
    
      
        
      

    





    
        
          Doctor's Examination: Multi-Mate Ritual in Sickbay

        

        
        
          Eva Hohner

        

        
          Published by Eva Hohner, 2026.

        

    





  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DOCTOR'S EXAMINATION: MULTI-MATE RITUAL IN SICKBAY

    

    
      First edition. February 26, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Eva Hohner.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223061038

    

    
    
      Written by Eva Hohner.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Doctor's Examination: Multi-Mate Ritual in Sickbay

Also By Eva Hohner



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Doctor's Examination: Multi-Mate Ritual in Sickbay


[image: ]


The containment field snapped into place with a sound like breaking ice, and Dr. Sienna Reyes felt the sickbay doors seal behind her with a finality that made her stomach drop. Red emergency lighting bathed the medical bay in the color of warning, and she was already moving toward the supply cabinet before the ship's computer finished announcing quarantine protocol. Her hands found the hypospray cartridges by muscle memory—she'd run bio-contamination drills a hundred times, but never with her pulse hammering quite this hard against her throat.

The first officer stumbled through the inner doors before the full seal completed, one hand pressed to the bulkhead for balance. Ensign Thrace followed, then two more from engineering, all of them wearing the same expression—confusion mixed with something that looked like hunger. Sienna directed them to the biobeds with practiced efficiency, her voice steady even as she catalogued symptoms. Flushed cheeks. Dilated pupils. Rapid, shallow breathing. She pressed the scanner to Thrace's temple and watched the readings spike across the display—elevated core temperature, increased blood flow to extremities, hormonal cascade that made her frown.

"Lie back," she told him, and his compliance was sluggish, distracted. His uniform collar was already open, fingers fumbling at the fasteners like they burned his skin. She'd seen stimulant reactions before, combat-drug exposure, even pheromone poisoning from that incident near the Taurian colonies. This was different. The bio-readings showed arousal markers, but the pattern was too clean, too targeted. Engineered.

She moved between beds, administering broad-spectrum stabilizers that would buy time if nothing else. Her training guided her hands while her mind worked the problem—they'd hosted the Lyrani diplomatic delegation six hours ago, standard cultural exchange in the observation deck. No direct contact with biological materials, all food and atmosphere carefully screened. But something had gotten through.

The warmth started in her lower back, a spreading heat that felt like standing too close to a plasma vent. Sienna ignored it, checking readouts, adjusting medication dosages, her fingers quick and certain on the controls. The engineering crew member—she thought his name was Davies—had his eyes closed, one hand drifting down his stomach before she caught his wrist and pulled it back to his side.

"Try to stay still," she said, and her voice came out rougher than she intended.

The heat was climbing her spine now, pooling at the base of her skull and lower, much lower, in a place she'd trained herself not to acknowledge during duty hours. During any hours, really. She'd been on this deep-space rotation for three years, and before that another ship, and before that the medical station at Kepler-442 where relationships were discouraged and privacy was a luxury no one could afford. Somewhere along the way she'd simply stopped thinking about her body as anything other than a tool for her work. Hands to heal. Eyes to diagnose. Everything else could be ignored, buried, locked down tight until it became second nature not to want.

The door chimed. Captain Kane entered with First Officer Hale, both of them moving with the controlled precision of people fighting their own bodies. Kane's jaw was clenched so hard Sienna could see the muscle jumping beneath his skin. Hale had her arms wrapped around her midsection, and when she looked up, her eyes were dark pools that made Sienna's breath catch.

"Doctor," Kane said, and even that single word sounded strained. "How many are affected?"

"Twelve so far." Sienna pulled up the sickbay logs on the main display, grateful for something concrete to focus on. "Symptoms consistent across all cases—elevated arousal response, increased tactile sensitivity, compromised impulse control. It's not critical yet, but—"

"But it's getting worse." Hale's voice was barely above a whisper. She'd lowered herself onto the nearest biobed without being asked, and her hands were gripping the edge hard enough to make her knuckles white.

Sienna nodded. She could feel it getting worse in herself, too. The ache between her thighs had become impossible to ignore, a pulse that matched her heartbeat and made her want to press her legs together for relief she knew wouldn't come. Her skin felt too tight, hypersensitive everywhere her uniform touched—the high collar of her medical tunic, the waistband of her trousers, even the simple press of fabric over her nipples sent small shocks through her nervous system.

She'd read about bio-agents that targeted libido, experimental weapons designed to incapacitate through distraction rather than injury. The ethics were dubious at best. But this didn't feel like an attack—the Lyrani had been nothing but courteous, genuinely interested in cultural exchange. A mistake, then. An accident. Something in their biology is incompatible with human physiology in ways their initial scans hadn't caught.

The door chimed again, and Sienna turned to see two security officers escorting the Lyrani envoy. They were tall, easily two meters, with skin that seemed to shift colors in the red emergency lighting—iridescent scales or something like them, catching the light in shades of blue and green and deep purple. Their features were humanoid enough to be comprehensible but alien enough to trigger that instinctive uncertainty in the back of Sienna's mind. Beautiful, she thought, and then wondered where that thought had come from.

"Doctor Reyes." The envoy's voice had a melodic quality, harmonics that suggested multiple vocal cords. "I believe I am the source of your medical emergency. I offer my deepest apologies."

"What happened?" Sienna heard herself ask. She meant to sound clinical, professional. Instead she sounded tired.

"A pheromone variant. Our species releases them during diplomatic gatherings as a gesture of openness and trust. They should have been harmless to your people—our xenobiologists assured us." The envoy moved closer, and Sienna caught their scent—something like rain on metal, ozone and sweetness mixed. "But it seems your crew is experiencing an amplified response."

Amplified. That was a diplomatic way of putting it. Sienna looked around the sickbay at the officers in various states of undress, skin flushed and slick with sweat, some of them touching themselves despite their obvious attempts at self-control. She felt the heat flare higher in her own body, felt the slickness between her legs and the way her nipples had hardened into points that ached.

"Can you synthesize a counter-agent?" she asked, forcing her mind back to the problem. There had to be a solution. There was always a solution.

"I can try." The envoy reached out, and Sienna didn't think to pull away before their fingers brushed hers—just the lightest touch, skin to skin.

The jolt that went through her had nothing to do with static electricity. It was deeper, visceral, a sudden overwhelming flood of sensation that wasn't entirely her own. She felt the envoy's concern, their genuine distress at causing harm, but beneath that was something else—a curiosity, an interest, a warmth that recognized the answering warmth in her and reached for it with something like hunger. Not predatory. Mutual.

Sienna gasped and pulled her hand back, but the connection had already been made. Her professional mask cracked, just for a moment, and she felt the full weight of three years of celibacy, of choosing duty over desire every single day, of nights spent alone in her quarters when her body demanded touch she refused to seek. The longing she'd buried so deep it had become part of her foundation suddenly surfaced, raw and undeniable.

The envoy's eyes—three of them, she noticed distantly, arranged in a triangle—widened slightly. "You've been alone a long time," they said softly. Not a question.

"We need to focus on treatment," Sienna said, but her voice shook, and she knew they'd heard it.

Behind her, someone moaned—Ensign Thrace, maybe, or Davies. The sound sent another pulse of heat through her core. Her hands were trembling when she reached for the medical scanner, and for the first time in her career, Dr. Sienna Reyes wasn't certain she could trust herself to do her job.



Sienna's hands shook as she loaded another stabilizer cartridge into the hypospray, and she had to grip the medical tray to steady herself. The medication wasn't working—she could see that in the biometric readouts scrolling across the displays, in the way Ensign Thrace had given up trying to keep his hands off himself, in the sound of Captain Kane's breathing going harsh and ragged behind her.

She turned to find Kane had stripped off his uniform jacket, the gray undershirt beneath it darkened with sweat at the collar and underarms. His eyes tracked her movement with an intensity that made her stomach flip. First Officer Hale sat on the biobed beside him, one hand pressed flat to her own thigh like she was trying to hold herself in place through sheer force of will. Her uniform was open to mid-sternum, and Sienna could see the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the flush that had spread down her throat to disappear beneath the fabric.

"Captain, I need to—" Sienna started, and her voice cracked. She swallowed hard and tried again. "I need to administer another dose."

"It's not helping." Kane's jaw was still clenched, every muscle in his body taut with restraint. "Doc, whatever this is, your drugs aren't touching it."

He was right. The stabilizers should have dampened the hormonal cascade, brought the autonomic responses back under control. Instead, the readings were climbing—body temperatures up another degree across the board, cardiac rates elevated, and the arousal markers had gone from elevated to critical. On the bed across from them, Davies had his eyes squeezed shut and was gripping the rails so hard she could hear the metal creak.

The ache between Sienna's legs had become a constant, throbbing pulse. She felt slick and swollen, her clit hypersensitive against the seam of her trousers in a way that made each step an exercise in controlled desperation. Her nipples were hard enough to hurt, and every breath pressed them against her bra in small bursts of sensation that went straight to her core. She'd never experienced a need like this—had never allowed herself to, even in private. It felt like drowning.

"Doctor Reyes," the Lyrani envoy said from behind her, and she turned to face them. They'd moved closer, close enough that she caught that rain-and-metal scent again. "I must tell you something about my people's pheromones."

"Tell me how to counteract them." Sienna heard the edge of panic in her own voice.

"I cannot." The envoy's three eyes held genuine regret. "The compounds don't simply stimulate arousal—they identify and amplify desires that already exist within the mind. Buried needs. Suppressed wants. They bring to the surface what has been pushed down."

Sienna shook her head. "That doesn't make sense. Evolution doesn't favor—"

"It's not evolution. It's intention." The envoy's hand moved in a gesture she thought might be apologetic. "My people use these pheromones as truth-tellers. When we gather to negotiate, to form alliances, we need to understand each other's true desires. Your species is remarkably skilled at deception—even self-deception."

The words hit harder than they should have. Sienna thought about the years she'd spent telling herself she didn't need intimacy, didn't miss being touched, didn't ache for the weight of another body against hers in the dark. She'd believed it, too. Built her whole life around that belief.

"So what's the treatment?" Kane asked, and his voice had gone rough.

"The desires must be acknowledged. Fulfilled." The envoy looked at each of them in turn. "The pheromone compounds will continue to intensify until the need is met. Fighting only makes the symptoms worse."

"You're saying we need to—" Hale started, then stopped, pressing her lips together hard.

"Shared release," the envoy said calmly. "Physical connection. The purging happens through giving in to what the body demands, not resisting it."

The silence that followed felt heavy enough to crush. Sienna's mind spun through protocols, regulations, the chain of command considerations that should have been her first concern. But her body was screaming louder than her training, and she could feel the slickness between her thighs soaking through her underwear, could feel her cunt clenching on nothing in a rhythm that matched her racing pulse.

"I can't," she heard herself whisper. "I'm the medical officer. I'm supposed to—"

"To what?" The envoy stepped closer, and Sienna found she couldn't back away. "Care for everyone but yourself? Give without receiving? Doctor, I can feel your loneliness. It tastes like rust in my empathic centers."

Sienna's throat felt tight. "I don't... I've never been the focus. Never wanted to be. My job is to take care of others."

"And who takes care of you?" the envoy asked softly.

No one. The answer rose up unbidden. She'd made sure of it, built walls so high and so thick that she'd forgotten there was supposed to be someone on the other side. Three years on this ship and she'd never let herself be vulnerable, never shown weakness, never asked for anything she needed rather than what the crew needed from her.

The envoy's fingers touched her jaw, tilting her face up. Their skin was cool and smooth, and the contact sent another jolt through her—not painful, but overwhelming. She felt their intention flowing into her through the touch, a promise wrapped in alien warmth: *We will care for you. We will give to you. We will make you the center until you remember what it feels like to receive.*

"Let us guide you," the envoy murmured, and Sienna felt her resistance crumbling like wet sand.

Movement to her left—Captain Kane rising from the biobed, his eyes locked on her face. To her right, First Officer Hale stood as well, steadier now that the possibility of relief had been offered. They approached slowly, like they were afraid she'd bolt, and maybe she should have. Maybe she should have insisted on maintaining protocols, and should have found some other way to treat the bio-agent's effects.

But Kane's hand was gentle when it settled on her shoulder, his palm burning through the fabric of her medical tunic. Hale's fingers brushed her other shoulder, feather-light, testing. The dual touch made Sienna's knees weak.

"We won't hurt you," Kane said, his voice low. "But Doc, you need this as much as we do. Maybe more."

"I don't—" she started, but Hale's fingers moved to the collar of her tunic, finding the fasteners.

"You do," Hale said, and began to unfasten them one at a time. "I've watched you for three years. You never eat in the mess hall if you can avoid it. Never join the crew for downtime. You stay in sickbay or your quarters and you work yourself until you can barely stand."

Each word landed like a physical blow, true enough to hurt. Sienna felt the tunic opening, felt cool air against the skin of her throat and upper chest, felt her nipples tighten further in anticipation. Her whole body was trembling now, caught between fear and want so intense it felt like being pulled apart.

"I'll be with you," the envoy said, their hand still cradling her jaw. "I'll share the experience through my empathic link. You won't be alone in this."

The tunic fell open. Kane's hands slid beneath the fabric, pushing it back off her shoulders while Hale worked the fasteners at her waistband. Sienna gasped as her uniform trousers loosened, as Kane's fingers traced the curve of her collarbone, as Hale's breath ghosted warm against her neck.

"Yes," she whispered, and barely recognized her own voice. "Please."



They lifted her like she weighed nothing—Kane's hands under her shoulders, Hale supporting her thighs—and laid her back on the central biobed with a gentleness that made her chest ache. The surface was cool against her overheated skin, and Sienna felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with the uniform they were peeling from her body.

Hale tugged the medical tunic free, tossing it aside, then reached for the sports bra beneath. Sienna started to help, but Kane caught her wrists and pressed them down against the bed. "Let us," he said, and she went still.

The bra came off, and she felt the recycled air of sickbay against her breasts, felt her nipples draw even tighter. Hale made a soft sound of appreciation, and Sienna felt heat flood her face. She'd almost forgotten what it was like to be looked at—really looked at—with want. Her body wasn't anything special. Functional. Strong enough for the physical demands of her job. She'd never thought of it as something that might be desired.

But Hale was staring at her breasts like they were something precious, and when Kane's gaze followed, she saw hunger there that made her core clench. The envoy moved to the side of the biobed, their three eyes tracking every revealed inch of skin as Hale worked Sienna's trousers and underwear down her legs.

Naked. She was completely naked under the red emergency lighting, with three people—three beings—surrounding her. Four, if she counted Davies groaning on the next bed over, probably watching. The thought should have mortified her. Instead it sent a fresh pulse of arousal through her system, and she felt herself getting wetter.

"Beautiful," the envoy murmured, and their hand traced down her sternum, between her breasts, over the soft curve of her belly. "Such a fertile form. Made to be filled."

Sienna's breath caught. Kane's hands were still holding her wrists, but gently, his thumbs stroking the sensitive skin of her inner wrists. Hale's palms ran up her thighs, spreading them wider, and Sienna didn't resist. Couldn't resist. Her body was opening for them like a flower desperate for sun after a long winter.

"Look at how wet you are," Hale said, voice thick. "You need this so badly, don't you?"

"Yes," Sienna gasped, and the admission felt like falling.

The envoy's hand continued its path downward, fingers splaying over her lower belly, and then Sienna saw something that made her breath stop entirely. From the center of each of the envoy's palms, tendrils began to emerge—thin, iridescent appendages that looked like nothing so much as living jewels. They moved with fluid intelligence, reaching and coiling, and the sight triggered something primal in Sienna's hindbrain. Not fear. Wonder.

"Don't be frightened," the envoy said softly. "They're sensory organs. They'll let me feel what you feel, and give you pleasure beyond what your species normally experiences."

The tendrils wrapped around her wrists where Kane had been holding them, cool and impossibly smooth. More emerged, coiling around her thighs, spreading her legs wider than Hale's hands had managed. Sienna tested the restraints instinctively and found them firm—not painful, but inescapable. She was held, displayed, completely at their mercy.

"That's it," the envoy purred. "Let us have you. Every part of you."

Kane leaned down and captured her mouth in a kiss that drove all thought from her mind. His lips were demanding, his tongue pushing past her teeth to taste her, and she opened for him with a moan that vibrated between them. She'd forgotten what kissing felt like—the slide of lips and tongue, the exchange of breath, the intimacy of it. Her head spun.

Then Hale's mouth closed over her left nipple and sucked hard, and Sienna arched off the bed with a cry that Kane swallowed. The sensation was electric, a direct line from her breast to her clit that made her whole body jerk. Hale sucked again, teeth scraping lightly, and used her fingers to pinch and roll Sienna's other nipple until both peaks were throbbing and hypersensitive.

The envoy's tendrils began to move. Two thin ones slithered over her lower belly, leaving trails of cool sensation that made her muscles jump. They found her pussy—she felt them parting her outer lips with delicate precision, exploring her folds with curiosity that felt almost reverent. One tendril circled her clit, barely touching, a feather-light pressure that made her whimper into Kane's mouth.

"Please," she gasped when Kane finally let her breathe. "Please, I need—"

"We know what you need," the envoy said, and their voice had taken on harmonics that resonated in her chest. "You need to be filled. Used. Stretched open and claimed by all of us at once."

The tendril circling her clit pressed down firmly, and Sienna cried out at the sudden pressure. It began to stroke in tight circles, faster than human fingers could manage, with a precision that suggested the envoy could feel exactly what she was feeling through the empathic connection. Hale switched breasts, sucking the right nipple into her mouth and biting down just hard enough to make pleasure and pain blur together.

More tendrils gathered at Sienna's entrance, and she felt them probing, testing. She was soaked—she could feel her own wetness coating her inner thighs, slicking the tendrils as they explored. The envoy made a pleased sound deep in their throat.

"So ready for us," they said. "Your body is begging to be penetrated."

Two thicker tendrils pressed against her opening, side by side, and began to push inside. Sienna's eyes flew wide. The sensation was overwhelming—not painful, but intense, a stretching fullness that seemed to go on and on as the tendrils slid deeper. They weren't as thick as a human cock, but there were two of them, and they moved independently, writhing inside her in patterns that hit nerve endings she hadn't known existed.

"Oh god," she gasped. "Oh god, that's—"

"More?" the envoy asked, and pushed the tendrils deeper, until she felt impossibly full.

Kane had released her mouth to watch her face, and she saw her own pleasure reflected in his dark eyes. Hale was still working her nipples, alternating between sucking and biting, sending jolts of sensation through her chest that merged with the fullness in her cunt. The tendril on her clit kept its relentless circling, faster now, and the two inside her began to thrust in a rhythm that made her vision blur.

"That's it," the envoy said, their voice washing over her in waves. "Take us. Let your body remember what it was made for."

The tendrils inside her curled, pressing against her front wall, and Sienna felt her orgasm building like a storm—pressure mounting, pleasure spiraling higher, every nerve ending in her body firing at once. She'd made herself come before, quick and clinical in the dark of her quarters when the need got too overwhelming to ignore. But this was different. This was being pushed toward the edge by forces outside her control, by beings focused entirely on her pleasure, and there was nowhere to hide from it.

"I can't—I'm going to—" she gasped, and then her words dissolved into incoherent sounds as the orgasm crashed through her.

Her cunt clamped down hard on the invading tendrils, spasming in waves that seemed to go on forever. The tendril on her clit kept stroking through it, prolonging the sensation until she was writhing against the restraints, back arched, head thrown back in a scream that echoed off the sickbay walls. Pleasure ripped through her in jagged bursts, so intense it bordered on pain, and she felt herself gushing around the tendrils, her release soaking them and dripping down to pool on the biobed beneath her.

The envoy's tendrils didn't stop. They kept thrusting, kept stroking, wringing every last tremor from her oversensitized body until she was sobbing with the intensity of it. Hale gentled her mouth on Sienna's breasts, licking and soothing now instead of biting. Kane stroked her hair back from her sweaty forehead with surprising tenderness.

"More," Sienna heard herself gasp as the aftershocks finally faded. "Please, I need more. All of you. Everything."

The envoy's three eyes glowed brighter. "Yes," they said. "You will have everything."



The envoy's tendrils unwrapped from her limbs, and Sienna felt strong hands positioning her—Kane guiding her thighs wider apart, Hale helping to adjust her shoulders on the biobed. She was boneless from the orgasm, pliant, and she let them arrange her body however they needed.

"Keep your legs open," Kane said, his voice rough with barely controlled need. "We're going to fill every part of you now."

Sienna's cunt clenched at his words, already aching again despite the intensity of her release. The bio-agent was still coursing through her system, but now instead of fighting it she was riding the wave, letting it carry her toward something she'd denied herself for far too long.

Kane moved between her spread thighs, and she saw him stroking his cock—thick and flushed dark with blood, the head slick with precum. He was bigger than she'd expected, or maybe she'd just been alone so long that any cock would seem intimidating. But when he pressed the blunt head against her entrance, she was so wet that he slid in easily, burying himself to the hilt in one long thrust that made them both groan.

The stretch was different from the tendrils—harder, more demanding, filling her in a way that felt almost aggressive. Sienna gasped as he bottomed out, feeling him pressed deep inside, his hips flush against hers. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, and she could see the muscle jumping in his jaw as he fought for control.

"So fucking tight," he gritted out. "God, Doc, you feel perfect."

Hale moved to kneel beside Sienna's head, and Sienna understood what was expected before Hale spoke. She turned her face toward Hale, saw her fingers already working her own uniform trousers open, pushing them down to reveal the dark curls between her legs and the glistening evidence of her arousal.

"Open your mouth," Hale said, and swung one leg over Sienna's shoulders, positioning herself above Sienna's face. "I need your tongue."

Sienna opened obediently, and Hale lowered herself until Sienna's mouth made contact with her pussy. The taste was salt and musk, distinctly female, and Sienna's tongue slid between Hale's folds instinctively. She found Hale's clit and circled it, heard Hale's sharp intake of breath, felt the muscles in Hale's thighs tense on either side of her head.

She was filled at both ends now—Kane's cock buried in her cunt, Hale's pussy pressed to her mouth—and the sense of being used, being needed by multiple partners at once, sent a fresh surge of arousal through her. Kane began to move, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, and each thrust jolted Sienna's whole body, making her moan against Hale's clit.

Then she felt the envoy's tendrils returning, slick with something cool and slippery. They traced down the curve of her ass, between her cheeks, finding the tight ring of muscle there. Sienna tensed involuntarily.

"Relax," the envoy's voice came, melodic and soothing. "Let us have this last part of you. Let us make you completely full."

One thin tendril pressed against her asshole, circling and massaging, and Sienna forced herself to breathe and relax into it. The tendril pushed inside slowly, giving her time to adjust to the foreign intrusion. It felt strange, almost uncomfortable, but not painful. Then a second tendril joined the first, and they began to move together, sliding deeper into her ass with patient persistence.

The fullness was overwhelming. Kane's cock pumping into her cunt, the envoy's tendrils working her ass, Hale's weight on her face—every hole filled, every part of her body claimed and used. She felt utterly possessed, and the thought sent electricity racing down her spine.

More tendrils wrapped around her clit, multiple thin ones this time, creating a complex net of sensation that pulsed and squeezed in rhythm with the penetrations. The envoy's voice suddenly filled her mind, not spoken but felt, resonating through the empathic connection:

*Take us all, Doctor. Let every hole flood with our seed. Feel yourself swell with shared life. You were made for this—made to be bred, filled, used by all of us at once.*

The words were obscene, impossible, and they pushed her higher than any physical stimulation could have alone. Sienna sucked Hale's clit hard and felt her shudder. She clenched down on Kane's cock and heard him curse. The tendrils in her ass thrust deeper, and she felt herself opening, accommodating, her body learning to take everything they gave her.

"Fuck, I can't hold back much longer," Kane groaned, his pace becoming erratic, harder, each thrust driving deep enough to make her cervix ache.

"Don't," Hale gasped, grinding down on Sienna's mouth. "Fill her. We all need to fill her."

The pace turned frantic. Kane was slamming into her now, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh obscenely loud in the sickbay. The envoy's tendrils matched his rhythm, pumping in and out of her ass while the net around her clit pulsed faster, tighter. Hale rode her face with increasing desperation, and Sienna's jaw ached but she didn't stop, couldn't stop, her tongue working Hale's clit in quick strokes that had Hale moaning and shaking above her.

Sienna's second orgasm built differently—deeper, more total, starting in her core and spreading outward like a shockwave. She felt it gathering, felt every nerve ending in her body preparing to fire at once, and then Kane hit something inside her that made stars explode behind her eyes.

She screamed against Hale's pussy, the sound muffled but raw, and her body convulsed. Her cunt spasmed wildly around Kane's cock, gripping him so hard he shouted. Her ass clenched on the envoy's tendrils, and she felt them swell inside her. The orgasm tore through her in waves that seemed endless, each one stronger than the last, until she was thrashing on the biobed, held in place only by the bodies surrounding her.

"Yes," Kane growled, and thrust deep one final time. "Take it, take all of it—"

She felt him erupt inside her, his cock jerking as he came, flooding her cunt with hot pulses of cum. At the same moment, the envoy's tendrils swelled thick in her ass and released, and she felt a rush of alien fluidity filling her there too—warmer than Kane's, slightly viscous, more than she would have thought possible. It kept coming, the envoy's tendrils pumping more and more into her body until it overflowed, spilling out around the penetrations in thick streams that ran down her ass and thighs to pool beneath her.

Hale came against her mouth with a broken cry, and Sienna tasted her release, sweet and sharp, before Hale lifted off her face and collapsed beside the biobed.

Sienna couldn't move, couldn't speak. She was still impaled on Kane's cock and the envoy's tendrils, still feeling the aftershocks of her own climax mixed with the sensation of being impossibly full of their cum. Kane's hands stroked her thighs gently, soothing. The envoy's tendrils pulsed inside her, but softer now, almost tender.

"Stay," the envoy murmured, and their hand cupped her cheek. "Stay with us inside you. Feel what you've taken."

Kane leaned down and kissed her, soft and slow, tasting Hale on her lips. "You're ours now," he whispered against her mouth. "Ours to care for. Ours to fill. Whenever you need it."

"Healed," Hale added from beside them, her voice dreamy. "Complete."

Sienna felt tears sliding down her temples, but they weren't tears of distress. Something in her chest had cracked open, and what flooded out was relief so profound it felt like grief. She'd been alone so long. Had convinced herself she was fine alone. But this—being held, being filled, being the center of their attention and care—this was what she'd needed without knowing it.

The red emergency lighting began to fade, cycling back to the standard white illumination of normal operations. The ship's computer announced in its neutral tone that quarantine protocols were lifting, bio-threat neutralized. Around them, she heard the other affected crew members beginning to stir, their symptoms fading as the pheromone compound finally purged from their systems.

But Kane stayed buried inside her, and the envoy's tendrils remained in her ass, keeping all their cum sealed deep in her body. They held her there, impaled and dripping and thoroughly used, while she floated in the aftermath and felt, for the first time in years, something that might have been contentment.

"Rest now," the envoy said softly. "We'll care for you. You've given enough. Now it's time to receive it."

Sienna closed her eyes and let herself believe it.
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