to. Whatever lay ahead, she would meet it with open arms and an open body, ready to be used, ready to be claimed, ready to become whatever was required of her.

ST-1129.

The designation was no longer just a label. It was an identity. It was a home.

And she was finally, irrevocably, at peace.


INTERLUDE IV — DOOR COUNTER REPORT

STERLING CORPORATE SERVICES

AUTOMATED ENTRY LOG — STORAGE ROOM 12

Door Sensor Unit DS-12-C

Report Period: 14 March 2026, 06:00 — 15 March 2026, 03:15

SYSTEM INFORMATION

- Sensor ID: DS-12-C

- Location: Storage Room 12, Sub-Level Corridor C

- Subject Assigned: ST-1129

- Report Type: Extended Shift (Voluntary Overtime)

- Total Duration: 20 hours 15 minutes

ENTRY FREQUENCY SUMMARY

| Time Block | Entry Count | Average Duration | Notes |

||-||-|

| 06:00–08:00 | 14 | 4 min 18 sec | High-frequency period. Morning rush. |

| 08:00–10:00 | 11 | 5 min 42 sec | Moderate frequency. Sustained use. |

| 10:00–12:00 | 8 | 6 min 33 sec | Decreasing frequency. Afternoon lull beginning. |

| 12:00–14:00 | 4 | 8 min 15 sec | Low frequency. Rest period utilised. |

| 14:00–16:00 | 6 | 7 min 22 sec | Moderate frequency. Afternoon resumption. |

| 16:00–18:00 | 3 | 5 min 48 sec | End of standard shift. Subject remained. |

| 18:00–20:00 | 5 | 6 min 54 sec | Shift change. Service staff demographic. |

| 20:00–22:00 | 4 | 8 min 27 sec | Evening period. Extended encounters. |

| 22:00–00:00 | 7 | 7 min 11 sec | Night shift. Multiple-partner events logged. |

| 00:00–02:00 | 5 | 9 min 43 sec | Late night. Extended durations observed. |

| 02:00–03:15 | 1 | 47 min 22 sec | Extended encounter. Lights activated. Executive-level access. |

TOTAL SHIFT METRICS

| Category | Value |

|-|-|

| Total Entry Count | 68 |

| Unique Badge Accesses | 23 |

| Repeat Accesses | 19 |

| Longest Single Entry | 47 min 22 sec (02:07–02:54) |

| Shortest Single Entry | 2 min 14 sec (18:47) |

| Average Entry Duration | 6 min 51 sec |

| Total Active Use Time | 7 hours 46 minutes |

| Total Rest Period | 12 hours 29 minutes |

| Subject Departure Time | 03:15 (15 March 2026) |

ANOMALY LOG

Anomaly 001 — 18:04:33

- Type: Extended Shift Initiation

- Description: Subject ST-1129 re-entered room after completing standard 12-hour shift. Voluntary overtime signed at 18:02. Standard protocol allows 48-hour rest between shifts. Subject opted for immediate continuation.

- Flag: Unusual initiative. Recommend psychological assessment for potential hyper-adaptation.

- Status: Noted. No action required.

Anomaly 002 — 19:02:18

- Type: Non-Access Entry

- Description: Badge 7721 (Vasquez, L. — Cleaning Staff) entered for maintenance purposes. Room restocked, linens changed. Subject provided with nutritional supplies. No access activity logged.

- Flag: Standard procedure. No concerns.

- Status: Logged. Routine.

Anomaly 003 — 02:00:17

- Type: Manual Lighting Override

- Description: Room lighting system activated via administrative override (Code: EXEC-7). Fluorescent panels switched from dim mode to full illumination. Subject exposed to full visibility.

- Flag: Executive-level access confirmed. Suggests assessment or claiming ritual.

- Status: Noted. Priority flag added to subject file.

Anomaly 004 — 02:07:44

- Type: Extended Duration Entry

- Description: Badge 0001 (Executive Access — Identity Restricted) entered at 02:07. Duration: 47 minutes 22 seconds. Significantly exceeds average entry time. Lights remained on throughout. Subject did not trigger safe word or distress signal.

- Flag: Exceptional encounter. Subject may have been assessed for Priority Roster or executive assignment.

- Status: Escalated to HR Compliance for review.

Anomaly 005 — 03:15:02

- Type: Non-Standard Exit

- Description: Subject ST-1129 exited room via security escort rather than standard shift-end protocol. Transport arranged via executive vehicle. Destination unknown.

- Flag: Indicates elevated status or specialised assignment. Subject may have been claimed.

- Status: Escalated to HR Compliance. Subject file updated.

BADGE ACCESS LOG (PARTIAL)

| Time | Badge ID | Holder | Duration | Notes |

||-|—|-|-|

| 06:03:14 | 4471 | Morrison, J. | 4:22 | Senior Analyst |

| 06:14:08 | 2298 | Patel, K. | 6:47 | Legal Services |

| 06:27:55 | 8834 | [EXTERNAL] | 5:18 | Contractor — identity unverified |

| 07:52:33 | 9923 | Whitmore, A. | 5:44 | Client Services |

| 08:09:44 | 7702 | Blackwood, T. | 10:03 | Executive Suite |

| 09:27:44 | 0014 | Mellors, G. | 14:52 | HR Compliance (Evaluation) |

| 18:07:22 | 7798 | DeLeon, M. | 7:14 | Maintenance |

| 18:23:17 | 7823 | Reyes, A. | 8:27 | Security Division |

| 20:45:33 | 7823 | Reyes, A. | 9:03 | Security Division (Second visit) |

| 00:23:17 | 7912 | Kowalski, R. | 8:52 | Night Janitorial |

| 01:31:22 | 7801 | Tanaka, K. | 7:22 | Night Maintenance |

| 01:31:22 | 7804 | Osei, D. | 7:22 | Night Maintenance (Simultaneous entry) |

| 02:07:44 | 0001 | [RESTRICTED] | 47:22 | Executive Access — Full file classification |

SENSOR HEALTH DIAGNOSTICS

| Component | Status | Reading |

|—|—||

| Door mechanism | Functional | 100% |

| Keycard reader | Functional | 100% |

| Motion sensor | Functional | 98% |

| Pressure mat | Functional | 97% |

| Lighting control | Functional | 100% |

| Emergency override | Functional | 100% |

| Communication link | Functional | 100% |

Maintenance Note: Pressure mat shows minor wear consistent with extended use. Recommend replacement within 30 days.

SUBJECT PERFORMANCE METRICS (DERIVED)

| Metric | Value | Baseline | Variance |

|—|-|-|-|

| Total entries received | 68 | 32 | +112.5% |

| Extended shift tolerance | 20h 15m | 12h 0m | +68.8% |

| Average entry duration | 6:51 | 4:30 | +52.2% |

| Unique users | 23 | 14 | +64.3% |

| Safe word activations | 0 | 0.4 | — |

| Distress signals | 0 | 0.2 | — |

| Medical interventions | 0 | 0.1 | — |

| Voluntary overtime | Yes | Rare | — |

| Executive encounter | Yes | Very rare | — |

COMPLIANCE NOTES

Rest Period Adherence: Subject ST-1129 did not utilise mandatory 48-hour rest period between shifts. Voluntary overtime was signed at 18:02 on 14 March 2026. This constitutes a waiver of standard recovery time, which is permitted under Addendum 7-C, Section 12, Paragraph 3, provided the subject signs the overtime consent form. Subject did sign. Compliance confirmed.

Hydration and Nutrition: Subject received water (3 instances observed) and food (1 instance — provided by cleaning staff). This meets minimum requirements for extended shift protocol under Section 8, Paragraph 2.

Safety Monitoring: No distress signals were triggered during the 20-hour 15-minute shift. Safe word was not activated. Subject appeared alert and responsive throughout, based on entry/exit patterns and lack of medical intervention requests.

Executive Access Protocol: Badge 0001 encounter at 02:07 adhered to Executive Access guidelines. Subject was not removed from room — exited voluntarily at 03:15 with security escort. Executive transport arranged. This suggests positive outcome of encounter rather than termination of assignment.

RECOMMENDATIONS

1. Immediate: Update subject file to reflect executive encounter and elevated status. Flag for Priority Roster placement.

2. Short-term: Conduct psychological assessment within 24 hours to evaluate subject’s adaptation to extended use and potential dependency formation.

3. Medium-term: Consider subject for Room 14 assignment if executive encounter was evaluative in nature.

4. Long-term: Monitor for signs of burnout or hyper-adaptation. Subject’s voluntary overtime and extended shift tolerance suggest high compatibility, but also potential for overcommitment.

REPORT GENERATED AUTOMATICALLY

Sensor Unit DS-12-C

Sterling Corporate Services

Facilities Management Division

DISTRIBUTION:

- HR Compliance (Priority)

- Security Division

- Facilities Management

- Executive Liaison Office (Badge 0001 encounter details)

CLASSIFICATION: CONFIDENTIAL

Retention Period: 7 years


CHAPTER 5 — "POWERCUT NIGHT"

The next evening arrived like a held breath.

Naomi stood outside the unmarked door on the fourteenth floor, her heart pounding against her ribs, the folded document from the executive heavy in her pocket. Room 14. The numbers had been stencilled in black on the grey surface, no different from any other door in the corridor, but she knew — she felt — that something significant waited beyond.

She had spent the day in a state of suspended animation. After the executive’s car had deposited her at her flat at nearly 04:00, she had stumbled inside, stripped off her clothes, and stood under the shower until the hot water ran cold. Her body ached in ways she had not thought possible — muscles she did not know she had, places she had never associated with pain — and yet beneath the exhaustion, a strange energy persisted. She had slept fitfully, her dreams a chaotic montage of hands and mouths and cocks and darkness, and woken at 14:00 with a start, convinced she had missed her assignment.

She had not. The document, when she unfolded it, contained only a time and a location: 20:00. Room 14. Prepared. The word prepared had been underlined twice. She did not know what it meant, but she had interpreted it as best she could — showering thoroughly, washing her hair, applying the topical anaesthetic she had been given, choosing clothing that could be removed easily. She had eaten the granola bar she had saved from the cleaner’s gift, though her stomach churned with nerves. She had looked at herself in the mirror for a long time, searching for some sign of the transformation she had undergone, and found only her own face staring back — older, somehow, and yet also younger, the lines of worry and desperation smoothed away.

Who are you? she had asked her reflection.

ST-1129, the reflection had seemed to reply. And something more.

Now, at 19:58, she stood before Room 14 and waited for something to happen. The corridor was empty, the overhead lights buzzing softly, the smell of carpet cleaner and recycled air familiar from her first day at Sterling. She wondered if she would encounter the same HR woman, the same security guard, the same parade of anonymous users. She wondered what prepared meant, and why the executive’s voice echoed in her memory with such weight.

You belong to me now.

The words had settled into her bones overnight, becoming a part of her. She did not know his name. She did not know his role. She knew only that he had claimed her, and that she had accepted the claim without reservation, without question, without the slightest hesitation.

What does that make me?

The question no longer required an answer.

At precisely 20:00, the door clicked open.

No keycard. No visible mechanism. The door simply swung inward, revealing darkness beyond — not the dim amber glow of Storage Room 12, but absolute, total blackness, as though the room had been carved from the inside of a cave. Naomi hesitated at the threshold, her eyes straining to penetrate the dark, her body tense with uncertainty.

“Enter,” a voice said from within. It was not the executive’s voice — softer, higher, female. “The protocol remains the same. You will be guided.”

Naomi stepped inside.

The door closed behind her with a soft click, and she was engulfed in darkness so complete that she could not see her own hand when she raised it to her face. The silence was equally absolute — no hum of fluorescent lights, no distant footsteps, no ambient noise from the building beyond. She felt as though she had been sealed inside a vacuum, cut off from the world entirely.

Then hands touched her.

They came from everywhere at once — or so it seemed. Fingers on her shoulders, her waist, her hips. Palms sliding down her arms, pressing against her stomach, cupping her breasts through the thin fabric of her top. She gasped, her body jerking in surprise, but the hands held her steady, their grip firm and confident.

“Remain still,” the female voice said, close to her ear. “You will be prepared.”

The hands began to undress her.

They worked with efficient coordination, removing each garment with practiced ease. Her top was lifted over her head, her bra unclasped and slipped off her shoulders, her leggings pulled down her legs and lifted away. Her knickers — plain black cotton again, practical and unremarkable — were the last to go, slid down her thighs with a deliberate slowness that made her breath catch. Within moments, she was naked in the darkness, surrounded by invisible hands that seemed to hover at the edges of her perception.

Then they began to touch her properly.

Fingers traced the lines of her body with clinical precision, mapping every curve and hollow. They ran down her spine, across her hips, over the swell of her breasts. They parted her thighs and explored the junction between, sliding through the wetness that had already begun to accumulate. They pressed inside her — first one finger, then two, testing her readiness, her capacity, her response.

“Responsive,” the female voice murmured. “Good. The executive chose well.”

Naomi’s pulse quickened at the mention of him. Chose. The word confirmed what she had suspected — that last night’s encounter had been an evaluation, an assessment, a claiming. She had been selected. She did not know what for, but the knowledge sent a thrill through her that was almost electric.

The hands withdrew, and she was left standing in the darkness, alone again. She heard the soft pad of footsteps receding, then silence.

She waited.

The first user arrived at 20:17.

Naomi heard him before she felt him — the soft rustle of fabric, the creak of a door opening somewhere to her left, the sound of breathing that was slightly ragged, as though he had been running. Then hands were on her again, different hands, rougher and more urgent, spinning her around and bending her forward at the waist.

She was in a room she could not see, surrounded by darkness so total that she had no sense of space or orientation. She did not know if there was a cot, a desk, a wall. She did not know where the door was, or how many people waited beyond it. She knew only the hands that positioned her, the cock that pushed inside her without preamble, the rhythm of thrusts that drove her forward with each impact.

He did not speak. He did not touch her beyond what was necessary. He simply used her, his pace quick and efficient, his breathing growing ragged as he approached his finish. When he came, he did so with a low grunt, his hands tightening on her hips, and then he withdrew as suddenly as he had entered.

She heard the door open and close. Footsteps receding. Silence.

She remained bent forward, her body humming with residual sensation, her breath coming in short gasps. The darkness pressed around her, thick and impenetrable. She felt as though she were floating in a void, untethered, her body the only point of reference in an endless sea of nothing.

What is this place? she wondered. What happens here?

The second user arrived before she could form an answer.

By 22:00, Naomi had lost count of how many had used her.

The pattern was different from Storage Room 12. There, the encounters had been punctuated by keycard beeps, by the click of the door, by the brief intervals of rest between visitors. Here, there were no such markers. The darkness swallowed everything — sound, time, sensation — leaving only the continuous stream of bodies that entered and exited without announcement.

Some took her from behind, bending her over what felt like a padded bench. Some laid her on a surface that was soft and yielding, like a mattress. Some stood her against a wall, her arms braced against cold concrete. Some preferred her mouth, guiding her to her knees and pushing past her lips with varying degrees of gentleness. The only constant was the darkness — absolute, total, unbroken.

She could not see their faces. She could not see their bodies. She could not see anything at all — only feel the hands that touched her, the cocks that entered her, the breath that warmed her skin. The anonymity was total in a way that exceeded even the carefully constructed distance of Storage Room 12. There, at least, she had been able to glimpse silhouettes, to make out the shapes of suits and ties. Here, there was nothing. Only sensation, raw and unfiltered, divorced entirely from the visual world.

And yet, somehow, this was more intimate.

Without sight, her other senses sharpened. She became acutely aware of smell — cologne and sweat and musk and soap, each user’s scent distinct and memorable. She became attuned to sound — the rhythm of breathing, the wet slap of flesh, the small groans and gasps that accompanied each thrust. Most of all, she became sensitive to touch — the texture of skin, the roughness of calloused hands, the smooth glide of a cock inside her, the pressure of fingers digging into her hips.

She learned to recognise users by their patterns. The one with the heavy tread and the musky scent who took her slowly, deeply, his thrusts measured and deliberate. The one with the high-pitched breathing who preferred her mouth, his hands gentle in her hair as he guided her rhythm. The one with the large hands and the thick cock who fucked her hard and fast, his pace almost brutal, his finish accompanied by a sharp, guttural sound.

She learned to anticipate their needs, to adjust her body before they touched her, to open her mouth or spread her legs or arch her back without being told. The darkness became a kind of language, its silence filled with communication that transcended words.

This is what I was made for, she thought, the realisation surfacing through the haze of sensation. This is what I have always been.

At some point — she did not know when, had lost all sense of time — the nature of the encounters changed.

It began as a low rumble, a vibration she felt through the floor before she heard it as sound. The darkness seemed to press closer, the air growing heavy and still. Then, with a suddenness that made her gasp, the ambient hum that she had not even noticed — the subtle electrical thrum that pervaded all modern buildings — disappeared.

The power had gone out.

She knew, logically, that the building must have backup generators, emergency lighting, some system to restore function in the event of a failure. But in Room 14, the darkness was already absolute. The power cut made no visible difference — and yet, somehow, everything changed.

The first thing she noticed was the sound.

Without the electrical hum, the room became acoustically alive. She could hear everything — the whisper of fabric, the creak of a door, the soft pad of footsteps, the intake of breath. The silence that had seemed so complete before revealed itself as merely muted, the ambient noise of the building now stripped away to leave only the sounds of human presence.

The second thing she noticed was the cold.

Without the heating system, the room began to cool rapidly. She felt goosebumps rise on her skin, her nipples hardening, her body trembling slightly as the temperature dropped. The sensation made her hyperaware of her own flesh — the softness of her breasts, the curve of her hips, the vulnerable exposure of her naked body.

The third thing she noticed was the users.

They came more frequently now, their presence announced only by sound and touch. In the absolute darkness, the encounters took on a primal quality — raw, urgent, almost feral. The men who entered seemed affected by the power cut in ways she could not fully understand. Their touches were rougher, their thrusts faster, their breathing more ragged. It was as though the removal of electricity had stripped away some layer of civilisation, leaving only animal need.

One user took her against the wall, his hands gripping her wrists above her head, his cock pounding into her with a ferocity that made her cry out. Another laid her on the mattress and spent what felt like hours inside her, his body moving with a slow, grinding rhythm that built the tension in her core until she thought she would shatter. A third knelt her on the cold floor and used her mouth while another entered her from behind, the dual penetration overwhelming her senses until she could do nothing but submit.

She lost track of her own responses. Her body seemed to exist in a state of continuous arousal, the pleasure building and cresting and building again in waves that blurred together into a single, sustained hum. She came — once, twice, she did not know how many times — each orgasm crashing through her with an intensity that bordered on pain.

And still they came.

Sometime in the depths of the night — she guessed it was perhaps 02:00, though she had no way to confirm — the rhythm shifted again.

The users stopped coming individually. Instead, she became aware of multiple presences in the room at once — not just the one who was inside her, but others, waiting, watching, their breathing audible in the darkness. The realisation made her pulse quicken, her body tensing with a mixture of apprehension and arousal.

How many? she wondered. How many are there?

She did not know. She could not see, could not count. She felt hands on her body — multiple hands, touching her simultaneously, exploring every inch of her exposed flesh. Fingers traced her spine, cupped her breasts, spread her thighs. A mouth — she thought it was a mouth — pressed against her nipple, the tongue warm and wet, the teeth grazing gently.

Then she was being repositioned, lifted and arranged, her body manipulated like a doll. She found herself on her hands and knees, her knees pressing into what felt like a padded surface, her arms braced against something solid. A cock entered her from behind — thick, hard, insistent — while another pressed against her lips.

She opened her mouth without hesitation.

The dual use was overwhelming in the absolute darkness. Without visual reference, she could only feel — the stretch of her cunt around the cock inside her, the weight of the one on her tongue, the hands that gripped her hips and her hair respectively. The sensation was total, all-consuming, reducing her to a collection of orifices to be filled, a body to be used.

And she loved it.

The shame she might have expected — the degradation, the self-loathing — did not materialise. Instead, she felt a fierce, burning pride. She was pleasing. She was serving. She was taking everything they gave her and asking for more.

This is what I am, she thought, the words echoing through her mind with the force of revelation. This is what I was always meant to be.

The first man finished inside her, his thrusts growing erratic before he stilled with a low groan. He withdrew, and almost immediately another took his place — larger, she thought, the stretch more intense. The one in her mouth came with a sharp intake of breath, his release spilling across her tongue, and she swallowed automatically, her throat working around him.

When he withdrew, another replaced him.

And another. And another.

She lost count. She lost sense of herself. There was only the continuous rhythm of use, the endless cycle of penetration and release, the darkness that wrapped around her like a second skin. Her body became a vessel, a conduit, a thing to be filled and emptied and filled again. And somewhere, in the depths of her consciousness, a voice whispered: Yes. Yes. Yes.

At some point — she did not know when — the power came back on.

The lights did not flicker to life as they had in Storage Room 12. Instead, a soft glow began to emerge from somewhere above, gradually illuminating the room with a dim amber light. Naomi blinked against even this reduced brightness, her eyes watering after so many hours in absolute darkness.

The room came into focus slowly.

It was larger than Storage Room 12 — perhaps twice the size — with the same padded walls but none of the industrial fixtures. Instead, the space was arranged like a kind of ritual chamber. A large mattress dominated the centre, covered in dark sheets that were stained with evidence of the night’s activities. Padded benches lined the walls, and a series of hooks and rings were set into the foam at various heights. The floor was covered in interlocking mats, soft and yielding beneath her knees.

And she was not alone.

The users who had been in the room — the ones she had sensed but not seen — were now visible, arranged in a loose circle around the mattress. They were all men, all naked or partially dressed, their expressions ranging from satisfied to hungry to something that looked almost like reverence. She counted six, then seven, then stopped counting, her mind unable to process the information.

At the edge of the room, standing by the door, was the executive.

He was dressed as impeccably as always, his dark suit crisp and unwrinkled, his expression unreadable. He watched her with those deep-set eyes, his gaze roaming over her body, which was covered in the evidence of the night’s use — sweat and saliva and other fluids, her hair tangled and wild, her skin marked with the imprints of countless hands.

She should have felt embarrassed. Exposed. Degraded.

Instead, she felt only pride.

She had survived. She had served. She had taken everything they gave her and emerged transformed.

The executive crossed the room slowly, his footsteps measured, and stopped at the edge of the mattress. He looked down at her for a long moment, his expression giving nothing away. Then he reached into his jacket and produced a small object — a collar, she realised, made of black leather with a silver buckle.

“Kneel,” he said.

She knelt, her thighs aching, her body trembling with exhaustion. He stepped behind her and fastened the collar around her throat, the leather cool against her skin, the buckle clicking into place with a soft sound. The fit was snug but not tight, a constant presence that she felt with every breath.

“Rise,” he said.

She stood, her legs unsteady, and faced him. The collar felt like a weight around her neck — not heavy, but significant. A mark. A claim.

“You have performed admirably,” the executive said quietly. “The power cut was unexpected, but you adapted. You exceeded expectations.”

Naomi did not know how to respond. She remained silent, waiting.

“You will be assigned to Room 14 permanently,” he continued. “Your designation has been updated. You are no longer ST-1129.”

He reached into his pocket again and produced a small metal tag, which he attached to the collar at her throat. She looked down and saw the letters etched into its surface:

EXEC-7.

“This is your new designation,” he said. “You belong to the executive suite now. Your services are reserved for senior personnel and their guests. You will be compensated accordingly.”

Naomi absorbed this information with a strange sense of detachment. The details — the compensation, the status, the logistics — seemed abstract, irrelevant. What mattered was the collar at her throat and the tag that bore her new name.

EXEC-7.

She had been promoted. She had been claimed. She had been transformed.

“You may rest now,” the executive said. “Tomorrow, your training will begin. There is much to learn.”

He turned and walked toward the door, the other men parting to let him pass. Before exiting, he paused and looked back at her.

“Welcome to your new life, EXEC-7.”

The door closed behind him. The amber lights dimmed slightly, returning the room to a state of semi-darkness. The other men began to file out, their footsteps soft on the matted floor, until only one remained — a young man, perhaps her own age, with a face that looked almost kind.

He approached her slowly, his expression unreadable. Then he reached out and touched her cheek, his fingers gentle.

“You were incredible,” he said quietly. “I’ve never seen anyone take so much. So beautifully.”

Naomi did not know how to respond. She simply nodded, her body heavy, her mind drifting.

The young man smiled — a genuine smile, warm and unguarded. “Get some rest. You’ve earned it.”

He left. The door closed. The room fell silent.

Naomi stood in the centre of the chamber, the collar around her throat, the tag bearing her new designation, her body humming with the aftershocks of the night. She was exhausted beyond anything she had ever known. She was sore in places she did not know could be sore. She was marked, claimed, transformed.

And she was happy.

She crossed to the mattress and lay down on the dark sheets, her body sinking into the softness, her eyes closing of their own accord. The darkness wrapped around her like a blanket, warm and protective, and she felt herself drifting toward sleep.

EXEC-7, she thought, the designation settling into her consciousness like a new identity. I am EXEC-7 now.

The thought brought a smile to her lips.

She slept.


EPILOGUE — "RENEWAL"

She woke to the sound of a door opening.

The amber light had been extinguished, replaced by the soft grey glow of early morning filtering through a window she had not noticed before — a narrow slit near the ceiling, too high to reach, its glass reinforced with wire mesh. The light was thin and pale, the colour of a city dawn seen through smog, but after the absolute darkness of the night, it felt almost blinding.

Naomi stretched on the mattress, her body protesting every movement. The soreness had settled into her bones overnight, a deep, persistent ache that radiated from her core to her extremities. She felt as though she had been taken apart and reassembled incorrectly, her joints loose, her muscles liquid, her skin hypersensitive to even the brush of air.

She touched her throat. The collar was still there.

The leather had warmed to her body temperature, becoming a second skin, its presence so natural that she had almost forgotten it was there. The metal tag — EXEC-7 — lay against her collarbone, cool and solid, a weight she found strangely comforting. She traced the etched letters with her fingertip, feeling the grooves, the permanence of the designation.

This is who I am now, she thought. EXEC-7.

The door closed softly, and footsteps approached. She turned her head and saw the HR woman — G. Mellors, she remembered from the badge log — crossing the room with a tablet in her hand. The woman’s expression was professionally neutral, but something in her eyes suggested assessment, calculation.

“Good morning, EXEC-7,” the woman said. The designation fell from her lips with practiced ease, as though she had said it many times before, to many subjects. “I trust you slept well.”

Naomi nodded, not trusting her voice.

“The executive has asked me to formalise your new assignment.” The woman sat on the edge of the mattress, the tablet glowing in her hands. “Your performance during last night’s… unexpected circumstances… was noted. The power cut presented an opportunity to assess your adaptability under pressure. You exceeded all metrics.”

Naomi absorbed this information without comment. The power cut had felt like a test, though she had not consciously recognised it as such at the time. Now, in the grey light of morning, she understood that everything in this building was a test — every encounter, every challenge, every moment of use.

“Your previous contract with Storage Room 12 has been voided,” the woman continued. “In its place, you will sign a new agreement — one that reflects your elevated status and the responsibilities that come with it.”

She extended the tablet, its screen displaying a document dense with text. Naomi scanned it quickly, her eyes catching on key phrases: exclusive availability to executive personnel, minimum sixteen-hour shifts, permanent on-site residence, enhanced compensation package. The terms were more demanding than her original contract, but also more generous. The pay rate had nearly doubled. A flat in the building had been allocated for her use during rest periods. Medical care, meals, transportation — all provided.

She did not hesitate.

“Where do I sign?”

The woman’s lips curved slightly — not quite a smile, but something close. She tapped the screen, and a signature line appeared. Naomi pressed her finger to the glass, watching her name appear in digital ink: Naomi Trent.

No, she thought. Not Naomi Trent. Not anymore.

The woman withdrew the tablet and stood, smoothing her charcoal dress. “Your personal effects from your previous residence will be collected and stored. You will have no further need for them. Your new quarters are on the sixteenth floor — I will escort you there after you have bathed and eaten.”

She turned to leave, then paused at the door.

“One more thing, EXEC-7.” Her voice was softer now, almost personal. “What happened last night — the power cut, the number of users, the intensity of the experience — it was unusual, even by this building’s standards. Most subjects would have safe-worded out. Many would have requested medical intervention. Some would have refused to return.”

She turned, her eyes meeting Naomi’s with an intensity that felt almost invasive.

“You did none of those things. You stayed. You adapted. You thrived.” A pause. “I have worked in this department for eleven years. I have seen hundreds of subjects pass through these rooms. I have never seen one adapt so completely, so quickly, so… naturally.”

The woman’s expression shifted, something almost like respect flickering across her features.

“The executive was right to choose you. I suspect you will go far in this organisation.”

She left, the door closing softly behind her. Naomi sat on the mattress for a long moment, the grey light pressing against her skin, the collar snug at her throat, the weight of the woman’s words settling into her consciousness.

You will go far.

She did not know what that meant — what “far” looked like in an organisation like this. She did not know what further transformations awaited her, what demands would be placed upon her body, what boundaries she would be asked to cross. She knew only that the path ahead was open, and that she was ready to walk it.

She rose from the mattress and crossed to the small bathroom she had noticed earlier — a compact but functional space with a shower, a toilet, a sink. She turned on the water and stood under the spray, watching the evidence of the night swirl down the drain: sweat and saliva and other fluids, the physical traces of the dozens of men who had used her. The water ran grey, then clear. She watched it until her skin was pink and raw.

When she emerged, she found fresh clothes laid out on a small bench — not the plain t-shirt and leggings she had worn before, but something different: a silk robe in deep burgundy, soft and luxurious, its fabric sliding against her skin like a caress. No underwear. No shoes. The message was clear: she was always to be available, always accessible, always ready.

She belted the robe and examined herself in the mirror above the sink.

The woman who stared back was recognisable, but changed. Her eyes were clearer, somehow — the desperate, haunted look that had characterised her for months entirely absent. Her skin glowed, despite the exhaustion that lingered in her bones. The collar at her throat looked like it belonged there, a natural extension of her body rather than an imposition.

Who are you? she asked her reflection.

The reflection did not answer, but she already knew.

She was EXEC-7. She was the executive’s possession. She was a vessel for use, a body for service, a thing to be filled and claimed and transformed.

And she was finally, irrevocably, whole.

She left the bathroom and found a tray waiting on a small table near the door — breakfast, she realised: fresh fruit, yoghurt, granola, a pot of tea. She ate mechanically, her body demanding sustenance even as her mind drifted. The food was good, better than anything she had eaten in months. She supposed that was part of the compensation package — her body was an asset now, and assets required maintenance.

When she finished, she sat in silence, waiting for the HR woman to return. The grey light had brightened slightly, the sun rising somewhere beyond the city’s perpetual haze. She thought about the life she had left behind — the cramped flat, the mounting debts, the loneliness that had hollowed her out from the inside. She thought about her mother, who would not understand, who would be horrified if she knew what her daughter had become.

She would send money. She would invent an explanation — a promotion, a new job, a generous employer. Her mother would never know the truth. No one would.

Because the truth was not a degradation. It was not a shame. It was a liberation.

She had found her place in the world. She had found her purpose. She had found herself.

The door opened, and the HR woman reappeared. “Ready, EXEC-7?”

Naomi rose, the silk robe swishing against her bare thighs, the collar a comforting weight at her throat. She felt the soreness between her legs, the ache in her muscles, the tenderness of her flesh — and beneath it all, a hunger that had not been satisfied, a need that had only grown stronger through the night.

She thought about Room 14, about the darkness and the bodies and the endless, relentless use. She thought about the executive’s eyes on her, his claim on her, his plans for her future. She thought about what it would mean to belong to him completely, to give herself over to service without reservation or regret.

And she knew, with absolute certainty, that she would return. That she would always return. That this was not an end, but a beginning.

“When can I go back to the room?” she asked.

The HR woman’s lips curved again — that almost-smile, knowing and approving.

“Soon, EXEC-7,” she said. “Very soon.”
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Do Your Worst: She said she could take it. He never promised to stop - A Dark Romance of Power, Control, and Surrender
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She said she could take it. He never promised to stop.

Kate wants more than date nights and polite kisses. She wants the tremble that starts in her belly when she kneels; the hush that turns the world soft when he says good girl. One reckless whisper at the kitchen table—do your worst—becomes a contract neither of them can forget.

Sam doesn’t bargain with desire; he builds it. Rules arrive like gifts wrapped in ribbon: how she stands, how she speaks, how she waits. Mornings taste of obedience; evenings taste of consequence. And when he decides her devotion should be worn, not just spoken, Kate feels the first cool brush of metal and understands: this isn’t a phase. It’s a life.
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14-Day Lock: A Valentines Day Ritual Femdom Romance of Chastity, Control, and the Pleasure of Obedience

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FZWHL58Z

Fourteen days.

Fourteen keys.

One lock she controls completely.

Isla Mercer does not play games.

Every February, she begins the same ritual—carefully measured, deliberately unromantic, and absolutely unyielding. A glass heart sits in the centre of her living room, filled with fourteen identical keys. Each one represents a day of control. Each one must be earned through obedience, service, and restraint.

Theo has agreed to submit.

From the moment the lock clicks shut, his pleasure is no longer his concern. Isla does not offer mercy, reassurance, or reward. She offers structure. Rules are spoken once. Failure resets everything. Desire is allowed only as fuel for obedience, never as a bargaining tool.
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UNCORRUPTABLE: A Dark FF Sapphic Mafia Romance of Power, Obsession, and Choice
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She was chosen because she could not be compromised.

She fell because she believed it.

Detective Superintendent Mara Ellison has built her career on one unassailable truth: she does not bend.

Not to money.

Not to pressure.

Not to desire.

When a powerful mafia organisation begins quietly destabilising a high-profile investigation, Mara is brought in as the ultimate safeguard — a legendary anti-corruption officer tasked with protecting the case from influence, seduction, and collapse.

At the centre of it all stands Isabela Moretti.

Elegant. Patient. Untouchable.

A woman whose power does not announce itself — and does not need to.

From their first meeting, Isa does nothing wrong.

She makes no threats.

Offers no bribes.

Crosses no lines.

And yet, something begins to shift.
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The Valentine Handler: A Dark Valentines Day Romance of Chastity, Control, and Surrender

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0GH15Q4FK

Every February, she takes one man.

Powerful crime families don’t call Valentina Moreau to kill their problems.

They call her to reassign them.

Known only as the Valentine Handler, Valentina specialises in bloodless victories—contracts instead of bullets, devotion instead of destruction. Her methods are elegant, discreet, and irreversible.

This year’s assignment is Luca De Santis: a reckless syndicate heir whose charm, excess, and entitlement are destabilising the city’s fragile balance of power. Killing him would start a war. Letting him live unchecked would be worse.
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Til Denial Do Us Part: A Femdom Marriage Contract Romance of Chastity, Power Exchange, Denied Pleasure, and a Wife’s Awakening into Control

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G49BV5BS

On the night before their wedding, Elena and Daniel sign a joke “Marital Control Contract.”

What begins as laughter quickly becomes the most dangerous kind of truth.

When fiery, athletic, red-haired Elena slips the velvet pouch with the key into her bag, she tells herself it’s only a game. But once the ring is on her finger and the vows are said, something shifts inside her—something bold, hungry, and impossibly powerful. Daniel expects a perfect wedding night. Instead, his new wife gives him a soft kiss, a teasing smile… and the first denial.
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