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Billy and Janet both age 21 are in their last year of college in the USA.

They are out in Billy’s car making out in the woods when a bright light shines over their heads.

They are taken by aliens who happen to be futanari and taken back to their planet.

All the males in their society are subservient.

All the females are futanari, strong and dominant.

Janet is offered the choice of been kept in a zoo for planetary alien wildlife or turned into a futanari.

She chooses to be a futanari and billy becomes her pet.

This is a story of alien kidnapping, body modification, domination & chastity.


Billy and Janet had taken a drive out to a clearing in the woods overlooking their town.

They had just begun to make out when a blinding light shone over the whole car.

The next thing they knew they awoke in an unknown environment.

The processing chamber smelled of ozone and cold, ionized steel. Janet stood at the centre of it, her sneakers scuffing against a floor that rippled with pale violet light, alive under her feet.

She gripped Billy's hand hard enough to feel his knuckles compress.

He did not pull away. He was shaking.

Commander Xylia stood before them, seven feet of blue-black severity, her silver eyes tracking their every movement with the patience of a predator who had already made her kill.

She gestured with one long-fingered hand toward the far wall.

Rows of translucent vats lined it, each filled with a slowly churning liquid that shimmered like oil on water.

Something moved inside the nearest one.

Janet did not let herself look too long.

"Your species has been catalogued," Xylia said.

Her voice was a low, resonant hum that vibrated in Janet's chest.

"You are not viable for integration in your current form.

This leaves two options."

She paused. The silence stretched, thin and unbearable.

"The first is the planetary menagerie.

You will be housed with other specimens of similar cognitive range.

You will be observed, studied, and maintained.

Your physical needs will be met.

You will never leave."

Janet's throat closed.

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a caged bird throwing itself at the bars.

The vats behind Xylia pulsed, their contents shifting, hungry.

"The second," Xylia continued, "is transformation."

"Transformation into what?" Janet's voice cracked on the last word.

She heard it, hated it, could not take it back.

Xylia's lips curved into something that might have been a smile on a gentler face.

"Into one of us."

The words hung in the air.

Janet stared at the alien commander, at the lean power in her frame, the unblinking silver eyes, the absolute authority in every line of her body.

She looked at the vats again.

The liquid moved with intent, with design.

"Is there no other way?" Janet asked.

The question came out small, desperate, the last gasp of a girl who had been a biology major twenty-four hours ago, who had been planning a road trip for spring break, who had been alive and ordinary and free.

"No."

Beside her, Billy made a sound, a low whimper he could not suppress.

He squeezed her hand, then released it.

When she glanced at him, his dark eyes were wet, his jaw tight.

He was trying to be brave.

He was failing.

Xylia stepped closer.

The floor rippled under her weight, responding to her presence.

She stopped an arm's length from Janet, close enough that the cold radiating off her body was tangible.

"The transformation is not without cost.

It is painful.

It is irreversible.

It will strip away everything you were and rebuild you in the image of the dominant."

She paused. "But you will be strong.

You will be respected.

You will never be caged again."

Janet looked at Billy.

He was already crying now, tears tracking silently down his pale golden cheeks. He did not wipe them away.

"Billy," she whispered.

"It's okay," he said, and his voice broke on the second word.

"It's okay, Janet.

Whatever you choose."

But it wasn't okay, and they both knew it.

The choice was never hers, not really.

It was between a cage and a knife.

Between being eaten alive and becoming the one who eats.

She turned to Xylia.

Her heart was still hammering, but her breath had steadied.

Somewhere beneath the terror, a cold, hard thing had settled in her chest.

"I'll do it."

Xylia's eyes flickered, a brief silver glint of something that might have been approval.

"A wise decision."

She turned to the side and made a small gesture.

Two other aliens emerged from the shadows at the chamber's edge, as tall as Xylia but broader, their scaled skin a deeper shade of indigo.

They moved toward Billy with efficient, unhurried steps.

"Wait," Janet said. "What happens to him?"

Xylia did not look back.

"He will be processed.

His role in this society is not the same as yours.

He is male."

The word dripped with contempt.

Janet watched as the two aliens flanked Billy.

One of them produced a collar from a compartment in her armor, a band of iridescent alloy that hummed faintly, alive with some invisible current.

"What is that?" Billy's voice was high, reedy with fear.

He tried to back away, but the aliens had him by the arms.

"Your restraint," Xylia said calmly.

"It will ensure your behaviour remains appropriate to your station."

The collar closed around Billy's throat with a soft click.

He gasped.

The band began to pulse immediately, a rhythmic, internal heat that spread down through his chest, his stomach, lower.

Janet watched his face change.

The fear in his eyes flickered, warped, became something else.

Something confused and desperate.

His breathing turned ragged.

The collar pulsed again, and Billy made a choked sound, his hands clenching at his sides.

"What are you doing to him?" Janet demanded.

Xylia's silver eyes met hers. "Preparing him."

The heat in Billy's groin was a living thing now, a throbbing, relentless pressure that built and built with nowhere to go.

"Janet," he gasped. "Janet, it hurts."

She stepped toward him, but Xylia's hand caught her arm, long fingers wrapping around her bicep with alarming strength.

"He is no longer your concern," Xylia said.

"In the moment you accepted transformation, you accepted authority over him.

You will claim him when you are reborn. He will serve you as he was always meant to."

Janet stared at Billy's face, at the pain, at the collar pulsing against his throat.

When he is claimed, you will decide how much or little pain he feels.

The collar pulsed again.

Billy's whole body locked tight, his breath catching in a thin, reedy gasp.

"Billy." His name came out harder than she meant it to.

Harder than she felt.

He looked at her, and for a moment he was just her boyfriend again, terrified and small.

Then the collar pulsed a third time, and his eyes glazed over.

Xylia tugged her arm. "Come.

The process will not wait."

She followed. What else could she do?

Billy was being led backward by the two indigo aliens, his feet shuffling, his hands limp at his sides.

They took him to a recessed alcove in the far wall, and she watched them strap him into a cradle of dark metal before she turned away.

The vat stood open before her.

The liquid inside was thick, shot through with veins of violet light that moved like living things.

Steam rose off its surface, carrying the smell of salt and hot copper.

Xylia stopped at the edge. "Remove your clothing."

Janet's hands went to the hem of her t-shirt.

She was shivering, though the chamber was warm.

She stripped in silence, folding each piece and setting it on the floor.

She had never felt so exposed. She had never been watched this way, with clinical, unblinking focus.

"The liquid will rebuild you at the cellular level," Xylia said. "Bone, muscle, nerve. Every system will be rewritten.

There will be pain. It will feel like dying. You will not die."

Janet stared at the shimmering surface.

Her reflection looked back at her, pale and small.

"Will it hurt?"

"Yes." No hesitation.

"You will wish for death. It will pass."

Janet stepped forward.

The liquid was warm where it met her toes. She kept walking.

It rose over her ankles, her knees, her thighs, clinging like oil. She felt it move against her skin, exploratory, considering.

She took a breath and went under.

The world collapsed into white noise and burning.

It was not water.

It was something alive, something that pressed into every pore and slid down her throat when she gasped.

Her lungs filled, and she should have drowned, but she did not. The substance was her air now, her blood, her everything.

Her bones cracked.

That was the first thing she felt, a red-hot splintering down both arms, both legs, the ribs cage flexing and re-setting. She screamed, but the sound came out as bubbles.

The pain gave her no time to grieve. Her spine lengthened, vertebrae stacking, her body stretching upward with a groan of tearing fascia.

Her shoulders cracked and broadened. Muscles she had never used knotted along her thighs, her back, her arms in bands of new, dense strength.

Her eyes burned.

When the burning passed, the light through her lids was wrong, sharper, more dimensional.

And then the heat came to her sex.

It gathered low in her pelvis, a pressure that built and built until something gave.

She felt herself grow there, tissue unfolding, lengthening, hardening.

Her hand found it, even through the pain, because she had to know.

It was thick and heavy, unfamiliar and hers at once.

The liquid began to withdraw.

It pulled away from her skin in rivulets, leaving her slick and steaming. She stood in the empty vat on legs that felt brand new, and she looked down at herself.

She was taller.

The vat, which had reached past her shoulder, now came to her hip.

Her skin had a pearlescent sheen to it, faintly luminous in the chamber's light.

A band of iridescent violet scales ran along her forearms, her spine.

When she flexed her hand, the muscles in her forearm jumped with easy, liquid power.

And between her legs, her cock stood heavy and erect, flushed deep violet at the crown, dripping with the last of the transformation fluid.

"Janet."

She turned.

Xylia stood at the vat's edge, her silver eyes tracking over Janet's new body with what might have been satisfaction.

"How do you feel?"

Janet clenched her fist.

The power in her grip was dizzying.

She could feel every fibre of the alien's presence, every shift in the air.

"Strong," she said. The word vibrated in her chest, deeper than her old voice.

"Good.

Claim your specimen."

Xylia gestured, and Janet looked.

Across the chamber, the alcove's cradle had descended.

Billy stood on the floor beside it, swaying, held upright by the two indigo aliens.

His jeans were wet at the front. His eyes were glassy, his mouth slack.

The collar still pulsed at his throat.

The movement came easily to her now, her new hips swinging with a confidence she had never owned.

As she crossed the chamber, she saw him register her approach.

His pupils dilated.

His breath caught.

"Please," he whispered, and he did not know what he was asking for.

Janet stopped in front of him.

She reached out and took his chin in her hand, tilting his face up to hers.

He had always been an inch taller. Not anymore.

The power in her grip made him tremble, made the fear bloom fresh in his eyes.

But the collar pulsed, and she watched the fear soften into something else.

She looked at the two aliens.

"You can release him."

They did, stepping back into the shadows.

Billy swayed without their hands to hold him.

Janet caught him, her hand flat against his chest, steadying him.

He looked up at her, and the word she had marked herself in her throat, the word she had never used for a person in her life, came out smooth and certain.

"Mine."

"Mine," she said again, tasting the word.

Billy shivered under her palm.

His breath came in short, shallow bursts, and the collar kept pulsing against his throat, keeping his body trapped in that aching state between fear and need  and he could not look away from her.

Commander Xylia crossed the chamber.

Her footsteps rang off the metal floor, a measured, deliberate rhythm.

She stopped beside Janet, her silver eyes moving down Billy's trembling form with clinical disinterest.

"A claim requires definition," Xylia said.

"The specimen must be rendered safe for domestic keeping.

His breeding potential must be neutralized."

Janet's brow furrowed. "What does that mean?"

On our world, males are born with a penis which remains flaccid their entire life.

Since Billy is from your world his erection would not be allowed meaning one of 2 options.

Xylia gestured, and a holographic projection flickered to life between them.

Two images rotated in the air.

The first was a thin, curved blade, its edge gleaming with a cold light.

The second was a device of dark metal, a slender cage with intricate interlocking bands.

"The first is castration.

Quick.

Permanent.

The source of his maleness is removed entirely.

Nothing remains to test your authority."

Xylia's finger drifted to the second image.

"The second is containment.

A chastity cage.

His arousal is sealed away, denied release indefinitely.

He will remain in a state of constant, unfulfilled need.

He will feel every want and none of the satisfaction."

Xylia's silver gaze settled on Janet.

"Which will you choose, new sister? The knife, or the cage?"

Janet looked at the two images.

The blade looked clean and final.

A single decisive cut, and Billy would never be a threat to anyone again.

She imagined him docile, broken, emptied of that particular fire.

Then she looked at the cage.

It was elegant in its brutality.

A prison for his cock, a constant reminder that his body belonged to her.

He would feel it every moment, feel the pressure, the denied ache.

He would want and want and never have.

She thought of the collar pulsing against his throat.

She thought of the way he had gasped, the way his hips had twitched without his consent.

"The cage," Janet said.

Xylia's lips curled. "A wise choice.

You will find that denial binds more tightly than severance."

She snapped her fingers, and one of the indigo aliens stepped forward, carrying the cage.

It was heavier than it looked, a banded cylinder of dark obsidian that hummed with the same cold energy as Billy's collar.

Billy's eyes went wide.

His hands came up, but Janet caught his wrists before he could retreat.

"Billy." His name came out low and steady. "You chose to stay with me.

Didn't you?"

He stared at her, his throat working.

The collar pulsed, and his pupils dilated.

"Yes," he breathed.

"Then hold still."

The alien knelt.

Janie watched the creature's hands move with practiced efficiency.

They stripped Billy, his cock stood rigid, flushed, the head wet and swollen until prodded by an electric wand killing all its feeling and size immediately.

Billy made a choked sound of protest, but his wrists were still in Janet's grasp, and the collar kept humming against his throat.

The alien did not hesitate.

She fitted the cage over his limp cock in one smooth motion, sliding the cold metal down the length of him. Billy gasped as it closed, the bands tightening around his shaft, a smaller ring seating behind his balls.

The lock clicked. A soft glow ran along its seams once before fading.

"Done," the alien said.

Billy's hands fell. He sagged against the cradle, breathing hard.

He looked down at himself, and Janet saw the understanding settle into his face.

The cage was there.

It was permanent, there was no lock or opening, it seemed to be as a single metal mould over his groin.

His cock rested inside its dark prison, confined to its tight walls.

He reached down, fingers brushing against the metal.

It pulsed once, a deep, resonant thrum that made him whimper.

"Nothing will change that," Xylia said.

"No touch.

No release.

He will aroused, aching, and utterly at your mercy. 

The cage will never open."

Any attempt at even the smallest erection will result in an electric shock.

Janet took Billy's chin again.

She tilted his face up, wiping a tear from his cheek with her thumb.

He was shaking, but he did not look away.

The fear was still there, and the need, and something new beneath both.

Devotion.

Surrender.

"Thank you," he whispered.

Janet did not know if he was thanking her for choosing the cage instead of the knife, or thanking her for claiming him at all. She did not ask.

"Kneel," she said.

He went to his knees in the same breath, his palms flat on the metal floor, his body already learning the shape of his new place.

The collar pulsed against his throat, and the cage pulsed in sympathy, and Janet stood over him, breathing in the scent of cold metal and submission, and knew she would never let this go.

Janet led him through the ship on a leash she had not consciously picked up.

The alien had handed it to her, a length of braided black metal that clipped to Billy's collar with a soft click.

He followed on his hands and knees, his palms slapping the corridor floor in a rhythm that matched the hum of the engines.

She did not slow for him.

He kept up.

The chamber she was given was small and warm, lit by the same pale violet light that ran through every wall.

A low sleeping platform dominated the center, draped in heavy fabric that rippled like liquid.

There was no furniture for him.

When she stopped, he stopped, kneeling at her feet without being told.

"Stand," she said.

He rose and stood naked in nothing but the collar and the obsidian cage.

His cock stirred against the metal.

The cage pulsed a warning, and he gasped, his hips jerking.

"Every time it grows, you'll feel that," Janet said.

"You'll learn to keep it soft.

That's your job now.

That and a few others."

"Yes," he breathed.

She sat on the edge of the platform, letting her new height and weight settle into the frame.

The muscles in her thighs were unfamiliar, dense, coiled.

She flexed one and watched the line of it jump.

Then she looked at him.

"You've got hands. Use them.

My feet have been through a lot today."

He understood fast.

He dropped to his knees again, took her foot in both hands, and began to work the sole with his thumbs.

His touch was tentative at first, clumsy, but he found the tension quickly.

She watched his face as he worked.

He was concentrating the way he used to concentrate on his calculus homework, tongue caught between his teeth, brow furrowed.

"Harder," she said.

He pressed deeper.

A low sound escaped her throat, unbidden.

His eyes flicked up to hers and something in them changed.

He wanted to please her.

He was not doing this because he was afraid, at least not only because he was afraid. He wanted to be good for her.

"How do you address me?" Janet asked.

He hesitated. His hands kept moving. "Janet?"

"No." She flexed her foot against his palm. "Try again."

"Mistress?" The word came out uncertain, testing.

"Yes." She let the approval sound in her voice.

"That's your word for me now. Say it again."

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good."

She let him work her feet for a long time.

The ache from the transformation bled out of her through his palms. She felt the power of it, the simple animal comfort of being touched by someone whose only purpose was her ease.

When she was done, she pulled her foot from his grasp and nudged his chin with her toe.

"Now the rest of me. The transformation left residue. I want to be clean."

He went to the basin in the corner, found the soft cloth and the warm water that ran from a tap of pale silver.

When he came back he knelt again, and he began to wash her.

His hands moved over her shins, her knees, her thighs, methodical, reverent.

He did not rush.

He did not ask permission.

When he reached her hips, he paused.

His breath was coming faster.

The collar pulsed steadily against his throat.

She saw his cock twitch inside the cage, and the cage answered with a sharp thrum that made his whole body shudder.

He squeezed his eyes shut, fighting it down, forcing his breath even.

"Don't stop," Janet said.

He opened his eyes.

The cloth moved over the base of her cock, which stood half-erect with the slow-building warmth of her own arousal.

He was gentle there, impossibly gentle, washing the transformation fluid from the violet-dark skin.

She watched his hands.

They were steady.

The tremor in them was not fear.

"Good," she said. "Now your mouth."

Billy looked up at her.

The question in his eyes was real, and she answered it with a nod.

He lowered his head.

He was clumsy at first, mouth dry, teeth grazing where she wanted none.

She caught his hair and corrected him, guiding him, teaching him the angle and the pressure of it.

He learned fast, faster than he had learned calculus.

"That's it," she murmured. "That's good. Keep going."

He did.

The heat built low in her belly and she let it come, let it crest, and then she was finished and he was swallowing, and she was breathing hard with her hand still buried in his hair.

When she pulled him up, his lips were slick and his eyes were dazed.

"Did I do okay?" he asked.

She wiped a streak from the corner of his mouth with her thumb.

"You'll need practice.

But it's not a bad start."

He smiled, small and uncertain, and then something broke open in his face.

He pressed his forehead to her knee, his shoulders shaking.

He was crying, and he was laughing, and he was saying thank you, thank you, Mistress, thank you, over and over, and she let him.

The collar pulsed against his throat.

The cage pulsed in reply.

He went still at the touch of them, his breath hitching, and she felt him surrender again, deeper than before, into the shape of what he was now.

"Sleep," she said. "At the foot of the platform. On the floor."

"Yes, Mistress."

He curled up at her feet, his head on his folded arms, the cage heavy between his thighs.

Within minutes his breathing went soft and even. Janet lay in the dark, listening to the hum of the ship and the small sounds of the boy she owned, and she learned the shape of her own smile in the violet dark.

The violet light in the chamber brightened with the ship's internal dawn cycle.

Janet woke to the hum of the engines.

Billy was still curled at the foot of the platform, his breath soft and even.

The cage sat between his thighs, dark against his skin.

Even in sleep his hips twitched once, and the cage answered with a faint thrum that made him whimper without waking.

Janet sat up.

The power in her new body was a constant pressure now, like a held breath.

She flexed her hand and watched the muscles slide beneath the pearlescent skin.

"Billy."

He woke instantly, scrambled to his knees, his eyes already finding her face. "Mistress."

"Clean water. Then the corridor."

He moved fast, naked and obedient, and when he returned with the basin, she let him wash her feet while she drank from a cup of chilled, faintly sweet liquid that had appeared on a shelf beside the platform.

His hands were steady this morning.

"Good," she said. "Now stay. I'll be back."

She left him kneeling in the centre of the chamber, his eyes cast down, and she walked the corridor toward the smell of ozone and cold metal.

She found Xylia in a wide observation room that overlooked the ship's engine core, a cauldron of violet fire churning behind a wall of clear alloy.

"You slept," Xylia said without turning.

"I did."

"Good. You will need your strength."

Xylia turned.

Her silver eyes moved over Janet's frame with that same clinical assessment.

"There is much you do not know about this world. Now you will learn it."

Xylia gestured to a low bench and Janet sat.

The alien commander remained standing, a tower of blue-black severity, her long fingers clasped behind her back.

"On our world," Xylia began, "males are born without function.

Their organs are vestigial, incapable of erection or release.

This is not a flaw.

It is design.

Our society runs on a single, simple principle: those who cannot rise cannot rule.

Those who cannot rule are content to serve."

Janet felt her cock stir against her thigh, a reminder of her own function. She said nothing.

"Your specimen is not natural born.

His biology remains intact, or was intact.

The cage has corrected that."

Xylia's voice carried no emotion.

"He will live as our males live. Aroused, denied, dependent. It is the only way he can exist among us without creating imbalance."

"The cage shocks him if he grows," Janet said.

"You told me that."

"It does. But there is a second mechanism." Xylia paused. "

Our seed is addictive.

To males of all species we have encountered, it binds them.

It rewires their pleasure centres so that only we can satisfy them.

They crave it.

They need it.

They will do anything to earn it."

Janet's breath caught. She remembered Billy swallowing.

She remembered the look on his face, the dazed hunger in his eyes.

"You are telling me I already marked him."

"You marked him with your claim.

The collar will mark him with your scent, over time.

But the biological bond forms through repeated exposure."

Xylia's lips curved.

"Feed him. Let him taste you. It will not take long before his body knows its master on a level deeper than thought."

Janet stood. The bench scraped against the floor in a sound that rang through the room.

"He'll need it," she said. Not a question, a statement.

"Yes. Every few days at first, then less frequently as the bond deepens.

He will learn to wait.

He will learn to beg.

When he is hungry enough, he will do anything to earn it.

That is the foundation of our society.

Need, and the promise of relief."

Xylia stepped closer, close enough that Janet could feel the cold radiating off her scaled skin.

"You hold his leash, new sister.

But the leash only works because he burns.

If he never burned, he would have no reason to stay."

Janet looked past Xylia's shoulder, through the clear alloy, into the churning heart of the engine.

She thought of Billy on his knees, his mouth slick, his eyes dazed with something that had looked like gratitude.

"Does he know?" she asked.

"He knows he wants.

He does not know why.

That knowledge is yours to give or withhold as you see fit."

Xylia turned back to the engine.

"He is awake, go. I have shown you how our world works. Go and make him understand his place in it."

Janet walked back the way she had come.

The ship's corridors hummed around her, and she felt the weight of the knowledge settling into her bones like a second transformation.

She found Billy where she had left him, kneeling in the centre of the chamber, his hands on his thighs.

He looked up when she entered.

The collar pulsed.

The hunger in his eyes had a shape now.

"Mistress," he said.

"Did I do okay? While you were gone?"

She crossed to him and took his chin in her hand, tilting his face up.

She studied the soft, desperate need in his eyes and understood, at last, the architecture of the throne she now sat on.

"You're going to need me," she said.

"Every few days.

Your body is going to burn for it. And you'll learn to ask for it properly."

His breath caught.

"What do you mean, Mistress?"

She leaned down, close enough that she could feel the warmth of his skin.

"I mean you're going to start using that mouth for more than washing my feet, and you're going to love it."

The collar pulsed.

The cage thrummed and Billy's tongue touched his lips, already tasting what she had promised him.

Janet’s memory rose out of nowhere, sharp and unwelcome.

Last year, spring semester.

A frat house basement, cheap vodka, the both of them stupid and laughing.

She had let him.

She had spread herself out on that dirty mattress and let him shove his cock into her ass because he begged and she was too drunk to care.

She remembered the burn of it, the way he had grunted behind her, the way he had come inside her and rolled off and fallen asleep without a word.

She had hated herself for weeks after.

He had never apologized.

He had acted like it was her gift to him, like she owed him that hole.

Now she looked at him on his knees, naked and collared, his cock locked away in obsidian, his eyes soft with hunger.

The memory curdled into something hot and sweet.

She was taller than him now.

Stronger and she had a cock of her own, heavy and aching between her thighs.

"On your hands and knees," she said.

He moved without hesitation, dropping forward, presenting himself to her.

His ass was pale and smooth, his thighs spread on the cold metal floor.

The cage clinked faintly against the deck.

"You remember that night in the frat house?" she asked.

He went still. "Mistress?"

"That basement.

The mattress.

You begging me to let you fuck my ass because I was too drunk to say no."

His breath hitched.

"Janet, I'm sorry. I should never have."

She cut him off.

"You're right. You shouldn't have."

She stepped behind him, her shadow falling over his body.

"But now I get to show you what that felt like."

She knelt behind him, her knees spreading wide on the floor.

Her cock was fully hard now, slick with a thin film of fluid that beaded at the crown.

She took it in her hand and pressed the head against his hole.

Billy made a sound, high and frightened.

"Wait. Mistress, please, I've never."

"I know."

She pushed harder, not enough to enter, just enough to feel the resistance.

"That's the point."

His whole body trembled and he gasped, his hips jerking against her cock.

"You remember how it hurt for me?" she said.

"How I cried and you didn't stop?"

"I'm sorry," he breathed. "I'm so sorry."

She pushed.

His body resisted, tight and dry, and he cried out, a thin, broken sound.

She held him there, the head of her cock pressing against that ring of muscle, letting him feel the stretch before she gave him any more.

"This is what you did to me," she said. "Now you know."

She shoved forward, hard, burying herself in him in one slick, brutal thrust.

His scream was muffled against his own arms.

His whole body locked up, his back arched, his hands scrabbled uselessly against the floor.

The cage flared with a sharp thrum that made him sob.

"Please," he gasped. "Please, Mistress, it's too much."

"You'll take it." She gripped his hips, fingers pressing bruises into his flesh.

"You'll take all of it, and you'll thank me when I'm done."

She pulled out to the head and drove back in.

The friction was tight and raw, his body clenching around her in waves that had nothing to do with pleasure and everything to do with panic.

She didn't slow.

She didn't soften.

She set a rhythm, hard and punishing, his ass slapping against her thighs with every thrust.

"Mistress," he sobbed, "Mistress, please, I can't."

"You can."

She leaned over him, her weight pressing him flat, her cock buried to the hilt inside him.

"You will, and when I'm finished, you're going to lick me clean and say thank you."

His body was shaking now, his breath coming in hitching, wet sobs.

The collar pulsed in a slow, mournful rhythm.

The cage hummed, denying him every time his cock tried to rise.

Janet felt the heat building in her belly, the familiar tightening at the base of her cock. She drove into him faster, harder, chasing the edge.

"I'm going to cum inside you," she said. "And you're going to take it.

You're going to carry it until I tell you otherwise."

She slammed into him one final time, buried herself deep, and came.

The release ripped through her like a white-hot wire, her hips jerking as she emptied herself into him, pulse after pulse.

Billy's body locked beneath her, a long, shaking breath escaping his throat.

When she pulled out, warm fluid followed, running down his thighs in thick streaks.

He collapsed onto his side, breathing ragged, his hole raw and open.

The cage pulsed once, and he whimpered.

Janet stood. She looked down at him, at the mess she had made, at the way his body still trembled with the aftershock of it.

"Clean yourself up," she said. "Then come lick me off."

He crawled to her on his hands and knees, his mouth descending to her cock.

His tongue was soft and reverent, gathering her seed from the slick skin. When he was done, he sat back on his heels and looked up at her, his eyes wet, his lips swollen.

"Thank you, Mistress."

She cupped his chin.

"You're welcome.

Now you know what I went through and you know I can do it whenever I want."

"Yes, Mistress."

The words came out steady, broken only by a small hitch of breath. "Whenever you want."

A soft sound came from the doorway, a slow clap of long fingers meeting in a dry, measured rhythm.

Janet turned.

Commander Xylia stood at the threshold, her silver eyes unblinking, her mouth curved into something thin and satisfied.

"Beautifully done," Xylia said.

She stepped into the chamber, her booted feet making no sound on the metal floor.

"For a first claiming, that was exemplary.

The force.

The control.

The lesson embedded in the act itself."

Billy froze on his knees, his slick thighs trembling.

He did not dare look up.

The collar pulsed once against his throat, a slow, deliberate beat.

Janet straightened, her cock still wet, her chest heaving. "You watched."

"Of course.

A claim is a delicate process.

If the specimen is to bond correctly, the first penetration must be an act of dominance, not affection.

Anything else risks confusion." Xylia circled them, her cold presence filling the chamber.

She stopped beside Billy, looking down at him the way a keeper looks at livestock.

"He will remember this.

He will remember how it hurt, and how he endured it for you.

That memory will anchor him."

Billy's breath hitched.

A thin line of fluid ran down his thigh, and he made no move to wipe it away.

"Your seed is already working," Xylia continued.

"Look at him.

He should hate you.

He should flinch when you approach.

Instead, his body is already leaning toward you, already craving the next dose."

Janet looked down at Billy.

He was a mess, bent over the floor, his ass red and raw, his cage pressed hard against the metal and yet his eyes were fixed on her feet, not with fear, but with something hungrier.

"Show me his collar," Xylia said.

Janet reached down, hooked a finger under the band, and tilted Billy's head back.

The collar glowed faintly; its seams alive with light.

Xylia leaned close, studying the mechanism.

"It is learning his biochemistry.

Within a day it will respond to his emotional state.

It will calm him when he is anxious, sharpen him when he is disobedient."

She straightened.

"You will be able to feel his pulses through it.

A second heartbeat that belongs only to you."

Xylia's gaze moved down to the cage. "And that.

He will grow hard when he smells you.

The cage will correct him.

Over time, his body will learn to stay soft unless you grant him permission.

Even then, it will only be enough for your pleasure, never his."

Billy's breath came in short, shallow bursts.

The collar pulsed in a faster rhythm now, matching his fear.

"A test," Xylia said.

She looked at Janet.

"You have claimed him.

You have marked him.

Now I want to see if he understands his place.

Ask him what he is."

Janet turned to Billy.

She kept her hand on his throat, feeling the collar's hum against her palm.

"What are you?"

Billy's mouth opened.

Closed.

Opened again.

His voice came out rough, broken. "Yours, Mistress."

"Louder."

"I'm yours."

His voice cracked.

"I'm your pet.

I'm your toy.

I'm whatever you want me to be."

Xylia nodded, a slow, satisfied motion.

"Good.

The raw material is workable."

She stepped back toward the doorway.

At the threshold she paused, one hand on the frame, her silver gaze sliding over the pair of them one last time.

"One more thing, new sister.

His erection.

You may want him to have relief.

This is forbidden.

A male who is not allowed to cum is a male who will burn for you forever.

The moment he has relief, the bond weakens.

He becomes a partner.

A negotiator."

Her voice dropped.

"A threat."

That is why the cage is permanently sealed, it’s removal would also remove his genitals.

She was gone.

The door sealed behind her with a soft hiss.

The chamber felt smaller without her.

Janet looked down at Billy, still on his knees, still slick with her, still shaking.

His eyes were wet. His lips parted as if to speak.

"What is it?"

"Mistress."

He swallowed.

"Is it true? That I'll never... they won’t ever let me?"

Janet crouched, bringing her face level with his.

She could see the need in him, raw and desperate, barely contained behind his glassy eyes.

"This is true," she said. "And right now I like the look of you this way, hungry, broken waiting."

Billy's throat worked.

The collar pulsed, and some of the tension bled out of his shoulders.

When he spoke again, his voice was steadier, softer, resigned.

"Yes, Mistress."

She kissed his forehead.

"Good boy."

Xylia returned.

Billy stayed on his knees, his breath still ragged, his thighs slick. Janet watched the tremors work through his shoulders and felt nothing like pity.

"I have something to show you," Xylia said from the doorway an hour later.

She had returned without sound, a shadow of blue-black in the violet light, bring him he should see it too."

The leash clipped to his collar with a click.

Xylia led them through a series of corridors, each one humming with the same low vibration that seemed to live in every wall of the ship.

The air changed as they walked.

It grew warmer, heavier, thick with the smell of living things, animal musk, and something else.

Something like fear.

The doors opened onto a vast amphitheatre.

Light spilled down from a curved ceiling high above, pale and watery.

Below them, arranged in concentric rings, were habitats behind walls of clear alloy.

Each one was a diorama of green and earth, engineered to look like a piece of a world that wasn't this one.

Janet's stomach turned over.

The closest enclosure held a couple.

A woman with dark hair sat stood angrily.

A naked man crouched a few feet away, naked except for a collar and a cage exactly like Billy's.

His head was bowed. His hands were on his thighs.

She was gesturing sharply, her voice audible through a hidden speaker.

"You were told to groom me this morning. Where is the oil? Where is the brush? Do you even listen, or do you just sit there and wait for your next meal?"

The man on the ground flinched.

His lips moved in a low apology too quiet to hear.

The woman's hand came down on the back of his head, hard enough to knock him forward onto his palms.

"Sorry is not an answer. Try again."

"Please, Mistress. I forgot. I'm sorry, I'll do better, I'll, I'll do anything."

The woman snorted and turned away.

Janet looked at Xylia.

"The females," Xylia said, "who refuse the transformation are housed here.

They cannot be transformed after the first refusal."

The woman in the enclosure had noticed them now.

She walked to the wall of clear alloy and pressed her palm against it. Her face was plain and tired. Her eyes were flat.

"New one?" she said, her voice tinny through the speaker. "You made it out?"

I’m stuck in this hell hole after listening to my so-called husband and not transforming.

Now I will punish him, its my only pleasure in life now and of course teasing him while he squirms in that chastity cage.

Janet stepped closer. "I did transform."

"Good." The woman's voice cracked on the word.

"I was too scared.

The vat scared me to death and And now I scrub this dirt and watch my male starve for attention."

She glanced back at the man on the ground, who had not moved.

"He's getting better. I'm supposed to be grateful for that.

They say it gets easier."

Xylia's voice was calm.

"It does not get easier.

But it becomes bearable."

The woman laughed, a dry, hollow sound.

"Yeah. That's the word. Bearable."

She turned and walked away, the man crawled after her on his hands and knees, a few feet behind, never quite reaching her.

Billy had not moved.

Janet looked at him.

His face was pale, his eyes fixed on the enclosure, on the other man's caged and collared body.

The collar pulsed gently against his throat, a soothing rhythm, and the pulse seemed to drain something out of him.

His shoulders eased.

His breathing slowed.

"Could that have been us?" he asked quietly.

"Yes it could have been" Janet said.

The words sat between them.

Billy stared at the male in the enclosure, who had curled up at the woman's feet, his head resting on the dirt, his whole body curved around the cage that kept him soft and waiting.

Xylia moved on down the observation gallery.

Janet followed, the leash tugging Billy along behind her.

The next enclosure was empty but for a man, alone, sitting against a false tree with his face buried in his hands. His cage gleamed, brand new.

The women who had shared his habitat were being led out by two indigo aliens, their wrists bound.

"He refuses to submit," Xylia said.

"He has attacked his keeper twice.

The females have escalated his conditioning, but this male still requires correction."

The man lifted his head.

He stared through the alloy at Xylia, and his mouth shaped a word Janet couldn't hear.

Then the indigo aliens reappeared at his sides and pulled him to his feet.

Janet watched them take him through a door in the habitat wall.

The door sealed.

"He will be trained," Xylia said.

"Or he will be culled.

Either way, he will no longer be a threat."

Billy's hands were shaking.

The collar pulsed harder, faster, and he gasped, his knees buckling.

The pulse slowed only when he forced his breath even again.

Janet looked at him, at the coat of sweat on his forehead, the way his mouth worked around the need the cage kept sealed inside him.

"You see now," she said.

"What I chose for you.

What I didn't choose."

"Yes, Mistress."

His voice was thin, raw.

"Thank you, Mistress."

The words were easier this time.

He meant them.

Xylia led them back through the corridors toward their chamber.

At the threshold, she stopped and turned.

Her silver eyes found Janet's.

"You have seen the alternative.

The empty ones, the males they share, the slow dissolution of everything they were."

She paused.

"Your path is the better one.

But it is also the harder one.

You will control him, or you will lose him.

There is no middle ground on our world."

She left without another word.

Janet closed the door.

Billy stood in the centre of the chamber, the grey tunic hanging off his slight frame, the cage pressing against the fabric.

He watched her, waiting.

"Sit," she said.

He sat, cross-legged, on the floor at her feet.

She lowered herself onto the platform and looked down at him.

The memory of the zoo was still sharp in her mind.

The woman standing.

The man who had tried to attack his keeper.

The empty eyes.

"I want you to understand something," Janet said.

"That cage isn't just for me.

It's for you.

It's what keeps you safe from yourself."

Billy looked up at her.

The hunger in his eyes was softer now, edged with something that might have been trust.

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good." She reached down and touched his hair, a brief, almost gentle gesture.

"Now tell me what you are again."

"Yours." No hesitation this time.

"I'm yours, Mistress."

She smiled, and the smile felt real, and the power in it settled deep in her chest where the transformation had left its quiet fire.

Xylia returned that evening, not at the door but at the chamber's far wall, which irised open without sound.

She carried a tablet of dark alloy under one arm and a coiled length of pale cord in her hand.

Billy, curled at Janet's feet, lifted his head.

The collar pulsed a slow, easy rhythm that kept him calm.

Xylia ignored him entirely.

Her silver eyes fixed on Janet.

"There is a matter of succession. Sit."

Janet sat on the platform.

Xylia did not sit.

She set the tablet on a ledge and summoned a hologram, a three-dimensional model of two figures, their forms faintly luminous and rotating slowly.

"Females may pair with females," Xylia said. "It is common.

Companionship, partnership, command.

Whatever shape you wish it to take.

There is no stigma attached.

We are not a species that breeds through sentiment."

Janet watched the two figures turn.

They were identical in build, both tall and powerful, both carrying the unmistakable weight of their own anatomy.

"If you wish a child," Xylia continued, "each of you must decide who provides the egg and who provides the sperm.

One of you carries the genetic material in her body.

One of you donates the seed that fertilizes it.

The embryo is then incubated."

Xylia gestured. The hologram shifted, showing a chamber of pale violet light, a single contained vessel at its centre.

"The incubation is complete only when the child is born and only then will you learn its sex."

Xylia's voice hardened.

"A male child is born with vestigial organs. He will live a life of servitude. He will wear a collar and a cage, just as this one does."

She nodded toward Billy without looking at him.

"A futanari child is born with the full anatomy of the ruling class. She will be strong. She will command. She will continue the cycle."

Janet felt Billy's hand touch her ankle.

A brief, unseen pressure.

She did not look down.

"The technology exists to determine sex before incubation," Xylia said but it is forbidden.”

The choice is left to the body's own design.

We do not select.

We accept.

This has been our law for twelve generations, and it will not change."

She deactivated the hologram and stepped closer, her presence filling the space between them.

"Understand what this means, new sister.

If you take another female as your partner, and she carries your child, you will not know until the moment of birth whether you have borne a ruler or a servant.

You will raise them both.

You will train them both and you will love them both, because that is what we do."

Janet's mouth was dry.

"And the male child? He becomes a pet like Billy?"

"If he survives infancy, yes.

Some males are culled in the first year if they show signs of rebellion, but that is rare.

Most are docile by nature.

It is in their design."

Billy had gone very still.

Janet felt his hand withdraw from her ankle, settling back to his side.

She looked at Xylia.

"What if I want a child? With another female. How does that work?"

Xylia smiled, a thin, cold expression.

"You find one who interests you.

You negotiate the terms.

You decide who gives and who receives.

It is a contract, like any other."

"And if I don't want a child?"

"Then you do not have one.

Your specimen remains your specimen.

He will serve you regardless.

The absence of an heir is not a failing. It is a choice."

Xylia picked up her tablet and turned back toward the wall.

At the threshold she paused, one hand resting on its frame.

"Do not mistake the nature of this society, new sister.

We are not ruled by sentiment.

But we are ruled by duty.

To your body.

To your partner.

To your line.

If you carry a son, you will raise him to his collar and you will not grieve him.

You will train him.

That is the whole of it."

The wall irised shut behind her.

Janet sat in the violet light, the hum of the ship filling the silence.

She felt Billy's presence at her feet, patient and waiting, the weight of his collar and cage remembered against her skin.

"Billy."

"Yes, Mistress."

"Did you hear all that?"

A pause. "Every word."

She looked down at him.

He was on his knees, his eyes cast toward the floor, his hands resting open on his thighs.

The collar pulsed gently against his throat.

She cupped his chin and tilted his face up.

His eyes were wet but steady.

"If I bear a son," she said slowly, "he'll be like you. Collared on his knees for some future mistress."

"Yes, Mistress." His voice barely shook.

"And you'd be okay with that?"

He swallowed.

The collar pulsed, and some of the fear drained from his eyes, replaced by that patient, waiting hunger that had become the shape of him.

"I'd make sure he was good at it," he said.

"I'd teach him.

Everything you taught me."

Janet held his gaze, and the power in her chest burned steady and true.

She looked at him, at the open, trusting cast of his face, and the heat that had been banked low in her belly all day flared up bright and urgent.

The way he said everything you taught me, the way his voice bent around the words, the way his knees stayed pressed to the floor without her telling him to.

It did something to her.

It made her want to take.

"Lie on the platform," she said. "On your back.

Head toward the edge."

He moved without a word.

He climbed onto the platform and lay back, his head hanging just past the edge, his throat exposed, the collar catching the violet light.

His hair spilled back, dark against the fabric. His hands rested at his sides, open and waiting.

She stripped off her bodysuit and dropped it to the floor.

Her cock stood heavy and flushed, already slick at the crown.

She climbed onto the platform and swung a leg over his chest, straddling his face.

Her thighs bracketed his head.

She could feel his breath through the fabric of her skin, damp and quick against her inner thighs.

"You said you'd do anything," she said.

"Show me."

He tilted his head up.

His mouth found her, clumsy at first, a soft press of lips against her folds.

She shifted, settling her weight, grinding her sex against his mouth until he found the angle.

His tongue came out, flat and warm, and dragged up the length of her once, slow and deliberate.

"That's it," she breathed.

He learned fast.

His tongue found her clit and circled it, light at first, then harder when she pushed her hips down.

She caught his hair in her fist and held him there, rocking against his face.

The collar pulsed against her thighs, a steady warmth that matched the beat of her own blood.

"Wider," she said. "Flat."

He flattened his tongue and she rode it, long slow strokes that made her breath catch.

His hands came up and gripped her ass, pulling her tighter against his mouth, and the sudden pressure of it made her gasp.

He was not doing this because he had to.

He was doing it because he wanted to be good for her.

"Harder," she said. "Don't stop."

His tongue worked against her clit in quick, sharp flicks.

Her hips moved faster.

The heat built in her belly, tight and coiling, and she rode his face with her fist buried in his hair, her thighs trembling on either side of his head.

She came with a broken sound, her hips grinding against his mouth as the wave crashed through her.

He kept licking, kept working her through it, lapping up the slick evidence of her release.

She shook above him, her hand still tight in his hair, her breath ragged in the warm dark.

She came with a broken sound, her hips grinding against his mouth as the wave crashed through her.

He kept licking, kept working her through it, lapping up the slick evidence of her release.

She shook above him, her hand still tight in his hair, her breath ragged in the warm dark.

The aftershock was still rippling through her thighs when she felt the wet trail slide down her inner thigh, a warm line curving toward the crease of her ass.

She shifted back, pulling her hips off his mouth. He made a small sound of protest, but she was already turning, swinging her leg over his head and settling her ass over his face.

Her thighs bracketed his cheeks, the slick mess of her own release dripping down between them.

"Lick it," she said. "Clean me up."

He tilted his head up.

His tongue found her hole, flat and warm, and dragged up through the wet mess that ran from her sex to her tailbone.

He made a soft, hungry sound against her skin, and the vibration of it went through her like a spark.

His hands came up and gripped her ass, pulling her down onto his mouth, and he licked her clean with long, slow strokes of his tongue.

"Good," she breathed. "Good boy."

He lapped at her until she was slick and empty of her own release.

He did not stop when she was clean.

He kept licking, kept pressing his tongue against her hole, tasting her deeper, finding the heat of her and pushing into it. She rocked back against his mouth, a low sound building in her chest.

"That's enough," she said, but she did not move.

He moaned against her, his tongue working deeper, and she let him for another long moment.

Then she pulled away, swinging off him, landing on her feet on the cold metal floor. She looked down at him, flat on his back, his mouth wet, his eyes dazed, the collar pulsing against his throat.

"Sleep," she said. "At the foot of the platform."

"Yes, Mistress."

He rolled off the platform and curled up on the floor, his head on his folded arms, the cage heavy between his thighs.

She watched him settle, watched the slow steady rhythm of his breathing come back, watched the collar pulse in time with it.

She lay back on the platform, the taste of her own release still on her lips from his mouth.

The power of it sat warm and heavy in her chest, and she closed her eyes, listening to the hum of the ship and the small sounds of the boy she owned.

Morning came with the ship's violet light, and Janet woke with an ache that had nothing to do with her muscles. It was a hollow pressure low in her belly, a hunger that her own hand could not touch.

She lay still on the platform and felt it throb with every beat of her heart.

Billy was curled at her feet as always, the cage a dark shape between his thighs. Even in sleep his hips twitched, and the cage answered with a faint thrum that made him whimper without waking.

She looked at him.

She looked at the small, sealed bulge of the cage and she knew, with a cold certainty that settled in her chest like stone, that he could never give her what her body needed now.

"Billy. Wake up."

He came awake in a single motion, kneeling before the word had finished leaving her mouth.

The collar pulsed a steady, calming rhythm.

"Mistress."

She sat up. The ache throbbed harder, a demand that would not be argued with.

"I need something, not your mouth, not your hands. I need a cock inside me. A real one”.

“Not I tiny one like yours, only a large cock could satisfy my urges.”

His eyes flickered down to her thighs, then back up. "Mistress, I. The cage. It won't. I can't."

"I know." She stood, the movement bringing her height to bear over him.

"Your cock is locked away forever, and it was never big enough anyway. Do you understand what I'm telling you?"

His breath caught. The fear in his eyes warred with something else, something that looked like the beginning of understanding.

"You want another. A futanari."

"Yes."

He went very still. The collar pulsed in a slow, mournful rhythm, and she watched the fear drain out of him, replaced by that patient, waiting submission that had become the shape of his life.

"Whatever you need, Mistress. It is not my place to judge, just serve."

She left him kneeling in the centre of the chamber and walked the corridor toward Xylia's quarters.

The ache grew louder with every step, a drumbeat in her pelvis that drowned out everything else.

Xylia's door opened without being asked.

She stood at her table, the dark tablet in her hand, and her silver eyes tracked Janet's approach with unblinking focus.

"You did not come to ask about succession."

"No." Janet stopped three feet from her, too close for comfort, and let the heat show in her voice.

"I need a cock inside me.

Yours. Now."

Xylia's lips curved, slow and thin.

"The transformation leaves a craving in the first week.

A hunger for the act itself.

Your specimen cannot feed it."

"Then I will."

Xylia set the tablet down.

She crossed the room with long, deliberate strides and stopped before Janet, close enough that the cold of her scaled skin raised gooseflesh along Janet's arms.

Her hand came up, cool against Janet's jaw, tilting her face toward the violet light.

"On your hands and knees," Xylia said.

"On the table.

Do not pretend you are in control here."

Janet's body obeyed before her mind caught up.

She climbed onto the table, her palms flat on the cold metal, her ass raised, her thighs spread.

The ache flared into something near painful, a wet heat that ran down her inner thighs.

Xylia moved behind her.

Her hands found Janet's hips, cool and firm, and the pressure of them made Janet gasp.

She felt the weight of Xylia's cock press against her hole, thick and heavy, so much bigger than anything Billy had ever offered.

"Do you want it?" Xylia's voice was calm, unhurried.

"Yes. Fuck me. Please."

Xylia pushed.

Janet's body resisted for one hot, stretching moment, and then Xylia drove in, and Janet's cry broke against the metal table.

She was so full.

The size of it was brutal, splitting her open, and she bucked against it, her hands scrabbling for purchase.

"That's it," Xylia said, her voice a low rasp.

"Take all of it."

She set a rhythm, hard and unrelenting, her hips slamming into Janet's ass with a sound that echoed off the walls.

Janet took it, moaning, her fists clenched, her cock bobbing wet and neglected between her thighs.

She wanted to be touched, she wanted to be filled, and Xylia gave her the second and withheld the first, driving her toward a peak with nothing but the brutal friction of her thrusts.

"You come when I decide," Xylia said. "Not before."

Janet clenched her teeth.

The heat built anyway, coiling tight and white-hot at the base of her spine.

Xylia's cock hit something inside her that made her whole body seize, and she came with a sound that was almost a scream, her hips grinding back against the thrust of it.

Xylia did not stop.

She rode Janet through the orgasm and kept going, her breath even, her grip unyielding, until she drove in one final time and filled Janet with a heat that spilled out of her, running down her thighs in thick, warm streaks.

She pulled out.

Janet collapsed onto her side, breathing hard, her body shaking with the aftershock of it.

Xylia stood over her, her cock slick and satisfied, her silver eyes unreadable.

"Your specimen will smell me on you," Xylia said.

"His collar will react.

Go back to him.

Let him understand what it means to be insufficient."

Janet pushed herself upright.

She found her way back through the corridors on legs that barely held her, the scent of Xylia clinging to her skin. She opened the door to her chamber.

Billy was on his knees where she had left him.

The moment she stepped inside, the collar flared bright, a violent pulse that seized his whole body.

He gasped, his hands flying to the band at his throat, his eyes wide and wet.

"Mistress," he breathed.

"You. Someone else. I can. I can smell."

"Yes." She crossed to him and took his chin in her hand, tilting his face up to hers.

"You will smell her on me every time she fucks me and you will kneel here and wait, because that is what you are."

He trembled.

The hunger in his eyes was rawer now, edged with something like despair and beneath that, a devotion so complete it made her chest ache.

"Yes, Mistress. Whatever you need."

Janet looked down at him, kneeling, trembling, smelling another female's seed on her skin, and instead of the guilt she expected, she felt something lift in her chest.

She had spent her whole life apologizing.

For being loud. For wanting things. For taking up space. She was done.

"Stand up," she said.

He rose.

She pulled the grey tunic over his head and dropped it on the floor, leaving him naked except for the collar and the cage.

Her hands moved over his body, his ribs, his narrow hips, the soft weight of him, and she catalogued it the way she used to catalogue her own reflection.

Mine.

"Turn around. Hands on the wall."

He obeyed. His back was smooth and pale, the ridge of his spine a thin line down the center.

She ran her tongue along it just to feel him shiver.

"You're not going to punish me?" he asked, his voice small.

"No." She pressed her body against his back, her cock hardening against the cleft of his ass.

"Tonight, you're not a lesson. Tonight, you're just mine. Every inch of you. And I'm going to enjoy you the way I enjoy everything else I own."

She pushed him forward until his chest met the wall.

Her fingers found his hole, still slack and tender from the morning, still slick with the ghost of her earlier release. She worked two fingers into him, slow, curling them, and he moaned, his forehead dropping against the cool metal.

"That's it," she murmured. "Open for me."

"Mistress." His breath fogged the wall. "Please."

"Please what?"

"Please fuck me."

She smiled at the back of his neck. "There it is. Was that so hard?"

She pressed into him, easier this time, his body soft and welcoming where it had fought her before. He gasped, his fingers spreading flat against the wall, and she sank in to the hilt with a low, luxurious groan.

The ache Xylia had left in her belly finally found a shape. Not relief, purpose.

She fucked him slow.

Long strokes, deep ones, her hips rolling into him while he panted against the wall.

The cage clinked its small dark music between his thighs with every thrust.

His cock strained inside it, and the collar pulsed faster, feeding her his arousal through the leash still clipped to it, a warm vibration she could feel in her palm.

"You like this," she said. "Say it."

"I like it, Mistress."

"You like being mine."

"I love it." His voice cracked on the word. "I love it, Mistress."

She tightened her grip on his hips and picked up the pace, driving into him, the slap of her thighs against his ass loud in the small chamber.

The heat coiled at the base of her spine.

She let it build, savouring it, and when it broke she buried herself deep and came inside him with a sound that was half laugh, half moan.

She stayed there a long moment, her chest against his sweat-damp back, her seed pooling inside him.

"Good boy," she whispered. "My good boy."

Later, she found Xylia in the observation gallery overlooking the zoo.

The commander did not turn, but her silver eyes caught Janet's reflection in the alloy.

"You reek of your specimen and of satisfaction."

"I'm not sorry," Janet said.

"I'm not sorry about any of it.

The vat.

Him.

You. I chose this and I'd choose it again."

Xylia turned. For the first time something moved behind her expression, faint, like current under ice.

"Most new females spend their first weeks mourning. You skipped it."

"I mourned enough on Earth."

Janet stepped closer, her spine straight, her amethyst eyes steady.

"I want more than a chamber and a pet.

The End
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