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This won’t let you go easily.

Some tension isn’t meant to be broken.

It’s meant to hold, long after you realise you’re still there.

— R. Vale
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Author’s Note

Before we begin…

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

Subscribers receive:

free exclusive stories

early access to new releases

bonus scenes Amazon doesn’t show

reader-only giveaways and sneak previews

Join here:

romanvale.uk/secret

Now… let’s begin.

— Roman Vale


PROLOGUE - THE NIGHT HE LEFT

Marcus Thorne watched her from across the briefing room, the way he had watched her for six months.

Dr. Elena Vasquez stood at the head of the table, presenting her preliminary findings on crew stress responses during extended isolation. Her voice was steady, measured, the voice of a woman who had spent her professional life making the uncertain seem manageable. Her dark hair was pulled back in a tight bun, practical and severe, and her greygreen eyes moved across the assembled officers with the careful attention of someone cataloguing weaknesses she would never exploit.

She was good at her job. Better than anyone the navy had assigned to the submarine stress study in the previous four years. She saw things the others missed—the subtle shifts in posture that preceded a breakdown, the silence that masked contempt, the exhaustion that looked like discipline. She had saved two careers already, simply by noticing what the commanding officers refused to see.

But Marcus was not watching her competence.

He was watching the way her shoulders dropped when he gave an order.

It happened in small moments, invisible to anyone who wasn’t looking. He would tell her to sit, and her body would soften before she caught herself. He would ask for a report, and her breathing would shift, deepen, as though she had been waiting for someone to tell her what to do. He would correct her—mildly, incidentally—and her eyes would go soft and distant for half a heartbeat before the professional mask slid back into place.

She didn’t know what she was.

He did.

He had seen it before, in other women, in other contexts. The ones who came to him hungry for something they couldn’t name, who responded to authority with a surrender so complete it frightened them. But Elena was different. Elena was brilliant, controlled, discipline incarnate. She had built her entire identity around being the one who understood, the one who held it together, the one who never needed.

And yet.

He saw the way her hands trembled after he dismissed her. The way she lingered at the edge of his periphery during briefings, close but never too close. The way her voice caught, just slightly, when she said his rank.

She wanted him to take something from her. She didn’t know what. She didn’t know how to ask.

He knew. He had always known.

And he wanted it too badly to trust himself with it.

The decompression alarm screamed through the submarine at 0347 hours.

Marcus was awake before the second tone, pulling on his boots, moving through the narrow corridor toward the source. Water in compartment seven. Flooding. The automated systems were already sealing bulkheads, but the team in the adjacent section had reported trapped personnel.

He didn’t think about who might be down there. He couldn’t afford to.

But when he reached the sealed door and saw the manifest pinned to the emergency board—Dr. Elena Vasquez, conducting sleep study observations—his stomach dropped.

She was in there. Alone. In the dark, with the water rising.

He ordered the manual override. The petty officer hesitated—protocol demanded they wait for damage control teams—but Marcus was already moving, already cranking the wheel, already forcing the door open against the pressure differential.

Water rushed out, kneedeep, freezing, and he pushed through it into the darkness beyond.

She was floating near the ceiling, where the last pocket of air had been. Not struggling. Not anymore. Her eyes were closed, her face slack, her body suspended in the zeroG of the flooded compartment like something offered.

He pulled her down. Pulled her through. Pulled her into the corridor, up the ladder, through two more bulkheads until they reached the dry section. She wasn’t breathing. He checked for a pulse, found one, weak and thready, and he tilted her head back, covered her mouth with his, and breathed into her.

Once.

Twice.

She convulsed, coughed, vomited seawater onto the deck. Her eyes opened, unfocused, wild, and her hands reached for something to hold onto. They found his shoulders. His neck. His face.

She was cold, wet, shaking. Her breath came in ragged gasps against his throat. He could feel her heart pounding through her chest, fast and desperate, the only part of her still fighting.

He pulled her closer. Wrapped his arms around her. Held her against him while her body remembered how to live.

“You’re safe,” he said, his voice low, his mouth near her ear. “I’ve got you. You’re safe.”

She didn’t speak. She couldn’t. But her fingers curled into his shirt, and her face pressed into the hollow of his shoulder, and she held on like she would never let go.

He stayed there, on the cold steel deck of the corridor, with her body against his, for seventeen minutes. He counted. He didn’t know why he was counting, except that it was something to do with his mind while his body did something else entirely—something he would not name.

She was small, in his arms. Smaller than she looked in the briefing room, where she stood straight and spoke clearly and never showed anyone the place where she was afraid. Here, stripped of the uniform, stripped of the composure, she was just a woman who had almost drowned. A woman who was clinging to him like he was the only solid thing in a world that had tried to swallow her whole.

He wanted to keep her.

The thought came unbidden, sharp and clean, and he let it sit there in the silence while her breathing slowly steadied. He wanted to keep her. He wanted to take her somewhere no one could touch her. He wanted to own the thing she was offering without knowing she offered it.

He wanted to break her open and see what was inside.

And that was why he couldn’t have her.

She came to his quarters at 2200 hours, three days after the incident.

He had known she would. He had seen it building in her since the debrief—the way she looked at him during briefings, the way she lingered at the edge of conversations, the way her eyes tracked him across the mess hall. She didn’t understand what she was feeling. She thought it was gratitude. She thought it was something else.

She was wrong.

He opened the door, and she stood there in the corridor, barefoot, wearing civilian clothes that looked borrowed. A grey tshirt, too large. Sweatpants rolled at the ankle. Her hair was down, loose around her shoulders, and her face was pale in the dim light of the passageway.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t have to. She stood in his doorway, trembling, and waited.

He should have sent her away. He knew that. He had spent three days convincing himself that what he had felt in that corridor was shock, adrenaline, the simple animal response to almost losing someone. He had convinced himself that she would recover, that she would move on, that whatever spell had wrapped itself around them both in the dark would dissolve in the ordinary light of day.

But she was here. And she was looking at him with eyes that asked for something she couldn’t name.

He stepped back. Let her in. Closed the door.

She stood in the middle of his quarters, small and uncertain, her hands clasped in front of her like she didn’t know what to do with them. There was a bunk, a desk, a small viewport showing nothing but black water outside. A photograph on the shelf, facedown. He had turned it away months ago.

“Dr. Vasquez,” he said, and his voice was rougher than he intended. “It’s late.”

“I know.” Her voice was barely a whisper. “I couldn’t sleep.”

He waited. He was good at waiting. He had spent his whole career learning to hold silence while other people filled it.

She took a step toward him. Then another. Until she was close enough that he could see the pulse in her throat, the slight tremor in her lower lip, the way her chest rose and fell with breath that wanted to be something else.

“I wanted to thank you,” she said. “For what you did.”

“You already thanked me. In your report.”

“That wasn’t—” She stopped. Swallowed. Started again. “That wasn’t what I meant.”

He knew what she meant. He could see it in every line of her body, every flicker of her eyes. She wanted him to take something from her. She wanted to give him something she couldn’t put into words. She wanted to stop being strong.

And god help him, he wanted to let her.

He moved before he could stop himself. His hand came up, slid into her hair, cupped the back of her head. Her breath caught, sharp and desperate, and her eyes went wide and dark. He pulled her toward him, and her mouth opened under his like she had been waiting for it for years.

She tasted like peppermint and fear. Her body pressed against him, soft and yielding, her hands reaching for his shirt, pulling at the fabric like she couldn’t get close enough. She made a sound against his mouth—a whimper, a plea, something that went straight through him—and he felt the last of his control fraying at the edges.

He wanted to lay her down on that narrow bunk. He wanted to peel the borrowed clothes from her body and see what she looked like when she stopped pretending. He wanted to take her apart, piece by piece, and rebuild her around the shape of his hands.

He wanted to own her.

He could feel it in her, too. The surrender she didn’t understand. The way her body had already given up, already yielded, already decided that whatever he wanted, she would give. She was trembling in his arms, and he knew—knew with absolute certainty—that if he pushed her to her knees, she would kneel. If he told her to beg, she would beg. If he told her she was his, she would believe it.

And that was why he had to stop.

He pulled back. His hands were shaking. He could feel the vibration in his fingers, the wanting that had lived in him for six months finally given form and then ripped away.

Her eyes opened, dazed, confused. Her mouth was swollen from his. Her chest heaved. She looked at him like he had struck her.

“Marcus?” His name, a question, a wound.

He stepped back. Put distance between them. His voice, when he found it, was steady. He had practised steady for twenty years.

“Not yet.” The words scraped out of him. “Not like this.”

“I don’t understand.” Her voice cracked. “I thought—”

“You don’t know what you’re asking for.” He forced himself to meet her eyes. “You think you want to thank me. You think you want to give me something. But that’s not what this is.” He took a breath. “If I take you now, Elena, I will own you. Completely. Forever. You will belong to me in ways you can’t imagine. And I’m not ready for that.”

She stared at him. Her face was pale, her eyes bright with something that might have been tears. She looked like he had broken something in her that she hadn’t known existed.

“I’m not ready,” he said again, quieter now. “And neither are you.”

She left without another word. He watched her go, watched the door close behind her, watched the silence settle back into the room like something alive.

He requested transfer the next morning. The paperwork was approved within seventytwo hours. He packed his things, submitted his final report, and walked off the submarine without telling her he was going.

She wasn’t at the debrief. He didn’t know if she had heard, if she knew, if she even cared. He told himself it was better this way. He told himself she would recover. She would find someone else, someone gentler, someone who wouldn’t see the hunger in her and want to feed it.

He told himself he was doing the right thing.

He would spend the next twelve years trying to believe it.

He would spend twelve years building himself into a man who deserved what she had almost given him.


CHAPTER ONE - ARRIVAL

The shuttle rattled around her, a constant lowfrequency vibration that Elena felt in her teeth, her sternum, the pit of her stomach. She had made this journey dozens of times—transfer shuttles to orbital platforms, the brief hop from atmosphere to low Earth orbit—but the sensation never quite became routine. Something about the physics of it, the sheer impossibility of a human being strapped into a metal canister and fired into the void, kept the animal part of her brain awake and alert no matter how many times she told herself it was safe.

She pressed her forehead against the viewport and watched Earth shrink behind her.

It was beautiful, in the way that impossible things were beautiful. The blue curve of the horizon, the swirl of white cloud cover, the fragile membrane of atmosphere that separated everything she had ever known from the infinite nothing that waited beyond. In less than an hour, the planet had gone from something she could touch to something she could cover with her thumb. By the time the shuttle completed its approach to Kepler Station, it would be little more than a bright star in the black.

Six months, she reminded herself. Six months aboard a private orbital research platform, studying crew dynamics under extended isolation. Six months of zerogravity living, recycled air, and the kind of professional opportunity that came once in a career. She had fought for this assignment. She had beaten out seventeen other candidates, endured three rounds of psychological evaluation, and signed more nondisclosure agreements than she could count.

She should have been elated. She should have been vibrating with the same professional excitement that had carried her through the last decade of her life—through the advanced degrees, the fellowships, the slow climb from junior researcher to respected authority in her field. She was thirtysix years old, and she had achieved everything she had ever wanted.

So why did she feel like she was running toward something she couldn’t name?

The shuttle pilot’s voice crackled through the cabin speakers. “Dr. Vasquez, we’re on final approach to Kepler Station. Docking in approximately twelve minutes. Please secure all personal items and return to your seat.”

Elena pulled herself away from the viewport and floated back to the narrow acceleration couch. The restraint harness clicked into place across her chest and hips, snug but not uncomfortable. She had learned, over the years, to sleep through the docking sequence—the brief deceleration burn, the metallic clang of the capture mechanism, the soft thud of the airlock sealing—but she wouldn’t sleep this time. This time, she wanted to see it. She wanted to see the station that would be her home for the next halfyear, the place where, according to the mission brief, she would be conducting “critical research into human performance parameters under conditions of prolonged extraterrestrial isolation.”

She had read the brief seven times. There was something in the language that nagged at her—something about the way the objectives were phrased, the slightly vague quality of the research goals, the unusual emphasis on “crew integration” and “hierarchical stress response.” But private research stations were notoriously secretive, and Kepler Industries had more money than most small nations. They didn’t have to explain themselves to anyone, least of all a contractor they had hired for six months.

Still. Something about it felt off.

She pushed the thought away. She was a psychologist, for God’s sake. She could find suspicion in a greeting card if she looked hard enough. This was a professional opportunity, nothing more. She would go, she would do her job, she would collect data that might actually matter, and in six months she would return to Earth with a CV that opened doors she hadn’t even known existed.

That was what she wanted. That was what she had always wanted.

She closed her eyes and felt the shuttle shudder around her, falling toward the distant station like a stone dropped into still water.

Kepler Station resolved in the viewport like something from a dream.

It was smaller than she had expected—a cluster of three interconnected modules arranged around a central hub, with solar arrays extending like wings from either side. The design was functional, almost brutal, without the aesthetic consideration that marked government installations. This was a private platform, built for purpose, not for public relations. It looked less like a place where humans lived and more like a machine that happened to have people inside it.

The docking sequence was smooth, almost silent. A brief flare of reaction control thrusters, a gentle lurch as the capture mechanism engaged, a series of metallic clangs that echoed through the hull. Then the hiss of pressure equalisation, the green light above the airlock, and the smooth slide of the door opening onto the station beyond.

Elena unbuckled her harness and pulled herself through the transition corridor. The gravity here was artificial—rotational, generated by the slow spin of the station’s outer modules—but it was light, barely enough to keep her feet on the deck. She engaged the magnetic locks on her boots and felt them click into place with a reassuring solidity. Small steps. One hand on the guide rail. Don’t look down.

The air inside the station was cold, colder than she had expected, and it carried a scent she couldn’t immediately identify—something metallic, something recycled, something that reminded her of the inside of a submarine. The lighting was low, almost dimmed, as if the station were conserving energy or preserving some particular atmosphere. The corridor stretched ahead of her, narrow and featureless, with viewports at regular intervals showing nothing but the black.

“Dr. Vasquez?”

The voice came from behind her, soft and slightly lowered, and Elena turned to see a young woman floating near the intersection of two corridors. She was small—barely fivefootfour, with a slender build and short black hair cut close to her skull. Her features were delicate, almost childlike, but there was something in her dark eyes that made Elena think of someone much older. She wore a grey jumpsuit with the Kepler Industries logo on the breast, and her hands were clasped in front of her in a posture that seemed oddly formal.

“Sarah Chen,” the woman said, and her voice was gentle, deferential, like she was speaking in a library. “Junior Systems Engineer. I’ve been assigned to help you get settled.”

“Thank you.” Elena studied her, the way a psychologist studied everyone—posture, affect, the subtle cues that revealed what lay beneath the surface. There was something about Sarah that didn’t fit. The deference was too pronounced for a professional environment, the posture too carefully controlled. She looked like someone who had learned to make herself small. “I wasn’t expecting a welcoming committee.”

“The Commander thought you might appreciate a guide.” Sarah’s eyes flickered to something behind Elena, then back. “The station can be disorienting at first. It’s not like the government platforms.”

“I’ve noticed.” Elena glanced around at the narrow corridor, the dimmed lights, the viewports that showed nothing but void. “It’s very… quiet.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Sarah’s voice dropped even lower. “It is.”

There was something in that ‘ma’am’—a formality that went beyond military protocol. Elena filed it away, a piece of data to be analysed later. First impressions were notoriously unreliable, but they were also the foundation of every psychological profile she had ever built. Sarah Chen was nervous. Sarah Chen was deferential. Sarah Chen looked at Elena like she was something unexpected.

“Shall I show you to your quarters?” Sarah asked. “You’ll have some time before the initial briefing. The Commander likes to give new arrivals a chance to settle in.”

“The Commander.” Elena had read the station manifest during the approach. Commander Marcus Thorne, former military, extensive experience in “special operations environments.” The file had been unusually sparse for a commanding officer—service record heavily redacted, personal history largely absent. She had assumed it was typical government paranoia, the kind of classification that accumulated around anyone who had spent time in the darker corners of the defence establishment. “Is he military?”

“Former.” Sarah’s voice changed, just slightly, when she said ‘Commander’—a softening, a deference that went beyond rank. “He’s been with Kepler Industries for about eight years. He built this station, essentially. Designed the protocols, selected the crew.”

“Sounds like quite an operation.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Sarah gestured down the corridor. “Your quarters are this way. I can show you the rest of the station after you’ve had a chance to drop off your things.”

Elena followed her through a maze of narrow passages, each one identical to the last—grey walls, dimmed lights, the occasional viewport showing the same endless black. The station felt larger than it had looked from the outside, and emptier. She had been told the crew complement was six, but she saw no one else as they walked. No voices, no footsteps, no hum of activity. Just the constant, lowfrequency drone of life support systems and the soft click of magnetic boots on metal decking.

“Where is everyone?” she asked.

“The medical officer runs diagnostics in the morning. The Commander is usually in the command centre during business hours.” Sarah paused at a door, pressed her palm to the access panel. “You’ll meet everyone at the briefing. The Commander prefers to do introductions formally.”

The door slid open, revealing a small, sparse cabin. A bunk built into the wall, a narrow desk with a data terminal, a storage locker for personal effects, and a viewport that looked out onto the void. It was functional, impersonal, exactly what she had expected from an orbital research platform. It was also, she realised with a slight pang, the smallest space she had ever been asked to live in.

“I know it’s not much,” Sarah said, and there was something in her voice that might have been sympathy. “But you get used to it. The privacy is actually… nice, after a while.”

Elena set her bag on the bunk and turned to face the younger woman. Sarah was watching her with an expression that Elena couldn’t quite read—curiosity, perhaps, or something more complex. There was a quality to her that Elena had seen before, in certain subjects, a kind of stillness that came from having been broken down and rebuilt.

“How long have you been on the station, Sarah?”

“Fourteen months.” The answer came quickly, rehearsed. “I came on during the initial crew rotation and just… stayed.”

“Fourteen months is a long time for a junior position.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Sarah’s eyes dropped, just slightly. “I like it here. It’s quiet. The work is interesting.”

“What kind of work do you do?”

The question hung in the air for a moment. Sarah’s face didn’t change, but something shifted behind her eyes—a flicker of calculation, a decision made.

“Systems engineering, mostly. Life support, environmental controls, that kind of thing.” She gestured toward the corridor. “I can show you the rest of the station now, if you’re ready. The Commander likes to keep to a schedule.”

There it was again—that word, ‘Commander,’ spoken with a weight that went beyond military formality. Elena filed it away with all the other small strangenesses she had accumulated since boarding the shuttle. Something was different here. She couldn’t put her finger on it yet, but she would. She always did.

“Lead the way,” she said, and followed Sarah into the corridor.

The tour took fortyfive minutes, and by the end of it, Elena had more questions than answers.

The station was laid out in three connected modules, each serving a distinct function. The command module housed the operational centre, communications array, and the Commander’s quarters. The research module contained laboratories, crew quarters, and what Sarah described as “observation spaces.” The medical module was the smallest but the most densely packed—examination rooms, surgical suite, pharmacy, and what appeared to be a fully equipped rehabilitation facility.

It was the medical module that gave Elena pause.

“This is extensive,” she said, standing in the doorway of what Sarah had called Medical Bay 1. The room was dominated by an examination chair—adjustable, padded, equipped with what looked like restraint points at the arms and legs. Beyond it, she could see scanning equipment, monitoring systems, and a series of cabinets that probably contained instruments she didn’t want to think about. “For a station with six crew members, this seems like overkill.”

“Kepler Industries takes health and safety seriously.” Sarah’s voice was carefully neutral. “The isolation factor means we have to be prepared for anything. We can’t exactly medevac in an emergency.”

“I understand that. But this—” Elena stepped closer to the examination chair, noting the way the restraints were positioned, the angle of the leg supports, the small screen mounted where the patient couldn’t see it. “This looks more like an interrogation room than a medical facility.”

She heard Sarah’s breath catch, just slightly. When she turned, the younger woman’s face was composed, but her eyes had gone careful.

“I wouldn’t know about that, ma’am. I’m not medical staff.”

“Who is the medical officer?”

“Dr. Victor Kaine. He arrived about six months before me.” Sarah’s voice remained neutral, but there was something in the way she said Kaine’s name—a hesitation, perhaps, or a subtle shift in tone. “He’s very thorough. Very professional.”

Elena made a note to look up Dr. Victor Kaine’s file at the first opportunity. The equipment in this room didn’t match the mission parameters she had been given. Either Kepler Industries was genuinely paranoid about medical emergencies, or there was something else going on—something that hadn’t made it into the briefing materials.

“Show me the rest,” she said, and followed Sarah out of the medical bay without looking back at the examination chair.

The observation spaces were less concerning, though no less strange. There were three of them—small chambers with large viewports facing Earth, designed, according to Sarah, for “contemplation and data collection.” The largest, Observation Bay 3, had a padded platform in the centre, positioned so that anyone lying on it would see the planet suspended above them. It was beautiful, in its way, but there was something ritualistic about the arrangement that Elena couldn’t quite explain.

“What kind of data collection happens here?”

“Psychological monitoring, mostly. Stress response, sleep patterns, that kind of thing.” Sarah stood near the viewport, her small frame silhouetted against the light from Earth. “The Commander is very interested in how isolation affects people. That’s part of why you’re here, isn’t it? To study that?”

“That’s what I’ve been told.” Elena moved to stand beside her, looking out at the distant curve of the planet. From here, Earth looked like a promise—something warm and living, infinitely far away. “Is that what happens to you here? Psychological monitoring?”

Sarah was quiet for a long moment. When she spoke, her voice was so soft that Elena had to lean closer to hear.

“We all have our roles, Dr. Vasquez. We all have our place.” She turned, and her dark eyes met Elena’s with an intensity that hadn’t been there before. “You’ll find yours. The Commander will make sure of it.”

Before Elena could respond, the station’s intercom crackled to life.

“Dr. Vasquez, report to the Command Centre for initial briefing. 1400 hours.” A pause, and then: “Welcome aboard.”

The voice was deep, controlled, and utterly unfamiliar.

But something in it—a quality she couldn’t name, a resonance that bypassed her conscious mind and went straight to the part of her that remembered—made her breath catch in her throat.

“Who was that?” she asked, but she already knew.

Sarah’s face had gone still, careful, the face of someone watching something they couldn’t control.

“That was the Commander, ma’am.” She paused. “You should get ready. He doesn’t like to be kept waiting.”

The Command Centre was located at the heart of the station’s central hub, a circular chamber surrounded by monitoring stations, communications arrays, and a massive viewport that dominated the far wall. Elena entered through the main hatch at 1357 hours—three minutes early, a habit she had cultivated during her years of government service—and found the room empty except for a single figure standing at the viewport, his back to her.

He was tall, even in the low gravity. Broad shoulders, narrow hips, the kind of build that came from years of physical discipline. His hair was dark, cut militaryshort, with the faintest dusting of silver at the temples. He wore a black jumpsuit with no rank insignia, and his hands were clasped behind his back in a posture that suggested both authority and waiting.

Elena stopped just inside the door. There was something familiar about him—something in the set of his shoulders, the way he held his weight, the quality of stillness that surrounded him. She told herself it was just the similarity to every other military commander she had ever served under. She told herself she was imagining things.

Then he turned.

And the world stopped.

She knew that face. She had spent twelve years trying to forget that face—the square jaw, the broken nose that had healed wrong, the thin scar through the left eyebrow. She had spent twelve years trying to forget the grey eyes that had looked at her with something between hunger and restraint, the mouth that had almost claimed hers, the hands that had held her while she drowned and then let her go.

Marcus Thorne.

The man who had saved her life.

The man who had disappeared.

He stood at the viewport, watching her, and his face gave away nothing. There was no recognition in his expression, no surprise, no hint of the history that stretched between them like a wound that had never fully healed. He might have been looking at a stranger. He might have been looking at a piece of furniture. He might have been looking at nothing at all.

“Dr. Vasquez.” His voice was exactly as she remembered—deep, controlled, the kind of voice that made people stop moving and listen. “Welcome to Kepler Station.”

She opened her mouth to respond, but nothing came out. Her throat had closed, her chest had tightened, and all she could do was stare at the man who had pulled her from a flooding compartment, held her while she shivered, and then walked out of her life without a single word of explanation.

He held her gaze for a moment longer. Then he turned back to the viewport, dismissing her as easily as he might dismiss a subordinate who had failed to meet expectations.

“Please sit,” he said. “We have a great deal to discuss.”

She sat.

She didn’t mean to. She had every intention of standing her ground, demanding answers, forcing him to acknowledge what lay between them. But her legs folded before her mind could catch up, and she found herself in the chair nearest the door, her hands gripping the armrests, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

She was a professional. She had spent her career studying trauma, resilience, the psychological mechanisms that allowed human beings to function under extreme stress. She knew exactly what was happening to her body—the flood of cortisol, the activation of the sympathetic nervous system, the fightorflight response that was trying to overwhelm her rational mind.

Knowing didn’t help.

He didn’t turn around. He stood at the viewport with his back to her, his silhouette framed against the light of Earth, and let the silence stretch between them. It was a technique she recognised—letting the silence do the work, allowing the other person’s discomfort to fill the space. She had used it herself, countless times, in interrogations and therapy sessions. She had never had it used on her.

“You seem surprised,” he said, still facing the viewport. “I had understood you were informed of the command structure.”

“I was informed of the command structure.” Her voice came out steadier than she expected. “I wasn’t informed that the Commander was someone I’d worked with previously. Someone who—”

“Someone who what, Doctor?” He turned then, slowly, and his grey eyes met hers with an expression she couldn’t read. “Someone who served with you on a submarine twelve years ago? Someone whose service record you would have seen in the briefing materials, had you reviewed them carefully?”

There it was—the suggestion that she had missed something, that she was at fault, that the history between them was irrelevant to the professional context they now occupied. It was a deflection, and a good one. It put her on the defensive before she could mount an offence.

“You could have told me,” she said. “Before I boarded the shuttle. Before I accepted the assignment. You could have—”

“You were selected for your qualifications, Doctor. Nothing more.” His voice didn’t change, but something flickered in his eyes—something that might have been amusement, or might have been something else entirely. “I was given to understand that you could separate personal history from professional obligation. Was I mistaken?”

The question landed like a blow. He was challenging her professionalism, implying that her reaction was inappropriate, suggesting that she was the one making this difficult. And she couldn’t argue, because she was sitting here with her heart pounding and her hands shaking, unable to think clearly through the fog of memory and rage.

She took a breath. Then another. Forced her shoulders to relax, her hands to unclench.

“No,” she said, and her voice was almost steady. “You were not mistaken.”

“Good.” He crossed to the chair opposite her and sat, his movements controlled, deliberate. Up close, she could see the changes that twelve years had made—the faint lines around his eyes, the silver at his temples, the additional scars that marked his face and hands. He looked older, harder, more dangerous than she remembered. He looked like a man who had spent years becoming something he hadn’t been before.

“Now,” he said, “let’s discuss your role on this station.”

The briefing lasted forty minutes, and by the end of it, Elena had more questions than answers.

Her official duties, according to Marcus, were exactly what she had been told in the mission brief—monitoring crew psychological states, conducting regular assessments, providing support for any issues that arose during the sixmonth mission. But there was something in the way he described the station’s “unique parameters” that made her uneasy. He spoke of isolation, of stress, of the importance of hierarchical structures in confined environments. He spoke of compliance, of protocol, of the need for absolute trust between crew members.

He never quite explained what any of that meant.

“You’ll report to me weekly,” he said, his grey eyes fixed on hers. “Standard psychological evaluation, nothing more. You’ll also submit to regular health screenings with Dr. Kaine. The medical facilities on this station are extensive, and we take crew health seriously.”

“I noticed.” She couldn’t keep the edge from her voice. “The examination room looked more like a surgical theatre than a clinic.”

“Kepler Industries spares no expense.” His expression didn’t change. “Dr. Kaine is one of the finest medical officers I’ve ever worked with. You’ll find him thorough.”

“Thorough.” She let the word sit between them. “Is that what you’d call it?”

“I’d call it professional.” He leaned back in his chair, watching her. “Is there a problem, Doctor?”

There were a dozen problems. She could feel them pressing against the inside of her chest, demanding to be voiced. Why hadn’t he told her he was here? Why had he disappeared twelve years ago without explanation? Why was he looking at her now with those grey eyes, giving nothing away, acting as if they were strangers?

But she said none of it. She was a professional. She had a job to do. And whatever had happened between them—whatever had almost happened—was twelve years in the past. It had no bearing on the present. It had no bearing on her.

“No problem, Commander,” she said, and her voice was flat, controlled. “I’m sure I’ll adjust to the station’s protocols quickly.”

“I’m sure you will.” He stood, and the meeting was clearly over. “Sarah will show you to the mess hall. Dinner is at 1800 hours. Attendance is mandatory.”

She rose as well, her legs steadier now, her professional mask sliding back into place. She had survived the briefing. She had survived seeing him. She could survive the next six months, as long as she kept her distance and remembered that whatever had almost happened between them was dead and buried.

She was almost to the door when his voice stopped her.

“Dr. Vasquez.”

She turned. He was standing where she had left him, his hands clasped behind his back, his face unreadable.

“Welcome aboard,” he said, and his voice was low, almost gentle. “I hope you find what you’re looking for.”

She didn’t respond. She couldn’t. Because the way he said it—what you’re looking for—made her think that he knew something she didn’t, something about why she had really come here, something about the hunger she had been carrying inside her for twelve years without ever putting it into words.

She walked out of the Command Centre without looking back.

She found the mess hall on her own, navigating the corridors by memory, her mind still reeling from the encounter. The room was small, functional, designed for efficiency rather than comfort—four tables, a food dispensing unit, a viewport showing the black. She ate alone, picking at something that was probably supposed to be stew, and tried to make sense of what had just happened.

Marcus Thorne. Commander Marcus Thorne. Of all the orbital platforms in all the private space industry, she had been assigned to his.

Coincidence was possible. The aerospace community was small, and people with their particular background—military experience, advanced degrees, security clearances—tended to circulate through the same assignments. She had crossed paths with former colleagues before, unexpectedly, in places she hadn’t expected to see them.

But this felt different. The redacted files, the sparse mission brief, the way he had looked at her when he said what you’re looking for—it all felt like pieces of a puzzle she couldn’t quite assemble.

She finished her meal, disposed of the container, and made her way back to her quarters. The corridors were still empty, still silent, still cold. She passed a viewport and caught her own reflection in the glass—pale face, dark eyes, the tight line of her mouth. She looked like a woman who was holding something together by force of will. She looked like a woman who was afraid.

She was not afraid. She was a professional. She had survived worse than this.

She reached her quarters, palmed the door open, and stepped inside. The small room felt even smaller now, the walls pressing in, the viewport showing nothing but the black. She sat on the edge of the bunk and tried to think about something—anything—other than Marcus Thorne.

But her mind kept circling back to the same images. His face in the briefing room. His voice saying her name. His hands, twelve years ago, pulling her from a flooding compartment, holding her while she shivered, almost taking what she had offered.

She had gone to his quarters that night. She remembered it in fragments—the cold corridor, the bare feet, the trembling that wouldn’t stop. She had stood in his doorway and waited for him to take something from her that she couldn’t name. And he had looked at her with those grey eyes, and he had said—

Not yet.

She had never understood those words. She had spent twelve years trying to understand them, trying to convince herself that he had rejected her, that she had imagined the hunger in his face, that whatever had almost happened between them had been nothing but adrenaline and proximity.

But he was here. He had selected her for this mission. He was the Commander of a station where the medical bay looked like an interrogation room and the junior engineer spoke about the Commander with deference that went beyond rank.

He had been waiting.

She lay back on the bunk and stared at the ceiling. Her body felt strange—overwarm, restless, her skin too sensitive against the fabric of her jumpsuit. She could feel the pulse in her throat, her wrists, between her legs. She could feel the memory of his hands on her, the weight of his voice, the almost that still haunted her after twelve years.

Her hand moved to her stomach, then lower. She shouldn’t. She knew she shouldn’t. But the image of his face was still burning behind her eyes, and her body was aching with something that had nothing to do with professional distance.

She touched herself through the fabric of her trousers, a tentative pressure that sent a shiver through her entire body. Her eyes closed, and she saw him—standing at the viewport, turning toward her, grey eyes filled with something she couldn’t name.

She was wet. She could feel it, the heat of her, the slick evidence of what his presence had done to her. She pushed her hand inside her waistband, found the slick flesh, and pressed.

It felt good. It felt like relief. It felt like surrender.

And then she stopped.

She pulled her hand away, disgusted with herself, and rolled onto her side facing the wall. Her body was still aching, still wanting, but she wouldn’t give it what it asked for. She wouldn’t let herself think about him that way. She wouldn’t let herself want something that had been denied to her twelve years ago.

She lay in the dark, listening to the hum of the life support systems, and didn’t sleep.

She had spent twelve years forgetting the weight of his voice. One sentence, and she remembered everything.


CHAPTER TWO - THE FIRST EXAMINATION

Three days passed before Elena saw Marcus Thorne again.

She spent them the way she always spent the first days of a new assignment—immersing herself in work, reviewing crew files, familiarising herself with station protocols. The psychological profiles of the Kepler Station crew were unlike anything she had encountered in government service. Extensive baseline data, meticulous longitudinal tracking, detailed notes on stress responses and behavioural patterns. Whoever had designed the assessment framework knew what they were doing. It was thorough, systematic, almost elegant in its comprehensiveness.

She just couldn’t figure out what it was for.

The stated mission—studying human performance under prolonged isolation—didn’t require this level of detail. Crew members on longduration missions were monitored, yes, but the data collection here bordered on obsessive. Sleep patterns tracked to the minute. Hormonal fluctuations mapped across menstrual cycles. Sexual activity logged, quantified, analysed. She had seen similar protocols in research settings, but never on an operational platform.

And then there were the gaps.

Sarah Chen’s file was the most obvious example. The baseline data was thorough—psychological assessments, medical history, performance evaluations—but everything after her arrival on the station was heavily redacted. Progress notes, incident reports, treatment records—all classified, accessible only with authorization that Elena didn’t have. It was standard practice for sensitive material, but Sarah was a junior systems engineer. What could possibly be sensitive about her psychological treatment?

Elena made notes. Compiled questions. Told herself she would get answers eventually, once she had established herself, once she understood the station’s rhythms.

She avoided the Command Centre. She told herself it was professional prudence—no need to create friction with the commanding officer during her first week. But the truth was simpler. She wasn’t ready to face him again. She wasn’t ready to see those grey eyes, hear that voice, feel the way her body responded to his presence despite everything she wanted instead.

She slept poorly. Ate alone. Kept her interactions with the crew to a minimum—a brief nod to Sarah in the corridor, a murmured greeting to the medical officer she glimpsed through a doorway. She told herself she was settling in. She told herself this was normal.

On the morning of the fourth day, the comms chimed.

“Dr. Vasquez.” A voice she didn’t recognise—soft, measured, with an almost musical quality that made her lean slightly toward the speaker. “Report to Medical Bay 1 for mandatory premission health assessment. 0900 hours. Please bring your identification badge.”

The line clicked dead before she could respond.

Elena stared at the comms panel for a long moment. Health assessments were standard procedure for new arrivals—she had expected something like this—but there was something in the tone of the message that didn’t quite fit. The voice had been professional, certainly, but also somehow expectant. As if the speaker knew something she didn’t.

She pulled on her jumpsuit, clipped her identification badge to her collar, and made her way through the corridors toward the medical module.

Medical Bay 1 was exactly as she remembered it from the tour—cold, sterile, dominated by the examination chair that looked more like something from a detention facility than a clinic. The lighting was low, almost clinical, and the air carried a faint antiseptic scent that made her nostrils sting.

The man waiting for her was not what she had expected.

He was perhaps fortyseven, with brown hair going grey at the temples, swept back from a narrow, aristocratic face. His eyes were pale blue, almost colourless, and they watched her with an intensity that made her think of microscopes and dissection trays. He wore a white medical coat over a dark jumpsuit, and his hands—longfingered, elegant—were clasped in front of him with a precision that seemed almost ritualistic.

“Dr. Elena Vasquez.” His voice was the same one from the comms—soft, measured, the kind of voice that made people lean in to hear. “I am Dr. Victor Kaine. I serve as the medical officer for Kepler Station.”

“Dr. Kaine.” She kept her own voice professional, neutral. “I received your message. I wasn’t aware the health assessment had been scheduled.”

“It is standard protocol for new arrivals.” He gestured toward the examination chair, and she noticed for the first time that the restraints were not merely present—they were open, waiting, positioned as if they expected to be used. “The Commander takes crew health very seriously. We conduct thorough baseline assessments for all personnel.”

“I’ve had baseline assessments before.” She didn’t move toward the chair. “I didn’t realise Kepler’s protocols were… more extensive.”

“Kepler Industries has unique operational requirements.” His expression didn’t change, but something flickered in those pale blue eyes—something that might have been amusement. “The isolation factor, the duration of missions, the specific nature of our work—all of these demand a more comprehensive approach to crew health management.”

“And what specific nature would that be?”

The question hung in the air between them. Victor Kaine watched her for a long moment, his face utterly still, and Elena had the uncomfortable sensation of being assessed, categorised, filed away for later reference.

“You will discover that in time, Doctor.” He gestured again toward the chair. “Please. We should begin.”

She wanted to refuse. She wanted to demand clarification, to insist on knowing what she was agreeing to before she agreed to it. But she was a professional, and this was a medical assessment on a station where she had signed extensive nondisclosure agreements. Refusing would raise questions she wasn’t prepared to answer.

She moved toward the chair.

The first part of the examination was unremarkable. Victor Kaine was efficient, thorough, and utterly clinical as he worked through the standard vitals—blood pressure, heart rate, temperature, reflexes. His hands were warm, his touch professional, and his questions were exactly what she would have expected from any military medical officer.

“Any history of cardiovascular conditions in your family?”

“No.”

“Any current medications?”

“No.”

“Any history of psychiatric treatment or psychological intervention?”

She hesitated for just a fraction of a second. “No.”

His eyes flickered to her face, then back to his data pad. “Any history of trauma or significant psychological stress?”

The question landed differently than the others. There was something in his tone—a subtle shift that made her think he already knew the answer.

“I served on submarines for three years,” she said carefully. “I’ve experienced the usual stressors associated with prolonged isolation and confined environments.”

“Indeed.” He made a note on the data pad. “I understand you were involved in a decompression incident. Twelve years ago.”

Her chest tightened. “That’s in my service record.”

“It is.” He looked up, and his pale blue eyes met hers with an intensity that felt like a violation. “I understand you were rescued by Commander Thorne. That you spent seventeen minutes in his care before being released to the medical team.”

The specificity of the detail unsettled her. She had never told anyone how long he had held her. She had barely admitted it to herself.

“I don’t see how that’s relevant to a baseline health assessment, Doctor.”

“Everything is relevant to a baseline health assessment on Kepler Station.” His voice remained soft, measured, utterly unruffled by her challenge. “We are interested in the whole person, Dr. Vasquez. Not merely the parts that appear on a standard medical form.”

He set down the data pad and turned to face her fully. His expression was still clinical, but there was something underneath it now—something that looked almost like anticipation.

“Please remove your clothing, Doctor. Full examination required.”

The words landed like a physical blow.

She had undressed for medical examinations before. It was routine, standard, a simple fact of professional life. But there was something in the way Victor Kaine said it—the calm certainty, the assumption of compliance—that made her skin prickle with unease.

“Is that truly necessary?” She kept her voice level. “I’ve had a full physical within the last six months. The results should be in my file.”

“Kepler Station requires its own assessment.” He didn’t move, didn’t blink. “Please remove your clothing. All of it.”

She should have refused. She should have demanded to see the protocol in writing, to speak with the Commander, to exercise whatever rights she still possessed as a contractor rather than military personnel.

But she was standing in a medical bay on an orbital station millions of miles from anywhere, and the man in front of her was watching her with eyes that expected obedience, and somewhere in the back of her mind she heard a voice that sounded like Marcus Thorne saying you will submit to examination by Dr. Kaine.

Her hands moved to the fastenings of her jumpsuit before she made a conscious decision.

The fabric parted, cool air rushing against her skin as she peeled it away from her shoulders, her chest, her hips. She stepped out of it, folded it neatly, set it on the bench beside her. Her undergarments followed—sports bra, briefs, practical and unremarkable—and then she was standing naked in the cold air of the medical bay, every inch of her exposed to Victor Kaine’s pale, assessing eyes.

She kept her face neutral. Forced her hands to remain at her sides. Refused to let herself cover the parts of her that felt most vulnerable.

“Excellent.” His voice was soft, approving, and the approval made her feel worse. “Please lie on the examination chair. Arms at your sides, legs extended.”

She approached the chair. It was padded, adjustable, designed for comfort during extended procedures. But the restraints at the arms and legs were impossible to ignore—thick padded cuffs, clearly intended to hold someone in place regardless of their cooperation.

“The restraints are standard for zeroG safety,” Victor said, as if reading her thoughts. “We wouldn’t want you to float away during the examination.”

The explanation was reasonable. It was even logical. But it didn’t feel logical. It felt like something else entirely.

She lay back on the chair. The surface was cold against her bare skin, and she couldn’t suppress a small shiver. Victor moved to her side, his hands adjusting the chair’s position, tilting her slightly backward, elevating her legs.

“Arms, please.”

She hesitated for just a moment. Then she placed her wrists in the open cuffs.

He secured them with efficient, practiced movements. The padded cuffs closed around her wrists with a soft click, snug but not painful, holding her arms firmly in place. She felt a flutter of panic in her chest—small, insistent, demanding that she pull away—but she forced it down. This was a medical examination. This was protocol. This was fine.

“Legs.”

She lifted her legs to the supports at the end of the chair. The position opened her, spread her, made her acutely aware of how exposed she was. Victor secured her ankles with the same efficient precision, and then she was bound—arms, legs, torso held in place by the chair’s design, unable to move more than a few inches in any direction.

“Comfortable?” His voice was soft, almost gentle, and she couldn’t tell if he was mocking her.

“Fine.”

“Good.” He moved to the head of the chair, his hands settling on her shoulders. “We’ll begin with a comprehensive assessment. Please remain still and answer all questions honestly. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

His fingers began to move.

He started at her shoulders, working his way down with a thoroughness that felt excessive. His touch was clinical, professional, his fingers pressing into muscle and tissue, evaluating, assessing. But there was something in the deliberateness of it—the way he lingered at certain points, the way his hands moved slowly across her skin—that made her skin prickle with awareness.

She kept her eyes on the ceiling. Tried to focus on her breathing. Told herself this was just a medical examination, just protocol, just another aspect of the strange environment she had agreed to enter.

“Any pain or tenderness here?”

“No.”

“Any history of joint problems or musculoskeletal issues?”

“No.”

His hands moved to her chest. She felt her breath catch, felt her pulse quicken, felt the humiliating flush of heat that rose to her face as his fingers traced along her collarbone, across the upper swell of her breasts.

“Breathing normally, please.”

She forced herself to breathe. His hands continued their exploration—palpating the tissue of her breasts, checking for irregularities, moving with a clinical detachment that should have been reassuring but somehow wasn’t. She was acutely aware of her nipples hardening under his touch, the involuntary response of her body to stimulation it couldn’t distinguish from other kinds of contact.

He said nothing. His expression didn’t change. But she saw him notice.

His hands moved lower, across her stomach, pressing into the soft tissue of her abdomen. She felt her muscles tighten under his touch, felt the strange tension that was building somewhere in her core—not arousal, she told herself, not that, just the natural response to being examined while restrained and exposed.

“Any digestive issues? Changes in appetite?”

“No.”

“Any history of reproductive health concerns?”

The question felt pointed. “No.”

His hands moved lower still, tracing along the crease of her hips, the junction of her thighs. She felt her legs try to close, felt the restraints hold them in place, felt the helpless awareness of how open she was to him.

“I’m going to examine you internally now.” His voice was soft, clinical, utterly professional. “Please try to relax.”

She couldn’t see what he was doing—her position, the angle of the chair, the way her legs were elevated and spread—but she could hear the sound of a drawer opening, the clink of instruments being selected. Then she felt cold steel against her inner thigh, and her entire body tensed.

“Breathe, Dr. Vasquez.”

She tried. She genuinely tried. But the cold steel was moving higher, pressing against the most intimate part of her, and she couldn’t stop the instinctive clench of her muscles, the futile attempt to close her legs.

“Relax.” His voice was soft, almost hypnotic. “This will be easier if you allow yourself to open.”

The speculum slid inside her.

She gasped—couldn’t help it, couldn’t stop the sound that escaped her throat. The steel was cold, hard, stretching her open in a way that felt invasive beyond anything she had experienced before. She had had pelvic examinations before, had endured the routine invasiveness of standard medical care, but this was different. The restraints, the position, the clinical detachment in Victor Kaine’s pale blue eyes—all of it combined to make this feel like something other than medicine.

He adjusted the speculum, widening it, and she felt the stretch intensify. Her breathing was ragged now, coming in short gasps that she couldn’t control. She could feel herself growing wet—could feel the humiliating evidence of her body’s response to the invasion—and she prayed he wouldn’t notice, wouldn’t comment, wouldn’t acknowledge what was happening to her.

He noticed.

His eyes flickered to hers for just a moment—a single heartbeat in which the clinical mask slipped and something else emerged. Something that looked almost like hunger.

Then the mask returned, and his voice was professional once more.

“Tissue appears healthy. No visible abnormalities.” He withdrew the speculum, and she felt the strange relief of being emptied, the immediate ache where she had been stretched. “I’ll now conduct a manual examination to assess internal structures.”

His fingers replaced the steel.

She felt them enter her—two fingers, she thought, though she couldn’t be sure—pressing deep, exploring the inside of her with a thoroughness that went beyond clinical necessity. His other hand pressed against her lower abdomen, and she felt him palpate her internally, the pressure strange and intimate and impossible to ignore.

Her body was responding. She could feel it—the growing wetness, the involuntary clench of her muscles around his fingers, the heat that was building despite her shame. She was a psychologist, a professional, a woman who had spent her career understanding human responses, and she knew exactly what was happening to her. Her body was interpreting the stimulation as sexual. Her nervous system was responding to penetration with the physiological cascade that preceded arousal.

Knowing didn’t help.

“Excellent tone.” His voice was clinical, detached, as if he were discussing a machine. “Good internal response. No areas of concern.”

His fingers moved inside her, pressing against a point that made her breath catch, made her hips shift involuntarily, made her face burn with humiliation at her own reaction.

“Sensitive here.” He pressed again, watching her face. “Noted.”

She wanted to scream. She wanted to demand that he stop, that he release her, that he explain what right he had to touch her this way. But her voice was trapped somewhere in her throat, and her body was betraying her, and all she could do was lie there while his fingers explored the inside of her with clinical precision.

He withdrew.

She heard the sound—wet, obscene, undeniable—and felt the flush of shame spread from her face to her chest. He had felt her arousal. He had seen it. He had witnessed the evidence of her body’s response to his invasion, and there was nothing she could do to explain it away.

He met her eyes for just a moment. His expression was still clinical, but she saw something in those pale blue depths—something that looked almost like satisfaction.

“External examination now. Please remain still.”

His hands moved to the outside of her, his fingers tracing along the folds of her sex with a thoroughness that felt deliberate. He examined every part of her—clitoris, labia, the entrance that his fingers had just explored—and she felt each touch register somewhere deep in her core, felt her body climbing toward something she desperately didn’t want.

“Responsive.” His voice was soft, approving. “Excellent physiological reactivity.”

She was going to climax. She could feel it building, the tension coiling in her core, the inevitable ascent toward release. And she couldn’t stop it, couldn’t prevent her body from responding, couldn’t do anything except lie there while a man she barely knew touched her toward orgasm.

Then his hands withdrew.

She lay frozen, trembling, on the edge of something she couldn’t name. Her body was aching, desperate for completion, but he had stopped. He had brought her to the brink and then simply… stopped.

“Examination complete.” He moved away from her, toward the sink, and she heard the sound of water running. “You may dress.”

The restraints clicked open. She pulled her arms free, then her legs, and sat up on the examination chair with her heart pounding and her body still thrumming with unsatisfied need. Her hands were shaking as she reached for her clothing.

“Physiologically, you appear to be in excellent health.” Victor’s voice was clinical once more, as if nothing unusual had happened. “I’ll note the elevated stress response during the internal examination. That’s not unusual for new arrivals. Most adapt quickly to our protocols.”

She pulled on her undergarments, then her jumpsuit, her movements jerky and uncoordinated. She couldn’t look at him. She couldn’t meet those pale blue eyes that had watched her respond to his touch.

“You’ll report here weekly for ongoing assessment.” He handed her a data pad, his fingers brushing hers for just a moment. “More frequently if required. I’ll notify you of your next appointment.”

She took the data pad without responding. Her voice was trapped somewhere beneath the shame that was still burning through her chest.

“Dr. Vasquez.”

She forced herself to look up. His face was clinical, composed, utterly unreadable.

“Welcome to Kepler Station. I suspect you’ll find our work here… enlightening.”

She walked out of the medical bay without another word. The corridors of the station stretched before her, cold and silent and exactly the same as they had been before, but everything felt different now. She felt different now.

Her body was still aching. Her hands were still shaking. And somewhere in the back of her mind, she could still feel his fingers inside her, could still hear the wet sound when he withdrew, could still see the flicker of something in his pale blue eyes when he felt how wet she was.

She had spent her career studying how people break. She had never let herself be studied.

Until now.


CHAPTER THREE - COMMAND PROTOCOLS

Elena spent the next three days avoiding everyone.

It wasn’t difficult. The station was small, but it was designed for isolation—individual quarters, staggered schedules, communication systems that allowed work to proceed without facetoface contact. She took her meals during offhours, slipping into the mess hall when she knew it would be empty. She conducted her work from her quarters, reviewing files and composing reports on the data terminal, submitting everything electronically. She told herself it was professional prudence, a reasonable period of adjustment to a new environment.

But the truth was simpler. She was hiding.

From Marcus Thorne, whose face she couldn’t see without feeling the ghost of hands that had almost claimed her. From Victor Kaine, whose clinical touch still burned against her skin. From the crew members whose eyes might hold knowledge she wasn’t ready to face. From the station itself, with its strange protocols and stranger silences, the sense that something was building beneath the surface that she couldn’t yet name.

Most of all, she was hiding from herself.

The examination had shaken her in ways she didn’t want to examine. She was a psychologist, trained to understand human response, and she knew that physiological arousal during invasive medical procedures was not uncommon. The body responded to stimulation regardless of context. It didn’t mean anything. It certainly didn’t mean she had wanted Victor Kaine’s hands on her, inside her, drawing responses from her that she couldn’t control.

But she kept remembering the wetness between her thighs. The clench of her muscles around his fingers. The way her body had climbed toward orgasm despite every intention of her mind.

She kept remembering the flicker in his pale blue eyes when he felt it.

And she kept remembering Marcus Thorne’s voice, saying you will submit to examination by Dr. Kaine, as if he had known exactly what would happen, as if he had been waiting for it.

She threw herself into work. The crew files demanded attention, and she gave them everything she had. The psychological profiles were extensive—baseline assessments, progress notes, incident reports—and she worked through them systematically, building a picture of the station’s dynamics one document at a time.

Dr. Victor Kaine: fifteen years in military medicine, honourable discharge, records sealed. The redaction pattern suggested covert operations, but she couldn’t determine specifics. His psychological profile was unusually sparse, as if someone had deliberately removed the most revealing sections.

Sarah Chen: fourteen months on the station, initial assessment unremarkable, but everything after the first month was heavily classified. The redacted sections covered what looked like regular progress notes, possibly therapeutic in nature. Why would a junior engineer’s psychological treatment be classified?

And then there was the file labelled simply: Command Protocols — Restricted Access.

She didn’t have clearance. She knew she didn’t. But the file’s existence in the general database—visible but locked—raised questions she couldn’t ignore. What kind of command protocols required that level of classification on a civilian research platform?

She made notes. Compiled questions. Told herself she would find answers eventually.

On the third night, she dreamed of hands.

She woke in the darkness of her quarters, her body aching, her heart racing, the echo of a voice she couldn’t quite hear still vibrating in her bones. She lay still, breathing hard, trying to piece together what she had been dreaming. But it was already fading—just the sensation of weight, of restraint, of someone standing over her in the dark, telling her to kneel.

She didn’t sleep again.

The summons came at 0745.

“Dr. Vasquez.” The voice crackled through the comms panel, deep and controlled, and Elena felt her entire body respond before her mind registered who was speaking. “Report to the Command Centre. 0800 hours. Mandatory briefing.”

The line clicked dead. No explanation. No agenda. Just a time and a location, delivered in a voice that expected obedience.

She sat on the edge of her bunk, her heart pounding, and tried to think clearly. This was a briefing. A standard professional interaction with her commanding officer. There was no reason for the heat in her face, the tension in her stomach, the ache that was building somewhere between her thighs.

She pulled on her jumpsuit, smoothed her hair into its usual practical bun, and walked through the corridors toward the Command Centre. Her magnetic boots clicked against the decking with a sound that seemed too loud in the silence. Other crew members passed her occasionally—she nodded, kept moving, didn’t stop to talk.

The door to the Command Centre was closed. She stood outside it for a long moment, her hand hovering over the access panel, and told herself she was being ridiculous. This was her job. She was a professional. She had faced down commanding officers before, had held her ground in interrogations and evaluations and highstakes briefings where careers hung in the balance.

She pressed her palm to the panel.

The door slid open, and she stepped inside.

The Command Centre was empty.

No crew at the monitoring stations. No officers reviewing data. No hum of activity, no professional bustle, no evidence that this was the operational heart of a functioning space station. Just silence, and dimmed lighting, and the massive viewport showing Earth suspended in the black.

And Marcus Thorne.

He stood at the viewport, his back to her, his silhouette stark against the light from the planet below. He wore the same black jumpsuit she had seen before—no rank insignia, no visible identification, nothing to indicate his authority except the way he held himself, the absolute stillness of his posture. His hands were clasped behind his back, his shoulders squared, his weight perfectly balanced.

He didn’t turn when she entered.

She stood just inside the door, uncertain whether to announce herself or wait for acknowledgment. The silence stretched between them, filling the room like something physical. She could hear her own breathing, too loud in the quiet, and she forced herself to slow it, to steady it, to project the professional calm she had cultivated for years.

“Commander.” Her voice came out steadier than she expected. “You asked to see me.”

He didn’t respond. Didn’t move. Just stood there, facing the viewport, as if she hadn’t spoken at all.

She felt a flicker of irritation beneath the tension. This was a power play—she recognised it from a dozen similar encounters with commanding officers who thought silence was a tool. She had never been good at being managed. She had never been good at waiting.

“You said there was a briefing,” she continued, letting an edge creep into her voice. “I don’t see any materials. I don’t see any crew. If this is about—”

“Sit.”

The word cut through her sentence like a blade. It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t harsh. It was simply spoken, with absolute expectation, in a voice that seemed to bypass her ears entirely and land somewhere in the base of her skull.

She didn’t sit.

Her legs remained locked, her spine straight, her chin lifted in the professional defiance she had used against every commanding officer who had ever tried to intimidate her. She was not a subordinate. She was a contractor, a specialist, a woman who had spent her career making powerful men uncomfortable with her refusal to be cowed.

But her hands were shaking.

He turned then, slowly, and his grey eyes found hers across the empty room. The light from the viewport illuminated half his face, leaving the other half in shadow, and the effect made him look like something carved from stone—ancient, implacable, utterly inhuman.

“I said sit, Dr. Vasquez.”

She didn’t sit.

She watched him cross the room toward her—measured steps, unhurried, as if he had all the time in the world. She watched him stop inches away, close enough that she could feel the heat of his body through the fabric of her jumpsuit. She watched his grey eyes study her face, tracing the tension in her jaw, the rapid pulse in her throat, the defiance that was starting to crack at the edges.

And then her knees folded.

She didn’t decide to sit. She didn’t choose to obey. Her body simply surrendered, dropping into the nearest chair as if the strings holding her upright had been cut, and suddenly she was looking up at him instead of meeting his gaze as an equal.

She hated herself for it.

She hated the relief that flooded through her when she obeyed. She hated the way her body relaxed when her will gave way. She hated the voice in the back of her mind that whispered good girl when she stopped fighting.

She hated that she had been waiting for this for twelve years.

He stood over her, close enough that she could smell him—clean, male, something underneath that she remembered from another life. His grey eyes held hers without blinking, without mercy, without giving away anything except the absolute certainty that he was in control.

“You’ve been avoiding me,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

“I’ve been working.” Her voice came out rough, defensive. “Reviewing crew files, familiarising myself with station protocols. I assumed you wanted me to do my job.”

“Your job is to integrate with this crew. To understand its dynamics. To become part of what we’ve built here.” His voice remained level, but there was an edge beneath it now—something sharp, something hungry. “You can’t do that from your quarters, Doctor. You can’t do that by taking meals at odd hours and refusing to make eye contact with the crew.”

“I wasn’t aware my dining schedule was a matter of command concern.”

“Everything on this station is a matter of command concern.” He crouched in front of her, bringing his face level with hers, and she felt her breath catch at the proximity. “Including you. Especially you.”

She forced herself to hold his gaze, to project the professional composure that had carried her through worse than this. “I’m a psychologist, Commander. I’m here to monitor crew mental health and provide support. I’m not crew. I’m not under your command in any way that—”

“You are absolutely under my command.” His voice dropped lower, rougher, and something in it made her stomach clench. “You’re on my station. You’re part of my mission. And whether you like it or not, Dr. Vasquez, you will follow my protocols.”

“What protocols?” She heard the desperation in her own voice and hated it. “I’ve read the mission brief. I’ve reviewed the standard operating procedures. There’s nothing in any of it that explains what’s happening here—the classified files, the restricted access, the—” She stopped herself before she could say the medical examinations that feel like violations, but the words hung unspoken between them anyway.

He watched her for a long moment. His face gave nothing away, but she saw something shift in his eyes—a calculation, a decision, a door opening onto something she wasn’t sure she wanted to see.

“You weren’t selected for your qualifications, Elena.”

The use of her first name hit her like a physical blow. She couldn’t remember him ever using it before—not during their months on the submarine, not during the endless briefings and debriefings, not during the seventeen minutes he had held her while she drowned and recovered and clung to him like he was the only solid thing in the universe.

“Then why was I selected?”

He stood, walked back to the viewport, turned his back to her again. The dismissal was deliberate—she knew it was deliberate—but she couldn’t make herself move, couldn’t make herself challenge him again.

“This station has a purpose,” he said, facing the viewport. “A purpose that goes beyond the research parameters you were given in the brief. We study human response, yes. But not just stress response. Not just psychological adaptation.”

He turned to face her, and his grey eyes were burning with something she couldn’t name.

“We study surrender.”

The word hung in the air between them, heavy with implication. She wanted to demand clarification, to insist that he explain what he meant, to force him to acknowledge that this was insane. But her voice was trapped somewhere beneath the weight of his gaze, and all she could do was sit there while he crossed back toward her.

“The crew you’ve been studying—the files you’ve been reviewing—they’re here because they were chosen. Selected. Not just for their skills, but for their capacity to yield.” He stopped in front of her, close enough that she had to tilt her head back to meet his eyes. “Sarah Chen came to us fourteen months ago. She was brilliant, technically gifted, but something was missing. She was lost. She needed direction, structure, someone to tell her what to do. We gave her that. And in return, she gave us everything.”

“That’s—” She swallowed, trying to find the words. “That’s not a research study. That’s—”

“A transformation.” His voice was soft, almost gentle. “Yes. It is.”

She stood abruptly, the chair scraping against the deck, and put distance between them. Her heart was pounding, her thoughts scattered, and all she could think was that she needed to get out, to get away, to report this to someone, to—

“You can’t leave.”

His voice stopped her at the door. She turned, and he was watching her with an expression that was almost tender.

“I don’t mean you’re a prisoner. I mean you don’t want to go. You’ve been looking for this your whole life, Elena. You just didn’t know what to call it.”

“That’s insane.” Her voice cracked. “I’m a psychologist. I’m a professional. I’ve spent my career helping people maintain autonomy, not—”

“You’ve spent your career watching people resist their own needs.” He moved toward her, and she felt her back press against the door. “Studying the ways they destroy themselves trying to be strong. Helping them hold onto control they never wanted in the first place.”

“You don’t know what I want.”

“I know exactly what you want.” He stopped inches from her, his grey eyes boring into hers. “I knew it twelve years ago, when you stood in my doorway and offered yourself without saying a word. I knew it when your body went soft every time I gave you an order. I knew it when you clung to me in that corridor, shaking, desperate, waiting for me to take what you were too afraid to give.”

The words cut through her like a blade. She felt her chest constrict, her breath coming in short gasps, and she couldn’t look away from his face, couldn’t escape the truth of what he was saying.

“I walked away because I wasn’t ready.” His voice dropped to barely above a whisper. “I wasn’t ready to carry the responsibility of owning you. I wasn’t ready to be what you needed. But I am now.”

He reached out, and his hand settled on the door beside her head, blocking her exit without touching her.

“Here’s how this works,” he said. “You will report to me weekly. You will submit to examination by Dr. Kaine. You will obey station protocols without question. In return, you will be given what you’ve been starving for since the moment you realised you couldn’t do this alone.”

She couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. Couldn’t do anything except stare up at him with her heart pounding and her body aching and the voice in her head screaming that she should run.

“Kneel.”

The word dropped into the silence like a stone into still water.

She felt it land in her chest, in her stomach, between her legs. She felt her body respond—the rush of heat, the softening of her knees, the desperate, shameful part of her that wanted nothing more than to drop to the floor and obey.

She didn’t kneel.

She couldn’t. Not after twelve years of telling herself she was strong, that she didn’t need anyone, that the hunger inside her was a weakness to be conquered. Not after building a career, a life, an identity around the absolute certainty that she would never surrender to anyone.

But she didn’t leave either.

She stood there, pressed against the door, with Marcus Thorne’s hand beside her head and his grey eyes burning into hers, and she felt the war inside her—the part that wanted to kneel and the part that refused, the part that had been waiting twelve years and the part that screamed this was wrong.

He watched her struggle. He didn’t touch her. He didn’t repeat the command. He simply waited, as if he had all the time in the world, as if he knew exactly what was happening inside her.

“You will,” he said, softly. “Not today. Maybe not tomorrow. But you will kneel for me, Elena. And when you do, you’ll wonder why you ever fought it.”

He stepped back, giving her space, and the spell broke.

She fumbled for the door panel, palmed it open, stumbled into the corridor beyond. Her legs were shaking, her heart was racing, and she could still feel his presence behind her, still feel the weight of the word he had spoken.

Kneel.

She didn’t look back. She walked—didn’t run, refused to run—down the corridor toward her quarters, with her hands clenched at her sides and her breath coming in ragged gasps.

She made it around the first corner before she had to stop, before she had to press her back against the wall and close her eyes and try to remember how to breathe.

Her body was shaking. Her thighs were trembling. And between her legs, she could feel the wetness that had started the moment he said the word.

She had spent her life believing her submission was a weakness she had conquered.

She was beginning to understand it was a hunger she had starved.


CHAPTER FOUR - THE RITUAL WITNESSED

Sleep refused to come.

Elena lay in her bunk, staring at the ceiling, her body still humming with the aftermath of her encounter with Marcus Thorne. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw his face—those grey eyes burning into hers, his hand beside her head, the word that had dropped into the silence like a stone into still water.

Kneel.

She had almost done it. She had felt her knees soften, her body prepare to fold, and only sheer force of will had kept her upright. But the wanting was still there, coiled in her stomach, aching between her legs, demanding something she refused to name.

She had tried to work. Tried to read. Tried every relaxation technique she had ever recommended to patients—controlled breathing, progressive muscle relaxation, visualisation exercises. Nothing helped. Her mind kept circling back to the same images, the same sensations, the same maddening hunger that had been awakened twelve years ago and never fully put to rest.

After three hours of restless tossing, she gave up.

The corridors of Kepler Station were different at night. The lighting was dimmed to a soft amber glow, designed to simulate darkness while maintaining visibility for the few crew members who worked odd shifts. The hum of the life support systems seemed louder in the quiet, a constant low vibration that she could feel in the soles of her bare feet.

She didn’t know where she was going. She told herself she was just walking, just moving, just trying to burn off the restless energy that crackled beneath her skin. But somewhere in the back of her mind, she knew she was looking for something. She didn’t know what. She didn’t want to know.

The station was empty at this hour. She passed viewports showing nothing but black, doors sealed against the silence, the occasional flicker of indicator lights showing active systems. Her magnetic boots were in her quarters—she had left without thinking, drawn by something she couldn’t name—and her bare feet made soft sounds against the cold decking.

She shouldn’t be here. She knew she shouldn’t be here. The station had protocols about movement during night cycles, and she was almost certainly violating them. But the thought of returning to her quarters, to the narrow bunk and the ceiling she couldn’t stop staring at, made something in her chest tighten with desperation.

She kept walking.

The sound reached her before she understood what she was hearing.

It was faint at first—a low moan, almost subsonic, vibrating through the walls of the corridor and settling into her bones. She stopped, tilting her head, trying to identify the source. It came again, louder this time, and she felt her stomach clench with sudden recognition.

It was a human voice. A woman’s voice. And it was coming from somewhere ahead.

She should turn back. Every professional instinct she had was screaming at her to turn back, to return to her quarters, to pretend she had never heard anything at all. This was none of her business. Whatever was happening in that room was private, and she had no right to intrude.

But her feet kept moving.

The corridor curved ahead, and the sound grew clearer—moans, yes, but also something else. Words, spoken in a low, rhythmic cadence. The murmur of male voices. The soft sounds of bodies moving against each other.

She rounded the corner and stopped.

Observation Bay 3. The largest of the observation chambers, with its massive viewport facing Earth and the padded platform in the centre. The door was sealed, but there was a viewport set into the wall beside it—a feature she hadn’t noticed during the tour, designed to allow observation without intrusion.

She should turn back. She should leave. She should—

She looked through the viewport.

And forgot how to breathe.

Sarah Chen was kneeling.

She was naked, her slender body illuminated by the light from the massive viewport, every inch of her exposed to the room. Her short dark hair was damp at the temples, her head bowed, her hands resting palmup on her thighs in a posture of absolute surrender. A thin black collar encircled her throat—elegant, almost delicate, but unmistakably a collar. The kind that marked ownership.

Marcus Thorne stood before her.

He was fully clothed, his black jumpsuit immaculate, his hands clasped behind his back in a posture of casual authority. His grey eyes were fixed on Sarah’s bowed head, and his expression was one of patient expectation—the look of a man who had all the time in the world and knew exactly what he would do with it.

Victor Kaine sat nearby.

He occupied a chair positioned to the side of the platform, a data pad in his hands, his pale blue eyes moving between Sarah’s body and the notes he was making. He wore his white medical coat over dark clothing, and his long fingers moved across the data pad with clinical precision.

The scene was ritualised, formal, designed with a deliberation that spoke of repetition. This was not spontaneous. This was not new. This was something that had happened before and would happen again, following a pattern that Elena didn’t understand but could feel in the weight of the silence.

“Continue,” Marcus said, and his voice was low, controlled, the same voice that had told Elena to kneel.

Sarah spoke.

“I am yours.” Her voice was soft, steady, the voice of someone reciting something learned by heart. “My body belongs to you. My will belongs to you. My surrender is complete.”

“Show me.”

Sarah raised her head. Her face was transformed—not the deferential young woman who had shown Elena around the station, but something else. Something deeper. Her dark eyes were soft, unfocused, filled with a peace that Elena had never seen in another human face. She looked like someone who had been broken open and rebuilt, who had found something in surrender that she had never found in strength.

She spread her knees wider, opening herself, and Elena saw the marks on her body—fingershaped bruises on her hips, faint lines across her breasts, the small tattoo at the base of her spine that she hadn’t noticed before. It was a stylised letter K, elegant and deliberate, positioned exactly where it would be visible when Sarah was on her hands and knees.

She was shaved between her legs, completely smooth, and Elena could see the glistening evidence of her arousal. Whatever was happening here, Sarah was not merely enduring it. She was participating. She was wanting.

“Describe your purpose,” Marcus said.

“To serve. To obey. To be used.” Sarah’s voice trembled slightly, but not with fear. “To give you everything and keep nothing for myself.”

“Dr. Kaine.”

Victor rose from his chair, setting aside the data pad, and crossed to where Sarah knelt. His movements were unhurried, clinical, the same deliberate precision Elena had felt in the examination room. He circled Sarah slowly, assessing, and his pale blue eyes traced the lines of her body with professional detachment.

“Subject appears fully aroused,” he said, his voice soft, measured. “Lubrication evident. Respiration elevated. Pupils dilated.” He reached out, his fingers trailing along Sarah’s shoulder, down her arm, and Elena saw the younger woman shiver at the contact. “She responds well to touch. Minimal hesitation. No signs of resistance.”

“Examine her.”

Victor’s hand moved between Sarah’s legs. She gasped, her head falling back, but she didn’t close her thighs, didn’t pull away, didn’t do anything except accept. His fingers explored her with the same clinical thoroughness he had used on Elena—pressing, testing, evaluating—while Sarah’s breath came faster and her body trembled.

“Excellent internal response.” Victor’s voice remained clinical, but Elena heard something underneath it now—a note of satisfaction, perhaps, or something deeper. “She is ready.”

“Proceed.”

Marcus moved to the platform, and Elena watched with her heart pounding and her breath frozen in her chest. He didn’t undress—just opened the fastenings of his jumpsuit enough to free himself, his movements controlled, deliberate, unhurried. His body was exactly as she remembered from the brief glimpses she had caught twelve years ago—broad shoulders, powerful chest, the hard length of his arousal jutting from the dark fabric.

He positioned himself behind Sarah.

“Present,” he said, and the word was a command.

Sarah dropped forward onto her hands, her back arching, her hips lifting. The position opened her completely, displayed her for his use, and Elena saw the wetness glistening between her thighs, saw the desperate readiness of her body.

Marcus didn’t hesitate.

He pushed inside her with a single, deliberate thrust, and Sarah cried out—a sound of relief more than pain, the sound of something hungry finally being fed. Elena watched his hands settle on Sarah’s hips, watched his fingers press into the bruises that were already there, watched him begin to move with a rhythm that was neither gentle nor cruel but simply purposeful.

She should leave. She should close her eyes. She should turn away and pretend she had never seen this, never heard this, never felt the heat that was building between her own legs as she watched.

But she couldn’t move.

She stood at the viewport, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps, her body pressed against the cold wall for support. She watched Marcus take Sarah—watched the way his body moved, the way his hands controlled her, the way he used her with an ownership that left no room for doubt. She watched Sarah’s face, the ecstasy that transformed her features, the way her mouth fell open and her eyes rolled back and her entire body shook with the force of what was being done to her.

And she felt her own hand moving.

It happened without conscious decision—her fingers sliding inside the waistband of her trousers, finding the wet heat that had been building since the moment she looked through the viewport. She touched herself while she watched, her breath catching, her hips shifting against her own hand, and she hated herself for it even as she couldn’t stop.

This was wrong. This was voyeurism, violation, something she had no right to witness. Sarah was a crew member, a subordinate, someone Elena was supposed to be monitoring and protecting. And here she was, touching herself while she watched the younger woman be used.

But she couldn’t stop.

She watched Marcus’s rhythm increase, watched his hands tighten on Sarah’s hips, watched the moment when his control finally broke and he drove into her with something that looked like desperation. She watched Sarah’s body convulse, watched her mouth open in a silent scream, watched her collapse forward onto the platform as the orgasm took her.

She watched Marcus finish inside her—deep, deliberate, claiming—and she felt her own climax building, rising, threatening to overwhelm her.

She came with her hand pressed against her mouth to muffle the sound, her body shuddering against the wall, her eyes still fixed on the scene before her. The pleasure was intense, almost painful, and she rode it in waves while her legs shook and her breath came in ragged gasps.

When it was over, she couldn’t move.

She stood at the viewport, her hand still between her legs, her body still trembling, and watched the scene inside the observation bay draw to its conclusion.

Marcus withdrew from Sarah’s body. He adjusted his clothing, fastened his jumpsuit, and stepped back. Victor rose from his chair, crossed to Sarah’s prone form, and helped her to her knees again.

“Thank me,” Marcus said.

“Thank you for using me.” Sarah’s voice was hoarse, satisfied, dreamy. “Thank you for giving me purpose. Thank you for owning me.”

“You’re dismissed.”

Sarah rose on unsteady legs, gathered the clothing that had been folded on a nearby bench, and dressed slowly. Her movements were languid, relaxed, the movements of someone who had been thoroughly satisfied. When she was dressed, she turned to Marcus, bowed her head briefly, and walked toward the door.

Elena stepped back from the viewport.

She pressed herself against the opposite wall of the corridor, her heart pounding, her body still aching, and waited for Sarah to pass. The younger woman didn’t see her—her eyes were distant, unfocused, fixed on something internal that Elena couldn’t see. She walked down the corridor with the gait of someone who had found exactly what she needed.

When she was gone, Elena finally moved.

She made it back to her quarters without seeing anyone.

The shower was hot, almost scalding, and she stood under the spray trying to wash away what she had seen, what she had felt, what she had done. The water ran over her body, carrying away the evidence of her arousal, but it couldn’t touch the heat that still burned inside her.

She had watched.

She had touched herself while she watched.

She had climaxed while watching a woman she barely knew be taken by a man she had spent twelve years trying to forget.

She pressed her forehead against the tile, closed her eyes, and let the water pour over her. Her body was still humming, still hungry, still wanting something it hadn’t gotten from her own hand. She could still see Sarah’s face in her mind—the peace, the surrender, the absolute rightness of what she had been given.

She had looked like someone who had stopped fighting.

Elena’s hand moved to her body again. She told herself she was just washing, just cleaning, just touching the places that still ached. But her fingers found the slick heat between her legs, and she couldn’t pretend anymore.

She touched herself in the shower, thinking about what she had seen—Marcus’s hands on Sarah’s hips, his body driving into her, the sounds she had made when she came. She touched herself and tried to hate it, tried to hate herself, tried to pretend this wasn’t what she wanted.

But it was.

She came again with her face pressed against the tile and the water pouring over her body, and when it was over she slid down the wall of the shower and sat on the floor with her knees drawn up to her chest.

She stayed there until the water ran cold.

She didn’t sleep that night.

She lay in her bunk with her body still aching and her mind still spinning, and she couldn’t stop thinking about what she had seen. Sarah kneeling. Marcus standing over her. The collar around her throat and the peace in her eyes.

She had watched a woman surrender.

And she had known, with terrible clarity, that she was jealous of what Sarah had been given.


CHAPTER FIVE - THE FIRST CLAIMING

Three more days passed.

Elena spent them in a fog of restless energy, her mind circling endlessly around what she had witnessed in Observation Bay 3. She tried to work. She tried to focus on crew files, on assessment protocols, on the professional responsibilities that had brought her to this station in the first place. But every time she opened a document, she saw Sarah’s face—the peace in her eyes, the surrender in her posture, the absolute rightness of her submission.

She saw Marcus’s hands on Sarah’s hips.

She saw the way he had taken her, claimed her, used her with an ownership that left no room for doubt.

And she felt the ache that had been building since the night she stood at that viewport and watched.

She told herself she could resist. She told herself that twelve years of building a career, an identity, a life built on strength and independence couldn’t be undone by one man’s voice and one whispered command. She told herself she was stronger than the hunger that gnawed at her insides, the want that woke her in the night with her hand between her legs and his name on her lips.

But she wasn’t sleeping. She wasn’t eating. She was barely functioning, going through the motions of her duties while her mind replayed the scene over and over again—Sarah kneeling, Marcus standing over her, the word that had dropped into the silence like a blade.

Kneel.

She had almost done it then. She had felt her knees soften, her body prepare to fold, and only the desperate grip of her will had kept her upright.

But every day that passed, that grip weakened.

On the fourth night, she found herself standing outside his door.

She didn’t remember walking here. She didn’t remember making the decision to leave her quarters, to navigate the corridors, to stop at this particular door with her heart pounding and her hands shaking at her sides. She only knew that she was here, and that she couldn’t seem to move forward or back.

The door was unmarked—no name, no rank, nothing to indicate that this was the Commander’s quarters rather than any other on the station. But she knew. She had known since the briefing, since the tour, since Sarah had mentioned in passing that the Commander’s quarters were in the command module, closest to the operational heart of the station.

She should leave. She should turn around, walk back to her own quarters, and pretend this moment of weakness had never happened. She should report to her terminal, file a request for reassignment, find a way off this station before she did something she couldn’t take back.

But she didn’t move.

She stood there in the corridor, the cold air raising gooseflesh on her arms, the hum of the life support systems vibrating through the soles of her bare feet. She had come here for a reason. She didn’t know what it was yet—confrontation, surrender, something in between—but she knew she couldn’t keep running from it.

She pressed the chime.

The door slid open.

Marcus Thorne stood on the other side, his grey eyes meeting hers with an expression she couldn’t read. He was barefoot, wearing loose dark trousers and a black tshirt that clung to the planes of his chest, and his hair was slightly damp—as if she had interrupted him in the middle of something, or as if he had been waiting for her.

He didn’t speak. He simply stepped back, leaving the doorway clear, and waited.

She should say something. She should demand to know why he had brought her here, what he wanted from her, what right he had to turn her life upside down after twelve years of silence. She should stand in the doorway and deliver the speech she had been composing in her head for four days—the one about professional boundaries, about consent, about the fact that she was a psychologist, not a subject.

But the words died in her throat when she saw his face.

He was watching her with those grey eyes—patient, hungry, utterly certain—and she felt the weight of his gaze like a physical thing, pressing against her chest, her stomach, the ache between her legs that had been throbbing since the moment she heard his voice on the comms.

“Are you coming in?” His voice was low, controlled, the same voice that had told her to kneel.

Her legs moved before her mind could catch up.

She stepped through the door, and it slid shut behind her with a soft hiss that sounded like a lock engaging. The quarters were larger than hers—a sitting area with a low table and two chairs, a door leading to what she assumed was a sleeping compartment, a viewport showing the black void outside. The lighting was warm, almost intimate, casting shadows across the grey walls.

He crossed to the centre of the room and turned to face her.

“Talk to me,” he said. “Tell me why you’re here.”

The question was simple. The answer was not.

She stood just inside the door, her arms wrapped around herself, her heart pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat. She had rehearsed this moment a dozen times in her head—confrontations, accusations, demands for explanation. But now that she was here, now that he was standing in front of her with those grey eyes fixed on her face, she couldn’t remember any of the words she had prepared.

“I don’t know,” she said, and her voice came out rough, unsteady.

“That’s not true.” He didn’t move, didn’t come closer, just watched her with that patient, hungry expression. “You know exactly why you’re here. You’ve known since the moment you stepped off that shuttle.”

“I’m here to do my job.” The words sounded hollow even as she spoke them. “I’m here to monitor crew psychological health, to provide support, to—”

“You’re here because I selected you.” His voice cut through her sentence like a blade. “I selected you because I’ve spent twelve years thinking about you. Because I’ve spent twelve years regretting the choice I made when I walked away. Because I built this station, this programme, this entire structure for one purpose.”

He took a step toward her.

“To finish what we started.”

She felt her breath catch, felt her body respond to the words before her mind could process them. “That’s— you can’t just— I’m not—”

“You’re not what?” Another step. “Not the kind of woman who kneels? Not the kind of woman who surrenders? Not the kind of woman who wants to be owned?”

The word landed like a blow. She felt it in her chest, in her stomach, in the wet heat that was already building between her thighs despite every intention of her mind.

“I’m a professional.” Her voice cracked. “I have a career. A life. I’m not—”

“You’re hungry.” He stopped inches from her, close enough that she could feel the heat of his body through her clothes. “You’ve been hungry for twelve years, Elena. You’ve been starving yourself, telling yourself that what you want is wrong, that the part of you that softens when someone gives you an order is a weakness to be conquered. But it’s not a weakness. It’s the truest thing about you.”

“That’s not—”

“I watched you.” His voice dropped lower, intimate. “Four nights ago. I knew you were there. I left the viewport unsealed deliberately. I wanted you to see.”

The admission hit her like cold water. She had thought she was hidden, thought she was witnessing something private, thought—

“You wanted me to watch?”

“I wanted you to understand.” His grey eyes bored into hers. “I wanted you to see what it looks like when someone stops fighting. When someone finally lets go of everything they’ve been carrying and accepts what they truly need.”

“What I need?” Her voice came out strangled, desperate. “You don’t know what I need. You don’t know anything about me. You walked away twelve years ago without a word, without an explanation, and now you think you can just—”

“I walked away because I wasn’t ready.” His hand came up, his fingers settling on her jaw, tilting her face toward his. “I wasn’t ready to carry the weight of what you were offering. I wasn’t ready to be responsible for you. But I’m ready now.”

She felt the touch like a brand, felt the heat of his fingers searing through her skin, and she couldn’t pull away, couldn’t make herself move, couldn’t do anything except stand there while he held her face in his hand.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” he said, his voice low, controlled, absolute. “I’m going to give you a choice. You can walk out that door right now, return to your quarters, and never speak of this again. I’ll have you reassigned to another station within the week. You can go back to your life, your career, the hunger you’ve been carrying for twelve years, and you never have to see me again.”

His thumb traced along her jaw, featherlight, maddening.

“Or you can stay.”

The word hung in the air between them, heavy with implication.

She should leave. Every rational part of her mind was screaming that she should leave—that this was insanity, that she barely knew this man, that whatever had almost happened between them twelve years ago was ancient history, buried under a decade of professional achievement and personal independence.

But her body wasn’t listening.

Her body was trembling under his touch, aching with the need that had been building since the moment she first heard his voice on the comms. Her body remembered his hands on her in the dark, the way he had held her while she drowned and recovered and clung to him like he was the only solid thing in the universe. Her body remembered the night she stood in his doorway and offered herself without words, and the terrible, beautiful restraint with which he had refused her.

Her body remembered the word he had spoken in the Command Centre, and the way her knees had almost folded before she caught herself.

Kneel.

She opened her mouth to speak—to say something, anything, to break the spell that was wrapping around her—but no words came. She was frozen in his grip, her heart pounding, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps, and all she could do was stare up at him with everything she couldn’t say written across her face.

“You’re not leaving,” he said, and his voice was soft, almost gentle. “Are you?”

She shook her head. A tiny movement, barely perceptible, but it was enough.

His hand slid from her jaw to the back of her neck, his fingers settling into her hair, and she felt herself pulled forward—slowly, gently, irresistibly—until her forehead was resting against his chest. She could feel his heartbeat beneath her palms, steady and strong, and she breathed in the scent of him—clean, male, something underneath that she remembered from another life.

“Then kneel,” he said.

Her knees folded.

She didn’t decide to do it. She didn’t choose to surrender. It simply happened—her legs giving way, her body dropping, until she was on her knees before him with her hands braced against his thighs and her face pressed against the hard plane of his stomach. She felt the fabric of his trousers against her cheek, felt the heat of his body through the cloth, felt the evidence of his arousal pressing against her throat.

She was trembling. Shaking. Her entire body vibrating with the force of what she had just done, what she was doing, what she was allowing to happen.

And yet.

And yet she felt something else beneath the fear, beneath the shame, beneath the voice in her head that was screaming that this was wrong, that she was throwing away everything she had built, that she would regret this in the morning when the spell had broken and she was left with nothing but the memory of her own weakness.

She felt relief.

It flooded through her like warm water, loosening muscles she hadn’t realised she was clenching, releasing tension she had been carrying so long she had forgotten it was there. She was on her knees before a man who had walked away from her twelve years ago, who had brought her to this station without telling her he would be here, who was asking her to surrender everything she had ever believed about herself.

And she had never felt so free.

His hand settled on her head, his fingers threading through her hair, and she felt him hold her there—gentle, possessive, the touch of a man who had finally been given what he had been waiting for.

“Good girl,” he said, and the words sent a shiver through her entire body.

He didn’t rush.

He didn’t pull her to her feet, didn’t drag her toward the sleeping compartment, didn’t tear at her clothes with the desperation she had felt in her own body since the moment she walked through the door. Instead, he simply stood there, his hand in her hair, his breath steady, letting her kneel at his feet while the silence stretched between them.

“Eyes on me.”

She looked up, her gaze meeting his, and she saw the hunger that had been burning in those grey eyes for days, weeks, months—perhaps for twelve years. But she also saw something else beneath it. Patience. Control. The absolute certainty of a man who knew exactly what he wanted and had the discipline to take it slowly.

“Hands behind your back.”

She moved without thinking, her arms shifting, her fingers interlacing at the base of her spine. The position pushed her chest forward, arching her back, and she was suddenly, acutely aware of how she must look—on her knees before him, her body offered, her eyes fixed on his face.

“Beautiful,” he said, and his voice was rough with something that might have been wonder. “You have no idea how long I’ve imagined you like this.”

His hand tightened in her hair, pulling her head back slightly, exposing the line of her throat. She felt the stretch in her neck, the vulnerability of the position, and she couldn’t suppress the soft sound that escaped her lips.

“Twelve years,” he continued, his free hand tracing along her jaw, down her throat, across the hollow of her collarbone. “Twelve years of thinking about the night you came to my quarters. The way you looked at me. The way your body softened when I told you to do something. The way you almost gave me everything without knowing what you were offering.”

His fingers found the first fastening of her jumpsuit.

“I told myself I was doing the right thing, walking away. I told myself you deserved someone gentler, someone who wouldn’t see the hunger in you and want to feed it.” He undid the fastening, then the next, his movements slow, deliberate, maddening. “But there was no one gentler, Elena. There was only me. And I was a coward.”

The fabric parted, revealing the thin undershirt beneath. His hand slid inside, his palm hot against her stomach, and she felt her muscles clench at the contact.

“I’m not a coward anymore.”

He undressed her slowly.

Piece by piece, the jumpsuit fell away—pulled down her shoulders, slid off her arms, pooled at her knees on the floor. The undershirt followed, lifted over her head, tossed aside with a casualness that made her feel more exposed than if he had torn it from her body. Her trousers were next, peeled down her thighs, drawn off her legs, leaving her in nothing but the practical underwear she had put on without thinking.

She should feel embarrassed. She should want to cover herself, to hide from the hunger in his eyes, to protect the parts of her that were most vulnerable. But she was still on her knees, her hands still clasped behind her back, and she couldn’t move, couldn’t speak, couldn’t do anything except let him look.

“Lift your arms.”

She raised her arms above her head, and he removed her bra with the same deliberate patience—unclasping, sliding the straps down, pulling it away to reveal the breasts that had been hidden beneath. Her nipples hardened in the cool air, and she saw his eyes darken at the sight.

“Stand.”

She rose on unsteady legs, her hands falling to her sides, and he turned her slowly, positioning her so that her back was to him. His fingers found the waistband of her underwear, and she felt the fabric slide down over her hips, her thighs, her knees, until she stepped out of it and stood before him completely bare.

She heard his breath catch.

“Turn around.”

She turned, and his grey eyes moved over her body with an intensity that made her feel like she was already being touched. He looked at her face, her breasts, the curve of her waist, the dark hair between her thighs. He looked at the scars on her forearms—the marks from the decompression incident, faded but still visible—and something in his expression shifted.

“Twelve years,” he said again, his voice rough. “And you’re exactly as I remembered.”

He led her to the sleeping compartment.

The room was dominated by a low platform bed, the sheets dark grey, the lighting warm and dim. He guided her to the edge, his hand on her hip, and pressed gently on her shoulder until she sat. Then he stepped back, putting space between them, and began to undress.

She watched him remove his shirt, revealing the broad chest she had glimpsed through the viewport four nights ago. The planes of muscle, the scattered scars, the dark hair that narrowed toward his waist. She watched him push down his trousers, his underwear, and felt her breath catch at the sight of him—hard, ready, the evidence of how much he wanted her impossible to ignore.

“Move back,” he said, and she shifted toward the centre of the bed, her body sinking into the soft sheets.

He joined her.

His weight settled over her, his knees between her thighs, his arms braced on either side of her head. She felt the heat of him pressing against her stomach, felt the rough hair of his chest against her nipples, felt the overwhelming reality of being pinned beneath a man who had been waiting for this moment for twelve years.

“Look at me.”

She opened eyes she hadn’t realised she’d closed, and his face was inches from hers, his grey eyes burning with something that made her chest ache.

“I’m going to take you now,” he said, his voice low, controlled, absolute. “I’m going to claim you. And after tonight, you will belong to me. Do you understand?”

She nodded. She couldn’t speak. She couldn’t do anything except lie beneath him and wait for whatever he chose to give her.

“Say it.”

“I understand.” Her voice came out hoarse, barely above a whisper.

“Good girl.”

He kissed her then.

It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t tender. It was claiming—his mouth taking hers with a hunger that had been building for over a decade, his tongue sliding past her lips, his teeth catching her lower lip and pulling until she gasped. She felt his hand in her hair, tilting her head back, deepening the kiss, and she arched into him with a need that frightened her.

His mouth moved to her throat, her jaw, the sensitive spot beneath her ear that made her whimper. She felt his teeth on her neck—not quite biting, not quite kissing, something in between that made her entire body tighten with anticipation. His hands followed, tracing the curves of her body, learning the landscape of her skin, memorising the places that made her breath catch and her hips shift.

When his mouth found her breast, she cried out.

His tongue circled her nipple, hot and wet, before his lips closed around it and pulled. She felt the sensation shoot straight to her core, felt the wetness pooling between her thighs, felt her body arching toward him of its own accord. His hand found her other breast, his fingers rolling the nipple, pinching, pulling, and she was making sounds she couldn’t control—whimpers, moans, desperate little gasps that echoed off the walls.

“Please,” she heard herself say, though she didn’t know what she was asking for.

“Please what?” His mouth lifted from her breast, his grey eyes meeting hers.

“Please… I need…”

“What do you need, Elena?” His hand slid down her stomach, his fingers tracing the line of her hip, stopping just short of where she was aching for him. “Tell me.”

“I need you to touch me.”

“Where?”

She felt her face flush with shame, with want, with the desperate, humiliating need to say the words out loud. But his fingers were hovering, waiting, and she couldn’t bear the emptiness for another second.

“Between my legs. Please. I need—”

His hand moved.

His fingers slid through the wetness between her thighs, and she heard him exhale sharply at what he found.

“You’re soaked.” His voice was rough, satisfied. “Twelve years of wanting, and you’re this wet for me already.”

She couldn’t respond. His fingers were moving, sliding, exploring the slick heat of her with a thoroughness that made her vision blur. He traced the folds of her sex, circled the swollen bud of her clitoris, pressed one finger slowly inside her and watched her face as her body stretched to accommodate him.

“God, you’re tight.” He added a second finger, and she felt the stretch intensify, felt her inner walls clench around him involuntarily. “When was the last time someone touched you like this?”

She couldn’t think. Couldn’t form words. His fingers were moving inside her now, curling, pressing against a spot that made stars explode behind her eyes.

“When, Elena?”

“Years,” she gasped. “It’s been years. I couldn’t—I didn’t want—”

“You didn’t want anyone but me.” His thumb found her clitoris, pressing, circling, and she felt the orgasm building like a wave about to break. “Isn’t that right?”

“Yes. God, yes. Please, I’m going to—”

He stopped.

His fingers withdrew, and she made a sound of desperate protest that she would be embarrassed about later. But he was shifting above her, positioning himself, and she felt the hard length of him pressing against her entrance.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice controlled despite the tension she could feel in his body. “You come with me inside you. Not before.”

He pushed forward.

The first inch made her gasp—the stretch, the fullness, the overwhelming sensation of being penetrated after so long. He paused, letting her adjust, his grey eyes fixed on her face with an intensity that made her feel seen in a way she had never experienced before.

“More?”

She nodded, unable to speak, and he pushed deeper.

She felt her body opening for him, felt her inner walls stretching to accommodate the thick length of him, felt the strange mixture of pleasure and slight pain that came with being filled so completely. He was bigger than she had expected—bigger than anyone she had been with before—and her body was struggling to accept all of him.

“Breathe,” he said, his voice gentle. “Relax. Let me in.”

She forced herself to breathe, forced her muscles to unclench, and felt him slide the rest of the way home. He was fully inside her now, his hips pressed against hers, his weight resting on his elbows beside her head. She could feel him throbbing inside her, feel her own body trembling around him, and she had never felt so full, so claimed, so completely possessed.

“Look at me.”

She opened her eyes, and his face was inches from hers, his grey eyes burning with emotion that made her chest ache.

“You’re mine now,” he said, and he began to move.

He started slowly.

Long, deep strokes that pulled almost all the way out before sliding back in, each thrust deliberate, measured, designed to make her feel every inch of him. She could feel the friction against her inner walls, the pressure against that spot that made stars explode behind her eyes, the steady build of pleasure that was growing with each movement.

“You feel incredible.” His voice was rough, strained, the first crack she had heard in his control. “Better than I imagined. Better than I dreamed.”

She couldn’t respond. She could only lie there, pinned beneath him, her body opening to receive each thrust, her voice making sounds she couldn’t control. She was dimly aware that she was moaning—loudly, shamelessly, the kind of sounds she had never made with anyone else—but she couldn’t stop, couldn’t quiet herself, couldn’t do anything except feel.

His rhythm increased.

Faster now, harder, each thrust driving deeper than the last. She felt the bed rocking beneath them, felt the slap of his hips against hers, felt the wet sounds of their bodies moving together. Her hands found his shoulders, her fingers digging into the muscle, and she held on as he drove into her with a hunger that had been building for twelve years.

“Tell me you’re mine.”

The words cut through the haze of pleasure, demanding, absolute.

“I’m yours.” She heard herself say it, and the words felt like surrender, like relief, like coming home after a long journey. “I’m yours. I’ve always been yours.”

His hand found her jaw, tilting her face toward his, and he kissed her—deep, claiming, his tongue moving in the same rhythm as his hips. She felt the orgasm building, felt the tension coiling in her core, felt the inevitable ascent toward something she had been starving for.

“Come for me,” he said against her mouth. “Come now.”

The orgasm hit her like a wave.

It crashed through her body, starting at her core and radiating outward until every nerve ending was screaming with pleasure. She felt her inner walls clench around him, felt her back arch off the bed, felt her mouth open in a cry that she couldn’t control. The world went white at the edges, then black, then exploded into a million fragments of sensation.

She was dimly aware of him following her over the edge—his rhythm faltering, his body tensing, a groan escaping his throat that was the most beautiful sound she had ever heard. She felt him pulsing inside her, felt the heat of his release, felt the final claiming that marked her as his.

They collapsed together, a tangle of sweatslicked limbs and ragged breathing. She could feel his heart pounding against her chest, feel the tremors that still ran through his body, feel the weight of him pressing her into the mattress.

She couldn’t think. Couldn’t move. Couldn’t do anything except lie there while the aftershocks rolled through her and her mind slowly put itself back together.

He shifted, rolling to the side, pulling her with him so that she was curled against his chest. His hand found her hair, his fingers threading through the tangled strands, and she felt him hold her there with a gentleness that made her want to weep.

“Stay,” he said, his voice rough with exhaustion. “Don’t go back to your quarters tonight.”

She didn’t respond. She couldn’t. She was already drifting, her body heavy with satisfaction, her mind quiet for the first time in longer than she could remember.

She fell asleep in his arms, with the taste of him still on her lips and the ache of his claiming still throbbing between her thighs.

She woke to the sensation of fingers tracing her spine.

The room was darker now—the lighting had dimmed further, simulating night cycle—and Marcus was lying beside her, propped on one elbow, his grey eyes watching her face in the dim glow.

She felt the soreness between her legs, the delicious ache of muscles that had been used thoroughly. She felt the dried sweat on her skin, the tangled mess of her hair, the marks his hands had left on her hips and thighs.

She felt owned.

“How do you feel?” His voice was low, rough with sleep.

She considered the question. She should feel ashamed. She should feel violated, manipulated, furious at herself for surrendering so easily to a man who had brought her here under false pretences and taken what she had been protecting for twelve years.

But she didn’t.

“I feel…” She stopped, searching for the right word. “Quiet.”

His hand stilled on her back. “Quiet?”

“My mind.” She struggled to articulate something she had never been able to explain, even to herself. “It’s always… loud. Always racing, planning, analysing. But right now, it’s quiet. I’m not thinking about anything. I’m just… here.”

Understanding flickered in his eyes. “That’s what surrender gives you. The freedom to stop carrying everything alone.”

She turned onto her back, staring up at the ceiling. The viewport showed the same endless black it always showed, but somehow it felt different now. Less empty. Less frightening.

“What happens next?” she asked.

“What do you want to happen next?”

She considered this. “I don’t know. I’ve never… I’ve never done this before. Whatever this is.”

“It’s ownership.” His hand found her jaw, turning her face toward his. “You belong to me now, Elena. That means different things to different people, but here, on this station, it means this: I will take care of you. I will push you. I will give you what you need, even when you don’t know how to ask for it. In return, you will give me your trust. Your surrender. Your willingness to let me lead.”

“And if I can’t?”

“You can.” His thumb traced her lower lip. “You already have. The hardest part is over.”

She thought about Sarah, about the peace she had seen in the younger woman’s face, the collar around her throat and the tattoo at the base of her spine. She thought about Victor Kaine’s clinical hands and the way they had made her body respond despite her shame. She thought about twelve years of hunger, of loneliness, of building a life around the absence of something she couldn’t name.

She thought about the word he had spoken in the Command Centre, and the way her knees had folded when she finally stopped fighting.

“Will you collar me?” The question came out before she could stop it.

His eyes darkened. “Do you want me to?”

“I don’t know.” She forced herself to be honest. “I don’t know what I want. I just know that watching Sarah… seeing the way she looked when she knelt for you… I wanted that. I wanted to feel whatever she was feeling.”

“What was she feeling?”

“Peace.” The word came out barely above a whisper. “She looked like someone who had stopped fighting.”

He was quiet for a long moment. Then he pulled her toward him, tucking her head under his chin, wrapping his arms around her in a gesture that felt protective rather than possessive.

“The collar isn’t something I give lightly,” he said, his voice rumbling in his chest beneath her ear. “It’s not a symbol. It’s a commitment—on both sides. When I collar you, you’ll belong to me completely. Not just your body. Your will. Your choices. Your future.”

“That’s terrifying.”

“I know.” His hand stroked her hair, gentle, soothing. “That’s why we take it slowly. We have time, Elena. Six months, at minimum. We’ll see where you are at the end of it.”

“And if I want to leave?”

His hand stilled for just a moment. “Then you leave. I told you before—I’m not keeping you prisoner. You can walk away whenever you choose. The question is whether you’ll want to.”

She didn’t have an answer for that. She wasn’t sure she would ever have an answer for that.

But lying there in his arms, with the ache of his claiming still throbbing between her thighs and the quiet settling deeper into her bones, she couldn’t imagine wanting to be anywhere else.

She closed her eyes, and for the first time in twelve years, she slept without dreaming of hands in the dark.


CHAPTER SIX - AFTER THE FALLING

She woke to the smell of him.

It surrounded her—warm, male, something underneath that was uniquely Marcus, a scent she had been carrying in some deep, locked part of her memory for twelve years without ever being able to name it. She breathed it in with her face pressed against his chest, her body still heavy with sleep, her mind still quiet in a way it almost never was.

For a long, suspended moment, she didn’t remember where she was or what had happened. She simply existed—a body in a bed, wrapped in warmth, held by arms that felt like safety.

Then the memories came flooding back.

His voice in the dark. The word he had spoken. Her knees hitting the floor. His hands on her body, his mouth on her skin, the overwhelming fullness of him inside her. The orgasm that had shattered her into a million pieces, and the words she had cried out in the midst of it.

I’m yours. I’ve always been yours.

She kept her eyes closed, her breathing carefully even, and tried to make sense of what she was feeling. She should be horrified. She should be already scrambling out of bed, gathering her scattered clothes, fleeing back to her quarters before the shame could catch up with her. She was a psychologist, a professional, a woman who had spent her career teaching others about boundaries and autonomy and the importance of maintaining one’s sense of self.

Instead, she felt… settled.

The word surprised her even as it formed in her mind. Settled. As if something that had been loose and rattling inside her for years had finally clicked into place. As if the constant, lowgrade anxiety that she had learned to live with—the background hum of notquiterightness that she had mistaken for normal—had simply… stopped.

His hand moved against her back, a slow, tracing pattern that suggested he was already awake.

“Stop thinking.” His voice was rough with sleep, rumbling in his chest beneath her ear. “I can hear it from here.”

She opened her eyes, tilting her head back to look at him. The dim lighting of the sleeping compartment cast shadows across his face, highlighting the strong jaw, the broken nose, the thin scar through his eyebrow. He was watching her with those grey eyes—patient, knowing, hungry—and she felt the familiar heat begin to build in her core despite the soreness between her legs.

“I can’t help it,” she admitted. “Thinking is what I do.”

“Not anymore.” His hand slid up her spine, his fingers tangling in her hair, and he pulled her head back gently but firmly, exposing the line of her throat. “Not when you’re with me. When you’re with me, you feel. You experience. You surrender. But you don’t think.”

“That’s—” She stopped, searching for the word. “That’s not realistic. I have a job. Responsibilities. A life outside this room.”

“You have all of those things.” His thumb traced the hollow of her throat, pressing slightly against the pulse that was hammering beneath her skin. “But you also have this. And when you walk out that door, you’ll carry it with you. Every time you sit through a briefing, every time you review a file, every time you speak to another human being, you’ll feel the marks I’ve left on you. You’ll feel my claim. And you’ll know that no matter what happens out there, in here, you belong to me.”

The words should have frightened her. They should have triggered every defensive instinct she had spent years cultivating—the fierce independence, the refusal to be owned, the absolute certainty that she was complete unto herself.

Instead, they made her wet.

She felt the heat spreading through her body, the slick evidence of her arousal beginning to gather between her thighs. She was sore from last night—thoroughly, deliciously sore—and yet her body was already responding to his voice, his touch, the absolute authority in his words.

“Your body knows what it wants,” he said, and his voice had dropped lower, rougher. “Even when your mind is still catching up.”

His hand slid down from her throat, tracing along her collarbone, across the swell of her breast. She felt her nipple harden under his palm, felt the spark of sensation shoot straight to her core, and she couldn’t suppress the soft gasp that escaped her lips.

“Your body knows that it’s mine. That every part of you belongs to me now. That I can touch you whenever I want, however I want, and you will let me.”

His hand continued its descent, sliding over her ribs, across her stomach, stopping just above the dark curls between her thighs. She felt her hips shift toward him of their own accord, seeking the touch, desperate for it, and she hated herself for how badly she wanted it.

“Ask me.”

The words cut through the haze of arousal. “What?”

“Ask me to touch you. Use your words.” His hand hovered, maddeningly still. “Tell me what you want.”

Her face burned with shame. She was a grown woman, a professional, someone who had given presentations to rooms full of senior officers without flinching. And here she was, unable to say the simple words that would give her what she was aching for.

“I…” She swallowed, tried again. “I want you to touch me.”

“Where?”

“Between my legs.” The words came out strangled, barely above a whisper. “Please. I want you to touch me between my legs.”

“Better.” His hand moved, his fingers sliding through the wet heat of her, and she heard his breath catch at what he found. “You’re soaked. Less than twelve hours since I claimed you, and you’re already this wet for me again.”

She couldn’t respond. His fingers were moving, sliding, pressing against the swollen bud of her clitoris with a precision that made stars explode behind her eyes. She felt the orgasm building almost immediately—her body still sensitised from last night, still hungry, still desperate for more.

“I’m going to make you come,” he said, his voice calm and controlled despite the tension she could feel in his body. “And then you’re going to get dressed and report to your duties like nothing happened. You’re going to sit through your appointments, review your files, conduct yourself with the professional composure that you’ve spent years perfecting. And the entire time, you’re going to feel my seed inside you. You’re going to know that you belong to me. And you’re going to wonder who else knows.”

The words pushed her over the edge.

She came with his hand between her legs and his voice in her ear, her body arching off the bed, her mouth opening in a cry that she couldn’t control. The pleasure was intense, almost painful in its intensity, and she rode it in waves while his fingers continued their relentless stimulation.

When it was over, she lay limp against the sheets, her chest heaving, her body trembling with aftershocks. He withdrew his hand, and she watched through halflidded eyes as he brought his fingers to his mouth and tasted her.

“Get dressed,” he said, swinging his legs over the side of the bed. “You have an appointment at 0900.”

She stared at him, her mind still foggy with pleasure. “An appointment?”

“Dr. Kaine. Weekly examination.” His grey eyes met hers, and there was something in them that made her stomach clench with sudden apprehension. “He’s expecting you.”

The shower in his quarters was larger than the one in her pod, with multiple jets and temperature controls that she didn’t bother to figure out. She stood under the hot water, letting it pour over her body, trying to wash away the evidence of the night—and the morning—that clung to her skin.

It didn’t help.

She could still feel him inside her, could still feel the places where his hands had gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, could still feel the phantom sensation of his mouth on her throat. Her body was marked in ways that would be visible to anyone who looked closely—the red marks on her breasts, the bruises forming on her hips, the slight swell of her lips from kissing.

She thought about the appointment with Victor Kaine, and her stomach turned over.

He would see. He would see everything—the marks, the bruises, the evidence of what she had allowed Marcus to do to her. He would know, with the clinical precision that had humiliated her during the first examination, exactly how her body had responded to being claimed.

She should cancel. She should find some excuse, some reason, some way to avoid walking into that examination room and letting Victor Kaine see what she had become.

But Marcus’s voice echoed in her mind: He’s expecting you.

She turned off the water, stepped out of the shower, and reached for the towel.

Her jumpsuit from the night before was crumpled on the floor, unwearable. Marcus had laid out a fresh one on the chair by the bed—black, like his, with no rank insignia, no identification, nothing to mark her as anything other than what she now was.

She pulled it on, feeling the fabric settle against her skin. It fit perfectly, which meant he had taken her measurements at some point—probably during the selection process, probably without her knowledge, probably as part of the elaborate preparation that had gone into bringing her here.

The thought should have disturbed her. Instead, it made her feel… cared for. As if he had been thinking about her, planning for her, long before she set foot on this station.

She left her hair down—she didn’t have anything to tie it back with—and walked to the door. Marcus was already dressed, standing at the viewport with his back to her, watching Earth rotate slowly in the black.

“0900,” he said without turning. “Don’t be late.”

“Marcus—”

He turned at the sound of his name, and his grey eyes met hers with an intensity that made her breath catch.

“Victor will know what happened last night,” he said, his voice calm, matteroffact. “I want him to know. I want him to see the marks on your body and understand that you belong to me now. Do you understand?”

She felt the heat rise to her face, the shame that was becoming familiar, that she was beginning to recognise as part of something larger. “Yes.”

“Good.” He crossed to her, his hand coming up to cup her jaw, tilting her face toward his. “This is part of it, Elena. The shame. The exposure. Learning to let people see what you are. Can you do that?”

“I don’t know.” The words came out honestly, rawly. “I’ve spent my whole life hiding this part of myself. I don’t know how to let anyone see it.”

“You’ll learn.” His thumb traced her lower lip, and she felt the touch like a brand. “Now go. And remember—no matter what happens in that examination room, you belong to me. Not him. Me.”

He kissed her—hard, claiming, his tongue sliding past her lips in a way that made her knees weak—and then he released her and turned back to the viewport.

She walked out the door on unsteady legs, with his taste still on her lips and the weight of what he had said settling into her bones.

Medical Bay 1 was exactly as she remembered it.

Cold, sterile, the examination chair dominating the centre of the room with its padded restraints and clinical positioning. Victor Kaine was waiting for her, his pale blue eyes tracking her movement as she entered, his expression as unreadable as ever.

“Dr. Vasquez.” His voice was soft, measured, the voice that had preceded the most humiliating experience of her professional life. “Right on time. Excellent.”

“Dr. Kaine.” She kept her own voice neutral, professional, the voice she had cultivated over years of briefings and evaluations. “I received notification of this appointment. I wasn’t aware weekly examinations were standard protocol.”

“They are for you.” His eyes moved over her face, her throat, the collar of her jumpsuit, and she saw something flicker in his expression—something that looked almost like satisfaction. “The Commander asked me to monitor your… adjustment… particularly closely.”

The word ‘adjustment’ landed like a blow. She knew what it meant—knew that Victor Kaine understood exactly what had happened last night, exactly why she was standing in his examination room with marks on her body that she couldn’t hide.

“Please remove your clothing and lie on the examination chair.” His voice was clinical, detached, as if he were discussing routine maintenance rather than asking her to expose herself. “Full examination required.”

Her hands moved to the fastenings of her jumpsuit before she could think about it, before she could protest, before she could do anything except obey. The fabric parted, slid off her shoulders, pooled at her feet. She stepped out of it, then removed her undergarments—the practical underwear she had pulled on without thinking, the one piece of armour she had left.

Naked, she walked to the examination chair and lay back.

The restraints clicked around her wrists and ankles, holding her in place, and she felt the familiar vulnerability wash over her—spread open, exposed, unable to move or hide or protect herself from whatever was coming.

Victor moved to stand beside her, his pale blue eyes tracing the marks on her body with clinical precision.

“I see the Commander has been thorough.” His voice was neutral, almost approving. “Bruising on the hips and inner thighs. Bite marks on the breast and shoulder. Minor abrasions on the wrists from restraint during… vigorous activity.”

He made a note on his data pad, then looked up at her face.

“How do you feel, Dr. Vasquez?”

The question caught her off guard. She had expected clinical detachment, the same professional distance he had maintained during her first examination. But there was something in his voice now—something that sounded almost like genuine interest.

“I feel…” She searched for the right word. “Sore.”

“That’s to be expected.” He set down the data pad and moved to the end of the chair, positioning himself between her spread legs. “I’m going to examine you internally now. Please try to relax.”

His fingers entered her without further preamble.

She gasped, her body tensing around the intrusion, her mind flashing back to the first examination—the clinical violation, her body’s humiliating response, the moment when his eyes had flickered with something she couldn’t name.

But this time was different.

This time, she was sore. Sore from Marcus’s claiming, from the thorough, relentless way he had used her body through the night. Victor’s fingers pressed against tender tissue, stretched alreadystretched muscles, and she felt the ache intensify into something that bordered on pain.

“Tissue is slightly swollen,” Victor said, his voice clinical. “Minor inflammation consistent with prolonged sexual activity. No signs of damage or injury.” His fingers moved inside her, pressing, testing. “How does this feel?”

“Uncomfortable.” The word came out strangled, halfgasp. “It’s… sensitive.”

“Sensitive how?” His fingers pressed deeper, and she felt her body clench around him involuntarily. “Pleasantly sensitive? Unpleasantly?”

She didn’t know how to answer. The sensation was strange—a mixture of soreness and arousal, pain and pleasure, her body responding to the stimulation despite her mind’s confusion.

“I don’t know.” The admission came out barely above a whisper. “Both, I think.”

“Interesting.” His fingers withdrew, and she felt the sudden emptiness, the strange sense of loss that came with being unpenetrated. “You’re lubricating, Dr. Vasquez. Despite the soreness. Despite the clinical nature of this examination. Your body is responding to stimulation as if it were sexual in nature.”

Her face burned with shame. “I can’t help it.”

“No, you can’t.” His voice was soft, almost gentle. “That’s the point. Your body knows what it wants, even when your mind resists. Your body responds to penetration, to stimulation, to the feeling of being examined and exposed. These are not things you can control through willpower.”

He made another note on his data pad, then looked up at her face.

“The Commander wanted me to see this,” he said, and there was something in his voice that made her chest tighten. “He wanted me to witness the evidence of his claim. To understand that you belong to him now, in ways that go beyond professional hierarchy or temporary arrangement.”

She didn’t respond. She couldn’t. The truth of his words was settling into her bones, becoming part of her understanding of herself.

“Your body will continue to respond this way,” Victor continued, his clinical mask firmly back in place. “Every time you’re examined, every time you’re penetrated, every time you’re touched with intent, your body will react. The soreness will fade. The arousal will not.”

He released the restraints, and she sat up slowly, her body aching in places she hadn’t known could ache.

“You may dress. Your next appointment is in one week.”

She pulled on her clothes with hands that trembled slightly, her mind still processing everything he had said. When she was dressed, she turned to find Victor watching her with those pale blue eyes, his expression unreadable.

“One more thing, Dr. Vasquez.”

She paused at the door. “Yes?”

“The Commander is a patient man. He has waited twelve years for you. But patience is not the same as hesitance.” Victor’s voice was soft, almost gentle. “He will push you. He will test you. He will take you to places you didn’t know existed. And when you’re standing at the edge of something that terrifies you, remember that he has been waiting for you to catch up.”

She didn’t respond. She walked out of the medical bay with her heart pounding and her mind spinning and the weight of the next six months settling onto her shoulders like something she wasn’t sure she could carry.

She found Marcus in the Command Centre.

He was standing at the viewport, as he always seemed to be, his back to the door, his hands clasped behind him. He didn’t turn when she entered, but she knew he was aware of her presence—the slight shift of his shoulders, the tension in his posture that hadn’t been there before.

“How was your appointment?”

The question was casual, but she heard the edge beneath it. He wanted to know. He wanted to hear her say it.

“Thorough.” She stopped a few feet behind him, her hands clasped in front of her, her body still aching from Victor’s examination. “He noted the marks. The bruising. The evidence of… activity.”

“Did he comment on your arousal?”

The question hit her like a blow, and she felt the heat rise to her face. “Yes.”

“What did he say?”

She forced herself to answer, forced the words past the shame that was choking her. “He said my body would continue to respond that way. That it wasn’t something I could control through willpower.”

“He’s right.” Marcus turned then, his grey eyes meeting hers with an intensity that made her stomach clench. “Your body knows what it wants, Elena. It’s been waiting for this for twelve years. The mind catches up eventually.”

He crossed to her, his hand coming up to cup her jaw, tilting her face toward his.

“Did you submit to the examination? Did you let him see?”

“Yes.” The word came out hoarse, barely above a whisper. “I let him see.”

“Good girl.”

The praise sent heat flooding through her body, a rush of pleasure and relief that she couldn’t explain. She felt her knees soften, her body lean toward him, and she had to fight the urge to drop to the floor and press her face against his thighs.

“There will be more tests,” he said, his thumb tracing her lower lip. “Harder ones. Situations that will push you further than you think you can go. Can you handle that?”

“I don’t know.” The honesty came out before she could stop it. “I’ve never done this before. I don’t know what I’m capable of.”

“You’re capable of more than you think.” His hand slid from her jaw to the back of her neck, his fingers settling into her hair, and she felt herself pulled forward—slowly, gently, irresistibly—until her forehead was resting against his chest. “That’s what the tests are for. They show us both where your edges are.”

She breathed in the scent of him, felt the warmth of his body through the fabric of his jumpsuit, and let herself be held. The shame was still there—the lingering embarrassment of what she had just experienced, the knowledge that Victor had seen her body respond to examination, the understanding that this was only the beginning—but underneath it was something else.

Something that felt like belonging.

“Tonight,” Marcus said, his voice rumbling in his chest beneath her ear. “Come to my quarters after your shift. 2000 hours. Don’t be late.”

She nodded against his chest, not trusting herself to speak.

“And Elena?”

She lifted her head, met his grey eyes.

“Wear your hair down. I want to see it spread across my pillow.”

She spent the rest of the day in a fog.

She reviewed files, made notes, conducted the professional duties that had brought her to this station. She ate lunch in the mess hall—alone, as usual—and tried to ignore the way Sarah’s eyes lingered on her when the younger woman passed through. She wondered if Sarah knew, if Marcus had told her, if the entire station was aware of what had happened in the Commander’s quarters last night.

By the time her shift ended, her nerves were wound tight enough to snap.

She returned to her quarters, showered—washing away the evidence of Victor’s examination but unable to touch the soreness that still throbbed between her thighs—and pulled on a fresh jumpsuit. She left her hair down, as Marcus had requested, and studied herself in the small mirror above the sink.

The woman who looked back at her was not the same one who had arrived on this station six days ago. Her eyes were different—softer, somehow, more vulnerable. Her face was different—the tight lines of tension that had lived around her mouth for years were beginning to smooth. Her body was different—marked, claimed, owned in ways that she was still learning to understand.

She turned away from the mirror before she could analyse further, and made her way through the corridors toward Marcus’s quarters.

He was waiting for her.

The door slid open at her touch, and she found him standing in the centre of the room, his grey eyes fixed on her face with an intensity that made her breath catch. He was barefoot again, wearing the loose dark trousers and black tshirt that she was beginning to associate with the version of himself that existed only in this space.

“Close the door.”

She palmed the panel behind her, and the door slid shut with a soft hiss.

“Undress.”

The command was simple, direct, and her hands were moving before her mind could process it. She peeled the jumpsuit from her body, let it fall to the floor, then removed her undergarments and stood before him completely bare. The air was cool against her skin, raising gooseflesh along her arms, and she felt the weight of his gaze like something physical.

“Turn around.”

She turned slowly, letting him see the marks he had left on her body—the bruises on her hips, the bite mark on her shoulder, the faint red lines where his hands had gripped her too hard. She heard his breath catch, and something inside her chest tightened with a mixture of shame and satisfaction.

“Come here.”

She crossed to him on unsteady legs, stopping when she was close enough to feel the heat of his body through his clothes. He didn’t touch her—just stood there, watching her face, his grey eyes burning with something that made her stomach clench with want.

“On your knees.”

She dropped.

It was easier this time—the surrender, the folding of her body, the feeling of her knees meeting the cold floor. She was learning, she realised. Learning to let go. Learning to stop fighting the part of herself that had been starving for this.

His hand found her hair, his fingers threading through the loose strands, and he pulled her head back gently, exposing the line of her throat.

“Beautiful,” he said, his voice rough with want. “You have no idea how beautiful you look like this.”

She couldn’t respond. She could only kneel there, her body trembling, her face tilted up toward his, waiting for whatever he chose to give her.

“Tonight, I’m going to teach you something,” he said, his thumb tracing the line of her jaw. “I’m going to teach you how to ask for what you want. Can you do that?”

“I don’t know how.” The admission came out barely above a whisper. “I’ve never… I’ve never asked for those things out loud.”

“Then you’ll learn.” His hand released her hair, and he stepped back, putting distance between them. “Stand up. Go to the bed. Lie down on your back.”

She rose on unsteady legs, walked to the sleeping compartment, and lay down on the dark sheets. The bed was still rumpled from the night before, and she could smell him on the pillows—the warm, male scent that had become impossibly familiar.

He followed her, stopping at the edge of the bed, his grey eyes moving over her body with deliberate slowness.

“Spread your legs.”

She opened herself to him, feeling the cool air against her exposed sex, feeling the vulnerability of being so completely displayed. He could see everything—the wetness that was already gathering between her thighs, the marks from his earlier claiming, the desperate want that was written across every inch of her skin.

“Touch yourself.”

The command caught her off guard. “What?”

“Touch yourself.” His voice was calm, controlled, as if he were asking her to perform a routine task. “Show me how you like it. Show me what feels good.”

Her face burned with shame. She had touched herself before—of course she had—but never with someone watching, never with someone commanding her to perform for their pleasure.

“I can’t—”

“You can.” His grey eyes met hers, and there was no mercy in them. “This is part of it, Elena. Learning to let me see. Learning to show me everything. Now touch yourself.”

Her hand moved.

It felt strange, surreal, to be lying on his bed with her legs spread and her fingers sliding through the wet heat of her. She traced the folds of her sex, circled the swollen bud of her clitoris, pressed one finger inside herself and felt her body clench around the intrusion. She was watching his face as she touched herself, and she saw the moment his control cracked—his jaw tightening, his breath catching, the darkening of his grey eyes with want.

“Tell me what you’re feeling.”

“Good.” The word came out strangled, breathless. “It feels good.”

“What else?”

“Empty.” She felt the word before she spoke it, the truth of it resonating through her body. “I feel empty. I want you inside me.”

“Say it again.”

“I want you inside me.” The words came out stronger this time, more certain. “Please. I want you to fuck me.”

He didn’t respond. He just watched her, his grey eyes fixed on her hand between her legs, his expression controlled despite the tension she could feel radiating from him.

“Keep going,” he said. “Don’t stop until you come.”

She felt the orgasm building—the tension coiling in her core, the heat spreading through her body, the inevitable ascent toward release. She was moving her fingers faster now, pressing harder, chasing the pleasure that was building inside her.

“Please,” she gasped. “Please, I’m going to—”

“Come.” The command cut through the haze of pleasure. “Come for me, Elena. Now.”

She shattered.

The orgasm crashed through her body, wave after wave of pleasure that radiated from her core to the tips of her fingers and toes. She felt her back arch off the bed, felt her mouth open in a cry that she couldn’t control, felt the wetness gush over her fingers as her body convulsed.

When it was over, she lay limp against the sheets, her chest heaving, her body trembling with aftershocks. She watched through halflidded eyes as Marcus undressed—pulling off his shirt, pushing down his trousers, revealing the hard length of his arousal.

He joined her on the bed.

“Again,” he said, positioning himself between her thighs. “You’re going to come again. With me inside you this time.”

He pushed forward, and she felt her body open to receive him—the stretch, the fullness, the overwhelming sensation of being filled after being so empty. He was inside her now, fully, completely, and she could feel him throbbing against her inner walls.

“Wrap your legs around me.”

She lifted her legs, locking her ankles at the small of his back, pulling him deeper. The angle changed, and she felt him press against something inside her that made stars explode behind her eyes.

“Now tell me what you want.”

The question was a command, and she knew she had to answer.

“I want you to move.” The words came out hoarse, desperate. “I want you to fuck me. Hard. Please.”

He moved.

His hips pulled back, then snapped forward, driving into her with a force that made her cry out. He set a rhythm—hard, fast, relentless—and she felt each thrust in her core, in her chest, in the places where she had been empty for so long.

“More,” she gasped. “Please. Harder.”

He gave her what she asked for.

His hands found her hips, his fingers pressing into the bruises he had already left, and he drove into her with a hunger that bordered on desperation. She could feel the bed rocking beneath them, feel the slap of his hips against hers, feel the wet sounds of their bodies moving together.

“I’m going to come,” she heard herself say. “Please. I need—”

“Ask me.”

The command cut through the haze of pleasure. “What?”

“Ask me to let you come.” His voice was rough, strained, the first crack she had heard in his control. “Beg me for it.”

She should have been humiliated. She should have refused, should have held onto some scrap of dignity, should have done anything except what he was asking.

Instead, she begged.

“Please let me come.” The words tumbled out, raw and desperate. “Please. I need it. I need you. Please, Marcus, please—”

“Come.”

The orgasm hit her like a wave.

It crashed through her body with a force that stole her breath, her vision, her sense of anything except the pleasure that was consuming her. She felt her inner walls clench around him, felt her body arch off the bed, felt the tears that were streaming down her cheeks without her permission.

He followed her over the edge.

She felt him pulse inside her, felt the heat of his release, heard the groan that escaped his throat as his own orgasm took him. His rhythm faltered, his body tensed, and then he collapsed against her, his weight pressing her into the mattress.

They lay there together, tangled in sweatsoaked sheets, their hearts pounding against each other’s chests. Elena could feel the tears still streaming down her face, could feel the overwhelming emotion that was crashing through her in waves.

She was crying.

She didn’t know why—couldn’t have explained it if she tried. But the tears kept coming, silent and unstoppable, and she couldn’t make herself stop.

Marcus shifted, rolling to the side, pulling her with him so that she was curled against his chest. His hand found her hair, his fingers threading through the tangled strands, and he held her while she cried without asking her to explain.

“It’s normal,” he said, his voice soft. “The tears. The overwhelm. You’ve been holding so much for so long, and now your body is finally letting it go.”

She cried harder.

She cried for the twelve years she had spent starving herself. She cried for the loneliness she had pretended wasn’t there. She cried for the part of herself that she had tried so hard to destroy, only to discover that it was the truest thing about her.

He held her through all of it, his arms wrapped around her, his hand stroking her hair, his presence a steady anchor in the storm of emotion that was crashing through her.

When the tears finally subsided, she was exhausted—drained, empty, hollowed out in a way that felt strangely peaceful.

“Stay,” he said, his voice rumbling in his chest beneath her ear. “Sleep here tonight.”

She didn’t respond. She couldn’t. She was already drifting, her body heavy with exhaustion, her mind quiet for the first time since she could remember.

She fell asleep in his arms, with the tears still drying on her face and the ache of his claiming settled deep in her bones.

And for the first time in twelve years, she didn’t dream at all.


CHAPTER SEVEN — EXTENDED EXAMINATION

Elena woke in her own quarters with the taste of him still on her tongue and the ache of possession written into every muscle. The recycled air hummed through the vents, a constant reminder that she was sealed away from everything she had once known—enclosed in a vessel hurtling through the black, farther from Earth with each passing hour, farther from the woman she had been before she stepped onto the shuttle that brought her here.

She lay still for a long moment, staring at the ceiling. The emergency lighting cast everything in a dim amber glow, and somewhere in the walls, a pipe clicked and settled, the station breathing around her like a living thing. Her body felt strange to her now—used, opened, transformed by the events of the previous night. Marcus had claimed her. The word rolled through her mind, heavy with implications she could not yet parse. Claimed. Not seduced. Not taken in passion. Claimed—deliberately, methodically, with the same precision he brought to every command decision. He had not asked for her surrender. He had drawn it from her, inch by inch, until she had nothing left to give and found herself wanting to give more.

Her thighs were tender when she shifted, the muscles there sore from being spread so wide for so long. Between her legs, she could still feel the phantom stretch of him, the way he had filled her completely while his voice poured into her ear like honey laced with something darker. You belong here now. She had come apart beneath him, around him, her body seizing and clenching and shattering while he watched her fall to pieces. The memory made her skin flush with something between shame and desperate, hungry want, a heat that bloomed low in her belly and spread outward until she had to press her palm against her stomach to contain it.

She should feel degraded. She should feel angry, should be cataloguing the ways she had been used, should be composing the report she would file when she returned to Earth. Instead, she felt the absence of him like a wound, an emptiness where his hands had been, where his weight had pressed her into the mattress, where his voice had reached inside her and taken root. She wanted him back. She wanted to be filled again, held again, claimed so thoroughly that there was no part of her left unmarked.

The thought disturbed her. She pushed it away.

The chronometer on the wall read 0647. Her shift in the research bay began at 0800, but the thought of sitting at her station, running the same atmospheric composition analyses she had run a hundred times before, seemed absurd. How could she pretend to care about trace gases and thermal variances when her entire understanding of herself had been dismantled and reassembled in a single night? How could she sit there, taking notes and inputting data, when her body still hummed with the memory of being taken apart by hands that knew exactly where to touch, exactly how much pressure to apply, exactly when to push and when to pull back?

She rose from the narrow bed and crossed to the small hygiene unit. The mirror above the sink showed her a face she barely recognised—flushed, eyes dark and slightly swollen, lips still tender from kissing. She touched her throat, half expecting to find marks there, bruises in the shape of his fingers, but his hands had left no visible evidence of their passage. His ownership was written somewhere deeper than skin, in places she could not see but could feel with every breath she took.

The water from the tap was cold against her face, sharp enough to sting, and she cupped it in her palms and let it run over her wrists, watching the droplets scatter against the stainless steel basin. The station’s systems hummed around her, an endless mechanical heartbeat that had become so familiar she barely noticed it anymore. But this morning, she was aware suddenly of how small this place was—how contained. Every breath she took had been breathed before, filtered and recycled through the same systems that kept all of them alive. The air in her lungs had been in someone else’s lungs, had passed through the filtration units and emerged clean and sterile and utterly without the freshness of Earth’s atmosphere. There was something intimate about that, something that made her feel both trapped and strangely held. They were all breathing each other here, all existing in the same sealed bubble of recycled life, and the thought made her feel less alone than she had in months.

She dressed in her standard jumpsuit, the fabric rough against skin still sensitive from his hands. The uniform felt wrong now—too loose, too impersonal, too much like the costume of a person she no longer was. She wanted something tighter, something that would press against the places he had touched, something that would remind her with every movement that she belonged to someone now. The thought disturbed her, and she pushed it away, but it lingered at the edges of her mind, a whisper she could not quite silence.

By 0730, she had made her way to the research bay. The corridors were quiet at this hour, most of the crew still in their quarters or already at their stations, and her magnetic boots clicked against the deck plates with a rhythm that had become as natural as walking. She passed an observation port and paused, caught by the sight of Earth—blue and white and impossibly far away, hanging in the black like a promise she was no longer certain she wanted to keep. The planet of her birth, the world she had spent thirtytwo years navigating, seemed remote now, a distant memory of a life that belonged to someone else. Here, in this metal canister hurtling through the void, she had become someone new. She was not sure yet whether that someone was better or worse than who she had been. She only knew that there was no going back.

The research bay was empty when she arrived. Her station hummed to life at her touch, screens filling with data streams and analysis protocols, the soft blue light casting shadows across the console. She sat, stared at the numbers, and found she could make no sense of them. The letters and figures swam before her eyes, meaningless glyphs that refused to resolve into anything coherent. Atmospheric nitrogen levels. Trace oxygen isotopes. Thermal gradients in the outer hull. None of it mattered. None of it meant anything compared to the weight of Marcus’s hands on her body, the sound of his voice in her ear, the way he had said her name at the end—Elena—like a word he had been waiting his whole life to speak.

She tried. For nearly an hour, she tried. She ran analyses, input corrections, reviewed data sets. But her mind kept drifting back to the night before—the smell of him, all sandalwood and something darker, something uniquely him. The texture of his skin beneath her fingers, smooth over hard muscle, the faint scars she had traced without knowing their origins. The way he had looked at her, not with the clinical assessment she had expected, but with something rawer, something that looked almost like hunger. Her body remembered what her mind could not process, and the ache between her legs built with each passing minute until she had to grip the edge of the console to steady herself, until she could feel her own slick heat building against the thin fabric of her underclothes, until she thought she might shatter from want alone.

A chime from the comms made her jump. She touched the receive panel with trembling fingers, and Victor Kaine’s voice filled the small space.

“Dr. Vasquez.” His tone was measured, clinical, utterly devoid of anything that might reveal what he was thinking or feeling. “Medical Bay 1. 1000 hours. Extended examination required.”

The word extended sent a shiver through her that had nothing to do with the station’s climate control. She knew what his examinations entailed now—had learned it in the most intimate way possible when he had watched Marcus claim her, standing at the edge of the bed with his tablet in hand, taking notes while she shattered beneath his colleague’s hands. He had observed every gasp, every clench, every desperate sound that had escaped her throat. He had catalogued her responses like data points, had measured her surrender with the same precision he brought to everything. The thought of lying on his table again, of his clinical hands on her body, made her mouth go dry with something that was not entirely fear.

“Understood,” she heard herself say. The line went dead, leaving her alone with the hum of the station and the racing of her own heart.

She sat for a long moment, staring at the blank screen where his face would have been if this had been a visual communication. Two hours until she had to present herself to him. Two hours to pretend she was still capable of performing her duties, still capable of being the Dr. Vasquez who had arrived on this station six months ago—competent, professional, untouched, certain of who she was and what she wanted. That woman seemed like a stranger now, a distant acquaintance she had once known but no longer recognised. The woman who sat at this console, aching and wet and desperate to be touched again, was someone else entirely. Someone she was still learning to understand.

She turned back to her screen. The data was still there, still meaningless, but she began to type anyway, forcing her fingers to move, forcing her mind to focus on something—anything—other than what was coming. The atmospheric composition of the Kepler sector. The thermal output of the station’s reactor. The subtle variations in oxygen recycling efficiency. She filled her mind with numbers and graphs and scientific terminology, building a wall of data between herself and the memory of hands on her body, voice in her ear, the devastating tenderness of being claimed.

The next two hours passed in a haze of forced concentration. Elena ran three analyses she did not remember initiating, corrected two errors she did not remember making, and spent the remaining time staring at the observation port at the far end of the bay. Earth had rotated out of view, leaving only the black—endless, patient, indifferent. The stars did not twinkle here. They burned, cold and constant, ancient fires that had been blazing for billions of years and would continue blazing long after she was gone. She felt their gaze like a judgment, like a reminder that she was small and temporary and utterly insignificant in the grand scheme of the universe. But she had never felt more alive than she did at this moment, more aware of every cell in her body, more conscious of the blood rushing through her veins and the air filling her lungs and the desperate, aching want that had taken root somewhere deep inside her and refused to let go.

At 0945, she logged out of her station and made her way toward Medical Bay 1. The corridors seemed longer than usual, the recycled air thicker, the click of her boots against the deck plates impossibly loud in the silence. She passed two crew members she did not know well—technicians from the engineering section, their faces tired from the night shift—and found herself unable to meet their eyes. Did they know what she had become? Could they see it in the way she walked, the way she held herself, the flush that refused to fade from her cheeks? The thought made her skin prickle with a mixture of shame and dark, thrilling exposure. She was wearing her new status like a second skin, invisible to everyone except those who knew what to look for. Or perhaps she was simply imagining it, projecting her own confusion onto the indifferent faces of strangers.

The door to Medical Bay 1 slid open at her approach with a soft hiss that seemed too intimate, too personal, like the opening of a secret chamber. The space beyond was white and cold, the antiseptic smell sharp enough to taste, astringent and sterile and utterly devoid of warmth. Victor stood at the far end, his back to her, arranging instruments on a tray with the same precision he brought to everything. His white coat was pristine, his posture perfect, his dark hair swept back from his forehead in a way that made him look more like a surgeon than a researcher. He did not turn when she entered, did not acknowledge her presence except through the single word that fell from his lips.

“Close the door.”

His voice was soft, almost gentle, but the command was unmistakable. It was not a request. It was an instruction, and she understood instinctively that following instructions was now her primary function on this station. She touched the panel, and the door slid shut behind her with a soft hiss, sealing her inside. The silence that followed was profound—the silence of a sealed room, of a space where only controlled sounds were permitted. She could hear her own heartbeat, the soft whir of the environmental systems, the faint crackle of the heating element in the corner. And beneath it all, the sound of her own breathing, quick and shallow, betraying the calm facade she was trying to maintain.

“Undress.” Still he did not turn. “Place your clothes in the bin by the door. Then approach the examination table.”

She had done this before. She knew the routine, knew the clinical efficiency with which he conducted his examinations. But something in his voice today was different—a quality she could not name, a tension beneath the clinical surface that had not been there before. Her fingers moved to the fastenings of her jumpsuit, working the seals with hands that trembled slightly despite her efforts to keep them steady. The fabric fell away, pooling at her feet, and she stepped out of it, then removed the underlayers beneath. The air was cold against her bare skin, raising goosebumps along her arms and thighs, tightening her nipples into hard peaks that felt impossibly sensitive. She was naked now, exposed, her body displayed for his assessment. The thought should have mortified her. Instead, it sent a pulse of heat to her core, a flush of arousal that she could not suppress.

She folded each item neatly and placed them in the designated bin, then turned toward the examination table. Victor had turned now, his dark eyes moving over her body with the same detached assessment she remembered from their first encounter—cataloguing, measuring, noting. But today, there was something else in his gaze, something that lingered a moment too long on the curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts, the junction of her thighs where her body’s response to this situation was visibly apparent. She felt suddenly, acutely aware of her nakedness—not just exposed, but seen. Not just examined, but witnessed. And somewhere beneath the clinical detachment, she thought she saw a flicker of something else. Something hungry.

“On the table.” His voice was rougher than before, though he quickly smoothed it into professional neutrality. “Supine position. Legs in the stirrups.”

She crossed the cold floor on bare feet, the deck plates chilling her soles, and climbed onto the examination table. The surface was hard beneath her, unforgiving, and the stirrups were cold against her ankles as she positioned her legs in the padded holds. The position opened her completely—vulnerable, exposed, unable to close herself off from whatever he intended to do. She stared at the ceiling, trying to calm her racing heart, trying to find the professional detachment that had carried her through so many difficult moments in her career. But this was different. This was not a difficult moment in a laboratory or a crisis in the field. This was her body, opened and displayed, her most intimate parts laid bare for a man who observed her the way other men observed stars—with distance, with precision, with the cool remove of a scientist cataloguing data.

His footsteps approached. She could see him now in her peripheral vision, moving around the table, adjusting the angle of the overhead light until it blazed down on her exposed centre. The brightness was blinding, clinical, exposing every fold and shadow to his assessment. She wanted to close her eyes, to retreat into darkness, but she forced herself to keep them open, to watch him as he watched her. It was a form of resistance, perhaps. A way of maintaining some small shred of agency in a situation designed to strip her of it entirely.

“Dr. Vasquez.” His voice was closer now, his body somewhere between her spread thighs. “Last night, Commander Reeves claimed you. Is that correct?”

She swallowed. “Yes.”

“Describe the experience.”

Her face burned. How could she describe it? The weight of him, pressing her into the mattress. The sound of his voice, dark and rich and commanding. The way he had made her beg, had drawn sounds from her throat that she had never made before. The devastating tenderness of his hands, the clinical precision with which he had taken her apart. “He—” She stopped, her voice catching. “He took me. In his quarters. I—” She hesitated, searching for words that could capture what had happened. “I submitted to him. He made me… he made me want it.”

“Did you achieve orgasm?”

The question was clinical, a data point to be recorded, but something beneath it made her breath catch. “Yes.”

“Multiple?”

“One.” She paused, remembering the shattering intensity of that single release, the way it had seemed to go on forever, to take everything she had and demand more. “It was… intense. Overwhelming. I’ve never—nothing has ever felt like that before.”

“I see.” His fingers touched her thigh—gloved, cool, impersonal—and traced a line up toward her centre. “And how do you feel about what occurred? Emotionally. Psychologically.”

The question surprised her. She had expected examination, not inquiry. Had expected to be touched and measured and used, not asked about her feelings. “I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I should feel degraded. I should feel angry, should want to file a report, should want to go home.” She paused. “I don’t. I feel… I feel like something happened that I’ve been waiting for without knowing I was waiting. I feel like I’ve been set free from something I didn’t know was holding me prisoner.”

“And what is that?”

She thought about it. The ache between her legs. The absence of Marcus’s hands. The strange, desperate want that had been building in her all morning. The sense that she had finally found the thing she had been searching for her entire life, the thing she had not known she was missing. “Expectation,” she said finally. “The need to be in control. To know what comes next. To have answers.” She looked at him, meeting his clinical gaze with something rawer. “I don’t need those things anymore. He took them from me. And I’m grateful.”

His fingers moved higher, tracing the crease where her thigh met her hip, hovering at the edge of her centre without quite touching. “Gratitude is an interesting response to being claimed.”

“It surprised me too.”

“Most subjects experience shame. Confusion. Anger.”

“I’m not most subjects.”

“No.” His voice was softer now, almost thoughtful. “You are not.” His gloved fingers finally reached her centre and pressed against her opening. She was wet already—had been wet since the moment his voice had come through the comms, since the moment she had known what was coming—and his touch made her gasp, her hips lifting involuntarily toward his hand. “You are remarkably responsive. Your arousal is already significant.”

“I know.” The admission cost her something. A final shred of dignity, perhaps. But she was past dignity now.

“Responsiveness.” His finger slipped inside her, just slightly, and she felt her body clench around the intrusion, her inner walls gripping him with a desperate hunger she could not hide. “Elasticity. Capacity.” He pressed deeper, his finger sliding through slick heat, and she heard herself make a sound she could not suppress—a soft, desperate whimper that seemed to come from somewhere deeper than her throat. “You have been claimed once. You will be claimed again. My job is to ensure you are… adequate to the task.”

Adequate. The word should have offended her. Should have made her bristle with indignation. Instead, it sent a pulse of heat through her core, a flush of desperate wanting. She was being assessed. Measured. Found wanting or sufficient. The thought was humiliating—and deeply, strangely arousing. She wanted to be adequate. She wanted to be sufficient. She wanted to be found worthy of the attention she was receiving.

“I understand,” she whispered.

“Good.” His finger withdrew, and she heard him reach for something on the instrument tray. “Let us begin.”

The examination began like the first one—his gloved hands moving over her body with clinical precision, pressing and palpating, taking measurements she did not understand. But there was more to it this time, a thoroughness that went beyond medical necessity. He spent long minutes on her breasts, testing their response to stimulation, noting the way her nipples hardened under his touch, the way her back arched slightly when he pinched, the way her breath quickened when he rolled the sensitive peaks between his fingers. He recorded everything, his pen scratching across his tablet, but she noticed that his observations took longer than they should, that his hands lingered a moment too long, that his breathing was not quite as steady as it had been when she first entered.

He moved down her body, examining the softness of her belly, the curve of her hips, the inside of her thighs. His touch was impersonal, clinical, but her body responded to it anyway, warming and wetting and opening with a desperate hunger that she could not control. Every place he touched left a trail of fire in its wake, every brush of his gloved fingers a reminder that she was here, that she was his to examine, that she had surrendered the right to pretend she was anything other than what she was—a body to be used, a subject to be studied, a vessel for desires she was only beginning to understand.

And all the while, he asked questions.

“How does this feel?”

“Intense.” Her voice was rough, unsteady. “Like you’re touching something deep inside me that I didn’t know was there.”

“And this?” His fingers pressed against a spot on her inner thigh, a cluster of nerve endings that made her gasp.

“Uncomfortable. But not—” She struggled for words. “Not bad uncomfortable. Just… a lot.”

“Describe the sensation.”

She answered as best she could, her voice growing hoarse from the effort of putting her body’s responses into words. The tightness in her belly. The heat building between her legs. The desperate, aching emptiness that wanted to be filled. He noted everything, his pen scratching across his tablet, his eyes moving between her face and her centre with the same detached assessment. But something was different today—she could feel it in the quality of his attention, in the way his hands lingered a moment too long on certain spots, in the faint tension in his jaw when she made sounds she could not suppress. He was affected by this. Despite his clinical demeanour, despite the professional remove he tried to maintain, he was not immune to the sight of her laid out before him, open and wet and desperate for his touch.

He reached for a speculum, and she tensed. The cold metal touched her opening, and he met her eyes for the first time since she had lain down, his gaze sharp and assessing and somehow compassionate.

“Relax,” he said. “This will be easier if you do not resist.”

She tried. She let her thighs fall open a fraction wider, let her body soften around the intrusion as he inserted the device and began to widen it. The stretch was uncomfortable, clinical, utterly impersonal—and yet her body responded to it, slickness building despite herself, her inner walls clenching around the cold metal with a desperate hunger. He noted that too, his pen moving across his tablet, his brow furrowing slightly as he recorded her responses.

“You are aroused,” he observed. His voice held no judgment, only data.

“Yes.”

“By the examination itself?”

She thought about lying. But there was no point—he could see the truth of her response, could measure it in the wetness between her legs, in the flush spreading across her chest, in the way her breath came faster and shallower with each passing moment. “Yes.”

“Interesting.” He adjusted the speculum, widening it further, and she gasped at the stretch, her back arching off the table. The sensation was overwhelming—the cold metal opening her, the bright light exposing her, his eyes watching her every response with clinical intensity. “Most subjects find this procedure uncomfortable. You find it stimulating.”

“I don’t know why.” Her voice came out as a whisper. “I’ve never—I’ve never felt like this before. Like my body isn’t mine anymore. Like it belongs to whatever you’re doing to it.”

“Did you find Commander Reeves’s claiming stimulating?”

“Yes.”

“And the fact that I observed?”

The question made her flush deepen, heat spreading across her cheeks and down her neck. She had not expected him to bring that up, had not expected to have to confront the memory of his eyes on her while Marcus fucked her. But she had thought about it, had lain awake in the night remembering the weight of his gaze, the way he had watched her shatter, the clinical remove that had somehow made everything more intense. “I… yes. That too.”

“You are an exhibitionist.” The word landed like a diagnosis, precise and clinical and utterly devastating. “You derive pleasure from being observed. From being known.”

She had no response to that. It was true, she realised. It was true, and she had not known it about herself until this moment, until he had named it with the same precision he brought to everything else. She wanted to be seen. She wanted to be known. She wanted someone to witness the desperate, hungry thing she had become and not look away.

He continued the examination, taking measurements of her internal dimensions, testing the responsiveness of different areas. She lay there, opened and displayed, her body responding to every touch despite her determination to remain clinical about it. Her breath came faster, her hips began to move almost involuntarily, and she could feel the tension building in her core—that familiar climb toward release that she had experienced for the first time the night before, that she now craved with an intensity that frightened her.

He noticed, of course. He noticed everything.

“Your body is responding as if to sexual stimulation,” he said, his voice clinical but slightly rougher than before. “Are you approaching orgasm?”

She should say no. She should be ashamed. Instead, she heard herself whisper, “Yes.”

“Interesting.” He reached for something on the tray—a device she did not recognise, cylindrical and smooth, with controls on one end. “I need to test your capacity for sustained arousal. This device will provide continuous stimulation while I measure your physiological responses.”

She looked at the device with a mixture of fear and desperate want. It was perhaps six inches long, smooth and sleek, clearly designed for internal use. The thought of it inside her, of the relentless stimulation it would provide, made her body clench with anticipation. “For how long?”

“As long as necessary.” He applied lubricant to the cylinder with the same clinical efficiency he brought to everything, his gloved hand spreading the slick substance along its length. “Try to remain as still as possible. The measurements will be more accurate.”

He positioned the device at her entrance and began to insert it slowly. The stretch was immediate—the device was larger than she had expected, thicker than the speculum, filling her with an intensity that bordered on overwhelming. She felt her body opening around it, her inner walls stretching to accommodate the intrusion, and she heard herself make sounds she could not control—gasps and whimpers and soft, desperate moans that seemed to come from somewhere deeper than her throat.

When it was fully seated, he adjusted something on the controls, and it began to vibrate.

The sensation was immediate and devastating. She cried out before she could stop herself, her back arching off the table, her hands gripping the edges of the mattress so hard her knuckles went white. The vibration was deep, penetrating, touching places inside her that sent sparks of pleasure cascading through her nervous system. It was relentless, constant, utterly beyond her control, and her body responded to it with a desperate hunger that obliterated every other thought.

“Remain still.” His voice was calm, clinical, utterly at odds with the intensity of what she was feeling. “I need to take baseline measurements.”

She tried. She tried so hard. But the vibration was relentless, and her body was already primed from his examination, and the tension that had been building all morning was demanding release with an urgency she could not ignore. She felt herself climbing toward the peak, felt the edge approaching, felt the wave beginning to crest—

And then he turned the vibration down.

She gasped, her body trembling on the edge of release, denied at the last moment. The sensation was almost painful—the abrupt withdrawal of stimulation when she needed it most, the desperate emptiness of being so close and not allowed to fall. He watched her face, his eyes clinical but intent, and made a note on his tablet.

“Your arousal responses are within expected parameters,” he said, his voice calm and measured. “Continue.”

He turned the vibration up again, and she moaned. The sensation flooded back, even more intense after the brief respite, and she felt herself climbing again with a speed that terrified her. He let her get close, so close, let her feel the edge beneath her feet—and then turned it down again.

“Please.” She heard herself say the word before she could stop it. “Please, I need—”

“What do you need?” His voice was calm, measured, but something in it made her look at him. His eyes were dark, intent, and beneath the clinical detachment, she thought she saw something else. Something hungry. Something that wanted to watch her fall apart.

“I need to come.” The words came out as a whisper, desperate and raw. “Please. I can’t—I can’t take much more of this.”

“All in good time.” He made another note, his pen moving across the tablet with maddening slowness. “We are not finished with the examination.”

The testing continued for what felt like hours. He brought her to the edge repeatedly, turning the vibration up until she was shaking with the need for release, until tears were streaming down her face, until her body was one raw, desperate nerve ending—and then down again before she could fall. He asked her questions throughout—how she was feeling, what she was thinking, what she wanted—and she answered in broken fragments, her mind dissolving into pure sensation.

“How does your body feel?”

“Like it’s on fire. Like every nerve is screaming.”

“What are you thinking about?”

“Nothing. I can’t think. There’s only—there’s only this. Only you. Only what you’re doing to me.”

“What do you want?”

“To come. Please. I’ll do anything. Please.”

He noted everything. Every gasp, every cry, every desperate plea. His face remained clinical, controlled, but she saw the cracks beginning to form—the slight quickening of his breath, the tension in his jaw, the way his hand trembled almost imperceptibly when he reached for the controls. He was not immune to this. He was not the detached observer he pretended to be. And somehow, that knowledge made everything more intense.

At some point, he released her from the stirrups and had her turn over, positioning her on her hands and knees so he could continue the examination from a different angle. The device remained inside her, vibrating at a low, maddening hum, and his gloved hands moved over her body, testing her responses to different stimuli. He pressed against her lower back, her buttocks, the backs of her thighs, noting the way her muscles clenched and released with each touch. He spread her open and examined her from behind, the bright light illuminating every fold and shadow, and she felt more exposed than she had ever felt in her life.

“Your body is exceptionally responsive to external stimulation,” he observed, his voice clinical but slightly rougher than before. “The nerve density in your genital region is higher than average. You may be capable of sustained multiple orgasms.”

“I don’t—” She could barely form words, her mind a haze of sensation. “I’ve never—”

“We will find out.” He pressed the device more firmly against her anterior wall, and she cried out, her arms nearly giving way beneath her. “There. That is your most responsive area.”

He increased the vibration and held the device in place, pressing against that spot with relentless precision. The sensation was overwhelming—a deep, aching pleasure that built and built until she thought she might die from it. She felt herself climbing, higher and higher, the edge approaching with terrifying speed—

And this time, he did not stop.

She shattered. The orgasm was unlike anything she had experienced—deeper, more overwhelming, a wave that started in her centre and radiated outward until she was shaking and gasping and seeing stars. Her body seized around the device, clenching and releasing in waves that seemed to go on forever, and she heard herself screaming, a raw, desperate sound that she could not control. When it finally ebbed, she collapsed onto the table, her body limp and trembling, her mind a white haze of pleasure.

He had not stopped observing. His eyes were on her face, her body, cataloguing every response. When she finally opened her eyes, he was looking at her with an expression she could not read—clinical, certainly, but beneath it, something that looked almost like wonder. Something that looked almost like hunger.

“You are remarkably responsive,” he said. “More so than I anticipated.”

“Is that… good?” Her voice came out as a whisper, her throat raw from crying out.

“It is data.” He turned the vibration down and slowly removed the device. She felt suddenly empty without it, her body still aching for more, still clenching around nothing. “We will need to conduct additional testing to determine your full capabilities.”

“Additional?” The word came out breathless, hopeful. She wanted more. She wanted him to do this again, to take her apart piece by piece until there was nothing left.

He reached for a cloth and began to clean her with the same clinical efficiency he brought to everything. His touch was impersonal, but she noticed that his hands were not quite steady. The tremor was slight, barely perceptible, but it was there—a crack in the clinical facade, a glimpse of the man beneath. “Your training will require sustained examination over multiple sessions. Your body must be prepared for the demands that will be placed upon it.”

She did not fully understand what he meant, but she understood enough to know that her life on the station had entered a new phase. She was no longer simply a researcher, no longer simply the new crew member. She was a subject now, a body to be examined and tested and prepared for purposes she could only guess at. And she wanted it. She wanted it with a desperate hunger that she could no longer deny.

He finished cleaning her and covered her with a thin blanket. The fabric was soft against her sensitised skin, and she found herself gripping it with trembling hands, holding it close like a lifeline. “You may rest here for a few minutes. When you are ready, dress and return to your duties.”

She lay still, her body still trembling, her mind racing. She should feel violated, she thought. She should feel angry, should be composing the report she would file when she returned to Earth. Instead, she felt a deep, strange satisfaction—a sense that she had passed some test, met some standard she had not known existed. And she had seen his hands shake. Just for a moment, when he had removed the device. She had seen the crack in his clinical facade, the glimpse of something beneath. She had reached him. She did not know how she knew, but she knew.

He did not let her rest for long. Within minutes, he was back at her side, his tablet in hand, his expression once again composed.

“I have additional tests to conduct,” he said. “Your responses during sustained stimulation suggest you may be capable of multiple orgasms in rapid succession. I need to verify this.”

“I—” She did not know what to say. Her body was still humming from the last orgasm, still aching, still trembling with aftershocks. But she felt a pulse of heat at his words, a desperate, hungry want that she could not suppress. Multiple. Rapid succession. The thought made her thighs press together involuntarily.

He noticed. “You are still aroused.”

“Yes.”

“Good.” He reached for the device again. “This time, I will not stop. I need to see how many times you can achieve orgasm before your body requires rest.”

She should protest. She should refuse. Instead, she let her thighs fall open, let him position the device inside her once more. When he turned it on, the sensation was almost painful in its intensity—her body still sensitive from before, every nerve ending raw and exposed—but within moments, the pain transformed into pleasure, and she was climbing toward the edge again.

He did not stop this time. She came quickly, her body clenching around the device, her cries echoing off the sterile walls. But the vibration continued, and before she could recover, she was building again, the sensation almost too much to bear.

“Please—” she gasped. “I can’t—”

“You can.” His voice was calm, measured, but there was something beneath it now, something almost like encouragement. “Your body is capable. Let go.”

She did. The second orgasm hit her harder than the first, a wave that crashed through her and left her gasping, trembling, her vision blurring with tears. And still the vibration continued. She lost count after the third—her mind dissolved into pure sensation, her body no longer under her control. She was a vessel, a subject, a thing being tested and measured and used. The pleasure was overwhelming, devastating, and she could not tell where it ended and she began.

She heard sounds coming from her own throat—gasps and moans and cries that she could not have suppressed even if she had tried. She felt tears on her cheeks, sweat on her skin, her body trembling and shaking and still taking more. At some point, she realised she was begging—please, please, please—but she did not know whether she was begging him to stop or to never stop. She only knew that she had never felt anything like this, never known her body could hold so much sensation, never imagined she could fall so far and still be caught.

And through it all, he watched. His eyes were on her face, her body, his tablet forgotten in his hands. He had stopped taking notes at some point, she realised. He was just watching now, his breath slightly faster than before, his jaw tight, his hands gripping the edge of the table. The clinical detachment had cracked, and beneath it, she saw the man—the hungry, desperate man who had spent his career watching others and had finally found someone worth watching.

The final orgasm felt like a dissolution—a complete surrender of self, a shattering so total that she ceased to exist as a separate entity. There was only sensation, only pleasure, only the relentless vibration and the weight of his gaze and the overwhelming rightness of being exactly where she was. When it finally ebbed, she was barely conscious, her body twitching with aftershocks, her mind a blank white haze.

He turned the device off and removed it slowly. This time, when his hands pulled away, they were definitely trembling. She saw it clearly now—the crack in his composure, the crack in his clinical detachment. He was not the detached observer he pretended to be. He was a man who had been touched by what he had seen, by what she had given him. And somehow, that knowledge made everything worth it.

“Dr. Vasquez.” His voice was rough, unsteady, nothing like the clinical tone he had maintained throughout the examination. “Can you hear me?”

She turned her head to look at him. His face was composed, clinical, but his eyes—his eyes were different. There was something in them she had not seen before. Something almost like wonder. Something almost like fear. Something almost like hunger.

“Victor.” She had not meant to use his first name. It slipped out, unguarded, and she watched it land like a physical blow. His jaw tightened, his hands stilled, and for a moment, the mask slipped entirely. She saw him then—not the doctor, not the examiner, but the man beneath. A man who had spent his career observing others, taking them apart, cataloguing their responses. A man who had never expected to be touched in return.

“You should rest,” he said. His voice was rougher than before, thick with something she could not name. “I will bring you water.”

He rose and crossed to a small refrigeration unit in the corner. She watched him move—still clinical, still controlled, but different now. Something had shifted between them, something she did not fully understand but felt in her bones. He was not the same man who had called her into this bay an hour ago. And she was not the same woman.

He returned with a cup of water and helped her sit up enough to drink. His hands were steady now, his composure restored, but she had seen the crack. She knew it was there. The water was cold and clean and tasted like recycled air, and she drank it down gratefully, feeling it soothe her raw throat.

“You did well,” he said. “Your responses exceeded expectations.”

“Thank you.” The words felt inadequate, but she did not know what else to say. What did one say to a man who had just taken apart one’s body and put it back together? What words could capture the devastation and the rightness of what had just occurred?

He took the cup from her and set it aside. For a moment, he stood looking down at her, his expression unreadable. Then he reached out and touched her face—just once, just briefly, his fingers brushing her cheek with a tenderness that seemed at odds with everything else about him. The touch was soft, almost reverent, and it made her heart ache with a longing she could not name.

“Rest now,” he said. “I will inform your supervisor that you have been detained for medical observation.”

He turned and walked away, his white coat swishing behind him, and she watched him go with a strange ache in her chest. She had reached him. She did not know how she knew, but she knew. She had touched something in him that he had kept hidden for a very long time. And somehow, that knowledge made everything else bearable.

She dressed slowly, her body sore in ways she had never experienced. Every muscle felt used, every nerve ending raw. The jumpsuit felt rough against her sensitised skin, and she had to pause several times to steady herself against the examination table. When she finally emerged from Medical Bay 1, the corridor was empty. The station’s systems hummed around her, the recycled air cool against her face, and she stood for a moment, uncertain where to go, uncertain what came next.

“Elena.”

The voice came from behind her. She turned to find Sarah Chen approaching, her dark hair pulled back, her expression kind but knowing. She had seen the other woman around the station, had exchanged polite greetings in the corridors, but they had never spoken at length. There was something different about her now, though—something in the way she moved, the way she held herself. A ease, a settledness, that Elena had noticed but not understood.

“Sarah.” Elena’s voice came out rough, unsteady. “I was just—”

“I know.” Sarah’s smile was gentle, compassionate, without a trace of judgment. “I saw you leave his bay. The first one is always the hardest.”

Elena blinked. “You know about—”

“Everyone knows.” Sarah took her arm, steadying her when she swayed slightly. “Come on. Let me walk you back to your quarters.”

They moved through the corridors together, Sarah’s grip warm and grounding. Elena let herself be guided, let herself lean into the other woman’s support. She was too drained to protest, too shattered to care about appearances. The station hummed around them, and she let the sound wash over her, let it fill the silence she could not bring herself to break.

“Victor is… thorough,” Sarah said after a moment. “He takes his time. But he’s not cruel. Just… detached. Or he seems detached.”

“He’s not.” Elena heard herself say it before she could think about whether she should. “Not entirely.”

Sarah glanced at her, something flickering in her dark eyes. “No. Not entirely.” She paused, and her voice softened. “You reached him.”

It was not a question. Elena nodded, not trusting herself to speak.

“It happens, sometimes.” Sarah’s voice was thoughtful, almost wondering. “He spends so much time observing, cataloguing… occasionally, someone observes him back. Occasionally, someone sees through the mask.”

They reached Elena’s quarters, and Sarah palmed the door open. The space beyond was small, functional, the same as every other crew quarters on the station. But Elena saw it differently now—through the lens of everything that had happened, everything that was yet to come. She had slept here alone, night after night, wondering what was wrong with her, why she could not find satisfaction in the work that had always sustained her. She would not sleep alone tonight. She did not know yet where she would sleep, or with whom, but she knew with certainty that she would not face the darkness by herself.

“Sit,” Sarah said. “You need to rest.”

Elena sank onto the edge of her bed, her body grateful for the softness. Sarah moved around the small space, filling a cup with water from the tap, finding a blanket, making herself useful in ways that seemed designed to care without condescending. The kindness was almost too much. Elena felt tears prickle at her eyes, and this time, she did not try to stop them.

“You’re wondering what happens now,” Sarah said, settling into the chair opposite. “You’re wondering what you’ve become.”

Elena looked at her through the blur of tears. “You know.”

“I know.” Sarah’s smile was sad, knowing, compassionate. “I went through it too. Two years ago, when I was selected for the Kepler mission. I resisted at first. Fought. Insisted I was a scientist, not a—a subject.” She paused. “It didn’t matter. The resistance didn’t matter. All it did was prolong the inevitable.”

“What changed?”

Sarah tilted her head, considering. “I did. I realised that what I was fighting wasn’t degradation. It was surrender. And surrender, when it’s chosen, isn’t weakness. It’s a kind of strength most people never know.” She leaned forward, her dark eyes intent. “It’s letting go of the need to control everything. It’s trusting someone else to hold you. Really hold you. To take responsibility for your pleasure and your pain and your everything.”

Elena’s throat tightened. “Is it always like this?”

“Like what?”

“Overwhelming. Terrifying. And—” She hesitated, searching for the right words. “And right. Like finding something I didn’t know I was looking for.”

Sarah’s expression softened. “Yes. That’s exactly how it is.” She leaned back in her chair. “It’s not about being broken. It’s about being held. Held so completely that you don’t have to hold yourself together anymore. You can just… be.”

The words landed somewhere deep in Elena’s chest, settling into a place she had not known existed. She felt the tears spilling over now, running down her cheeks, and she did not try to stop them. “I don’t know who I am anymore.”

“You’re still you.” Sarah’s voice was gentle, certain. “You’re just… more you than you’ve ever been. All the parts you kept hidden, all the desires you pushed down, all the needs you pretended you didn’t have—they’re all out in the open now. You don’t have to pretend anymore.”

They sat in silence for a long moment. Elena let the tears fall, let herself feel the full weight of what had happened, what was happening, what would happen. She was terrified. She was overwhelmed. And beneath it all, she felt something that might have been joy.

Then Sarah reached up and touched her own throat, pulling down the collar of her jumpsuit to reveal a thin black band encircling her neck. Elena had noticed it before, had assumed it was a piece of jewellery, a personal affectation, a quirk of the other woman’s style. But now, looking closer, she saw the small Kepler Industries logo on the clasp, the elegant simplicity of the design, the way it sat against Sarah’s skin like it belonged there.

“This isn’t a prison,” Sarah said. Her voice was quiet, certain. “It’s a promise. A promise that I belong here. That I will always come back. That I am theirs, and they are mine.”

Elena stared at the collar, her heart racing. The black band was thin, elegant, beautiful. It looked like a piece of jewellery, but Elena understood now that it was something much more. It was a claim. A mark. A promise.

“Marcus mentioned—” She stopped, not sure how to finish the sentence.

“He’ll offer it to you.” Sarah released her jumpsuit, letting the fabric fall back into place, hiding the collar from view. “When you’re ready. The question is whether you’ll accept it.”

“I don’t know if I’m ready.”

“You will be.” Sarah rose, her hand squeezing Elena’s shoulder. “Rest now. The next few days will be… intense. You’ll need your strength.”

She left without another word, the door sliding shut behind her with a soft hiss. Elena sat in the silence, her body aching, her mind reeling. She thought about Marcus’s hands, about Victor’s trembling fingers, about the collar at Sarah’s throat. She thought about what it would mean to belong. Not just to serve, but to be owned. To surrender completely, irrevocably, forever.

She did not know if she was ready. But she knew, with a certainty that terrified her, that she wanted to be.

He had spent his career remaining untouched by his subjects. She had touched him without ever leaving the table.


CHAPTER EIGHT — THE WEAPON

The days following Victor’s examination passed in a haze of restless, gnawing hunger that Elena could not name and could not escape. She threw herself into her work with a desperation that bordered on obsession, arriving at the research bay before the morning shift began and staying long after the evening watch had changed, running analyses and compiling reports and reviewing data until the numbers blurred together and lost all meaning. She was trying to outrun something—the memory of Victor’s hands moving over her body with clinical precision, the echo of his voice asking her to describe what she was feeling, the devastating tenderness of that final touch on her cheek when everything else was finished. But the memories followed her everywhere, haunting the corridors of the station and filling her dreams with sensations she could not articulate even to herself.

She woke in the night with her body aching and her sheets damp with sweat, her thighs pressed together against a throbbing emptiness that would not subside. She had been examined, tested, pushed to heights of pleasure she had not known her body could reach, stretched and filled and shattered until she had lost count of her own orgasms and forgotten where she ended and the sensation began. She should have been satisfied. She should have been sated. Instead, she felt a growing, hollow ache—a sense that something essential was missing, that there was a piece of the puzzle she had not yet found, that the answer to a question she could not formulate was waiting just beyond her reach.

On the third day, she found herself standing in front of the restricted files terminal in the research bay, her fingers hovering over the input panel while her heart hammered against her ribs. The station’s data archives were extensive—personnel files, mission protocols, research data accumulated over years of operation—but certain sections were locked behind classification levels she had never been able to access, encrypted partitions that existed in the system like dark matter, invisible but undeniably present. She had noticed it before, in the early weeks of her assignment, had wondered briefly what Kepler Industries was hiding in those protected files, what secrets the station held that were too sensitive for even senior research staff to view. She had let it go, had focused on her work, had told herself that whatever mysteries the station contained were none of her concern, that she was here to conduct atmospheric research and nothing more.

But now, in the aftermath of everything that had happened—the claiming and the examination and the slow, terrifying dissolution of everything she had believed about herself—the questions would not leave her alone. What was the true purpose of this mission? Why had she been selected from among dozens of equally qualified candidates? What had Marcus seen in her, all those years ago at the conference in Geneva, that had made him remember her name and choose her for this assignment? She had told herself it was her research, her expertise in atmospheric composition, her years of dedicated work in the field. But she knew now that nothing on this station was what it seemed. Her research was real, the data was genuine, but it was a cover for something else, a purpose she had not been permitted to see.

The files might hold answers. Or they might hold nothing but bureaucratic trivialities, mundane secrets of corporate operations. But she had to know. She could not continue to exist in this state of halfknowing, of sensing the shape of something vast and terrifying in the darkness beyond her understanding.

She input her credentials and navigated to the classified section, her fingers trembling slightly as they moved across the interface. A prompt appeared almost immediately, the words glowing in the blue light of the screen: Access Denied. Security Clearance Insufficient. She should have stopped there. She should have accepted the boundary and walked away. But the refusal only sharpened her hunger, and before she could talk herself out of it, she was trying a backdoor protocol she had learned in her graduate work, a workaround that had served her well in academic databases when she needed access to papers locked behind paywalls.

For a moment, the screen flickered. She thought she had succeeded—thought she saw the outline of a file structure materialising in the darkness, the first hints of something vast and hidden beginning to take shape.

Then the prompt reappeared, brighter and more insistent than before. Access Denied. Attempt Logged. Security Notified.

Her blood went cold. Security notified. She had been caught, or she would be caught within moments. The system would flag her attempt, would route the notification to whoever monitored these things, would create a record of her transgression that would exist in perpetuity. She should not have done this. She should have let it go, should have accepted that some questions would remain unanswered, should have trusted that whatever secrets the station held were secret for reasons she might never understand.

But it was too late now. She had crossed a line, and there was no uncrossing it.

She closed the terminal and walked away on unsteady legs, her pulse racing so hard she could feel it in her throat, her palms sweating against the fabric of her jumpsuit. No alarm had sounded. No security team had appeared to escort her away. Perhaps the notification would be buried in a report no one read, perhaps it would be dismissed as a momentary lapse by a curious researcher, perhaps she would face no consequences at all.

She should have known better. Nothing on this station was without consequence.

Two days passed in a state of suspended dread. Elena waited for something to happen—for a summons, for a confrontation, for some acknowledgment of what she had done. But the days unfolded with unremarkable routine, the station humming around her, the crew going about their business with no indication that anything had changed. She began to relax, to convince herself that she had gotten away with it, that the security notification had been automated and ignored, that her moment of reckless curiosity would fade into the background noise of the station’s operations.

On the morning of the third day, Marcus’s voice came through the comms in her quarters, his tone clipped and formal, stripped of the intimacy that had marked their last encounter.

“Dr. Vasquez. Report to the command centre. 1400 hours.”

The summons was unexpected. She had not spoken to Marcus since the night he had claimed her, had barely seen him except in passing—his dark eyes acknowledging her with a weight that made her breath catch, his presence a constant reminder of what had passed between them. She had wondered if he would summon her again, if he would take her back to his quarters and continue what he had started, if he would push her further into the surrender she had barely begun to understand. But this was different. This was official. This was the commander of the station calling her to the command centre during working hours, in the full light of day, with the weight of authority behind every word.

She arrived at 1355, her stomach tight with a mixture of anticipation and fear that she could not fully separate. The command centre was a large, open space filled with screens and consoles and the soft, constant hum of the station’s central nervous system processing data from a hundred different systems simultaneously. Marcus stood at the centre with his back to her, his broad shoulders blocking the view of the main display, his posture erect and commanding even in stillness.

“Dr. Vasquez.” He did not turn. “Thank you for coming.”

“Commander.” She kept her voice steady, professional, reaching for the persona she had worn for years before arriving on this station—the competent researcher, the dedicated scientist, the woman who faced every challenge with calm determination. “You asked to see me.”

“I did.” He turned then, and his face was unreadable, his dark eyes giving nothing away, his expression arranged in the neutral mask of command. “We have a new crew member arriving today. A systems specialist who will be working with the engineering team on some of our older infrastructure. I wanted you to be present for the introduction.”

The statement caught her off guard, and she felt her eyebrows rise in surprise before she could suppress the reaction. This was not what she had expected—had not even been in the realm of what she had imagined. “Of course, Commander. May I ask why my presence is required?”

“Because he will have the same privileges as the existing command staff.” Marcus’s eyes held hers, and she saw something flicker in their depths—something that looked almost like warning, or perhaps anticipation. “I thought you should understand what that means before he arrives.”

The words landed like a blow to the stomach, and she felt her face heat with understanding even as her pulse quickened with something that was not entirely fear. The same privileges as the existing command staff. She knew what that meant. She had learned it in the most intimate way possible, had been claimed by Marcus and examined by Victor and introduced to a world where her body was no longer entirely her own, where her surrender was expected and her compliance was required. A new crew member with the same privileges meant a new person with the same rights to her—someone else who could summon her and take her and use her for purposes she was only beginning to comprehend.

“I understand, Commander,” she said quietly, and she was surprised by the steadiness of her own voice.

“Good.” He turned back to the display, his broad shoulders dismissing her even as his words kept her in place. “The shuttle docks in one hour. You will observe from the secondary viewport. Do not approach until I introduce you.”

She nodded, though he was not looking at her, and made her way to the viewport he had indicated. The secondary viewport was smaller than the main observation deck, a window of transparent aluminium that looked out onto the docking bay where shuttles and supply craft manoeuvred through the careful choreography of arrival and departure. She stood alone at the window, her reflection ghostly in the glass, and waited.

The shuttle arrived precisely on schedule, a small craft designed for personnel transport rather than cargo, its hull gleaming in the harsh light of the station’s external lamps. Elena watched as it manoeuvred toward the docking bay with the slow, deliberate grace of all spacecraft, the tiny adjustments of thrusters and stabilisers that were invisible from a distance but essential for the precise alignment required for a safe docking. The procedure took several minutes—a careful dance of approach and verification, the extension of the docking collar, the establishment of the atmospheric seal—and then the airlock cycled open and the passengers began to emerge.

There was only one.

He stepped onto the deck with a fluidity that made Elena’s breath catch in her throat, a predatory grace that seemed impossible in the low gravity of the docking bay. He was not tall—perhaps fiveeleven, no more—but he moved like a man who had trained his body to become a weapon, every muscle coiled and ready, every step purposeful and precise. His body was dense with power, compact and thick, built for violence rather than aesthetics, and even at this distance she could see the way his shoulders filled his civilian jacket, the way his thighs strained against the fabric of his trousers, the way his hands hung at his sides with the relaxed readiness of a man who knew how to use them.

His hair was black and longer than military regulations would allow, falling across his forehead in thick waves that softened the brutal architecture of his face. His jaw had been broken at least once, maybe twice, and the healing had left it slightly asymmetrical, a blade that had been chipped and reforged. His cheekbones were high and sharp, distinctly Slavic, and his eyes—his eyes were the darkest she had ever seen, nearly black, flat and assessing as they swept across the docking bay with the systematic attention of a man cataloguing threats.

He was not handsome. She had seen handsome men, had worked alongside them and dated them and briefly imagined futures with them. This man was something else entirely, something that defied the categories she had constructed over years of assessing potential partners. He was dangerous in a way that made her skin prickle with awareness, a threat that her body recognised before her mind could process the signals, and she felt a flush of heat bloom low in her belly even as her conscious mind registered nothing but confusion and fear.

He turned slightly, as if sensing her attention, and his gaze found the viewport. Found her.

She froze. The distance between them was twenty metres at least, the transparent aluminium thick enough to block sound and create a slight distortion at the edges, but she felt that gaze like a physical touch, like a hand closing around her throat. He studied her through the glass, his expression unreadable, his eyes travelling from her face to her body and back again with an intensity that made her feel naked despite the jumpsuit that covered her from throat to ankle. He did not smile. He did not nod or acknowledge her in any conventional way. He simply looked, his dark eyes boring into hers across the distance, and she felt that look like a brand, marking her in ways she could not articulate.

Then he turned away, following Marcus into the corridor that led from the docking bay, and Elena was left alone with her racing heart and the disturbing, insistent ache that had bloomed in her core without her permission.

The formal introduction came an hour later. Elena was summoned to the command centre once more, and this time Marcus was not alone. The new arrival stood beside him, his body at ease but his eyes alert, tracking every movement in the room with the systematic attention she had observed from the viewport. He had changed into a standard jumpsuit, but the uniform could not hide the danger that radiated from him like heat from a reactor core, the sense of barely contained violence that seemed to emanate from his very skin.

“Dr. Elena Vasquez,” Marcus said, his voice formal, his tone carrying the weight of official protocol. “May I introduce Jakob Rostova. Mr. Rostova will be serving as our primary systems engineer and security consultant, assisting with the upgrade of our older systems and providing additional expertise on station security.”

Jakob did not extend his hand. He did not bow or nod or offer any of the conventional gestures of greeting. He simply looked at her, his dark eyes boring into hers with an intensity that made her want to step back, to lower her gaze, to flee the room entirely. But she held her ground, forcing herself to meet his gaze even as her body trembled with a mixture of fear and arousal she could not control, even as she felt her nipples tightening beneath her jumpsuit and a telltale warmth building between her thighs.

“Dr. Vasquez,” he said. His voice was low and rough, the Russian accent thickening the consonants and softening the vowels, and the sound of it sent a shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with the station’s climate control. “Welcome to Kepler Station.”

“Mr. Rostova,” she managed. Her voice came out steadier than she expected, and she was grateful for small mercies. “Welcome aboard.”

His lips curved slightly—not a smile, but something darker, something that made her think of predators and prey and the inevitable dance between them. “I think we will be working closely together, you and I.”

The words were innocent on the surface, professional even, but she heard the meaning beneath them as clearly as if he had spoken it aloud. She had no doubt what kind of work he was referring to, no doubt what “working closely” would entail when the official duties were finished and the station grew quiet and the doors closed behind them.

She did not respond. She could not trust herself to speak.

The rest of the day passed in a haze of distraction that made her previous unfocused state seem like concentration. Elena tried to focus on her duties, tried to lose herself in the familiar comfort of data and analysis, but her mind kept drifting back to Jakob Rostova with a persistence that bordered on obsession. The weight of his gaze on her through the viewport. The danger in his movements, the predatory grace that spoke of violence and control. The rough timbre of his voice, the Russian accent that transformed even mundane words into something alien and thrilling. Her body ached with a desperate, confusing hunger that she could not satisfy, and she found herself pressing her thighs together beneath her console, trying to ease the pressure that had been building since the moment she saw him step off the shuttle.

She should be afraid of him. She was afraid of him. Every instinct she had developed over thirtytwo years of navigating a world that was not always kind to women told her that this man was dangerous, that the violence coiled in his muscles was real and barely contained, that crossing him would lead to consequences she could not predict. But the fear was tangled up with something else, something darker and more urgent, and she could not separate the two strands no matter how hard she tried. Her body wanted him. Her body recognised him as something it had been waiting for, and the recognition horrified her even as it inflamed her.

That night, the summons came.

She was in her quarters, sitting on the edge of her narrow bed and staring at the wall without seeing it, when the comms chimed. Marcus’s voice filled the small space, and his tone was different this time—not formal, not professional, but dark with meaning that made her stomach clench.

“Dr. Vasquez. Cargo Bay 2. 2100 hours. You will meet Mr. Rostova properly.”

The line went dead before she could respond, before she could ask what “properly” meant, before she could summon even a single word of protest or question or acceptance. She sat in the silence for a long moment, her heart racing, her body already responding to the command with a mixture of terror and desperate, shameful anticipation.

She rose from the bed and dressed in the darkness, her hands shaking as she fastened her jumpsuit, smoothed her hair back from her face, prepared herself for whatever was coming. She had been claimed by Marcus. She had been examined by Victor. But something told her that Jakob Rostova was different, that whatever happened tonight would leave marks she could not anticipate, that the violence coiled in his body would find expression in ways she was not prepared for.

The corridors were empty as she made her way to Cargo Bay 2. The station’s systems hummed around her with the constant, lowfrequency vibration that had become as familiar as her own heartbeat, the recycled air cool against her skin, the click of her magnetic boots impossibly loud in the silence. She passed observation ports that showed the black void beyond, stars burning cold and distant, the curve of Earth just visible at the edge of one window, and she felt very small and very alone in the vastness of space. But she was not alone. She was walking toward something, someone, and the knowledge made her stomach clench with a mixture of terror and desperate, shameful want.

Cargo Bay 2 was on the lower level, a storage area for equipment and supplies that did not require frequent access, located in a section of the station that operated at reduced environmental settings to conserve energy. The lighting was dim when she entered, emergency lamps casting everything in a red glow that made the stacked cargo crates look like shadows, like the remnants of some abandoned civilisation. The air was colder here, and her breath misted slightly as she exhaled, forming small clouds that dissipated almost immediately in the dry atmosphere.

She was not alone.

Marcus stood near the entrance, his arms crossed over his chest, his face unreadable in the dim light. Victor stood beside him, his tablet clutched in his hands, his clinical mask firmly in place, his eyes moving over her with the detached assessment she had come to expect. And at the far end of the bay, emerging from the shadows between two towering stacks of crates, was Jakob Rostova.

He moved like a weapon, Elena thought, every step deliberate, every muscle controlled, every motion designed for maximum efficiency. He crossed the space between them without hurry, his dark eyes fixed on her face, and she felt that gaze like a physical touch, tracing her features, cataloguing her responses, preparing her for what was to come.

“Dr. Vasquez,” Marcus said, and his voice was calm but hard, stripped of any warmth it might have held in other contexts. “Three days ago, you attempted to access classified mission files. Your clearance was insufficient. The attempt was logged and flagged.”

Her blood went cold, and she felt the colour drain from her face even as her heart began to pound against her ribs with renewed urgency. She had known it was a mistake, had known she would be caught eventually, but she had not expected this—confrontation, exposure, judgment delivered in front of witnesses. “Commander, I—”

“The files you attempted to access contain sensitive information about the station’s mission and personnel,” Marcus continued, his voice flat and official. “That information is classified for reasons you are not authorised to know. Your attempt to circumvent security protocols was a serious breach of trust.”

“I understand, Commander.” Her voice came out steadier than she felt, and she was grateful for the years of practice she had in maintaining composure under pressure. “I apologise. It was a moment of poor judgment. I was curious, and I let that curiosity override my better sense.”

“Curiosity.” Marcus’s lips curved, but there was no warmth in the expression, only a cold assessment that made her feel very small. “Curiosity can be dangerous, Dr. Vasquez. It can lead to consequences you did not anticipate. It can lead to… education.”

He stepped aside, and suddenly Jakob was there, filling the space Marcus had vacated, his body between her and the exit, his dark eyes fixed on her face with an intensity that made her breath catch. He stood close to her now, close enough that she could smell him—sweat and metal and something darker, something that made her think of blood and violence and the aftermath of both, something that triggered an atavistic response deep in her hindbrain.

“She broke protocol,” Jakob said. His voice was low, rough, the Russian accent thickening his words into something that sounded more like a growl than speech. “Now she learns what protocol means.”

Elena’s heart hammered against her ribs with a force she thought must be visible through her jumpsuit. She looked at Marcus, at Victor, searching for some sign of intervention, some indication that they would stop this, that they would not allow whatever was about to happen. But Marcus’s face was unreadable, his expression carved from stone, and Victor’s was clinical, his eyes already cataloguing her responses with the detached interest of a scientist observing an experiment, and neither of them moved to interfere.

“Please,” she whispered. She did not know what she was asking for—mercy, perhaps, or perhaps she was asking for exactly what was coming, asking for the violence she could see coiling in Jakob’s body, asking for the release she had been craving since the moment she saw him.

Jakob reached out and gripped her jaw in one large, rough hand. His fingers dug into her cheeks with a pressure that was just short of painful, tilting her head back, forcing her to meet his eyes. Up close, she could see the scars on his knuckles, faded lines of white cutting through the skin, evidence of impacts that had split flesh and healed imperfectly. She could see the slight asymmetry of his broken jaw, the way it cast a strange shadow in the red emergency lighting. She could see the depth of darkness in his gaze, the flatness that seemed to absorb light rather than reflect it.

He was terrifying. And she wanted him with a desperation that horrified her, a hunger that had been building since the moment she saw him and was now threatening to consume her entirely.

“You tried to look behind the curtain,” he said. His breath was hot against her face, carrying the faint scent of something she could not identify, something sharp and bitter. “Now you find out what’s hiding there.”

He released her jaw and stepped back. For a moment, nothing happened. She stood in the redtinged darkness, her heart pounding, her body trembling, and waited for whatever he would do next.

Then he moved.

It was so fast she barely registered it. One moment she was standing, facing him, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps—the next she was being spun around, her face pressed against the cold metal of a cargo crate, her arm twisted behind her back at an angle that sent a spike of pain through her shoulder. She cried out, more from shock than pain, and felt his body press against her from behind—hard, unyielding, unmistakably aroused, the evidence of his desire pressing against her buttocks through the layers of their clothing.

“This is how it works,” he growled against her ear. His voice was low and rough, barely more than a rumble in his chest, and she felt it vibrate through her back where they were pressed together. “I take. I don’t ask. You don’t get to pretend you don’t want it.”

His free hand found the fastenings of her jumpsuit and yanked them open with a brutal efficiency that made her gasp. The fabric fell away from her shoulders, baring her upper body to the cold air of the cargo bay, and his hand was inside a moment later, his rough palm sliding over her bare breast, his calloused fingers finding her nipple and pinching hard enough to make her cry out.

“See?” His voice was dark, satisfied, carrying a note of triumph that made her stomach clench even as her body responded to his touch with a rush of heat. “Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind is still fighting.”

His hand left her breast and moved downward, sliding beneath the waistband of her underclothes with the same brutal efficiency, his fingers finding her centre with a precision that made her gasp. She was wet—had been wet since the moment she saw him through the viewport, since the moment she felt his gaze on her like a physical touch—and he felt it immediately, his fingers sliding through the slick evidence of her arousal.

“Christ,” he muttered against her ear. “You’re dripping. You’re practically begging for it.”

His fingers pushed inside her, two at once, and the stretch made her arch against him despite herself, her body opening for him with a desperate hunger that overrode her mind’s frantic protests. She should be fighting. She should be screaming for help, should be doing anything other than pushing back against his hand, meeting the thrust of his fingers with a desperation that matched his own brutality.

His fingers withdrew, and she heard the sound of a zipper, the rustle of fabric being pushed aside. Then his hands were on her hips, lifting her, positioning her, and she felt the blunt head of his erection pressing against her entrance from behind.

“No,” she whispered. The word came out without her consent, and she did not know what she was saying no to—the act itself, or the desperate, shameful wanting that was consuming her from the inside out, or the knowledge that she would let him do whatever he wanted and would thank him for it after.

“Yes,” he growled, and he pushed inside her with a single, brutal thrust.

The stretch was overwhelming. He was thick, thicker than Marcus, thicker than anything she had experienced, and he filled her completely in one devastating motion, his hips slamming against her buttocks as he buried himself to the hilt. She screamed—she could not help it—and the sound echoed off the metal walls of the cargo bay, filling the space with her pain and her pleasure and her desperate, confusing surrender.

He did not give her time to adjust. He simply began to move, his hips snapping forward in a brutal rhythm that drove the breath from her lungs with each thrust. His hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, his fingers digging into the flesh with a pressure she would feel for days, and his body pressed her against the cold metal of the cargo crate with each impact, the surface biting into her cheek and shoulder and breast.

“This is what you’re for,” he growled against her ear, his voice rough with effort and something darker. “This is what you were made for. To be taken. To be used. To be filled.”

She should be horrified. She should be fighting, should be screaming for help, should be doing anything other than pushing back against him, meeting his thrusts with a desperation that matched his own brutality. But her body had taken over, her mind had surrendered, and all she could feel was the devastating fullness of him inside her, the brutal pleasure of his possession, the overwhelming rightness of being exactly where she was.

She felt it building—the same tension she had felt on Victor’s table, the same desperate climb toward release that had shattered her so completely before. But this was different. This was not clinical. This was not controlled. This was raw and brutal and overwhelming, and she was climbing toward the edge with a speed that terrified her, her body racing toward a precipice she could not see but could feel approaching like a wave about to break.

“Please,” she gasped. She did not know what she was asking for—permission, perhaps, or simply acknowledgment that she was here, that she was real, that this was happening. “Please, I—”

“Come,” he commanded. His voice was a growl, an order, and she felt it in her core like a physical blow. “Come now.”

And she did.

The orgasm shattered her. She felt herself clench around him, felt her body seize and release in waves that seemed to go on forever, and she heard herself screaming his name—Jakob, Jakob, Jakob—without meaning to say it, without choosing to give him that piece of herself. The pleasure was devastating, allconsuming, a whitehot cascade that dissolved her into nothing but sensation, and she felt her knees buckle and her body sag against the cargo crate, held up only by his grip on her hips and the pressure of his body against hers.

He followed her over the edge moments later, his rhythm faltering, his hips slamming forward one final time as he spilled himself inside her with a groan that sounded almost like surprise. She felt the heat of his release, felt the way his body tightened and released, felt the shudder that ran through him as he finished, and something in that sound—the surprise, the hint of something unexpected—even as she was being used, that perhaps he had not anticipated the intensity of what passed between them.

Then he pulled out and stepped away.

She collapsed against the cargo crate, her legs too weak to hold her, her body trembling with aftershocks that seemed to go on forever. She expected him to say something—to offer some word of acknowledgment, some gesture of tenderness or even simple human recognition. But he did not. He simply tucked himself back into his trousers, straightened his clothing with quick, efficient movements, and walked away without a backward glance, his footsteps fading into the silence of the cargo bay.

She slid down the cargo crate and lay on the cold metal floor, her jumpsuit tangled around her waist, her body sore and used and aching in ways she had never experienced. Marcus and Victor were gone—she had not heard them leave, had not been aware of their departure, but the bay was empty now except for her and the shadows and the endless hum of the station’s systems. She was alone. Completely alone. There was no tenderness, no aftercare, no gentle hands helping her to her feet. There was only the cold floor beneath her and the hot, sticky evidence of what had just happened sliding down her thighs.

She should feel degraded. She should feel violated, angry, broken beyond repair. Instead, she felt a strange, desperate emptiness—a sense that something had been taken from her that she would never get back, and that she had given it willingly despite herself, that she would give it again if he asked, that she was lost in a way she could not articulate and could not escape.

Slowly, shakily, she pulled her jumpsuit back up, fastened the seals with trembling fingers, and rose to her feet. Her body ached between her legs, and she could feel his seed sliding down her thighs, warm and wet and impossibly intimate. She should go to the hygiene unit, should clean herself up, should try to pretend this had not happened, that she was still the woman who had arrived on this station six months ago.

But she did not move. She stood in the cargo bay for a long time, surrounded by shadows and silence and the ghost of what had just occurred, and let herself feel everything—the pain, the pleasure, the devastating confusion of wanting something that should horrify her.

When she finally made her way back to her quarters, the corridors were still empty, the station still humming around her, and she felt like a ghost walking through a world that no longer made sense. She should sleep. She should rest, should recover, should prepare herself for whatever came next. But she knew that sleep would not come easily tonight.

In her quarters, she stripped off her clothes and stood under the lukewarm spray of the hygiene unit. The water washed away the physical evidence of what had happened, but it could not wash away the memory—the weight of Jakob’s hands on her hips, the brutal rhythm of his thrusts, the devastating pleasure of her orgasm, the sound of his surprise when he followed her over the edge. Her body remembered even as her mind tried to process, and she felt the ache between her legs as both a wound and a reminder of something she desperately wanted again.

She lay in her bed, naked and clean and aching, and let her hand drift between her legs without conscious intention. She was sore, tender, but the touch sent a spark of sensation through her nonetheless, and she found herself tracing the places where he had been, remembering the brutal fullness of him inside her, the commanding growl of his voice, the surprising sound he had made when he came.

She touched herself to the memory of being used. And when she came, it was his name on her lips.

Afterward, she lay in the darkness and let the tears come. She did not fight them, did not try to understand them, did not attempt to parse the complex tangle of fear and desire and shame and hunger that they represented. She simply let herself feel, let herself fall, let herself acknowledge the truth that she had been trying to avoid since the moment she arrived on this station.

She was not who she had thought she was. She was becoming something else entirely, something she did not fully understand and could not fully control. And the terrifying, exhilarating truth was that she did not want to stop.

He had not asked. He had taken. And she had come apart in his hands like she had been waiting for him all her life.


CHAPTER NINE — THE BREAKING

The days following Jakob’s claiming passed in a haze of fractured time and dislocated thought, each hour bleeding into the next without distinction or meaning. Elena lost count of the meals she did not eat, the sleep she did not find, the moments she spent standing in front of viewports staring at the cold indifference of stars that did not care whether she lived or died. The station hummed around her with its constant, mechanical pulse, the reactors throbbing somewhere deep in the lower levels, the air circulators whispering through vents she could never quite locate, the thousand small sounds of a machine keeping human beings alive in a place where life had no natural right to exist. She had stopped hearing them. Or perhaps she had started hearing them too well—could not distinguish between the noise of the station and the noise of her own thoughts, both running on endless loops that led nowhere and meant nothing.

She avoided the research bay. Avoided the mess hall. Avoided the observation deck where she had found Victor that night, where she had let him touch her and hold her and show her a tenderness she had not expected from a man who had spent years perfecting the art of clinical detachment. That memory felt like it belonged to another woman, another life, a version of herself that had existed before Jakob had pinned her against the cargo crate and taken her with a brutality that still haunted her thighs and her hips and the tender places between. Victor had cracked for her. He had let her see beneath the mask. And then she had been given to someone else, used by someone else, shattered and rebuilt by hands that did not care whether she enjoyed it or not.

She should have felt betrayed. Should have felt that Victor’s tenderness had been a lie, a manipulation designed to soften her for what came next. But she did not feel betrayed. She felt something else entirely—something she could not name, something that sat in her chest like a weight she could not lift, pressing against her lungs and making it difficult to breathe.

On the third day, she realised she had not left her quarters in thirtysix hours.

The chronometer on the wall confirmed it—she had missed two shifts, ignored three comms summons from the research bay, let the growing pile of data analysis fall to someone else without explanation or apology. She was failing at the one thing she had always excelled at, the career she had built through years of dedication and sacrifice and careful, strategic choices. She was letting everything slip away, and she could not make herself care.

What she cared about, she realised with a start that made her sit up in bed and stare at the wall without seeing it, was whether she would be summoned again.

Whether Marcus would call her to his quarters. Whether Victor would request another examination. Whether Jakob would find her in some dark corridor and take her against the wall without warning or permission. She was waiting. Her body was waiting. Every nerve ending had been trained to expect touch, to crave possession, to need the overwhelming surrender of being taken and used and made to belong to someone else.

She pressed her palms against her eyes and let out a sound that was half laugh, half sob. This was not who she was. This was not the woman who had fought for her position at the conference in Geneva, who had impressed Marcus Koiranen with her research and her ambition and her refusal to back down from a challenge. That woman had been independent, selfpossessed, certain of her worth and her direction. That woman had known exactly who she was and what she wanted.

This woman—this creature who lay in bed aching for hands that had bruised her, for a cock that had filled her with brutal efficiency and then withdrawn without tenderness or acknowledgment—this woman was a stranger. A stranger she did not recognise and did not know how to become.

But she could not go back. She understood that now, with a clarity that cut through the fog of the past three days. She could not undo what had been done to her, could not unfeel the sensations that had been dragged from her body, could not unknow the truth that had been building inside her since the moment she arrived on Kepler Station. She was different. She had been changed. And the only question that remained was what she would do with that difference.

She rose from the bed on unsteady legs and made her way to the hygiene unit. The mirror above the sink showed her a face she barely recognised—holloweyed, pale, lips cracked from dehydration, hair tangled and unwashed. She looked like a woman who had been through a war, and she supposed she had. A war with herself, with her expectations, with everything she had believed about who she was and what she wanted.

She showered. Dressed in a clean jumpsuit. Smoothed her hair back from her face and fastened it at the nape of her neck with the efficiency of years of practice. The uniform felt wrong against her skin—too stiff, too formal, too much a reminder of the professional veneer she had once maintained so carefully. But it was what she had, and she would have to be enough.

She needed to find Marcus. She did not know what she would say to him, did not know how to articulate the tangle of need and fear and desperate hunger that had been building inside her for days. But she knew, with a certainty that settled into her bones, that he was the one who held the answers. He was the one who had chosen her for this, who had seen something in her twelve years ago that she had not seen in herself, who had brought her to this station and set in motion the transformation that was slowly, terrifyingly, irrevocably consuming her.

She found him in the command centre.

The room was quieter than she had expected, the night watch reduced to skeleton staff, most of the consoles running automated diagnostics that flickered across screens in patterns she did not bother to decipher. Marcus stood at the central display, his back to her, his broad shoulders blocking the view of whatever data he was reviewing. He did not turn when she entered, but she knew he had registered her presence—the stillness of his posture had shifted almost imperceptibly, the tension in his shoulders adjusting to acknowledge the new variable in the room.

“Commander.” Her voice came out rougher than she intended, roughened by days of disuse and the emotions she had been trying to suppress.

“Dr. Vasquez.” He did not turn. “You have been absent from your duties for three days.”

“I know.” She remained standing just inside the doorway, uncertain whether she was permitted to approach, uncertain what the protocols were for a woman who had been claimed and examined and brutally used and then left alone to process the aftermath. “I apologise. I was—”

“You were processing.” He turned then, and his dark eyes swept over her with an assessment that made her feel simultaneously exposed and seen. “It is understandable. Jakob is… intense. Most require time to adjust after their first encounter with him.”

The clinical description should have angered her. Should have made her bristle at the casual acknowledgment that what she had experienced was routine, expected, part of some system she had not been permitted to understand. But she was too tired for anger, too hollowed out by the days of waiting and the nights of confused, desperate wanting. She simply nodded.

“What happens now?” she asked. The question came out smaller than she intended, almost plaintive, and she hated the vulnerability in her own voice.

“That depends on you.” Marcus stepped away from the central display, moving toward her with the controlled, deliberate grace that characterised everything he did. He stopped a few feet away, close enough that she could smell the faint scent of recycled air and something warmer beneath it—skin and sweat and the particular musk of a man who had claimed her body and left his mark on her memory. “You have been through the initial stages of integration. You have been claimed. You have been examined. You have been introduced to Jakob’s particular methods. Now you must decide what you want.”

“What I want.” The words felt foreign in her mouth, a language she had forgotten how to speak. “I don’t know what I want. I don’t know what I’m allowed to want. I don’t even know who I am anymore.”

“You know.” His voice was low, certain, carrying the weight of a man who had seen this before and knew exactly what she was experiencing. “You have always known. You have simply spent your life pretending otherwise.”

The words landed like a physical blow, and she felt her breath catch in her throat. She wanted to deny it, to argue, to insist that she was a professional, a scientist, a woman who had built her career on rationality and logic and the careful suppression of anything that might undermine her authority or credibility. But the denial would not come. The denial had been stripped away over the past weeks, peeled back layer by layer until all that remained was the raw, exposed truth she had been running from since the moment Marcus first touched her.

“I want to stay.” The words escaped before she could stop them, tumbling out with a desperation that horrified her. “Not just the mission. Not just the research. I want—” She broke off, unable to articulate the depth of the hunger that had been building inside her, the need that had been growing since the moment she arrived on this station and realised that something was different here, that the rules she had lived by her entire life did not apply, that she was being drawn toward something she could not name but could not escape.

“Say it.” Marcus’s voice was soft but implacable, a command dressed in gentleness. “Tell me what you want. If you cannot speak it, you cannot have it.”

She took a breath that felt like it scraped the inside of her lungs. “I want to belong. I want to be owned. I want—” Her voice cracked, and she felt the tears she had been holding back for days pressing against the back of her eyes. “I want to serve. To be used. To be taken whenever and however you decide. I want to stop fighting, stop pretending, stop trying to be the woman I thought I was supposed to be. I want to be what you saw in me. What you chose me for.” She looked up at him, her eyes wet, her voice barely a whisper. “I want to be yours.”

He was silent for a long moment, his dark eyes searching her face for something she could not identify. Then he reached out and touched her chin, tilting her head back with a gentleness that seemed at odds with the intensity of his gaze.

“If you stay,” he said quietly, “you are not just mine. You are ours. All three of us. Victor, Jakob, and myself. We are a unit. We have operated together for nine years, and we share everything—authority, responsibility, and the women who serve us. If you choose to remain, you will serve all three. You will be trained by all three. You will be claimed by all three.”

The words sent a shiver through her that was equal parts fear and desperate, shameful arousal. She had been claimed by Marcus. She had been examined by Victor. She had been taken with brutal efficiency by Jakob. But together—all three at once—she could not imagine what that would mean, could not conceive of the intensity of being the focus of all that attention, all that desire, all that controlled and methodical possession.

“There is more,” Marcus continued, his voice dropping to a register that made her stomach clench with anticipation. “You will be trained. Your body will be prepared. Victor will oversee the physical conditioning—you will be stretched, opened, made capable of taking all three of us at once. It will be intense. It will be uncomfortable. It will push you to limits you did not know you had.”

She swallowed hard, her throat dry, her body responding to his words with a heat that had become sickeningly familiar. “And after?”

“After, if you have proved yourself, if you have surrendered completely, if you have demonstrated that you are capable of serving all three of us without reservation—” He paused, and something shifted in his expression, a softening that might have been approval or might have been something deeper. “You will be offered the collar.”

The collar. She remembered Sarah’s, the thin band of black that circled her throat, the small Kepler Industries logo on the clasp. She remembered Sarah’s words: “This isn’t a prison. It’s a promise.”

“What does it mean?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. “The collar. What does it signify?”

“It signifies that you belong to Kepler Industries. That you belong to us. That you will return after every Earth rotation, that you will serve for as long as we choose to keep you, that your body and your surrender and your submission are permanent. It is not a temporary arrangement. It is a commitment that cannot be undone.” His hand moved from her chin to her throat, his fingers resting lightly against the pulse that hammered beneath her skin. “It is a mark of ownership. And it is only offered to those who have proven themselves worthy.”

She should have been terrified. She should have heard the weight of what he was describing—the permanence, the surrender, the total relinquishment of autonomy—and felt fear that drove her back to Earth, back to her career, back to the life she had built and the woman she had been. But the fear was there, and beneath it was something stronger, something that had been growing since the moment she first felt Marcus’s hands on her body, since Victor first touched her with clinical precision that somehow became intimate, since Jakob pinned her against the cargo crate and showed her what it meant to be taken without permission or tenderness.

Beneath the fear was relief.

Relief that she did not have to fight anymore. Relief that she did not have to pretend. Relief that someone had seen the truth of her and offered her a place where that truth was not only accepted but cultivated, required, celebrated.

“I’m ready,” she said, and the words came out steady, certain, carrying a weight she had not expected them to hold. “I want to stay. I want to serve. I want to be yours—all of yours. I want to earn the collar.”

Marcus studied her for a long moment, his dark eyes boring into hers with an intensity that made her feel like she was being evaluated, weighed, measured against some standard she could not see. Then he nodded, a single, deliberate dip of his chin that carried the weight of a pronouncement.

“Then kneel.”

The command was quiet, almost gentle, but it landed in her chest with the force of a physical blow. She hesitated for a fraction of a second—the last remnant of the woman she had been, the professional who had spent her life standing tall and demanding respect—and then she sank to her knees on the cold metal deck of the command centre, her jumpsuit pulling tight across her thighs, her hands coming to rest on her lap in a posture of surrender she had never consciously learned but somehow knew.

“Speak the words,” Marcus said. His voice had dropped to something deeper, a register that resonated in her chest and made her stomach clench with a mixture of fear and desperate want. “Formalise your submission. Make it real.”

She looked up at him, her eyes level with his waist, his body blocking the view of the consoles and the skeleton staff who were surely watching, surely witnessing her surrender. She should have felt humiliated. Should have felt exposed. Instead, she felt a strange, overwhelming peace—the peace of finally stopping, finally landing, finally becoming what she was always meant to be.

“I am yours.” The words came slowly at first, then faster, gaining confidence as she spoke them into existence. “I will serve. I will surrender. I will be claimed. I give myself to you—to all of you—without reservation, without condition, without regret. I will be trained. I will be stretched. I will be prepared for whatever you require of me. And when I have proven myself worthy, I will accept the collar and all that it signifies.” She paused, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I am yours. I will always be yours.”

Marcus reached down and touched the top of her head, his hand warm and heavy against her hair. The gesture was simple, almost paternal, but it carried a weight that made her eyes sting with tears she did not try to suppress.

“I accept your submission,” he said quietly. “You belong to us now. You will serve, and you will be served in return. You will be used, and you will be cared for. You will be broken, and you will be rebuilt.” His hand slid from her hair to her chin, tilting her head back so she was forced to look up at him. “This is not a gift you give lightly. It is a responsibility you accept. Do you understand?”

“I understand.” Her voice was steady, the tears still tracking down her cheeks but her eyes clear, her mind finally, irrevocably made up.

“Good.” He released her chin and stepped back. “Rise. There is one more thing required.”

She rose on unsteady legs, her knees aching from the cold metal, her body trembling with the weight of what had just passed between them. Marcus turned away and activated the comms, his voice shifting from the intimate register of the past few minutes to the formal, commanding tone she had come to associate with his role as station commander.

“All senior staff, report to the main briefing room in fifteen minutes. There will be an announcement.”

The corridor from the command centre to the briefing room felt longer than she remembered, the distance stretching with each step as she walked beside Marcus in silence. She was acutely aware of the eyes that followed them—crew members who passed in the halls and glanced between her and the commander with expressions she could not read, questions she could not answer. She wondered what they saw when they looked at her. Whether they could tell that something had changed, that she had knelt on the cold metal deck and spoken words that had transformed her from colleague to possession, from scientist to vessel, from independent woman to owned property.

The briefing room was already halffull when they arrived, senior staff assembling around the long table with the practiced efficiency of people who had done this many times before. Elena recognised most of them—the heads of engineering, life support, research, communications—but they seemed different to her now, their faces carrying meanings she had not perceived before. She wondered how many of them knew. How many had witnessed other women go through what she was experiencing, had seen other scientists and researchers and professionals kneel and surrender and accept the collar that signified permanent belonging.

Sarah Chen was there, standing near the head of the table, and her eyes met Elena’s across the room with a look of recognition and welcome that made Elena’s chest tight with unexpected gratitude. Sarah had been through this. Sarah had knelt and spoken the words and accepted the collar and found peace on the other side. She was living proof that what Elena had just done was not destruction but transformation, not degradation but liberation.

Victor entered moments later, his white coat immaculate, his tablet clutched in his hands, his expression arranged in the clinical mask she had come to know so well. His eyes found her across the room, and she saw something flicker in their depths—surprise, perhaps, or something more complicated that she could not identify. He had touched her with tenderness. He had let her see beneath his professional exterior. But this was different. This was formal. This was public. This was the official acknowledgment of what she had become.

Jakob arrived last, his dense body filling the doorway before he stepped into the room with the predatory grace that made her stomach clench. He did not look at her. He took his position near the wall, his arms crossed over his chest, his dark eyes scanning the room with the flat assessment of a man cataloguing threats and opportunities. She wondered if he remembered the cargo bay, the brutal efficiency of his possession, the sound she had made when she came apart in his hands. She wondered if he cared.

Marcus took his position at the head of the table, and the room fell silent with the instinctive attention of people accustomed to following orders.

“I have an announcement,” he said, his voice carrying the weight of authority that made every other sound in the room seem trivial by comparison. “Dr. Elena Vasquez has requested to extend her assignment on Kepler Station indefinitely. Her duties will be restructured to include service to the command staff. She will remain with us for as long as her service is required.”

The words were careful, formal, stripped of the intimacy that had characterised their private conversation. But Elena understood the meaning beneath them. She had been claimed. She had been announced. She belonged to them now, officially, publicly, in a way that could not be undone.

She felt the weight of eyes on her—curiosity, speculation, and in some cases, understanding. The women in the room looked at her with expressions she could not quite decipher, though Sarah’s face held something that might have been solidarity. The men looked at her with varying degrees of interest, though none of them held the predatory hunger she might have expected. This was routine for them. This was how things worked on Kepler Station. She was simply the latest in a line of women who had knelt and surrendered and found a home in submission.

The briefing continued—station resource allocations, upcoming supply runs, minor personnel matters—but Elena heard none of it. She was too aware of her own body, of the new reality settling over her like a second skin, of the weight of what she had just committed to. She had given herself to three men she barely knew, had agreed to be trained and stretched and prepared for uses she could not fully imagine, had promised to serve without reservation and accept whatever they chose to give her.

And she had never felt more certain of anything in her life.

The briefing ended, and the room emptied around her, staff filing out with the efficient movements of people who had other duties to attend to. Sarah paused beside her on the way to the door, her hand brushing Elena’s arm in a gesture of quiet solidarity.

“I’ll find you tomorrow,” Sarah said softly. “We can talk. I can answer questions.” Her eyes were warm, knowing, carrying the weight of experience. “Welcome home.”

Then she was gone, and Elena was left standing alone in the empty briefing room, the hum of the station filling the silence, the stars burning cold and distant beyond the viewport.

Marcus came to her that night.

She was in her quarters, sitting on the edge of her narrow bed, staring at the wall without seeing it, when the door slid open and his broad shoulders filled the doorway. He did not speak, simply crossed the room in three long strides and gathered her to him, pulling her against his chest with a possessiveness that made her breath catch.

She expected him to take her. Expected him to push her back onto the bed and spread her legs and claim her again, the way he had claimed her that first night in his quarters. But he did not. He simply held her, his arms wrapped around her body, his chin resting on the top of her head, his heartbeat steady beneath her ear.

“You have given me a great gift,” he said quietly. His voice rumbled through his chest and into her body, resonating in places she had not known could resonate. “I do not take it lightly. I will honour it. I will honour you.”

She did not know how to respond. She had expected dominance, control, the overwhelming physical possession that had characterised every encounter she had experienced on this station. She had not expected tenderness. Had not expected to be held as if she were precious, as if her surrender had value beyond the pleasure it could provide.

“Sleep,” he said. “Tomorrow, your training begins. Tonight, you rest.”

He shifted them both onto the bed, arranging her body against his, pulling a blanket over them both. His arms remained around her, his warmth seeping into her skin, his breath gradually slowing into the rhythm of approaching sleep.

She lay in the darkness, her cheek pressed against his chest, her body fitting into the curves and hollows of his as if she had been designed for this exact position. The collar she had not yet earned pressed against her mind like a promise, a goal, a destination she could not see but could feel waiting for her at the end of whatever lay ahead.

She was not free. She had given that up, had surrendered it along with everything else, had knelt on the cold metal deck and spoken words that stripped away the independence she had spent her life building. She was owned now. She was property. She was a vessel for the desires of three men who would train her and stretch her and use her in ways she could not yet imagine.

She had never felt more free.

The station hummed around her, the stars burned beyond the hull, and Elena Vasquez closed her eyes and let herself be held.

She had spent her life afraid of being controlled. She had never known control would feel like coming home.


CHAPTER TEN — THE TRAINING

Elena woke to an empty bed and the cold press of sheets that had long since lost the warmth of another body. For a long, disorienting moment, she lay still in the darkness, her mind struggling to reconcile the unfamiliar contours of Marcus’s quarters with the memories of the night before—his arms around her, his breath steady against her hair, the overwhelming rightness of being held by a man who owned her. She had slept deeply, more deeply than she had slept in weeks, and the realisation surprised her. She had expected to lie awake, to toss and turn, to be kept alert by the weight of what she had committed to. Instead, she had sunk into unconsciousness like a stone dropping into water, and had not surfaced until the station’s automated lighting began its gradual morning brightening.

She sat up slowly, the blanket falling away from her naked body, and looked around the room with the fresh eyes of someone seeing it for the first time. Marcus’s quarters were larger than her own, sparsely furnished in a way that suggested discipline rather than deprivation. A desk with a single terminal. A wardrobe built into the wall. A small hygiene unit visible through an open doorway. Nothing personal, nothing decorative, nothing that revealed anything about the man who occupied this space beyond his commitment to efficiency and control.

He was gone. She had expected that, somehow. Had expected to wake alone, to be left with the silence and her thoughts and the growing certainty that what had happened between them was real and permanent and irrevocable. She rose from the bed and made her way to the hygiene unit, where she stood under the lukewarm spray and let the water wash over her without really feeling it.

The chronometer on the wall read 0647. Her training would begin today—Marcus had said so, his voice quiet against her hair as she drifted toward sleep, the words settling into her consciousness like stones dropped into still water. She did not know what that training would entail, did not know how Victor would prepare her for what lay ahead, did not know how she would survive the intensity of being stretched and opened and made ready to serve all three men at once. But she had agreed to it. Had knelt on the cold metal deck and spoken the words that bound her to this path. And she would not turn back now.

She dressed in the jumpsuit she found folded on the desk—her own, retrieved from her quarters at some point during the night, she assumed by Marcus or by some automated system she did not understand—and fastened her hair back from her face with the efficiency of long practice. The uniform felt different now. Not a costume she wore to maintain the pretence of professionalism, but a temporary covering, something to be removed when the moment required it. She was aware of her body beneath the fabric in a way she had never been before—aware of the weight of her breasts, the curve of her hips, the spaces between her legs that would be filled and stretched and claimed.

The summons came at 0700 precisely, Victor’s voice through the comms, his tone clinical and detached as always.

“Dr. Vasquez. Report to Examination Bay 3. 0800 hours. Do not eat beforehand.”

The line went dead before she could respond, and she was left standing in the silence of Marcus’s quarters, her heart already beginning to race with a mixture of anticipation and fear that she was learning to recognise as her constant companion on this station.

She arrived at Examination Bay 3 at 0755, her stomach empty and growaning with hunger she had been instructed to ignore, her palms sweating against the fabric of her jumpsuit. The bay was located in a section of the station she had never visited before, deep in the medical wing, past the main infirmary and through a series of security doors that required Victor’s personal authorisation to open. The corridor outside was empty, the lighting dimmed to a soft amber that made her think of twilight, of spaces designed for privacy and intimacy rather than efficiency.

The door slid open at her approach, and she stepped inside.

The examination bay was larger than she had expected, a room perhaps ten metres by eight, dominated by a table in the centre that looked nothing like any medical equipment she had ever seen. It was padded in black vinyl, adjustable in ways she could not immediately decipher, with straps and buckles positioned at intervals that suggested restraints for wrists and ankles and perhaps other parts of the body. The walls were lined with cabinets and drawers, their contents hidden behind brushedmetal doors, and the air smelled faintly of antiseptic and something else—something muskier, warmer, that made her think of sweat and skin and the aftermath of physical exertion.

Victor stood beside the table, his white coat immaculate, his tablet in his hand, his expression arranged in the clinical mask she had come to expect. But something was different. She could see it in the tension in his jaw, the way his eyes moved over her with an assessment that seemed more personal than professional. He had touched her with tenderness in the observation deck, had let her see beneath the mask he wore, had admitted that she was different from the hundreds of subjects he had examined before. And now she was here, in his domain, to be trained and stretched and prepared for uses she could only imagine.

“Dr. Vasquez.” His voice was soft, almost gentle, and it carried none of the formality she had expected. “Thank you for coming.”

“Victor.” She used his first name deliberately, a reminder of what had passed between them, a challenge to the clinical distance he was trying to maintain. “What happens now?”

He was silent for a moment, his dark eyes searching her face for something she could not identify. Then he gestured toward the table, the movement precise and controlled.

“Please remove your clothing and lie down. We have a great deal to accomplish today.”

She undressed without hesitation, her fingers moving through the familiar motions of unfastening her jumpsuit and letting it fall to the floor, stepping out of her underclothes until she stood before him naked and exposed. The air was cool against her skin, and she felt her nipples tighten in response, the vulnerability of her position making her acutely aware of every inch of her body. She climbed onto the table and lay back against the padded vinyl, the material cool and slightly sticky against her bare skin, and waited.

Victor moved around her with the practiced efficiency of a man who had performed this procedure hundreds of times. He adjusted the table, tilting it slightly so that her upper body was elevated, her legs spread and secured in padded stirrups that positioned her hips at an angle she found both exposed and strangely comfortable. He fastened straps around her wrists and ankles, not tight enough to cause pain but secure enough that she could not move, and then he stepped back to survey his work.

“You are here for training,” he said, his voice clinical but charged with an undertone she could not quite identify. “Your body will be prepared for simultaneous service to all three members of the command staff. This requires physical conditioning that will be intensive and, at times, uncomfortable. Do you understand?”

“I understand.” Her voice came out steadier than she felt, and she was grateful for the small mercy.

“Good.” He moved to one of the cabinets and withdrew a case, which he carried to a small table beside the examination bay. He opened it to reveal a set of instruments she did not recognise—cylindrical objects of varying sizes, made of something that looked like smooth metal or glass, each one slightly larger than the last. “These are dilators. They will be used to stretch your vaginal and anal openings gradually, preparing you to accommodate multiple penetrations simultaneously.”

The words sent a shiver through her that had nothing to do with the temperature of the room. She had never been taken anally—had never seriously considered it as something she would experience, let alone as something she would be trained for. The thought of it made her stomach clench with a mixture of fear and dark, shameful curiosity.

“I have never—” she began, but he held up a hand to stop her.

“I know. Your medical records indicate no history of anal penetration. That will change today.” He selected one of the smaller dilators and held it up to the light, examining it with the clinical detachment of a man inspecting a specimen. “The process will be gradual. I will use lubrication, and I will monitor your responses throughout. You will tell me if you experience pain beyond a certain threshold. But you will also understand that some discomfort is necessary for the training to be effective.”

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak, and watched as he moved to stand between her spread legs. He set the dilator on a tray beside the table and reached for a tube of gel, which he squeezed onto his fingers. The lubricant was cold against her skin when he applied it, his fingers tracing the rim of her anus with a careful, methodical pressure that made her breath catch.

“Relax,” he said, his voice dropping to a register that seemed almost intimate. “The more you resist, the more difficult this will be.”

She tried to obey, tried to unclench muscles that had never been penetrated, tried to let go of the tension that had coiled in her belly since the moment she walked through the door. His finger pressed against the tight ring of muscle, circling, probing, applying pressure that was just short of insistent. The sensation was strange—not painful, but foreign, a violation of boundaries she had not known she possessed.

“Good,” he murmured, and she felt his finger breach her, sliding inside to the first knuckle. The stretch was immediate, her body clenching around the intrusion with a reflex she could not control. “Breathe. Let me in.”

She forced herself to breathe, to focus on the rhythm of her own lungs rather than the unfamiliar sensation of being entered from behind. His finger moved deeper, slowly, carefully, and she felt the burn of stretch giving way to something else—something that tingled at the edges of her awareness, a shadow of pleasure she had not expected.

“You are responsive,” Victor observed, his voice clinical but with an undercurrent of something that might have been satisfaction. “Your records indicate strong sexual response across multiple stimulus categories. This is promising.”

His finger withdrew, and she felt the momentary emptiness before the blunt head of the dilator pressed against her opening. It was larger than his finger, cool and smooth and unyielding, and she tensed despite herself as he began to push it inside.

“Breathe,” he reminded her, his voice steady. “You can take this. You will take this.”

The stretch was more intense now, a burning pressure that walked the edge between discomfort and something else. She gasped as the widest part of the dilator breached her, her body clenching around the intrusion, and then it was sliding into place, seated inside her with a fullness she had never experienced.

“Good.” Victor’s hand moved to her stomach, pressing lightly against the muscles that had tensed with the intrusion. “You are doing well. We will leave this in place for several minutes, allowing your body to adjust, and then we will proceed to the next size.”

She lay on the table, her wrists and ankles secured, her body filled with an object she could not see, and tried to process the flood of sensation and emotion that threatened to overwhelm her. The position was humiliating—legs spread, exposed, penetrated—and yet beneath the humiliation was something else. Something that felt almost like anticipation.

Victor was watching her, his dark eyes moving across her body with the clinical assessment she had come to expect, but his hand remained on her stomach, his thumb tracing small circles against her skin. The touch was soothing, almost tender, and she found herself leaning into it despite herself.

“You are different,” he said quietly, the words almost too soft to hear. “I told you that before, in the observation deck. I have examined over two hundred subjects, documented thousands of sexual responses, recorded every variation of arousal and surrender. None of them have affected me the way you do.”

She turned her head to look at him, her eyes meeting his, and saw something in his expression that made her breath catch. The clinical mask was still in place, but beneath it was something raw, something hungry, something that looked almost like need.

“Victor—”

“I should not tell you this.” His voice was low, rough, stripped of the professional detachment he had cultivated for so many years. “My role is to observe, to record, to remain objective. Emotional investment compromises the data. Compromises the mission.” His hand pressed more firmly against her stomach, his thumb still tracing circles against her skin. “But I cannot maintain the distance with you. I have tried. And I cannot.”

The words hung in the air between them, heavy with meaning she was only beginning to comprehend. She wanted to reach for him, to touch his face, to pull him close and show him that she understood, that she felt it too, that the connection between them was real and undeniable. But her wrists were secured, and she could only lie there and look up at him with eyes she hoped conveyed everything she could not say.

“I will train you,” he continued, his voice dropping to a whisper. “I will prepare your body for what lies ahead. I will stretch you and measure you and document every response. But I want you to know—” He stopped, his jaw tightening with the effort of what he was about to say. “I want you to know that when I touch you, it is not just as a scientist. It is as a man who has been fighting himself for weeks and has finally stopped pretending.”

She felt the tears pressing against the backs of her eyes, the weight of his confession settling into her chest like a stone dropped into water. She had thought she was alone in what she was feeling, that the connection she had sensed between them was something she had imagined. But here was Victor, standing above her with his clinical mask cracking, admitting that he was struggling too.

“Victor,” she said again, and this time her voice carried the weight of everything she could not articulate. “I feel it too. I have since the first time you examined me. I didn’t know what it was, didn’t know how to name it. But I feel it.”

He was silent for a long moment, his dark eyes searching her face with an intensity that made her feel seen in a way she had never experienced before. Then he nodded, a single, deliberate dip of his chin, and his hand slid from her stomach to the place between her legs where the dilator was seated inside her.

“Then let us begin.”

His fingers found her clitoris with the precision of a man who knew exactly where to touch, exactly how much pressure to apply, exactly how to build her arousal with devastating efficiency. The dual sensation—the fullness in her anus and the insistent pressure against her most sensitive nerve endings—sent a jolt through her body that made her gasp and arch against the restraints.

“Your body is responding well,” Victor observed, his voice clinical once more but charged with an undertone of something darker. “The combination of anal penetration and clitoral stimulation produces a stronger arousal response than either stimulus alone. I will continue to monitor your reactions as we proceed.”

His fingers moved in careful circles, building her pleasure with a patience that drove her to the edge of madness. The dilator shifted inside her with each subtle movement of her hips, pressing against nerves she had not known existed, sending waves of sensation cascading through her body. She could feel the orgasm building, a tightening in her core that threatened to shatter her completely.

“Victor, I’m—”

“I know.” His voice was soft, almost tender. “Let it happen. I want to measure your response to combined stimulation.”

The words should have been clinical, should have stripped the moment of its intimacy and reduced it to data and observation. But they did not. Instead, they pushed her over the edge, the permission in his voice acting as a trigger that released the tension that had been coiling tighter and tighter inside her.

She came with a cry that echoed off the walls of the examination bay, her body clenching around the dilator, her hips bucking against the restraints, her vision blurring with the intensity of the sensation. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure crashing through her, and she felt Victor’s hand on her stomach again, steadying her, grounding her, keeping her anchored to the reality of the moment even as her body flew apart.

Only when the aftershocks had subsided did he speak again.

“Response duration: fortyseven seconds. Peak heart rate: one hundred and sixtytwo beats per minute. Vaginal contractions: multiple, irregular pattern.” His voice was clinical, but his hand trembled slightly against her skin, a tremor she felt rather than saw. “Excellent. We will proceed to the next stage.”

He withdrew the dilator slowly, allowing her body to adjust to the sudden emptiness, and selected the next size up from the case. This one was larger, significantly so, and she felt a flutter of fear in her stomach as she anticipated the stretch it would require.

“Your body is capable of more than you believe,” Victor said quietly, as if reading her thoughts. “Trust me. Trust the process.”

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak, and felt the larger dilator press against her opening. The stretch was more intense this time, a burning pressure that made her hiss through her teeth, but she forced herself to relax, to breathe, to let her body yield to the intrusion. It slid into place with a finality that made her feel impossibly full, impossibly stretched, impossibly claimed.

“Good,” Victor murmured. “You are taking it well. We will leave this one in place longer, allowing your muscles to accommodate the size.”

He moved around the table, checking her restraints, adjusting the angle of the examination surface, performing the small tasks of a man who had done this hundreds of times and knew exactly how to manage every aspect of the procedure. But when he returned to his position between her legs, his hand trembled again, a fine tremor that he quickly stilled by pressing his palm flat against her thigh.

She saw it. And she knew, with a certainty that settled into her bones, that what was happening between them was affecting him as much as it was affecting her.

“Victor.” She said his name softly, a question and a statement and a plea all at once.

He did not respond immediately. His eyes remained fixed on the place where the dilator disappeared inside her, his expression unreadable, his body still except for the trembling she could feel against her skin. Then, slowly, deliberately, he raised his gaze to meet hers.

“I have never wanted a subject before,” he said quietly, the words rough and raw and stripped of every defence he had ever constructed. “I have watched them come apart beneath my hands and felt nothing but professional interest. I have measured their responses and recorded their data and never once felt the urge to join them in what they were experiencing.” His hand slid up her thigh to rest on her hip, his fingers pressing into her skin with a pressure that bordered on bruising. “I want to join you. I have wanted it since the first time I touched you. And I do not know how to reconcile that want with the role I am supposed to play.”

“Then stop reconciling.” She heard her own voice as if from a distance, the words coming from somewhere deeper than conscious thought. “Stop trying to make it fit. Just… let it be what it is.”

He was silent for a long moment, his dark eyes boring into hers with an intensity that made her chest ache. Then, slowly, he reached up and released the strap around her right wrist, freeing her hand.

“Touch me,” he said quietly. “I need to feel your hands on me. I need to know this is real.”

She reached for him immediately, her freed hand finding his face, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw, the curve of his cheekbone, the tension in his brow. He closed his eyes at her touch, a shudder running through his body, and she felt the tremor in his muscles, the effort it took for him to remain still and let her explore.

“Victor,” she whispered. “This is real. You are real. I am real. Whatever this is between us, it is not just data. It is not just observation. It is something else entirely.”

He opened his eyes, and she saw the raw hunger in his expression, the desperate need he had been fighting for weeks finally breaking free of the constraints he had placed upon it. For a moment, she thought he would lean into her, would kiss her, would let go of the clinical distance and become the man she had glimpsed in the observation deck.

Then he straightened, his expression shifting back to something more controlled, more professional, and she felt the moment pass like a wave retreating from the shore.

“We have more work to do,” he said, his voice steady once more. “Your training is not complete.”

He released her other wrist and both ankles, allowing her to sit up on the table, the dilator still seated inside her, the fullness a constant reminder of what she was being prepared for. She watched as he turned away, his back to her, his shoulders tight with tension he was trying to hide.

“Victor.” She said his name softly, a question in her voice.

He did not turn around. “Get dressed. There is one more thing you need to see before today’s session is complete.”

She followed him through the corridors of the station, her body still aching from the stretch of the dilators, her mind still processing the intimacy of what had passed between them. The destination was unfamiliar—a section of the station she had never visited, deeper in the command wing than she had ever been permitted to go. The lighting here was dimmed, the environmental controls set to a warmer temperature than the rest of the station, and the air carried a scent she could not quite identify—something musky, intimate, human.

Victor stopped in front of a door that looked no different from any other, but he did not open it. Instead, he gestured toward a panel set into the wall beside it, a screen that showed a live feed of the room beyond.

“Watch,” he said quietly. “This is what you are being trained for.”

She looked at the screen, and her breath caught in her throat.

The room beyond was dimly lit, a large bed dominating the space, and on that bed was Marcus, his naked body sprawled across the sheets, his dark eyes fixed on the woman who knelt between his legs. Sarah Chen. Her dark hair was loose around her shoulders, her body bare, her head bobbing in a slow, deliberate rhythm as she took Marcus into her mouth with a reverence that made Elena’s stomach clench with a mixture of arousal and shame.

She should look away. Should give them privacy, should not be watching something so intimate, so private. But she could not tear her eyes from the screen, could not stop herself from observing every detail of what was happening in that room.

Marcus’s hand was in Sarah’s hair, not guiding but resting, a gesture of possession rather than control. His face was relaxed, his breathing steady, his body utterly still except for the occasional twitch of muscle that betrayed the pleasure he was receiving. Sarah moved with a practiced ease, her technique flawless, her attention focused entirely on the man she was serving. There was no hesitation, no uncertainty, no suggestion that she was doing anything other than exactly what she wanted to be doing.

“Watch how she serves,” Victor murmured, his voice close to her ear, his body just behind her, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his skin. “This is what you will become. This is what you are being trained for.”

On the screen, Marcus’s hand tightened in Sarah’s hair, and he pulled her off him with a slow, deliberate motion. She sat back on her heels, her expression serene, waiting for whatever he would ask next. He spoke, the words inaudible through the surveillance system, and Sarah rose, turned, and positioned herself on her hands and knees at the edge of the bed, her face turned toward the door, her eyes fixed on the camera that Elena was watching through.

Marcus moved behind her, his body positioning itself between her spread legs, and Elena watched as he entered her with a single, smooth thrust. Sarah’s face contorted with pleasure, her mouth falling open, her eyes fluttering closed, and Elena felt her own body respond to the sight with a rush of heat that made her knees weak.

“She has been serving for four years,” Victor continued, his voice still soft, still close, still intimate. “She has been trained to take all three of us at once. She has earned the collar she wears. And she has found peace in her service.”

On the screen, Marcus increased his pace, his hips snapping forward in a rhythm that made Sarah’s body rock with each impact. Her face was a study in pleasure—eyes closed, mouth open, cheeks flushed, a sheen of sweat beginning to form on her skin. She was not passive, not simply accepting what was being done to her. She was participating, meeting each thrust with a movement of her own hips, her body an instrument she had learned to play with devastating skill.

“Watch,” Victor said again, and his hand found the small of her back, his fingers pressing against the spot where the dilator had stretched her just minutes before. “This is what you are becoming. This is what you will be.”

She watched. She watched until Marcus’s rhythm faltered, until his body tensed, until he spilled himself inside Sarah with a groan that she could almost hear through the wall between them. She watched as he withdrew and Sarah remained in position, her body still, her face serene, her breathing gradually slowing. She watched as Marcus reached out and touched the back of Sarah’s neck, his fingers tracing the line of the collar she wore, a gesture of possession and appreciation and something that looked almost like tenderness.

Then the screen went dark, and Victor’s hand fell away from her back.

“Come,” he said quietly. “There is one more thing.”

He led her to a room she did not recognise, a small space that looked almost like a chapel or a meditation chamber. The walls were lined with cabinets, their doors closed, their contents hidden, and at the centre of the room was a pedestal that held a single object.

A collar.

It was black, made of a material she could not identify, thin enough to be comfortable but substantial enough to carry weight, with a small clasp at the back bearing the Kepler Industries logo. It was simple, elegant, almost beautiful, and it seemed to glow in the soft light of the room.

“May I?”

She turned to find Sarah standing in the doorway, her dark hair still loose around her shoulders, her body now clothed in a simple robe that covered her from throat to knee. Her expression was warm, knowing, carrying the weight of experience that Elena was only beginning to acquire.

“I wanted to speak with you,” Sarah continued, moving into the room with a grace that seemed effortless. “After your announcement. But Victor suggested we wait until today.”

Elena nodded, not trusting herself to speak, her eyes returning to the collar on the pedestal.

Sarah moved to stand beside her, and for a long moment, the two women stood in silence, looking at the object that represented everything Elena was working toward.

“It’s not a prison,” Sarah said softly. “I know it looks like one. A symbol of ownership, a mark of possession, something that strips away your autonomy and makes you property.” She reached out and lifted the collar from the pedestal, holding it in her hands with a tenderness that made Elena’s chest ache. “But that’s not what it is. Not really.”

“What is it, then?” Elena’s voice came out rough, thick with the emotions she had been trying to suppress.

“It’s a promise.” Sarah turned the collar over in her hands, her fingers tracing the edge of the clasp. “A promise that you will be cared for. That you will be held. That you will belong somewhere, to someone, in a way that most people never experience.” She looked at Elena, her dark eyes warm and knowing. “I spent my whole life searching for something I couldn’t name. I tried relationships, career, achievement. None of it was enough. I always felt like I was missing something, like there was a piece of me that didn’t fit anywhere.”

“What happened when you came here?”

“I found the missing piece.” Sarah held out the collar, offering it to Elena. “I found a place where my need to serve was not just accepted but celebrated. Where my desire to belong was not a weakness but a strength. Where surrender was not degradation but liberation.”

Elena took the collar from Sarah’s hands, feeling the weight of it, the smoothness of the material, the promise it contained. She held it against her throat, not fastening it, just feeling the way it would sit against her skin once she had earned the right to wear it.

“How long did it take?” she asked. “To earn this?”

“Six months.” Sarah’s voice was soft, remembering. “Six months of training. Six months of being stretched and prepared and tested. Six months of learning to serve all three of them at once, to anticipate their needs, to give myself completely without reservation.” She paused, and something shifted in her expression, a depth of emotion that surprised Elena. “It was the hardest thing I’ve ever done. And it was the best thing I’ve ever done.”

Elena looked down at the collar in her hands, the weight of it settling into her palms, the reality of what she was working toward finally becoming concrete. She had agreed to serve. Had knelt and spoken the words and committed herself to this path. But holding the collar, feeling the smooth material against her skin, she understood for the first time what that commitment truly meant.

It meant surrender. Not just physical surrender, the yielding of her body to the hands that would train and stretch and claim her. It meant emotional surrender, the relinquishment of the walls she had built around herself, the acceptance of a need she had spent her life denying. It meant becoming something different from what she had been, something she was only beginning to understand.

“I’m scared,” she admitted, the words coming out before she could stop them.

“Good.” Sarah’s smile was warm, genuine. “Fear means you understand what you’re getting into. Fear means you’re taking this seriously.” She reached out and touched Elena’s arm, the contact gentle and grounding. “But you don’t have to be afraid of being alone in it. I’m here. The other women who serve are here. We understand what you’re going through, and we will help you through it.”

Elena looked up, meeting Sarah’s eyes, and saw the truth of the words in the other woman’s expression. She was not alone. She had chosen a path that was difficult and terrifying and transformative, but she did not have to walk it by herself.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Sarah nodded, her hand squeezing Elena’s arm once before releasing it. “When you’re ready, return the collar to the pedestal. It will be here waiting for you when you’ve earned the right to wear it.”

She turned and left the room, her footsteps fading into the silence of the corridor, and Elena was alone with the weight of the collar in her hands and the promise it contained.

She held it for a long time, feeling the smoothness of the material, the weight of the clasp, the future it represented. Then, slowly, deliberately, she placed it back on the pedestal and turned away.

She was not ready to wear it yet. But she would be.

She walked back to Marcus’s quarters in a daze, her body aching from the training, her mind still processing everything she had seen and heard and felt. The corridors were empty at this hour, the station humming around her with its constant mechanical pulse, and she felt very small and very determined in the vastness of the space that had become her home.

When she reached the door to Marcus’s quarters, she hesitated. She had not been given permission to sleep there—had not been told where she would sleep now that her training had begun. But the door slid open at her approach, recognising her biometrics, and she stepped inside to find Marcus waiting for her.

He was sitting on the edge of the bed, his broad shoulders filling the space, his dark eyes tracking her movement as she entered. He did not speak, simply held out a hand in a gesture that was both command and invitation.

She crossed the room and took his hand, letting him pull her down beside him, letting him arrange her body against his with the possessive tenderness that had become familiar. He did not take her, did not demand service, simply held her against his chest with an arm around her shoulders and his breath warm against her hair.

“You saw the collar,” he said. It was not a question.

“I held it.”

“And?”

“It’s beautiful.” Her voice was muffled against his chest, her body heavy with exhaustion and emotion. “I want to earn it.”

“You will.” His hand moved to her hair, his fingers tracing the line of her scalp, the gesture soothing and possessive all at once. “It will take time. The training will be intense. Victor will push you to limits you did not know you had. Jakob will test your submission in ways you cannot predict. And I—” He paused, and she felt the rumble of his voice through his chest. “I will hold you when it is over. I will remind you who you are and what you are becoming.”

She closed her eyes, letting his words wash over her, letting the warmth of his body seep into her skin. She was sore and stretched and exhausted, her body still adjusting to the intrusion of the dilators, her mind still reeling from the intimacy of what she had witnessed in the surveillance room. But she was not afraid. Not anymore.

“I’m ready,” she said, and the words came out steady, certain, carrying the weight of a promise she intended to keep.

Marcus’s arm tightened around her, and she felt him press a kiss to the top of her head, the gesture tender and possessive and final.

“Sleep,” he said. “Tomorrow, your training continues.”

She slept, and dreamed of collars and promises and the feeling of being held by a man who owned her completely.

She had spent her life searching for something she could not name. Now she knew what it was, and she would not stop until she had found it.


CHAPTER ELEVEN — THE TESTING

The days that followed blurred together into a rhythm of training and exhaustion and gradual, inexorable change. Elena lost track of time, her existence narrowing to the cycle of sessions in Examination Bay 3, the soreness that never quite faded between them, the strange, foreign sensation of her body being opened and stretched and remade. Victor was methodical, patient, relentless in his pursuit of the data he was collecting, and each session built on the last—the dilators increasing in size, the duration of penetration extending, the combinations of stimulation growing more complex and more intense. He measured everything. Recorded everything. Documented every response with the clinical precision of a man who had spent his life turning human experience into data points.

But he was not clinical. Not anymore. Not with her.

She saw it in the way his hands trembled slightly when he applied lubricant to the dilators, the way his breathing changed when he watched her body respond to the stretch, the way his dark eyes lingered on her face when he thought she wasn’t looking. He was fighting himself, she understood, fighting the attraction that had been building since their first examination together, trying to maintain the professional distance that his role demanded. And he was losing. They both knew he was losing.

The training progressed in stages she came to recognise as predictable. Morning sessions focused on dilation—gradual stretching of her vaginal and anal openings, each session pushing her limits slightly further, each session leaving her sore and swollen and aching in ways that made walking difficult. Afternoon sessions focused on endurance—holding positions for extended periods, maintaining stillness while her muscles screamed for relief, learning to control her breathing and her reactions even when the stimulus was overwhelming. Evening sessions focused on pleasure—combinations of penetration and clitoral stimulation that built her arousal to shattering peaks, training her body to orgasm on command, conditioning her to associate submission with release.

She came to crave the sessions. Came to need the overwhelming intensity of Victor’s attention, the way he pushed her to limits she had not known she possessed, the devastating pleasure that accompanied each breakthrough. Her body was changing—she could feel it in the way she moved, the way she responded to touch, the way she had learned to open herself without resistance. She was being prepared for something, and the knowledge of what that something was made her stomach clench with a mixture of fear and desperate, shameful anticipation.

At night, she slept in Marcus’s quarters. He did not always take her—some nights he simply held her, his arm around her shoulders, his breath warm against her hair, his presence a steady anchor in the storm of transformation she was navigating. Other nights he claimed her with the deliberate, possessive intensity she had come to expect, his body moving over hers with a dominance that left her shattered and satisfied and desperate for more. He was her owner, her centre, the fixed point around which everything else revolved. And she belonged to him with a certainty that terrified and liberated her in equal measure.

But she had not seen Jakob since that night in the cargo bay.

He was a presence on the station—she caught glimpses of him in corridors, felt the weight of his dark eyes when they passed in the mess hall, heard his voice through the comms when he reported to Marcus on matters of security and systems. But he did not summon her. Did not acknowledge what had passed between them. Did not give any indication that he remembered the brutal efficiency with which he had taken her against the cargo crates, the devastating pleasure he had dragged from her body, the sound of his surprise when he followed her over the edge.

She thought about him more than she wanted to admit. Thought about the violence coiled in his muscles, the predatory grace of his movements, the rough timbre of his voice when he growled commands against her ear. Her body remembered him even when her mind tried to move on, and she found herself touching herself to the memory of his hands on her hips, his cock buried inside her, the brutal rhythm that had shattered her completely.

She did not understand why he had not come for her again. Did not understand what role he played in the system she was becoming part of. Did not understand why Marcus and Victor were constant presences while Jakob remained a shadow at the edge of her awareness, watching and waiting for something she could not identify.

Then, on the fourteenth day of her training, the summons came.

She was in her quarters—Marcus had allowed her to return to her own space for the afternoon, a small concession to the independence she was learning to surrender—when the comms chimed with a tone she did not recognise. Not Marcus’s voice. Not Victor’s.

“Dr. Vasquez.” Jakob’s voice was flat, stripped of inflection, carrying the weight of a command that did not need to be repeated. “Maintenance Bay 4. 1800 hours. Do not be late.”

The line went dead before she could respond, and she was left standing in the silence of her quarters, her heart already racing with a mixture of fear and anticipation that she was learning to recognise as her constant companion.

Maintenance Bay 4 was located in the industrial section of the station, a part of the vessel she had rarely visited during her time as a researcher. The corridors here were wider, designed for equipment transport, the lighting harsher and more functional, the air carrying the faint scent of machine oil and recycled atmosphere. The sounds of the station were louder here too—the hum of reactors, the whir of ventilation systems, the clank and hiss of machinery performing tasks that kept everyone aboard alive.

She arrived at 1753, seven minutes early, her stomach tight with nervous energy, her palms sweating against the fabric of her jumpsuit. The door to the maintenance bay was open, and she stepped inside to find a space that looked nothing like what she had expected.

The bay was large, perhaps twenty metres by fifteen, filled with equipment she did not recognise—consoles and conduits and machinery that served purposes she could not begin to imagine. The lighting was industrial, casting harsh shadows across every surface, and the air was cooler here than in the rest of the station, the environmental controls set to a lower temperature for reasons she did not understand.

Jakob stood at the centre of the room, his body still, his arms crossed over his chest, his dark eyes tracking her movement as she entered. He wore a jumpsuit like hers, but it looked different on him—tighter across the shoulders, strained across the thighs, the fabric struggling to contain the dense, coiled power of his frame. He did not speak, simply watched her approach with the flat, assessing gaze she remembered from the cargo bay.

“Mr. Rostova,” she said, her voice steadier than she felt. “You summoned me.”

“I did.” His voice was low, rough, the Russian accent thickening the consonants in a way that sent a shiver down her spine. “You have been training for two weeks. Victor says you are progressing well. Your body is opening. Your responses are strong.” He paused, his eyes moving over her with an intensity that made her feel naked despite the jumpsuit that covered her. “But there is more to service than opening your holes. There is discipline. Control. The ability to obey without question, to endure without complaint, to submit without hesitation.”

She swallowed hard, her throat dry, her body already responding to his words with a heat that had become sickeningly familiar. “What do you require of me?”

He uncrossed his arms and moved toward a console at the side of the room, his steps deliberate, predatory, each motion designed for maximum efficiency. He pressed a sequence of buttons, and a panel in the floor slid open to reveal a recessed space perhaps two metres square, lined with the same harsh metal as the rest of the bay.

“This is a maintenance access point,” he said, his voice flat, instructional. “It leads to a junction where three primary conduits intersect. The conduits carry coolant from the reactor core to the environmental systems. They require regular inspection. The junction is too small for automated systems to navigate. It requires human entry.”

He turned to face her, his dark eyes boring into hers with an intensity that made her breath catch.

“You will enter the junction. You will perform a visual inspection of the three conduit connections. You will report any irregularities. The process should take approximately fortyfive minutes.”

She looked at the access point, at the dark, cramped space it revealed, and felt a flutter of genuine fear in her stomach. She was not claustrophobic, not exactly, but the thought of crawling into a space barely large enough to contain her body, alone in the dark with the hum of the reactor core vibrating through the metal around her—

“You will be naked,” Jakob continued, his voice still flat, still instructional, as if he were describing nothing more unusual than a standard maintenance procedure. “You will carry only a wristmounted light. Your jumpsuit and underclothes will remain here. I will monitor your progress from the console. If you encounter difficulties, you will call for assistance. If you complete the task successfully, you will return here and I will evaluate your performance.”

The fear sharpened into something else, something that mingled with the heat already building in her core. He was testing her. Not her body—not the physical stretching and opening that Victor was overseeing—but her submission. Her willingness to obey without question, to endure discomfort without complaint, to place herself in a vulnerable position because she had been commanded to do so.

“I understand,” she said, and her voice came out steady, certain, carrying a weight she had not expected it to hold.

“Then strip.”

She undressed without hesitation, her fingers moving through the familiar motions of unfastening her jumpsuit, letting it fall to the floor, stepping out of her underclothes until she stood before him naked and exposed. The air was cold against her skin, raising gooseflesh along her arms and thighs, and she felt her nipples tighten in response. Jakob watched her with the same flat assessment, his expression giving nothing away, his body utterly still.

He crossed to a locker and retrieved a wristmounted light, which he fastened around her left arm with quick, efficient movements. The device was small, designed for maintenance work in confined spaces, and it cast a thin beam of light when activated.

“Enter,” he said, gesturing toward the access point. “Report when you reach the junction.”

She climbed down into the opening, her bare feet finding the rungs of a ladder she could barely see, her body descending into darkness that swallowed the light from the maintenance bay above. The ladder extended perhaps three metres, and then her feet found solid metal, the floor of a tunnel that stretched ahead of her into the black.

She activated the wrist light and began to crawl.

The tunnel was exactly as small as she had feared—barely a metre in diameter, forcing her to slide forward on her elbows and knees, her back brushing against the metal ceiling with each movement. The air was warmer here, heated by the conduits that ran alongside her, and she could feel the vibration of the reactor core through the metal beneath her palms. The darkness was absolute except for the thin beam of her light, and she could hear nothing but the sound of her own breathing and the constant hum of the station’s systems.

She should have been terrified. Should have felt panic rising in her chest, should have wanted to turn back, to call for help, to refuse the task she had been given. But she was not terrified. She was calm, focused, her mind narrowing to the singular purpose of completing the mission Jakob had assigned her. She was being tested. She would pass.

The tunnel seemed to go on forever, but she knew it had only been a few minutes when she saw the junction opening ahead—a slightly larger space where the tunnel widened into an intersection. She crawled into it and paused, orienting herself, her light sweeping across the three conduit connections that converged at this point.

“I’ve reached the junction,” she said, her voice echoing strangely in the confined space. “I can see all three conduit connections. They appear intact. No visible damage or irregularities.”

“Perform a close visual inspection of each connection,” Jakob’s voice came through a speaker mounted somewhere in the junction, the sound tinny and distant. “Report any findings.”

She moved to the first conduit, her light tracing the connection point where the metal joined the junction housing. The work was tedious, requiring her to position her body at awkward angles to see the relevant areas, the metal cold against her bare skin as she pressed close to examine the seals. She found a small irregularity—a hairline crack in one of the sealant compounds—and reported it, her voice clinical and professional despite the absurdity of her position.

The second conduit was intact, no irregularities visible. The third required her to crawl partially into the conduit itself to examine the connection point, her body stretched out in the tight space, her legs still in the junction while her torso disappeared into the darkness of the conduit.

“Conduit three connection is intact,” she reported, backing out of the space with careful movements. “All inspections complete. One irregularity noted on conduit one sealant—minor, does not appear critical.”

“Return to the maintenance bay.”

She made her way back through the tunnel, her body aching from the exertion, her knees and elbows sore from pressing against the metal floor. The climb up the ladder was more difficult than the descent—her muscles were tired, her grip less certain—but she emerged into the harsh light of the maintenance bay to find Jakob standing exactly where she had left him, his arms crossed, his expression unreadable.

“Report,” he said.

She stood before him, naked, dirty, her hair tangled and her skin marked with smudges of machine oil and dust, and delivered her report in the same clinical tone she had used in the junction. Three conduits, one irregularity, no critical issues. The words came easily, her mind still focused on the task she had completed, her body still buzzing with the strange calm that had settled over her in the darkness of the tunnel.

Jakob listened without interrupting, his dark eyes fixed on her face, his expression giving nothing away. When she finished, he was silent for a long moment, his gaze moving over her body with an assessment that made her stomach clench.

“You did well,” he said finally, his voice still flat, stripped of any warmth or approval. “You did not hesitate. You did not complain. You completed the task efficiently. This is acceptable.”

The words were not a compliment, not exactly. They were an evaluation, a statement of fact, an acknowledgment that she had met whatever standard he had set for her. She should have felt disappointed, should have wanted more from him after what they had shared in the cargo bay. But she did not feel disappointed. She felt a strange, quiet satisfaction—the satisfaction of having passed a test she had not known she was taking.

“However,” Jakob continued, his voice shifting to something darker, something that made the heat in her core flare to life, “there is more.”

He moved toward her, his steps deliberate, predatory, and she felt her body respond before her mind could process what was happening. He stopped a few inches from her, close enough that she could smell him—sweat and metal and something darker, something that triggered an atavistic response deep in her hindbrain.

“You have been opened,” he said, his voice low, rough, the Russian accent thickening the words into something that sounded almost like a growl. “Victor has stretched you. Prepared you. But you have not been tested. Not by me.”

His hand found her throat, his fingers wrapping around the column of her neck with a pressure that was just short of threatening. She could feel his pulse against her palm, the calluses on his fingers, the strength in his grip. He was not hurting her, not yet, but the threat of violence was present in every line of his body, every tension in his muscles, every breath that ruffled her hair.

“On your knees,” he said.

She knelt.

The metal floor was cold against her bare skin, hard and unforgiving, and she felt the ache in her knees immediately—the same ache she had felt during her training sessions with Victor, the same discomfort she was learning to accept as part of her service. She looked up at Jakob, her eyes level with his waist, and saw the bulge in his jumpsuit, the evidence of arousal that he had not bothered to hide.

“You took me in the cargo bay without preparation,” he said, his voice still low, still rough. “I used you. I took what I wanted. You came for me like a hungry little whore, begging for more.” His hand tightened slightly on her throat, not enough to restrict her breathing, but enough to make her acutely aware of how vulnerable she was. “Now you will serve me properly. You will use your mouth. You will make me come. And you will swallow every drop.”

The words sent a jolt through her body, a rush of heat that made her core clench with desperate, shameful need. She should have been degraded by the language, the crudeness, the explicit dismissal of her autonomy. Instead, she felt a dark, intoxicating hunger—the hunger to serve, to please, to prove that she could take whatever he gave her and ask for more.

“Yes, sir,” she said, and the honorific slipped out without conscious thought, a natural response to the dominance radiating from him.

His lips curved slightly—not a smile, but something darker, something that made her stomach clench with a mixture of fear and anticipation. He released her throat and reached for the fastenings of his jumpsuit, pulling the zipper down with a slow, deliberate motion that seemed designed to build anticipation. He was not wearing anything beneath, and his cock sprang free, thick and hard and already glistening at the tip.

“Open,” he said.

She opened her mouth, and he stepped forward, guiding himself between her lips with a hand that trembled slightly—so slightly she might have imagined it. He filled her mouth with one smooth thrust, hitting the back of her throat with a depth that made her gag reflex flare, and she fought to suppress it, to relax, to accept the intrusion the way she had been trained to accept so many others.

“Good,” he murmured, his voice thick with arousal. “Take it. All of it.”

She did her best, her mouth stretched around his girth, her tongue working against the underside of his shaft as he began to move. His pace was slow at first, almost gentle, giving her time to adjust, and she wondered if this was a different side of him, a tenderness she had not seen before. But then his hands found the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair, and he began to thrust in earnest, fucking her mouth with a rhythm that left her no time to think, no time to breathe, no time to do anything but accept.

It was overwhelming—the size of him filling her throat, the taste of him on her tongue, the sound of his breath coming faster and harsher above her. Her jaw ached from the stretch, her knees screamed from the hard metal floor, and she could feel drool escaping the corners of her mouth, running down her chin, dripping onto her bare chest. She was a mess, used and degraded, reduced to a vessel for his pleasure.

And she was desperately, shamefully wet.

She could feel her arousal building, the heat between her thighs becoming unbearable, the need for touch becoming overwhelming. She wanted to reach down, to stroke herself, to bring herself to the release her body was craving. But she did not. She held her hands at her sides, focused on her task, surrendered to the role she had been given. She was here to serve. Her pleasure was secondary.

Jakob’s rhythm faltered, his breath coming in sharp gasps, and she felt his cock pulse against her tongue a moment before he came. The hot, bitter fluid flooded her mouth, and she swallowed as he had commanded, her throat working to take every drop, her eyes watering from the effort. He groaned above her, a sound that seemed dragged from somewhere deep in his chest, and his hands tightened in her hair before releasing.

He withdrew slowly, his cock softening against her lips, and she remained on her knees, looking up at him, waiting for whatever came next. His expression was unreadable, his dark eyes fixed on her face with an intensity that made her breath catch. She could see the tension in his jaw, the way his chest rose and fell with laboured breathing, the faint tremor in his hands as he tucked himself back into his jumpsuit.

“Good,” he said again, and this time the word carried something different—a note of something that might have been approval, or might have been something more complicated. “You are learning. But there is still much you do not understand.”

He reached down and touched her chin, tilting her head back, forcing her to meet his eyes. The gesture was possessive, dominant, but there was something else in it too—something that looked almost like respect.

“Go to Marcus,” he said, his voice low. “Tell him you have been tested. Tell him you passed.”

Then he turned and walked away, his footsteps echoing in the silence of the maintenance bay, leaving her on her knees on the cold metal floor, her body aching and her mind spinning with everything that had just happened.

She found Marcus in his quarters, as she had known she would.

He was sitting at the small desk, a tablet in his hands, his expression focused on whatever data he was reviewing. He looked up when she entered, his dark eyes moving over her naked, dirty body with an assessment that made her feel both exposed and seen.

“Jakob,” he said. It was not a question.

“I was tested.” Her voice came out rougher than she intended, hoarse from the use her throat had endured. “I passed.”

Marcus set the tablet aside and rose from the desk, crossing the room to stand before her. He was fully clothed, his jumpsuit immaculate, his posture radiating the controlled dominance she had come to crave. He reached out and touched her face, his fingers tracing the line of her jaw, the curve of her cheek, the slight swelling of her lips from the use they had endured.

“Tell me,” he said quietly.

She told him everything. The maintenance tunnel, the naked crawl through darkness, the inspection of conduits, the return to the bay. Jakob’s evaluation, his command, the way he had used her mouth while she knelt on the hard metal floor. The words came tumbling out, unfiltered, detailed, and she heard herself describing acts that would have horrified the woman she had been six weeks ago.

Marcus listened without interrupting, his expression unreadable, his hand never leaving her face. When she finished, he was silent for a long moment, his dark eyes searching hers for something she could not identify.

“You did well,” he said finally, his voice soft but carrying the weight of an official evaluation. “Jakob’s methods are… intense. He tests submission in ways that are designed to break those who are not committed. You did not break.”

“I wanted to,” she admitted, the words slipping out before she could stop them. “When he told me to crawl into that tunnel. When I was alone in the dark, naked, with no way to know what was waiting for me. I wanted to refuse. To run. To pretend I had never agreed to any of this.”

“But you did not.”

“No.” She looked up at him, her eyes meeting his, and felt the weight of the truth she was about to speak. “Because I am yours. And I am learning that being yours means enduring things I would not choose for myself. Trusting that you would not give me to someone who would truly harm me. Believing that every test has a purpose, even when I cannot see it.”

Something shifted in Marcus’s expression, a softening around the eyes that she had rarely seen. He pulled her to him, wrapping his arms around her naked body, holding her against his chest with a tenderness that seemed at odds with the brutality she had just experienced.

“You are learning,” he murmured against her hair. “You are learning faster than I expected. Victor’s training is progressing well. Jakob’s tests are making you stronger. And you are beginning to understand what it means to belong to us.”

“Belong to you,” she corrected softly. “I belong to you. The others are… different.”

“You belong to all of us.” Marcus’s voice was firm, correcting her gently but unmistakably. “I am your centre, yes. I am the one who holds you, who grounds you, who reminds you who you are. But Victor and Jakob are part of this as well. Victor is preparing your body, opening you to possibilities you have never imagined. Jakob is testing your submission, forging your will into something that can endure. They are not separate from what we have. They are essential to it.”

She wanted to argue, wanted to insist that what she felt for Marcus was different from what she felt for the others, that the bond between them was unique and irreplaceable. But she held her tongue, sensing that he was trying to teach her something, to show her a truth she was not yet ready to fully comprehend.

“Now,” he said, pulling back slightly to look down at her, “you need to rest. Your body has been pushed hard today. Tomorrow, Victor will continue your training. And in the days ahead, you will learn what it means to serve all three of us at once.”

He guided her to the bed, arranging her body against his with the possessive tenderness that had become familiar, his arm around her shoulders, his breath warm against her hair. She should have been satisfied, should have felt the peace that usually came from being held by him. But there was a restlessness in her, a hunger that had not been satisfied by Jakob’s test, a need for something she could not name.

“I need—” she started, then stopped, uncertain how to articulate what she was feeling.

“What do you need?” Marcus’s voice was soft, patient, inviting her to speak the truth she had been trying to suppress.

“I need Victor.” The words came out before she could stop them, and she felt a flush of shame at her own admission. “Not his training. Not his clinical detachment. I need—” She broke off, struggling to find the words. “I need to see him. The real him. The man beneath the scientist. I need to know that what I felt in the observation deck was real. That he feels it too.”

Marcus was silent for a long moment, and she felt his chest rise and fall with a breath that seemed to carry the weight of consideration. Then he pressed a kiss to the top of her head, the gesture tender and final.

“Then go to him,” he said quietly. “Tonight. After you have rested. Tell him what you have told me. See what happens.”

She pulled back to look at him, searching his face for any sign of jealousy or hurt, any suggestion that her admission had wounded him in some way. But she saw only acceptance, and beneath it, something that looked almost like understanding.

“You are not angry?”

“I am your owner,” he said simply. “But I am not your jailer. What you feel for Victor is part of what you are becoming. To deny it would be to deny part of you. And I want all of you.” His hand found her face, his fingers tracing the line of her jaw. “Go to him. Discover what is between you. Then come back to me and tell me what you have learned.”

She found Victor in his laboratory, as she had known she would.

The space was dimly lit, most of the consoles powered down for the night cycle, the air carrying the antiseptic scent she associated with medical facilities. Victor sat at a central workstation, his back to her, his attention focused on a screen that cast blue light across his features. He did not turn when she entered, but she saw the tension in his shoulders, the way his posture shifted almost imperceptibly to acknowledge her presence.

“Dr. Vasquez.” His voice was soft, clinical, carrying the professional distance he had been trying so hard to maintain. “You should be resting. Your body has endured significant stress today. Recovery is essential for—”

“Stop.” The word came out sharper than she intended, cutting through whatever lecture he had been preparing. “Stop pretending you don’t know why I’m here. Stop hiding behind your data and your clinical detachment and your professional distance. I know what you feel. I’ve seen it. And I’m tired of pretending I don’t feel it too.”

He was silent for a long moment, his back still to her, his shoulders tight with tension. Then, slowly, he turned to face her, and she saw the raw hunger in his expression, the desperate need he had been fighting for weeks finally breaking free of the constraints he had placed upon it.

“You should not be here,” he said, but his voice was rough, stripped of the clinical smoothness he usually employed. “I am your trainer. Your examiner. My role is to prepare you, not to—to complicate matters with emotions that have no place in this arrangement.”

“Bullshit.” She crossed the room to stand before him, her body still aching from the day’s exertions, her mind still spinning from everything that had happened. “You felt it. In the observation deck. In the examination bay. Every time you’ve touched me, you’ve felt it. And so have I.”

“This cannot—” He stopped, his jaw tight, his hands clenching at his sides. “I have spent years maintaining objectivity. Years building a reputation, a methodology, a career based on the understanding that emotion has no place in scientific observation. And then you arrived, and everything I thought I knew—” He broke off, his breath coming harsh and uneven. “You are undoing everything I have built. And I do not know how to stop it.”

“Then don’t stop it.” She reached out and touched his face, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw, feeling the tension in the muscles beneath his skin. “I’m not asking you to abandon your work. I’m not asking you to change who you are. I’m asking you to let me in. To let yourself feel what is between us, instead of fighting it.”

He closed his eyes at her touch, a shudder running through his body, and she felt the tremor in his muscles, the effort it took for him to remain still and let her explore. When he opened his eyes again, the clinical mask was gone, and she saw the man beneath—the man who had been fighting himself for weeks, the man who wanted her with a desperation that matched her own.

“If I do this,” he said quietly, “I cannot go back. I cannot return to the professional distance I have maintained for years. I cannot pretend that you are just another subject, just another data point in a career of documented responses.” His hand came up to cover hers where it rested against his face. “You will change everything. Are you prepared for that?”

“I am.” The words came out steady, certain, carrying the weight of everything she had been through to reach this moment. “I have been changed already. By Marcus. By Jakob. By you. I am not the woman who arrived on this station six months ago. And I do not want to go back to being her.”

He was silent for a long moment, his dark eyes searching her face with an intensity that made her breath catch. Then, slowly, deliberately, he leaned in and kissed her.

The kiss was nothing like she had expected. She had imagined clinical, methodical—a scientist approaching an experiment with the same detached efficiency he brought to everything else. But this was not clinical. This was raw, desperate, hungry, the kiss of a man who had been starving for weeks and was finally being allowed to eat. His hands found her waist, pulling her against him, and she felt the evidence of his arousal pressing against her stomach, the heat of his body seeping through his clothes.

“God,” he murmured against her lips, his voice rough with need. “I have wanted this. I have tried not to want it. But I cannot—”

“Then don’t.” She pulled back slightly, her hands finding the fastenings of his jumpsuit, working the zipper down with fingers that trembled. “Don’t try. Just feel.”

She pushed the jumpsuit from his shoulders, revealing the lean, muscled chest beneath. He was not built like Marcus, not dense with power like Jakob—he was wiry, defined, the body of a man who maintained fitness through discipline rather than violence. But he was beautiful in his own way, and she found herself running her hands across his skin with a hunger that surprised her.

He responded by pulling her close, his hands finding the fastenings of her jumpsuit—the jumpsuit she had pulled on before leaving Marcus’s quarters, the one she wore as a thin veneer of professionalism over the nakedness that had become her natural state. He removed it slowly, carefully, with a tenderness that seemed at odds with the desperation of his kiss, and then she stood before him, bare, exposed, offering herself to him in a way that felt different from anything she had experienced before.

“On the examination table,” he said, his voice rough but charged with something that was not clinical. “I want—I need to be inside you. Not as a trainer. Not as a scientist. As a man who has been fighting himself for weeks and has finally stopped.”

She climbed onto the table—the same table where he had stretched her, trained her, pushed her body to limits she had not known she could endure—and lay back against the padded vinyl, her legs falling open in an invitation that needed no words. He stripped off the rest of his clothes with quick, efficient movements, and then he was above her, his body pressing against hers, his cock hard and hot against her thigh.

“I have documented hundreds of sexual responses,” he murmured against her neck, his lips tracing a path from her ear to her collarbone. “I have measured arousal levels and orgasm duration and every variable imaginable. But I have never—” He paused, his breath coming harsh against her skin. “I have never wanted to be inside the data. I have never wanted to be part of what I was observing. Until you.”

He positioned himself at her entrance and pushed inside with one smooth thrust, filling her with a fullness that made her gasp. He was not as thick as Jakob, not as overwhelming in size as Marcus, but he was perfect in a way she could not articulate—perfect because he was Victor, because he was the man who had been fighting his desire for her, because he was finally letting go.

He began to move, his hips rolling in a rhythm that was unhurried, almost reverent, and she felt every stroke as a gift, a giving, an offering from a man who had never allowed himself to give before. His hands found her face, his fingers tracing her features as he moved inside her, his dark eyes fixed on hers with an intensity that made her feel seen in a way she had never experienced.

“You are changing me,” he whispered, his voice rough with emotion. “You are undoing everything I thought I was. And I cannot bring myself to regret it.”

She reached up and touched his face, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw, feeling the tension in the muscles beneath his skin. He was close, she could feel it—the tightening of his body, the faltering of his rhythm, the desperate urgency building beneath his controlled exterior. But he was holding back, trying to maintain the discipline that had defined his life, trying to be the scientist even in this moment of intimate connection.

“Let go,” she whispered against his ear. “Stop thinking. Stop measuring. Just feel.”

Something broke in him then—she saw it in his face, felt it in the way his body shuddered against hers, heard it in the groan that escaped his throat. His rhythm became erratic, desperate, the controlled scientist giving way to the hungry man, and he thrust into her with a intensity that made her cry out.

“Come for me,” he growled, his voice rough, stripped of every defence he had ever constructed. “I want to feel you. I want to know what it feels like when you break apart beneath me.”

His hand found the place between them, his fingers pressing against her clitoris with a precision that only he could achieve, and she felt the orgasm building with a speed that took her by surprise. The dual sensation—the fullness of him inside her, the insistent pressure of his fingers—pushed her over the edge, and she came with a cry that echoed through the empty laboratory, her body clenching around him, her hands gripping his shoulders with a strength she did not know she possessed.

He followed her moments later, his rhythm becoming erratic, his breath coming in harsh gasps, and she felt him pulse inside her as he spilled himself with a groan that seemed dragged from somewhere deep in his chest. The sound was raw, vulnerable, stripped of every professional defence he had ever constructed, and she held him as he shuddered through the aftershocks, her arms wrapped around his back, her lips pressed against his temple.

For a long moment, they lay together on the examination table, their bodies still joined, their breath gradually slowing. The laboratory was silent around them, the blue light of the console casting strange shadows across the walls, and Elena felt a peace settling over her that she had not expected to find.

“I should not have done that,” Victor murmured against her neck, his voice rough but without regret. “I have compromised my objectivity. I have violated the protocols I established for myself years ago. When I report on your training progress, I will have to acknowledge that I am no longer capable of unbiased observation.”

“Good.” She smiled against his hair, her fingers tracing lazy patterns across his back. “Maybe now you’ll stop pretending you’re not affected by me.”

He pulled back to look at her, his dark eyes searching her face with an expression she could not quite read. There was vulnerability there, and something that looked almost like wonder, and beneath it all, a hunger that had not been satisfied by what they had just shared.

“You are remarkable,” he said quietly. “I have observed hundreds of subjects. Documented thousands of responses. And you are the only one who has ever made me wish I was not a scientist. Who has made me wish I could simply be a man, experiencing rather than measuring.”

“You can be both,” she said softly. “You can be the scientist and the man. You can measure and feel. You can document and desire. They are not mutually exclusive.”

“Perhaps not.” He kissed her then, soft and tender, a gesture that carried none of the desperation of their earlier passion. “But I will need time to learn how to be both. I have spent decades being only one.”

“Then take the time.” She smiled up at him, her body still aching from the day’s exertions, her heart full in a way she had not expected. “I’m not going anywhere.”

She returned to Marcus’s quarters in the predawn hours, her body exhausted, her mind still processing everything that had happened. The corridors were empty, the station humming around her with its constant mechanical pulse, and she felt the peace settling into her bones as she walked.

Marcus was awake when she entered, sitting on the edge of the bed, his dark eyes tracking her movement as she crossed the room. He did not speak, simply held out a hand in a gesture that was both command and invitation.

She took his hand and let him pull her down beside him, let him arrange her body against his with the possessive tenderness that had become familiar. He did not ask what had happened, did not demand details or explanations. He simply held her, his arm around her shoulders, his breath warm against her hair.

“How do you feel?” he asked quietly.

“Whole.” The word came out before she could think about it, and she realised it was true. “I feel like I’m becoming who I’m supposed to be. Like all the pieces are finally coming together.”

“Good.” He pressed a kiss to the top of her head, the gesture tender and final. “Sleep now. Tomorrow, your training continues. And soon, you will understand what it means to serve all three of us at once.”

She closed her eyes, let the warmth of his body seep into her skin, let the exhaustion pull her toward unconsciousness. She had been tested by Jakob, had been opened by Victor, had been held by Marcus. Three different men, three different roles, three different pieces of herself she was only beginning to understand.

And she was beginning to realise that she belonged to all of them—not separately, but together, a single thread woven through three different lives, binding them all into something larger than any of them could have been alone.

She slept, and dreamed of collars and promises and the feeling of being held by men who owned her completely.

She had thought submission meant surrendering parts of herself. She was learning it meant becoming whole.


CHAPTER TWELVE — THE REVELATION

The mess hall hummed with the ambient noise of a station at rest—the clink of utensils against synthetic composite, the murmur of conversation, the everpresent vibration of the reactor core thrumming through the deck plates beneath her feet. Elena sat alone at a corner table, her tray before her, picking at a protein portion she had no appetite for. The food was the same as it had always been—engineered for nutrition rather than pleasure, designed to sustain human life in an environment where pleasure was a luxury the station’s founders had not prioritised. She had never minded it before. Now, everything tasted like ash in her mouth.

Sixteen days since her training began. Sixteen days of dilation and stretching and endurance exercises, of Victor’s clinical hands and Jakob’s brutal tests and Marcus’s possessive tenderness. Her body had changed—she could feel it in the way she moved, the way she sat, the way her muscles had learned to accommodate intrusions that would have been impossible a month ago. She was being remade, piece by piece, into something she was only beginning to understand.

But she had not expected the isolation.

She had thought—hoped—that her position would be understood, accepted, integrated into the social fabric of the station. She had seen how Sarah moved through the corridors, how the crew treated her with a respect that seemed genuine rather than forced, how her collar was acknowledged without comment or judgment. But Sarah had been here for years. Sarah had earned her place. Elena was new, an outsider who had arrived with professional credentials and was now being transformed into something that made those credentials seem like relics from another life.

The crew’s eyes followed her now. She felt them everywhere she went—the glances that lingered too long, the conversations that stopped when she approached, the careful distance that people maintained when they passed her in corridors. She told herself it would pass, that they would grow accustomed to her presence, that the strangeness of her situation would eventually become routine. But the isolation was a weight she had not anticipated, a loneliness that settled into her bones and made her ache for the comfort of Marcus’s quarters, where she was wanted, where she belonged, where she did not have to pretend she was anything other than what she was becoming.

She had come to the mess hall against her better judgment, driven by a stubborn need to prove—to herself, to the crew, to whoever was watching—that she was still capable of existing in the world beyond the training bay and Marcus’s bed. She had dressed in a clean jumpsuit, fastened her hair back with the efficiency of long practice, walked through the corridors with her shoulders straight and her eyes forward. The performance of normalcy. The pretence that nothing had changed.

But everything had changed. And everyone knew it.

She had been sitting alone for perhaps ten minutes when the shadow fell across her table.

“Dr. Vasquez.”

The voice was cool, clipped, carrying the particular tone of someone who had been waiting for an opportunity and had finally decided to create one. Elena looked up to find Commander Yuki Tanaka standing over her, arms crossed, expression arranged in the careful neutrality of a superior officer approaching a subordinate about a sensitive matter.

Tanaka was the station’s chief of communications, a woman in her midforties with irongrey hair cropped close to her skull and a reputation for efficiency that bordered on legendary. She had been on Kepler Station for eleven years—longer than anyone except Marcus and the senior command staff—and she wielded her seniority with the confidence of someone who had seen countless personnel come and go. Elena had worked with her on several research projects during her first months aboard, had found her competent and professional and entirely unremarkable.

Until now.

“Commander Tanaka.” Elena kept her voice level, her expression neutral, though she could feel her heart beginning to race beneath the fabric of her jumpsuit. “Is there something I can help you with?”

“I think that’s my question to ask you.” Tanaka did not sit down, remained standing over Elena with a posture that was deliberately dominating, designed to make Elena feel small and exposed. “Your presence in the mess hall. Your continued access to research facilities. Your—” She paused, and something flickered in her eyes that might have been contempt or might have been something more complicated. “Your position on this station.”

Elena felt the eyes of the room turning toward them, the conversations dying away, the attention of every crew member within earshot focusing on the confrontation unfolding at her table. She wanted to stand, to maintain some semblance of dignity, but she forced herself to remain seated, to meet Tanaka’s gaze without flinching.

“I’m not sure I understand the question.”

“Then let me clarify.” Tanaka’s voice carried across the mess hall now, pitched to be heard by everyone present, and Elena understood that this was not a private conversation—this was a performance, designed to humiliate her publicly and establish a hierarchy that she had somehow violated. “You arrived on this station as a researcher. A scientist. A professional with credentials and a reputation and a role to play in the work we do here. And now—” She gestured vaguely at Elena’s body, at the jumpsuit that covered the marks she knew were still visible beneath the fabric, at the collar she was not yet wearing but already felt pressing against her throat. “Now you spend your days being trained like a whore in a brothel. Now you spread your legs for the command staff and call it service. Now you expect us to pretend you’re still one of us.”

The words landed like blows, each one finding its target with precision that suggested Tanaka had been rehearsing this moment for days. Elena felt the heat rising in her cheeks, the shame and anger and something darker that she could not name churning in her stomach. She opened her mouth to respond—to defend herself, to explain, to strike back with words of her own—but nothing came. The defence she might have offered six weeks ago seemed impossible to articulate now, because the accusation was not entirely false. She had been trained. She had spread her legs. She had surrendered to the command staff in ways that would have horrified the woman she had once been.

“I don’t expect anything,” she said finally, her voice coming out rougher than she intended. “I serve the station. I serve the command staff. That is my role now.”

“Your role.” Tanaka laughed, a sharp, bitter sound that cut through the silence of the mess hall. “Your role is to be a hole for men to fill. Your role is to kneel and open and surrender. Your role is to be used and discarded and replaced when something younger and prettier comes along.” She leaned down, her face inches from Elena’s, her voice dropping to a hiss that still carried to every corner of the room. “Don’t pretend you have a role. You gave that up when you decided to be a pet instead of a professional.”

The mess hall was utterly silent now, every eye fixed on the confrontation, every ear straining to catch every word. Elena could feel the weight of their attention like a physical force, pressing her down into her seat, making her small and exposed and desperately, achingly aware of how far she had fallen from the woman she had been.

She should have been angry. Should have been furious at the cruelty of Tanaka’s words, at the public humiliation, at the assumptions being made about choices that were more complicated than anyone in this room could understand. But the anger would not come. All she felt was a hollow, aching shame—the shame of being seen, truly seen, by people who would never understand what she was becoming or why she had chosen it.

“I made a choice,” she said quietly, and the words came out steady despite the trembling in her hands. “I chose to stay. I chose to serve. I chose to be owned. And I would make the same choice again.”

“Owned.” Tanaka straightened, her expression twisting with something that looked almost like disgust. “You’re proud of that. Proud of being property. Proud of being a thing instead of a person.”

“I’m not a thing. I’m—”

“You’re whatever they tell you to be.” Tanaka’s voice was cold now, cutting, each word precisely calibrated to wound. “That’s what ownership means, Dr. Vasquez. That’s what you signed up for. The moment you knelt, you stopped being a colleague. You stopped being a peer. You stopped being someone we have to respect.” She took a step back, her eyes sweeping over Elena with an assessment that made her feel like a specimen under glass. “So don’t sit in our mess hall. Don’t pretend you belong among professionals. Don’t insult us with the performance of normalcy. You’re not normal anymore. You’re theirs. And we all know it.”

The silence that followed was absolute. Elena could hear her own heartbeat pounding in her ears, could feel the eyes of every person in the room burning into her skin, could taste the shame and something darker—something that felt almost like arousal—rising in her throat. Tanaka had stripped her bare with words, had exposed the truth she had been trying to avoid, had forced her to confront the reality of what she had become.

She was not a researcher anymore. Not really. Not in the eyes of the crew, not in the reality of her daily existence, not in the way she spent her hours and the way she moved through the station. She was a vessel. A possession. A thing that belonged to the command staff and served their needs and existed outside the professional hierarchy she had once occupied.

And the worst part—the part that made her stomach clench with a mixture of shame and desperate, shameful need—was that Tanaka was right. She had chosen this. She had knelt. She had spoken the words. She had agreed to be owned.

And she did not regret it.

The door to the mess hall slid open with a soft hiss, and the temperature in the room seemed to drop several degrees as a figure entered. Elena did not need to turn to know who it was—she could feel his presence in the shift of the air, in the sudden tension that rippled through the assembled crew, in the way Tanaka’s expression flickered from contempt to something that looked almost like fear.

Marcus crossed the room with the deliberate, predatory grace that characterised everything he did, his broad shoulders filling the doorway, his dark eyes scanning the space with an assessment that missed nothing. He was wearing his command uniform, the fabric straining across his chest, and his expression was arranged in the careful neutrality of a man who had witnessed the end of the confrontation and was choosing how to respond.

The silence stretched. No one moved. No one spoke. The entire mess hall seemed to hold its breath, waiting to see what would happen next.

Marcus walked to Elena’s table. He did not look at Tanaka, did not acknowledge her presence, did not give any indication that he had heard the words she had spoken. He simply stood beside Elena, his hand coming to rest on her shoulder with a possessiveness that was unmistakable.

“Dr. Vasquez,” he said quietly, his voice pitched to carry despite its softness. “You are needed in the command centre. I will escort you.”

Elena rose from her seat, her legs unsteady beneath her, her body aching with the tension of the confrontation. She could feel the eyes of the room following her, could hear the unspoken questions and judgments hanging in the air, could taste the humiliation that still burned in her cheeks.

Marcus turned to lead her from the room, and then he stopped. Turned. Looked at Tanaka with an expression that made her straighten despite herself.

“Commander Tanaka.” His voice was soft, almost gentle, but beneath the gentleness was something that made Elena’s stomach clench with a mixture of fear and arousal. “I understand that Dr. Vasquez’s role on this station has changed. I understand that this change may be difficult for some to accept. What I do not accept—” He paused, and his eyes hardened into something that made Tanaka take an involuntary step backward. “What I do not accept is a senior officer publicly humiliating a member of this crew. Whatever you think of Dr. Vasquez’s choices, she made them. She serves. She belongs here.”

“Commander—” Tanaka began, but Marcus held up a hand to stop her.

“She belongs to us.” The words were simple, direct, carrying the weight of an official pronouncement. “Dr. Vasquez serves the command staff. She serves this station. Her role is not your concern, and her presence is not an insult to your professionalism.” His hand tightened on Elena’s shoulder, the grip possessive and reassuring all at once. “She is ours. She will remain ours. And anyone who has a problem with that arrangement—” He let the sentence hang, unfinished, the threat implicit in his tone.

The mess hall remained silent. No one moved. No one spoke. The weight of Marcus’s words settled over the room like a physical force, establishing a hierarchy that no one present could challenge.

Then he turned, and led Elena from the room.

The corridor outside was empty, the harsh lighting casting long shadows across the metal deck plates. Elena walked beside Marcus in silence, her body still trembling from the confrontation, her mind still processing everything that had happened. She wanted to speak, to ask what he was thinking, to understand how much he had witnessed and what it meant for her position. But the words would not come.

They walked in silence for several minutes, passing through sections of the station that Elena had come to know intimately—the research wing, the medical bay, the command centre. But Marcus did not stop at any of these. He continued walking, his pace deliberate, his hand resting against the small of her back in a gesture that was both guiding and possessive.

Finally, they reached a door she did not recognise. It was identical to every other door on the station—brushed metal, functional, unremarkable—but something in Marcus’s posture suggested that what lay beyond was different from anything she had experienced before.

He pressed his palm to the access panel, and the door slid open to reveal a room that took her breath away.

It was small, perhaps three metres by four, dominated by a window that spanned the entire far wall. But the window was not looking out at the stars—instead, it looked down into a larger space below, a chamber perhaps ten metres square, filled with soft lighting and padded surfaces and a bed that seemed designed for purposes she could only imagine.

“Sit,” Marcus said quietly, gesturing toward a chair positioned before the window. “There is something you need to see.”

Elena sat, her body still trembling, her mind still reeling from the confrontation in the mess hall. She watched as Marcus moved to stand beside her, his hand resting on her shoulder, his eyes fixed on the chamber below.

“What is this place?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“This is where you will understand.” Marcus’s voice was soft, almost tender, but beneath the tenderness was something that made her stomach clench with anticipation. “Tonight, you will watch Sarah serve all three of us. You will see what you are training for. You will understand what it means to belong to us completely.”

The words sent a jolt through her body that had nothing to do with the temperature of the room. She turned to look at him, her eyes searching his face for some indication of what he was feeling, what he expected, what he wanted her to take from this experience.

“I don’t know if I’m ready,” she admitted, the words coming out before she could stop them.

“You are not ready.” Marcus’s voice was calm, certain, carrying no judgment. “That is the point. You will never be fully ready. But you will watch, and you will learn, and you will understand what you are becoming.”

He pressed a kiss to the top of her head, the gesture tender and possessive and final.

“Wait here,” he said quietly. “The others will join me below. And you will see everything.”

Then he was gone, the door sliding closed behind him, leaving Elena alone in the small room with the window that looked down into the chamber where she would finally understand what it meant to belong to three men at once.

The door closed behind Marcus with a soft hiss, and Elena was alone.

The viewing room pressed in around her—small, dimly lit, the only illumination coming from the chamber below and a single amber light above the door. The chair beneath her was functional, moulded polymer designed for long periods of observation, and she understood suddenly that this space had been built for exactly this purpose. Others had sat here before her. Others had watched. Others had learned what it meant to serve.

The thought should have comforted her. Instead, it made her stomach clench with a mixture of fear and something darker—something that had been building since the moment Marcus led her from the mess hall, since the moment his hand settled on her shoulder with that possessive weight, since the moment his voice cut through Tanaka’s cruelty and established once and for all what she was and what she belonged to.

She is ours.

The words echoed in her mind, settling into places she had not known existed, finding purchase in the hollows of her psyche where the woman she had been was slowly being replaced by something else. She was theirs. Not Marcus’s alone, though he was her centre, her anchor, the fixed point around which everything else revolved. Theirs—all three of them—and she was only beginning to understand what that meant.

She looked through the window at the chamber below, trying to prepare herself for what she was about to witness. The space was larger than she had first realised, perhaps ten metres square, with padded floors and walls covered in a material that looked like leather but absorbed light rather than reflecting it. The bed dominated the centre of the room—larger than any she had seen on the station, designed to accommodate multiple bodies in configurations she was only beginning to imagine. The lighting was soft, warm, deliberately intimate, and the air that she could feel seeping through the ventilation grating carried a scent that made her think of sweat and skin and the aftermath of physical exertion.

This was a space designed for sex. For extended scenes. For the kind of training and service that she had been undergoing for the past sixteen days. And tonight, she would watch Sarah—calm, composed, collared Sarah—serve all three men at once.

Her body was already responding to the thought.

She could feel the heat building between her thighs, the familiar ache that had become her constant companion since her training began. Her nipples pressed against the fabric of her jumpsuit, sensitive and tight, and she shifted in the chair, trying to find a position that did not make her hyperaware of every nerve ending in her body. It was useless. Her body had been trained to respond to the mere thought of service, and the knowledge of what she was about to witness was enough to make her core clench with desperate, shameful need.

She should not touch herself. She knew this without being told. She was here to observe, to learn, to understand—not to seek her own pleasure. But her hands trembled in her lap, and she found herself pressing her palms against her thighs, the pressure both relief and torment.

What will it look like?

She had never seen anyone have sex before—not in person, not in real life, not with her own eyes. She had watched videos, of course—most people had—but those were performances, choreographed and edited and designed to titillate rather than educate. This would be different. This would be real. And she would be watching Sarah—a woman she knew, a woman who had offered her guidance and understanding—taken by three men simultaneously.

The logistics alone made her head spin. She had been trained for this, had been stretched and opened and prepared, but she had not yet experienced it. Victor had explained the mechanics in his clinical way, had shown her diagrams and anatomical models and had described exactly how a body could accommodate three penetrations at once. But understanding the theory and witnessing the reality were entirely different things.

How would they position themselves? How would they move together? How would Sarah breathe, speak, survive the overwhelming intensity of being filled in every possible way?

And more importantly—how would Elena feel when she saw it?

She closed her eyes, trying to steady her breathing, trying to find the calm centre that Marcus had taught her to access during their most intense sessions together. She was afraid. That was the truth she could not escape, the emotion that sat heavy in her chest and made her hands shake and her pulse race. She was afraid of what she would see, afraid of how she would respond, afraid of the hunger that was already building inside her and would only grow stronger when the scene began.

But beneath the fear was something else. Something that had been growing since the moment she knelt in the command centre and spoke the words that bound her to this path.

Want.

She wanted this. Wanted to see it, wanted to understand it, wanted to know what she was training for and what she would eventually become. She wanted to watch Sarah’s surrender and imagine herself in that position, wanted to see the three men moving together and know that they would one day move that way with her. She wanted it with a desperation that frightened her, a hunger that had been building for weeks and was finally demanding to be acknowledged.

The chronometer on the wall read 1947. Thirteen minutes until the scheduled time. Thirteen minutes to sit alone with her thoughts and her fear and her desperate, shameful want.

She forced herself to breathe. In through the nose, out through the mouth, the rhythm Marcus had taught her. Her body was a vessel. Her mind was a tool. She could control her responses if she chose to, could channel the fear and the want into something useful, could prepare herself for what lay ahead.

But even as she thought it, she knew it was a lie. She could not prepare for this. She could not ready herself for the sight of three men taking a woman simultaneously, for the sounds and smells and visceral reality of what she was about to witness. She could only sit and wait and let the anticipation build until it consumed her entirely.

The minutes passed.

At 1952, she heard movement in the corridor outside—footsteps, voices, the sound of a door opening somewhere below. Her pulse spiked, her body tensing with the knowledge that they were gathering, that the scene was about to begin, that in moments she would witness something that would change her understanding of everything.

At 1955, the lights in the chamber below brightened slightly, the warm glow intensifying, and she saw the door at the far end slide open.

Marcus entered first.

He was shirtless, his broad chest bare, the muscles of his abdomen rippling as he moved. He wore loose trousers that hung low on his hips, and his feet were bare against the padded floor. His expression was calm, controlled, the face of a man who had done this many times before and knew exactly what was coming. He crossed to the bed and sat on the edge, his hands resting on his thighs, his eyes rising to meet hers through the oneway glass.

She felt the weight of his gaze like a physical touch, even though she knew he could not see her. He knew she was there. He knew she was watching. And he was waiting.

Victor entered next, his lean frame a contrast to Marcus’s bulk. He too was shirtless, the defined muscles of his chest and arms testament to the discipline he brought to every aspect of his life. His expression was more open than she had ever seen it—still clinical, still controlled, but with an undercurrent of something that looked almost like anticipation. He took a position near the bed, his arms crossed, his eyes fixed on the door through which Sarah would enter.

And then Jakob.

He filled the doorway like a force of nature, his dense body blocking the light from the corridor behind him. He was not shirtless—instead, he wore a tight black tank top that strained against his muscles, emphasising the raw power coiled in every inch of his frame. His expression was flat, predatory, the look of a man preparing to take what he wanted. He moved to the far side of the chamber and stood with his back to the wall, his arms crossed, his eyes scanning the space with the vigilance of someone who saw threats even in places of safety.

Three men. Three different approaches to dominance. Three different pieces of the whole she was being trained to serve.

The door opened again, and Sarah entered.

She was naked.

Elena had seen Sarah unclothed before—in the hygiene unit, in passing, in the brief moments of vulnerability that came with sharing close quarters on a station where privacy was a luxury. But this was different. This was deliberate, ceremonial, a presentation of the body as an offering rather than an accident of circumstance.

Sarah’s dark hair was loose around her shoulders, longer than Elena had realised, falling in waves to the middle of her back. Her body was slender but strong, the muscles of her arms and legs defined by years of physical training, her breasts small and high, her stomach flat. And around her throat—the collar. Black, thin, elegant, the Kepler Industries logo barely visible on the clasp at the back. She wore nothing else.

But it was her face that held Elena’s attention. She was calm. Serene. Her expression carried none of the fear or desperation that Elena felt sitting in the viewing room above. She moved into the chamber with the ease of someone entering a familiar space, her bare feet silent against the padded floor, her eyes moving between the three men with an affection that seemed genuine.

She did not look at the window. Did not acknowledge that she was being watched. She simply crossed to the centre of the room and knelt on the padded floor, her knees spread wide, her hands resting on her thighs, her back straight, her chin lifted.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice clear and steady, “for allowing me to serve.”

The words sent a shiver through Elena’s body that had nothing to do with the temperature of the room. She understood suddenly that this was a ritual—a ceremony that had been performed many times before, with prescribed words and positions and expectations. Sarah was not simply having sex with three men. She was serving them, in the fullest sense of the word, offering herself with a formality that transformed the act into something sacred.

Marcus rose from the bed and crossed to where Sarah knelt. He stood before her, his body blocking Elena’s view of his face, and spoke in a voice that carried clearly through the ventilation system.

“You serve well. You serve consistently. You honour us with your surrender.” He reached down and touched her chin, tilting her head back. “Tonight, you will serve all three of us. You will take us all at once. And you will demonstrate to our newest trainee what she is being prepared for.”

Sarah’s eyes lifted to the window—directly to where Elena sat, hidden behind the oneway glass—and for a moment, their gazes met. Sarah smiled.

“I understand,” Sarah said softly. “I will demonstrate. I will teach. I will show her what it means to belong.”

The weight of the moment settled over Elena, pressing her down into the chair, making her acutely aware of every inch of her body and the desperate, shameful hunger that burned between her thighs.

She was about to watch a woman serve three men at once.

And she could not look away.

Elena pressed her palms flat against her thighs, the pressure grounding her, the fabric of her jumpsuit rough against skin that had become hypersensitive to every sensation. The viewing room seemed smaller now, the walls pressing in, the air thick with her own ragged breathing and the sound of her heartbeat pounding in her ears. She could not look away from the window, could not tear her eyes from the scene unfolding below, even as every instinct screamed at her to flee, to hide, to protect herself from what she was about to witness.

Sarah remained on her knees in the centre of the chamber, her posture perfect, her expression serene. The three men surrounded her in a loose triangle—Marcus before her, Victor to her left, Jakob to her right—each positioned with the deliberate spacing of a ritual about to begin. The silence stretched, heavy with anticipation, and Elena found herself holding her breath without meaning to.

Marcus spoke first.

“What do you offer?”

The words were formal, ceremonial, carrying the weight of tradition. Sarah’s response came without hesitation.

“I offer my body. I offer my surrender. I offer my service.” Her voice was clear, steady, the voice of a woman who had spoken these words many times before. “I offer my mouth, my hands, my cunt, my arse. I offer every part of myself to be used as you see fit. I offer my pleasure and my pain, my comfort and my discomfort, my will and my submission. I am yours. I have always been yours. I will always be yours.”

Elena felt the words land in her chest like stones dropped into still water, ripples spreading outward, disturbing the careful composure she had been trying to maintain. She had spoken similar words to Marcus, had knelt and offered herself in the command centre, had formalised her submission with language that now echoed what Sarah was saying below. But hearing it from another woman—from someone who had lived these words for years, who wore the collar that Elena was working toward—made it real in a way it had not been before.

This was not a game. This was not a temporary arrangement. This was a life, a commitment, a transformation that would change everything about who she was and how she existed in the world.

“Rise,” Marcus said, and Sarah stood in one fluid motion, her body graceful, her movements unhurried. “Prepare yourself.”

Sarah turned to the side of the room, where a low table held an array of objects Elena could not quite see from her vantage point. She returned moments later with a bottle of oil, which she pressed into her palms, warming the liquid between her hands. Then she began.

Her hands moved over her own body with the practised ease of someone who had done this many times before, the oil glistening on her skin as she traced the curves of her breasts, the plane of her stomach, the juncture of her thighs. She was not performing—not putting on a show for the men who watched her—but preparing. Warming her skin. Making herself ready for what was to come.

Elena watched, mesmerised, as Sarah’s hands slid between her legs, her fingers working the oil into the flesh there, pressing against the opening that would soon be filled. The gesture was clinical, almost medical, but there was something undeniably erotic about it—the sight of a woman touching herself, opening herself, making herself ready to be taken.

And then Sarah’s hands moved lower, pressing against her anus, working the oil into that tight ring of muscle with the same clinical efficiency. Elena’s breath caught. She had been trained for this—had felt Victor’s fingers and the cold slide of dilators pressing into her, stretching her, preparing her for the day when she would be taken there. But she had never watched someone else prepare themselves, never seen the intimate mechanics of what her own body was learning to accommodate.

Sarah worked methodically, her fingers pressing deeper, stretching herself with a patience that spoke of long practice. Her expression remained calm, almost detached, as if she were performing a routine maintenance task rather than preparing her body for three simultaneous penetrations. But Elena could see the flush beginning to spread across her chest, the way her nipples tightened as her fingers moved inside her, the subtle shift in her breathing that betrayed her arousal.

“That is sufficient,” Marcus said, and Sarah withdrew her fingers, wiped her hands on a cloth from the table, and turned to face the three men once more.

“Who will you serve first?” Marcus asked.

“I will serve whoever commands me,” Sarah replied. “I have no preference. I have no wants. I exist to be used.”

The words should have sounded hollow, a performance of submission that stripped Sarah of autonomy and personhood. But Elena could see the truth in Sarah’s face—the peace, the satisfaction, the quiet joy of a woman who had found her place and was fulfilling her purpose. This was not degradation. This was liberation. This was a woman who had surrendered so completely that she no longer needed to want, because her wants had become irrelevant in the face of service.

Marcus nodded, a single dip of his chin, and gestured toward the bed. “Begin with me. The others will join as they choose.”

Sarah crossed to the bed and knelt before Marcus, who had seated himself on the edge. Her hands found his trousers, working the fastenings with practised efficiency, and she drew them down his legs, revealing the cock that was already halfhard against his thigh. She did not hesitate. She leaned forward and took him into her mouth with a single, fluid motion, her lips wrapping around his shaft, her tongue pressing against the underside as she began to move.

Elena watched, her body rigid with tension, her hands clenched in her lap. She had done this before—had taken Marcus into her mouth, had learned the rhythm and pressure that pleased him. But watching Sarah do it was entirely different. She could see the way Sarah’s cheeks hollowed with suction, the way her throat relaxed to take him deeper, the way her hands moved on his thighs in counterpoint to the motion of her mouth. She could hear the wet sounds of lips on flesh, the soft groan that escaped Marcus’s throat, the creak of the bed as he shifted his weight.

And she could see Victor and Jakob, watching from their positions around the room, their eyes fixed on Sarah with expressions that ranged from clinical assessment to raw hunger. They were waiting. Preparing. The moment when they would join was coming, and Elena found herself dreading and craving it in equal measure.

Marcus’s hand found the back of Sarah’s head, his fingers tangling in her dark hair, and he began to guide her movements, setting a rhythm that was faster, deeper, more demanding. Sarah accepted it without resistance, her body relaxing into the pace he set, her throat opening to take him as deep as he wanted to go. Her hands remained on his thighs, not clutching or gripping but resting, a gesture of surrender rather than desperation.

“Good,” Marcus murmured, his voice rough with pleasure. “You serve well. You always serve well.”

Victor moved then, crossing to the bed with the deliberate stride of a man approaching a specimen he was preparing to examine. He was still shirtless, his lean chest bare, and Elena could see the bulge in his trousers, the evidence of his arousal pressing against the fabric. He did not undress, not yet, simply positioned himself behind Sarah and began to run his hands over her body.

His touch was clinical at first, his fingers tracing the line of her spine, the curve of her hips, the swell of her buttocks. He was assessing her, Elena realised, checking her readiness, evaluating her responses the way he evaluated everything. But as his hands moved lower, pressing between her legs, the clinical mask began to slip.

“She is ready,” Victor announced, his voice carrying the detached tone of a physician reporting findings. “Arousal levels elevated. Vaginal lubrication sufficient. Anal dilation—” He pressed a finger inside her, and Sarah’s breath caught, the only indication of what she was feeling. “Anal dilation adequate. She has been preparing herself regularly. She will accommodate us without difficulty.”

The words were dehumanising, reducing Sarah to a collection of measurements and responses, and Elena felt a flash of anger on Sarah’s behalf. But Sarah did not seem bothered. She continued moving her mouth over Marcus’s cock, her rhythm unchanged, her body accepting Victor’s touch as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Jakob was the last to move.

He approached the bed with the predatory grace that Elena remembered from the cargo bay, his body coiled with barely contained power. He was still wearing the tight black tank top, and he did not remove it as he positioned himself beside the bed, his eyes fixed on Sarah with an intensity that made Elena’s stomach clench.

“How do you want her?” he asked, his voice low, rough, the Russian accent thickening the words.

Marcus’s hand was still in Sarah’s hair, still guiding her movements, and his response came in a voice made hoarse with pleasure. “However you choose. She is ours to use.”

Jakob nodded, a single dip of his chin, and reached for the hem of his tank top. He pulled it over his head in one fluid motion, revealing a torso that made Elena’s breath catch. He was built like a machine, every muscle defined and hard, the skin stretched tight over the dense architecture of his body. Scars marked him here and there—old injuries, the evidence of a violent past—and they did not detract from his impact but enhanced it, making him look like something that had survived and become stronger for it.

He unfastened his trousers and let them fall, stepping out of them with the efficiency of a man who had no patience for ceremony. His cock was thick, heavy, already hard, and Elena felt her body respond to the sight with a rush of heat that made her clench her thighs together.

“On the bed,” Jakob said, his voice flat, commanding. “On your back. Head off the edge.”

Sarah withdrew from Marcus’s cock and rose in one fluid motion, crossing to the bed and positioning herself as Jakob had commanded. She lay on her back, her head hanging off the edge of the mattress, her legs spread, her body open and available. From Elena’s vantage point above, she could see everything—the glistening wetness between Sarah’s thighs, the flush that had spread across her chest, the rise and fall of her breathing as she waited for what would come next.

Jakob positioned himself at her head, his cock jutting toward her face, and she opened her mouth without being asked. He slid inside, his thickness stretching her lips, and began to fuck her mouth with a rhythm that was brutal and precise. At the same time, Victor moved between her legs, his fingers spreading her open, his cock pressing against her entrance.

Elena watched, frozen in her chair, her body trembling, her mind struggling to process what she was seeing. Two men now. Two penetrations. And Marcus was still there, standing beside the bed, his cock wet from Sarah’s mouth, his eyes fixed on Elena through the oneway glass.

He knew she was watching. He wanted her to see.

Victor pushed inside Sarah with a single, smooth thrust, and her body arched off the bed, a sound escaping her throat that was muffled by Jakob’s cock in her mouth. The dual penetration was overwhelming, Elena could see it in the way Sarah’s hands clenched in the sheets, the way her legs wrapped around Victor’s waist, the way her body moved between the two men as if trying to find a position that could accommodate both.

But there was no accommodating both. That was the point. She was being filled, used, taken in multiple places at once, and the only way to endure it was to surrender completely.

Elena’s hand moved to her own thigh, pressing against the muscle, trying to ground herself in the sensation. But it was not enough. Her body was burning, her core aching with a need that had been building since the moment she entered the viewing room. She wanted to touch herself, to ease the desperate pressure between her legs, but she did not. She was here to observe. To learn. To understand.

She was not here for her own pleasure.

But god, she wanted it.

Below, the scene was intensifying. Jakob’s rhythm in Sarah’s mouth was becoming faster, more demanding, his hands gripping her hair, his hips snapping forward with a brutality that made Elena wince in sympathy. Victor was moving between her legs with controlled, deliberate strokes, his hands on her hips, his expression one of clinical focus even as his breathing became ragged.

And Marcus was still watching.

Watching Elena.

His eyes were fixed on the oneway glass, and Elena felt the weight of his gaze like a physical touch. He could not see her, she knew—the glass was designed to prevent that—but he knew she was there. He was performing for her, in a way, showing her what she would become, making sure she understood every detail of what she was witnessing.

Then he moved.

He crossed to the bed and positioned himself beside Sarah, his hand finding her breast, his fingers rolling her nipple between them. She made a sound around Jakob’s cock, her body arching into his touch, and Elena watched as Marcus’s other hand slid down Sarah’s stomach, his fingers finding the place where Victor’s cock disappeared inside her.

He pressed against her clitoris, his fingers moving in tight circles, and Sarah’s entire body seized.

The orgasm ripped through her with a violence that made Elena gasp. She could see the contractions in Sarah’s body, the way her stomach muscles clenched, the way her thighs shook, the way her back arched off the bed. She could hear the muffled scream around Jakob’s cock, the desperate, keening sound of a woman being pushed past the limits of what she could endure.

And she could see the men’s responses—Jakob’s rhythm faltering as Sarah’s throat convulsed around him, Victor’s breathing becoming harsh and uneven as her body clamped down on his cock, Marcus’s expression shifting from controlled dominance to something that looked almost like satisfaction.

They were using her. All three of them. And she was loving it.

Elena’s hand pressed harder against her thigh, her fingers digging into the muscle, her body trembling with the effort of not touching herself. She could feel her own wetness soaking through her underclothes, could feel the desperate ache that demanded attention, could feel the need building toward a breaking point that she was not sure she could resist.

But she held on. She watched. She learned.

This was what she was training for. This was what she would become.

And she wanted it more than she had ever wanted anything in her life.

Sarah’s orgasm faded slowly, her body still trembling with aftershocks, her breath coming in ragged gasps around Jakob’s cock. But the men did not stop. Did not give her time to recover. The moment the last wave of pleasure had passed through her, they began moving again—Jakob’s hips resuming their brutal rhythm, Victor’s cock sliding in and out of her with renewed intensity, Marcus’s fingers continuing their relentless circles against her clitoris.

Elena watched from above, her body rigid with tension, her hand pressed so hard against her thigh that she could feel the indentation her fingers were leaving in the muscle. The scene below was overwhelming—not just the visual of three men using a woman simultaneously, but the sounds, the smells, the palpable energy that seemed to fill the chamber. She could hear the wet slap of flesh against flesh, the guttural sounds the men made as they took their pleasure, the muffled moans that escaped Sarah’s throat despite the cock filling her mouth. She could smell sweat and arousal, the musky scent of sex that seemed to permeate everything. And she could feel her own body responding with a desperation that bordered on painful.

“She can take more,” Marcus said, his voice calm despite the flush that had risen on his chest. “Victor. Prepare her other opening.”

Elena’s breath caught. She understood what was coming—had known from the moment Marcus told her she would watch Sarah serve all three men at once—but the reality of it was different from the abstract knowledge. Victor was going to take Sarah anally. While Jakob was in her mouth. And Marcus—

Victor withdrew from Sarah’s cunt, his cock glistening with her wetness, and moved to position himself between her buttocks. From Elena’s vantage point, she could see everything—the tight pucker of Sarah’s anus, the way it fluttered as Victor pressed against it, the slow, deliberate push of his cock against the resistant muscle.

Sarah made a sound around Jakob’s cock, her body tensing, her hands clenching in the sheets. But she did not pull away. Did not try to escape. She simply breathed through the stretch, her body gradually yielding to the intrusion.

Elena had felt this herself—had felt Victor’s fingers and the dilators pressing into her, opening her, preparing her for exactly this moment. But watching it happen to someone else was different. She could see the way Sarah’s body stretched around Victor’s cock, the way the muscle initially resisted and then gave way, the way his shaft disappeared inch by inch into the tight heat of her arse.

“Good,” Victor murmured, his clinical mask cracking slightly, a note of genuine pleasure creeping into his voice. “You are adequately prepared. The dilation exercises have been effective.”

He began to move, his hips rolling in a slow, deliberate rhythm, and Elena watched as his cock slid in and out of Sarah’s body with increasing ease. The sight was obscene and fascinating and deeply, deeply arousing, and she found herself leaning forward in her chair, her eyes fixed on the point of penetration, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

“That’s two,” Marcus said, his voice carrying through the ventilation system. “Jakob. How is her mouth?”

“Tight,” Jakob replied, his voice rough, strained. “She is struggling to take all of me.”

“Make her take it.”

Jakob’s hands tightened in Sarah’s hair, his hips snapping forward with a brutality that made Elena wince in sympathy. She could see the bulge of his cock in Sarah’s throat, the way her neck stretched to accommodate his thickness, the tears that leaked from the corners of her eyes as he pushed deeper. It looked painful. It looked overwhelming. And yet—

Sarah was moaning.

The sound was muffled, barely audible around the cock filling her mouth, but Elena could hear it. Could hear the pleasure beneath the strain, the desperate need that seemed to grow more intense with each thrust. Sarah was not merely enduring this. She was craving it. Her body was responding to the brutal use with an arousal that seemed almost frightening in its intensity.

“Enough,” Marcus said, and both Jakob and Victor stilled, their cocks buried inside Sarah from both ends. “Change positions. It is time for her to take all three of us.”

Elena felt the words land in her chest like a physical blow. All three. At once. She had known this was coming, had prepared herself for the sight, but the reality of it—

Jakob withdrew from Sarah’s mouth, his cock sliding free with a wet sound that made Elena’s stomach clench. Victor pulled out of her arse with equal care, his movement deliberate, his expression still clinical despite the flush on his cheeks. And Sarah—

Sarah rose from the bed with a grace that seemed impossible given what she had just endured. Her body was flushed, her hair dishevelled, her lips swollen from the use they had received. But her expression was calm. Serene. The face of a woman who had found her purpose and was preparing to fulfil it.

“On the bed,” Marcus commanded. “On your side. Leg raised.”

Sarah positioned herself as instructed, lying on her left side, her right leg lifted and bent at the knee, her body open and available. Elena could see everything from this angle—the wetness glistening on her cunt, the slight gape of her arse from Victor’s penetration, the rapid rise and fall of her chest as she waited for what was to come.

Marcus climbed onto the bed and positioned himself behind her, his cock pressing against her cunt. He slid inside with one smooth thrust, filling her, his hips flush against her buttocks. Sarah’s breath caught, her body arching into the penetration, a sound escaping her throat that was half moan, half sigh.

“Victor,” Marcus said, his voice strained. “Her mouth.”

Victor moved to the head of the bed, his cock jutting toward Sarah’s face. She opened her mouth without being asked, her lips wrapping around his shaft, her tongue pressing against the underside as he began to move. The position was awkward, her neck twisted to accommodate him, but she did not complain. She simply took him, her body accepting the use with the same grace she had shown throughout.

And then Jakob.

He approached the bed with the predatory grace that Elena remembered, his cock thick and hard, his expression flat with the focus of a man preparing to take what he wanted. He climbed onto the bed and positioned himself between Sarah’s raised leg and the mattress, his cock pressing against the entrance to her arse.

“Watch closely,” Marcus said, and Elena realised with a jolt that he was speaking to her. Through the oneway glass, through the distance between the viewing room and the chamber below, he was addressing her directly. “This is what you are being trained for. This is what you will become.”

Jakob pushed inside.

Elena watched, her breath frozen in her throat, as his cock breached the tight ring of Sarah’s anus and slid into her body. She could see the stretch—could see the way the muscle yielded around his thickness, the way his shaft disappeared inch by inch into the heat of her arse. Sarah made a sound around Victor’s cock, her body tensing, her leg trembling where it was raised.

But she did not pull away. Did not try to escape. She simply breathed, her body gradually accepting the dual penetration, her muscles relaxing around the two cocks that now filled her from behind.

“Good,” Marcus murmured, his voice hoarse. “You are taking us both. You are doing well.”

Elena could see it now—the impossible fullness of Sarah’s body, the way two cocks were buried inside her at once, the way her stomach muscles clenched and relaxed as she struggled to accommodate the invasion. It should have looked painful. It should have looked brutal. And it did—there was no denying the raw intensity of what was happening, the way Sarah’s body was being stretched and used and pushed beyond what seemed humanly possible.

But there was something else too. Something in Sarah’s expression, in the sounds she was making around Victor’s cock, in the way her body moved between the men as if seeking more rather than less. She was not merely enduring this. She was lost in it. Consumed by it. The pain and the pleasure had become indistinguishable, a single overwhelming sensation that seemed to have transported her somewhere beyond ordinary experience.

The men began to move.

It was not coordinated, not at first—Marcus’s hips rocking in a slow rhythm, Jakob’s thrusts harder and more erratic, Victor’s movements governed by Sarah’s mouth and the angle of her neck. But gradually, they found a pattern, a give and take that allowed them to move without interfering with each other. When Marcus pushed forward, Jakob pulled back. When Jakob drove deep, Marcus withdrew slightly. And throughout it all, Victor’s cock slid in and out of Sarah’s mouth, her lips stretched around his shaft, her throat working to accommodate his depth.

Elena watched, her body trembling, her hand pressed against her thigh so hard she could feel the muscle aching beneath her fingers. She should not touch herself. She knew this. She was here to observe, to learn, to understand—not to seek her own pleasure. But her body was no longer under her control. Her hips were shifting in the chair, pressing against the seat, seeking friction that was not there. Her nipples were tight and aching against the fabric of her jumpsuit. And between her legs—

She was soaked. She could feel it, the wetness that had soaked through her underclothes, the desperate clenching of her core as it begged for something to fill it. She wanted to touch herself. Wanted to slide her hand into her trousers and press against her clitoris and bring herself to the orgasm that was building with terrifying intensity. But she did not. She held herself still, her hands clenched in her lap, her eyes fixed on the scene below.

She was here to learn. And she was learning.

She was learning what it looked like when a woman was taken by three men at once. She was learning the mechanics of it, the positions and rhythms and accommodations that made such a thing possible. But she was also learning something else—something deeper and more terrifying.

She was learning that she wanted this.

Not just in the abstract, not just as a theoretical goal she was working toward. She wanted it now, in this moment, with a desperation that made her chest ache and her throat tight. She wanted to be Sarah. Wanted to be the one on that bed, filled in every opening, used by three men who had no hesitation about taking what they wanted. She wanted to be stretched and overwhelmed and pushed past the limits of what she thought she could endure.

She wanted it so badly she could barely breathe.

Below, the scene was intensifying. Jakob’s thrusts were becoming harder, more erratic, his hands gripping Sarah’s hip hard enough to leave bruises. Marcus’s rhythm was faltering, his breath coming in harsh gasps, his face contorted with the effort of holding back. And Victor—Victor was watching Sarah’s face with an intensity that seemed almost clinical, his eyes tracking every flicker of expression, every sound she made around his cock.

“I’m going to come,” Jakob growled, his voice rough, strained. “I’m going to fill her arse.”

“Do it,” Marcus said, his voice tight. “Take what you need.”

Jakob drove deep, his hips snapping forward with a brutality that made Sarah’s entire body shudder, and then he was coming—Elena could see the way his buttocks clenched, the way his cock pulsed inside her, the way his face contorted with the intensity of his release. He groaned, a sound that seemed dragged from somewhere deep in his chest, and his hands tightened on Sarah’s hip as he spilled himself inside her.

Sarah made a sound around Victor’s cock—a moan that was desperate and hungry—and Elena watched as her body began to shake. She was coming again, her orgasm triggered by the sensation of Jakob’s release inside her, her cunt clenching around Marcus’s cock, her arse milking Jakob’s shaft as it pumped her full.

“Holy—” Marcus’s voice broke off, his own rhythm becoming erratic, and then he was coming too, his hips pressing flush against Sarah’s buttocks, his cock buried deep inside her cunt as he filled her with his own release. The dual sensation—Jakob’s come in her arse, Marcus’s come in her cunt, Victor’s cock still sliding in and out of her mouth—seemed to push Sarah even further over the edge, her body convulsing with an orgasm that looked almost painful in its intensity.

Victor was the last. His clinical detachment had crumbled entirely, his face contorted with pleasure, his hips moving faster and faster as he approached his own peak. He withdrew slightly, his cock resting on Sarah’s tongue, and then he was coming too, thick spurts of fluid filling her mouth, coating her tongue, sliding down her throat as she swallowed convulsively.

The chamber fell silent.

Elena sat frozen in her chair, her body trembling, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. She had just witnessed something she had never imagined she would see—a woman being taken by three men simultaneously, filled in every opening, used and overwhelmed and pushed to the very limits of human endurance. And she had not looked away. Had not closed her eyes or covered her ears or retreated from the overwhelming intensity of what she was witnessing.

She had watched. And she had wanted.

Below, the four figures on the bed were slowly separating. Jakob withdrew from Sarah’s arse with a wet sound, his cock softening, his expression satisfied. Marcus pulled out of her cunt, his come leaking from her body, and pressed a kiss to her shoulder that was tender despite the brutal use he had just administered. Victor stepped back from her mouth, his cock spent, his breathing gradually returning to normal.

And Sarah—

Sarah lay on the bed, her body still trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps. But her face—

Her face was serene. Peaceful. The face of a woman who had been pushed to the very edge of what she could endure and had emerged on the other side transformed.

Elena understood, with a certainty that settled into her bones, that she was looking at her own future.

Elena remained motionless in her chair, her body still trembling from what she had just witnessed. Below, the four figures on the bed were separating, their breathing gradually slowing, the sweat cooling on their skin. She should look away. Should give them some semblance of privacy in the aftermath of what they had shared. But she could not. Her eyes remained fixed on the scene below, drawn by a force she could not name, cataloguing every detail with a desperation that frightened her.

Sarah lay on her side, her body curled slightly, her breath coming in soft gasps. Elena could see the evidence of what had happened—the wetness on her thighs, the flush that covered her chest and face, the slight tremble in her limbs that spoke of exhaustion and satisfaction in equal measure. Her eyes were closed, her expression peaceful, and she looked—Elena searched for the word and found it—complete. She looked complete.

The men moved around the bed with the easy familiarity of long practice. Jakob retrieved a cloth from the table and cleaned himself with efficient movements. Victor was already adjusting his trousers, his clinical demeanour returning now that the act was finished. And Marcus—

Marcus was watching the window.

His dark eyes were fixed on the oneway glass, and Elena felt the weight of his attention like a physical touch. He knew she was there. Had known throughout. Had performed for her, in a way, showing her exactly what she was being trained for. And now, in the aftermath, he was giving her time to process, to absorb, to understand.

But they were not finished.

“We will continue,” Marcus said, his voice carrying through the ventilation system with a clarity that made Elena start. “Sarah will rest briefly, and then she will serve us again. Differently this time.”

Elena’s breath caught. Again? They had just—

But even as she thought it, she understood. This was not a single act, not a brief encounter to be completed and forgotten. This was a demonstration. A training exercise. And she was meant to see it all.

Sarah opened her eyes at Marcus’s words, and a smile curved her lips. There was no reluctance in her expression, no hesitation. Only readiness. Only willingness. Only the quiet joy of a woman who had found her purpose and was prepared to fulfil it.

“However you wish,” Sarah said softly. “I am yours.”

The next minutes passed in a blur of preparation. Elena watched, her body still aching with unfulfilled need, as the men assisted Sarah in cleaning herself, in drinking water, in preparing her body for what was to come. The care they showed was striking—gentle hands and soft words and an attentiveness that seemed at odds with the brutal use she had just witnessed. They were not merely taking from her. They were tending to her. Honouring her service with the same deliberateness they had shown in demanding it.

“Stand,” Marcus said, and Sarah rose from the bed with a grace that seemed impossible given what she had endured. “Present yourself.”

Sarah stood in the centre of the chamber, her feet shoulderwidth apart, her hands clasped behind her back, her chin lifted. The position was familiar—Elena had been trained to stand this way, had felt the ache in her shoulders and the vulnerability of her exposed body. But on Sarah, the position looked natural. Looked right. As if she had been made to stand this way, to offer herself this way, to exist in this state of constant availability.

Marcus circled her slowly, his eyes moving over her body with an assessment that was both appreciative and evaluative. He touched her as he moved—his fingers tracing the curve of her shoulder, the line of her spine, the swell of her hip. Each touch was deliberate, possessive, a reminder of ownership that required no words.

“You have served well,” he said quietly. “You have demonstrated what our trainee is working toward. But there is more to show her.”

“Anything,” Sarah replied. “I will show her anything.”

Marcus stopped before her, his hand coming up to cup her chin, tilting her head back so their eyes met. The gesture was tender and dominant at once, and Elena felt a sharp pang of something she could not name—jealousy, she realised. She was jealous. Jealous of the way Marcus looked at Sarah, touched Sarah, spoke to Sarah with an intimacy that came from years of shared experience.

But the jealousy was not purely possessive. It was also aspirational. She wanted to be looked at that way. Wanted to be touched with that combination of tenderness and ownership. Wanted to have earned the right to stand before Marcus and know, with absolute certainty, that she belonged to him.

“On the bed,” Marcus said. “On your hands and knees. Face the headboard.”

Sarah moved to obey, climbing onto the bed with fluid grace, positioning herself on hands and knees as instructed. The position opened her body in ways that made Elena’s stomach clench—her back arched, her buttocks raised, her thighs spread to reveal the glistening wetness between them. She was exposed, vulnerable, offered up for use.

And she was beautiful.

Elena had never thought of a woman in that position as beautiful before. Had never looked at the female body arranged for penetration and seen anything other than the crude mechanics of sex. But Sarah—Sarah was art. The line of her spine, the curve of her hips, the way her dark hair fell around her face. She was a masterpiece of submission, a living sculpture of surrender.

“Victor,” Marcus said, “take her mouth. Jakob, her cunt. I will take her arse.”

Elena felt the words land in her chest with the weight of command. The positions were different this time. The orifices were different. And the implication was clear—Sarah could be taken in any combination, any configuration, any way the men chose. Her body was not hers to control. It was theirs to use.

Victor moved to the head of the bed, positioning himself before Sarah’s face. His cock was hard again—had been hardening throughout the preparation, Elena realised, the clinical detachment of his manner not extending to his physical responses. He was aroused. They all were. The demonstration was not merely educational. It was pleasure, taken and given and shared.

“Open,” Victor said, and Sarah’s lips parted, her tongue extending slightly in invitation. He slid into her mouth with a groan, his hands finding the back of her head, his hips beginning a slow rhythm that she matched with the rocking of her body.

Jakob climbed onto the bed behind Sarah, his cock thick and hard, his expression focused with the intensity of a man preparing to take what he wanted. He did not hesitate—positioned himself at her entrance and pushed inside with one smooth thrust that made Sarah’s back arch and a muffled sound escape her throat.

“Good,” Jakob growled, his hands gripping her hips. “You are still tight. Still hungry.”

Sarah’s response was unintelligible around Victor’s cock, but her body spoke for her—her hips pushing back against Jakob’s thrust, her cunt clenching around him, her moans vibrating through the flesh in her mouth.

And Marcus—

Marcus was undressing.

Elena watched, her breath frozen, as he removed his trousers and revealed the cock she had taken inside her so many times. He was hard, the shaft thick and flushed, the head glistening with moisture. He climbed onto the bed and positioned himself behind Sarah, his hands spreading her buttocks, his eyes fixed on the tight pucker of her anus.

“Watch closely,” he said, and Elena knew the words were for her. “This is what you are being prepared for. This is what your body will learn to accept.”

He pressed forward.

Elena had watched Jakob take Sarah anally earlier. Had seen the stretch, the initial resistance, the gradual yielding of muscle around invading flesh. But this was different. This was Marcus—her Marcus, the man who owned her, the man whose cock she had felt inside her more times than she could count. And he was pushing into another woman’s arse while she watched.

The jealousy flared hot and sharp, and she recognised the emotion for what it was: irrational, possessive, entirely at odds with the submission she was supposed to be learning. She had no right to jealousy. She was a trainee, a possession, a body being prepared for use. What Marcus did with Sarah was not her concern.

But it felt like her concern. It felt like watching the man she was falling in love with—no, not love, she corrected herself, that was not the word—watching the man who owned her share himself with another. And the feeling was complicated, tangled, shot through with arousal and anger and desperate, shameful need.

She should look away. Should give them privacy. Should not be watching this.

But she did not look away. Could not. Her eyes remained fixed on the point of penetration, watching as Marcus’s cock disappeared inch by inch into Sarah’s body.

The sound Sarah made was muffled by Victor’s cock, but Elena could hear the strain in it, the edge of discomfort that was not quite pain and not quite pleasure. Her body was being stretched in three places at once—mouth, cunt, arse—and the fullness must have been overwhelming. But she did not pull away. Did not try to escape. She simply accepted, her body opening around the men who were using it, her breath coming in ragged gasps through her nose.

“All the way,” Marcus said, his voice strained. “Take all of me.”

He pushed the final inch inside, his hips pressing flush against Sarah’s buttocks, and Elena watched as Sarah’s body shuddered with the impact. She was full now—completely, impossibly full—and the three men remained still for a moment, allowing her to adjust to the sensation.

Then they began to move.

Elena had never seen anything like it. The coordination required, the give and take, the way the men found a rhythm that allowed them all to thrust without interfering with each other. When Jakob drove forward, Marcus pulled back. When Marcus pushed deep, Jakob withdrew. And throughout it all, Victor’s cock slid in and out of Sarah’s mouth, her lips stretched around his shaft, her throat working to accommodate his depth.

The sounds were overwhelming—the wet slap of flesh against flesh, the guttural groans of the men, the muffled moans that escaped Sarah’s throat. The scent of sex seemed to permeate everything, rising through the ventilation system, filling Elena’s nostrils with musk and sweat and come. And the sight—

The sight was indescribable.

Sarah’s body was being used in ways that should have been degrading. Should have reduced her to nothing more than a collection of orifices, a thing to be filled and fucked and discarded. But there was no degradation in her expression, no shame in the sounds she was making. She was lost in it. Consumed by it. Her eyes were closed, her face slack with pleasure, her body moving between the men as if she had been born to serve this purpose.

And she was beautiful. More beautiful than Elena had ever seen her. More beautiful than anyone had the right to be.

Elena’s hand moved without conscious thought, sliding between her thighs, pressing against the fabric of her jumpsuit. The pressure was not enough—would never be enough—but it was something, a tiny relief against the desperate ache that had been building since the moment she entered the viewing room. She should stop. Should not touch herself. Should maintain the discipline she had been taught.

But she could not stop. Her fingers pressed harder, rubbing against her clitoris through layers of fabric, and a small sound escaped her throat.

Below, the scene was intensifying. Marcus’s thrusts were becoming harder, more demanding, his hands gripping Sarah’s hips hard enough to leave bruises. Jakob’s rhythm was faltering, his breath coming in harsh gasps, his face contorted with the effort of holding back. And Victor—Victor had abandoned all pretence of clinical detachment, his hips snapping forward with a desperation that seemed at odds with his usual composure.

“Come,” Marcus commanded. “Come for us. Show her what it looks like when a woman is taken by three men.”

Sarah’s body responded to the command as if it had been waiting for permission. Her back arched, her muscles seizing, and a sound tore from her throat that was barely muffled by Victor’s cock. She was coming—Elena could see it, could see the contractions rippling through her body, the way her cunt and arse clenched around the cocks inside her, the way her fingers clawed at the sheets beneath her.

The orgasm seemed to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure crashing through her body, and Elena watched, her own hand pressing harder against her clitoris, her body trembling with sympathetic need. She could almost feel it—could almost imagine what it would be like to be filled in three places at once, to be pushed beyond the limits of endurance, to surrender so completely that pleasure and pain became indistinguishable.

“I’m going to—” Jakob’s voice was rough, strained. “I’m going to come.”

“Do it,” Marcus growled. “Fill her.”

Jakob drove deep, his hips snapping forward with a final, brutal thrust, and Elena watched as his face contorted with release. He was coming inside her—filling her cunt with his seed, his cock pulsing with each spurt—and Sarah’s body responded with another wave of contractions, her orgasm extending, intensifying, pushing her further into the abyss of sensation.

Victor was next. His clinical demeanour had crumbled entirely, his face flushed, his breathing ragged, his hands tangled in Sarah’s hair. He withdrew slightly, his cock resting on her tongue, and then he was coming too—thick spurts of fluid filling her mouth, coating her tongue, sliding down her throat as she swallowed convulsively. The sight was obscene and intimate and deeply arousing, and Elena felt her own orgasm building with a speed that terrified her.

Not yet. Not here. She should not—

But her body was no longer under her control. Her fingers pressed harder, rubbing in tight circles, and she felt the pleasure cresting, building toward a peak she could not stop.

Marcus was the last. His thrusts had become erratic, his breathing harsh, his hands gripping Sarah’s hips with a desperation she recognised. He was close. She had felt this before—had felt his cock swell inside her, had felt his rhythm falter as he approached the edge. But watching him with another woman—

“Watch me,” Marcus said, and his eyes were fixed on the oneway glass, fixed on Elena. “Watch me fill her.”

He drove deep, his cock burying itself in Sarah’s arse, and he came with a groan that seemed dragged from somewhere deep in his chest. Elena watched his face contort with pleasure, watched his body shudder with release, watched him spill himself inside another woman while his eyes remained fixed on hers.

And she came.

The orgasm hit her without warning, tearing through her body with a violence that made her cry out. Her hips bucked against her hand, her thighs clenching, her back arching in the chair. She had not meant to come—had not given herself permission—but her body had betrayed her, responding to the sight of Marcus’s release with a sympathetic climax that left her shaking and gasping and utterly humiliated.

Below, the four figures on the bed were separating, their movements slow, their breathing gradually returning to normal. Sarah collapsed onto the mattress, her body still trembling, her eyes closed. The men withdrew from her one by one—Victor from her mouth, Jakob from her cunt, Marcus from her arse—and Elena watched as the evidence of their use leaked from her body.

She should look away. Should give them privacy in this vulnerable moment. But she could not. Her eyes remained fixed on the scene below, cataloguing every detail with a desperation that frightened her.

Sarah’s body was marked—bruises forming on her hips where hands had gripped, redness around her mouth where it had been stretched, the wetness of come on her thighs and chin and between her buttocks. She should have looked destroyed. Should have looked used up and discarded. But instead—

Instead, she looked radiant.

There was a peace in her expression that Elena had never seen before, a satisfaction that went deeper than physical pleasure. She had served. She had been used. And she had emerged on the other side transformed.

Marcus climbed off the bed and crossed to a table at the side of the room, retrieving a cloth and a bottle of water. He returned to Sarah and began to clean her with the same tenderness he had shown before—gentle hands, soft words, an attentiveness that spoke of genuine care.

“You served well,” he said quietly. “You always serve well.”

“Thank you,” Sarah replied, her voice hoarse but warm. “Thank you for allowing me to serve.”

The exchange was ritualistic, formal, the words they had probably spoken hundreds of times before. But there was genuine feeling beneath the formality—a connection that went beyond mere ownership, a bond that seemed to transcend the brutal use Elena had just witnessed.

Victor and Jakob joined in the care, bringing additional cloths, adjusting the temperature in the room, ensuring Sarah was comfortable. They treated her with a reverence that seemed at odds with the way they had used her body—and Elena understood, suddenly, that the two were not contradictory. They used her because they honoured her. They honoured her because she allowed herself to be used.

This was what service meant. This was what surrender looked like. Not degradation, not dehumanisation, but a transaction of profound intimacy—body and trust and will exchanged for care and purpose and belonging.

Elena sat frozen in her chair, her body still trembling from her own orgasm, her mind struggling to process everything she had witnessed. She had watched a woman serve three men at once. Had watched her be filled and fucked and pushed to the edge of what seemed humanly possible. And she had watched her emerge from the experience not broken, but whole.

She wanted that. Wanted it with a desperation that made her chest ache and her throat tight. Wanted to be the one on that bed, used and honoured and transformed.

She wanted to belong.

The chamber below was emptying. Marcus had helped Sarah to her feet, had guided her toward a door at the far end of the room—probably leading to a hygiene unit, Elena thought, where she could clean herself properly. Victor and Jakob had already departed, their movements casual, their expressions satisfied. The demonstration was over.

But Elena remained in her chair, her body still aching, her mind still spinning. She should move. Should return to her quarters, should process what she had witnessed in private. But she could not seem to make her limbs obey.

The door to the viewing room opened behind her.

She turned, expecting Marcus, and felt her breath catch when she saw who had entered.

Sarah stood in the doorway, wrapped in a robe, her dark hair damp from whatever cleaning she had managed. Her face was scrubbed clean, her expression composed, but there were traces of what had happened in the slight swell of her lips, the flush that still coloured her cheeks.

She was not wearing her collar.

The realisation struck Elena with unexpected force. She had never seen Sarah without the thin black band around her throat, had come to associate the collar so strongly with Sarah’s identity that its absence seemed wrong. Without it, Sarah looked—vulnerable. Human. Like any other woman on the station.

“May I sit?” Sarah asked, her voice soft.

Elena nodded, not trusting her voice, and Sarah crossed to the chair beside her. She moved slowly, gingerly, and Elena understood that her body was still recovering from what it had endured. She had been trained to accommodate three men simultaneously, but that did not mean the experience was without physical cost.

They sat in silence for a long moment, both women looking through the window at the empty chamber below. Elena could smell Sarah now—the clean scent of soap, the faint musk of sex that lingered despite her cleaning, the warmth of her body. The proximity was overwhelming, intimate, charged with everything that had just happened.

“You watched,” Sarah said finally. It was not an accusation, merely an observation.

“Marcus told me to. He said I needed to see what I was training for.”

“And did you? See it?”

Elena considered the question. Had she seen it? She had witnessed every physical detail, every position and rhythm and sensation. But had she understood?

“I saw what happened,” she said slowly. “I saw what your body could do. But I don’t know if I understand—how you felt. How you could want that.”

Sarah was quiet for a moment, her eyes fixed on the empty chamber below. When she spoke, her voice was soft, reflective.

“When I first came to this station, I was like you. A professional. A scientist. I had credentials and a reputation and a role to play.” She paused. “And I was desperately unhappy. Not because of the work—the work was fine. But because something was missing. Something I couldn’t name.”

She turned to look at Elena, and there was something in her expression that looked almost like recognition.

“I didn’t know what I needed until Marcus showed me. Until he gave me permission to stop trying to be what everyone expected and start being what I actually was.” She smiled, a small, private expression. “I was never meant to be a scientist. I was meant to serve. To belong. To give myself completely to people who would treasure that gift.”

“But the—” Elena struggled to find the words. “The pain. The overwhelm. How do you endure it?”

“You’re thinking about it wrong.” Sarah’s voice was gentle, instructive. “You’re thinking of it as something to endure. Something to survive. But it’s not. It’s something to surrender to. Something to dissolve into.”

She reached out and took Elena’s hand, the touch warm and unexpected.

“When they’re inside you—all three of them, filling you completely—you don’t endure it. You stop being a person with a separate identity and become part of something larger. You become theirs. And in that becoming, you find a peace that nothing else can give you.”

Elena felt the words settle into her, finding purchase in places she had not known existed. She had been thinking about her training as preparation—stretching and conditioning and learning to accommodate physical acts. But Sarah was describing something entirely different. Not preparation for acts, but preparation for transformation.

“I was afraid,” Elena admitted, the words coming out before she could stop them. “Watching you. I was afraid of how much I wanted it.”

“Good.” Sarah’s smile widened slightly. “Fear means you understand what’s at stake. If you weren’t afraid, you wouldn’t be taking this seriously.”

“But how do I—how do I get there? How do I become what you are?”

“You already are what I am.” Sarah’s voice was soft, certain. “You’re already broken. We’re all broken, every one of us who comes to this. The question isn’t how to become something new. The question is whether you’re willing to let go of the pieces you’re still clinging to.”

She released Elena’s hand and rose from her chair, her body still moving gingerly, her face still flushed from the exertion of the demonstration. At the door, she paused and looked back.

“Marcus is waiting for you. He wants to know what you learned.” She smiled. “Tell him the truth. Tell him you’re afraid. Tell him you want it. He already knows. But he needs to hear you say it.”

Then she was gone, the door sliding closed behind her, leaving Elena alone in the viewing room with the empty chamber below and the echo of words that had changed everything.

She was broken. She was afraid. She wanted it.

And she was finally ready to admit it.

Elena sat alone in the viewing room, the silence pressing in around her, the empty chamber below a mute testament to what she had witnessed. Her body still hummed with the aftermath of her own orgasm, the fabric of her jumpsuit damp between her thighs, her nipples tight against the material. But the physical sensation was secondary now, drowned out by the roar of thoughts and feelings that Sarah’s words had unleashed.

You’re already broken. We’re all broken.

She had spent her entire life trying to prove that she was not broken. Had built a career, a reputation, an identity around the premise that she was whole, competent, selfsufficient. She had survived the academic gauntlet, the professional competitions, the quiet discriminations that women in her field faced every day. She had emerged from each challenge stronger, more determined, more certain of who she was and what she wanted.

Except she had never known what she wanted. Not really. She had known what she was supposed to want—advancement, recognition, the respect of her peers. She had pursued those things with singleminded determination, had achieved them, had stood at the peak of her profession and looked out at the view and felt—

Nothing.

Not satisfaction. Not peace. Not the deep sense of purpose she had expected to find. Just a hollow ache that she had tried to fill with more work, more achievements, more validation from people whose opinions she did not actually care about.

She had been running from the brokenness her entire life. And she had never realised it until now.

The door to the viewing room slid open, and she did not turn, did not need to see who had entered. She knew his presence in the shift of the air, the weight of his attention, the way her body responded to his proximity without conscious thought.

Marcus.

He crossed to the chair beside her and sat, his movements unhurried, his expression unreadable in the dim light. He was dressed again, his uniform restored to its usual immaculate state, and if she had not just watched him take Sarah in every possible way, she might have believed he had spent the evening in his quarters reviewing reports.

“You watched,” he said. It was the same thing Sarah had said, but the words carried a different weight coming from him.

“You told me to.”

“I did. And now I need to know what you learned.”

The question hung in the air between them, demanding an answer she was not sure she could give. What had she learned? She had learned the mechanics of triple penetration, the positions and rhythms and accommodations that made such a thing possible. She had learned that a woman could be pushed to the limits of human endurance and emerge transformed rather than destroyed. She had learned that service was not degradation but liberation, that surrender was not defeat but transformation.

But those were facts, observations, the clinical data that Victor might have recorded in his reports. They were not what Marcus was asking for.

“I learned that I’m afraid,” she said finally, the words coming out rough, stripped of pretence. “I learned that I want this so badly it terrifies me. I learned that I’ve been running from something my entire life without knowing what it was, and now that I’ve found it, I don’t know if I’m strong enough to surrender to it.”

Marcus was silent for a long moment, his dark eyes fixed on her face with an intensity that made her feel seen in ways she had never experienced before. When he spoke, his voice was soft, almost gentle.

“You think strength means holding on. Clinging to control. Maintaining the illusion that you are in charge of your own destiny.” He shook his head slowly. “But true strength—the kind of strength that Sarah has, the kind you are developing—is the courage to let go. To trust. To believe that the people you are surrendering to will catch you when you fall.”

“How do you know they’ll catch me?” The question came out before she could stop it, raw with vulnerability. “How do you know they won’t just let me crash?”

“Because we need you.” Marcus’s voice was matteroffact, stripped of sentiment. “Not just for your body, though that is part of it. We need you for what you represent—the possibility of connection, of loyalty, of a bond that goes beyond the professional relationships we have maintained for years. Sarah serves us well. But she is only one woman, and the station is a lonely place for men who have given everything to a mission that will never truly end.”

He reached out and touched her face, his fingers tracing the line of her jaw, the curve of her cheek, the softness of her lips. The gesture was tender, possessive, and she felt herself leaning into it without conscious thought.

“We have been waiting for you,” he continued quietly. “Not you specifically, not Elena Vasquez the researcher with her credentials and her reputation. But someone like you. Someone who could be broken open and remade into something that fills the emptiness we have all been carrying.”

The words should have been dehumanising—reducing her to a role, a function, a need to be filled. But she did not feel dehumanised. She felt seen. Understood. Wanted.

“I don’t know if I can do it,” she admitted, the words barely above a whisper. “Take all three of you at once. My body is being trained, but—”

“Your body will be ready.” Marcus’s voice was calm, certain. “Victor is meticulous in his methods, and you have been responding well to the dilation exercises. The physical challenge is real, but it is not insurmountable. The greater challenge—” He paused, his thumb brushing across her lower lip. “The greater challenge is the psychological one. Letting go of the illusion of control. Trusting that we will not break you beyond repair.”

“What if you do?”

“Then we will put you back together. Better. Stronger. More yourself than you have ever been.”

She turned to look at him, really look at him, seeing past the commander, past the owner, to the man beneath. He was not handsome in any conventional sense—his features were too severe, his jaw too sharp, his eyes too cold. But there was something magnetic about him, something that drew her in despite every rational objection she might have raised.

“I want to belong to you,” she said, and the words came out steady, certain, carrying the weight of a truth she could no longer deny. “Not just to you. To all of you. Victor and Jakob and whoever else you decide to give me to. I want to be what Sarah is. I want to serve and surrender and be transformed.”

“I know.” Marcus’s voice was soft, but there was no surprise in it. He had known before she did, had seen the hunger in her from the moment she arrived on the station. “But wanting is not enough. You must choose. Not once, but every day. Every time you kneel. Every time you open your body for use. Every time you submit to an act that pushes you past what you believe you can endure.”

“I choose.” The words were simple, but they carried the weight of everything she was giving up and everything she was gaining. “I choose this. I choose you. I choose to belong.”

Marcus rose from his chair and held out a hand. She took it, let him pull her to her feet, let him draw her close until her body was pressed against his. He was warm and solid and overwhelming, and she felt herself melting into him, surrendering to the comfort of his presence.

“Come,” he said quietly. “Return with me to my quarters. Let me hold you while you process what you have witnessed. Tomorrow, your training continues. And soon—very soon—you will experience what Sarah experienced tonight.”

He guided her toward the door, his hand warm against the small of her back, his presence a steady anchor in the storm of her emotions. She walked beside him in silence, her mind still churning, her body still aching with needs that had not been fully satisfied.

The corridors of the station were empty, the hour late, the lights dimmed for the night cycle. She had walked these corridors hundreds of times, had memorised every turn and junction, had navigated them without thought during her years as a researcher. But tonight they felt different. Everything felt different.

She was not walking to her quarters, to the small space she had once called home. She was walking to Marcus’s quarters, to the place where she now belonged. She was not a researcher anymore, not really. She was a trainee, a possession, a body being prepared for service.

And she was not afraid.

The fear was still there, lurking at the edges of her consciousness, whispering warnings about what she was giving up and what she might lose. But it was no longer the dominant emotion. It had been joined by something stronger, something that had been growing since the moment she first knelt before Marcus and spoke the words that bound her to this path.

Want.

She wanted this. Wanted to be used and honoured and transformed. Wanted to find the peace that Sarah had described, the dissolution of self into something larger. Wanted to belong so completely that the question of identity became irrelevant.

They reached Marcus’s quarters, and the door slid open at his touch. The space was familiar now—the low lighting, the clean lines, the bed where she had spent so many nights in his arms. It was not home, not in any conventional sense. But it was where she belonged.

Marcus guided her to the bed and began to undress her with the same deliberate tenderness he always showed. His hands moved over her body with a familiarity that spoke of ownership, removing the jumpsuit, the underclothes, the trappings of the person she had once been. When she was bare before him, he removed his own clothes and drew her down onto the mattress beside him.

He did not take her. Did not use her. Simply held her, his arms wrapped around her body, his breath warm against her hair, his presence a steady anchor in the chaos of her emotions.

“Rest,” he murmured against her temple. “Process. Integrate. Tomorrow will come soon enough.”

She closed her eyes and let herself sink into the comfort of his embrace. The events of the evening played through her mind—the confrontation with Tanaka, the viewing room, Sarah’s preparation and service, the overwhelming intensity of watching three men take a woman simultaneously. And beneath it all, the steady pulse of want that had been building since the moment she realised what she was witnessing.

She had watched a woman serve three men at once. Had watched her be filled and used and pushed past the limits of endurance. Had watched her emerge from the experience not broken, but transformed.

And she had seen her own future.

Her hand moved without conscious thought, rising to her throat, her fingers pressing against the skin where the collar would sit. She could almost feel it—the thin black band, the Kepler Industries logo, the symbol of ownership and surrender and belonging. It was not there yet. Would not be there until she had completed her training, until she had proven herself ready.

But she could feel it anyway. Could feel the weight of what it would mean, the commitment it would represent, the transformation it would signify.

She was not the woman who had arrived on this station six months ago. That woman was gone, replaced by someone she was only beginning to know. Someone who was afraid and hungry and desperate to belong. Someone who had watched a woman serve three men at once and had wanted it so badly that she came without being touched.

Someone who was ready to be broken open and remade.

Marcus’s arms tightened around her, and she felt the warmth of his body seeping into hers, the steady rhythm of his heartbeat against her back. He was her owner, her centre, the fixed point around which everything else revolved. And she belonged to him—completely, irrevocably, with every fibre of her being.

But she also belonged to Victor, whose clinical hands were preparing her body for what was to come. She belonged to Jakob, whose brutal tests were forging her will into something stronger. She belonged to all three of them, individually and collectively, and the realisation settled into her with the weight of inevitability.

This was what she was meant for. This was what she had been running toward her entire life without knowing it. This was the purpose that had been waiting for her, the transformation that would make her whole.

Her eyes drifted closed, and she let herself fall into the darkness, trusting that Marcus would catch her, that he would not let her crash. Tomorrow, her training would continue. Tomorrow, she would face new challenges, new tests, new opportunities to surrender. But tonight, she would rest. Tonight, she would process. Tonight, she would dream of collars and cocks and the peace that came from belonging completely.

She slept.

And in her dreams, she knelt before three men and offered herself without hesitation.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN — READINESS

The station hummed around her, a constant low vibration that she had stopped hearing weeks ago. Now it was simply there, beneath everything, the pulse of recycled air and circulating water and the magnetic fields that kept them tethered to purpose. Elena lay on the examination table in Medical Bay 1, her knees drawn up, her feet in the stirrups, and waited.

Sixteen days. She had been here sixteen days.

Victor moved between her legs with the same clinical precision he had shown from the beginning. His pale blue eyes focused on his work, his elegant fingers slick with lubricant as he prepared the next toy. This one was larger than the others. She had watched him select it from the cabinet, watched him coat it with clear gel, and felt the familiar clench of anticipation in her stomach.

“You’ve progressed well,” he said, not looking up. “The tissue has adapted. Your body is learning to open.”

She did not respond. There was no need. She had learned that her responses were not required during these sessions. She was here to be trained, to be stretched, to be prepared for something she still could not fully imagine.

The first toy slid inside her. She breathed through it, feeling the familiar stretch, the pressure against her inner walls. This had become routine. The cool gel, the slow intrusion, the steady expansion. She had stopped flinching. She had stopped fighting.

“Good,” Victor murmured. “Now the second.”

She felt it before she saw it. The pressure increased as he pressed the second toy alongside the first. Her body resisted, then yielded. The stretch was intense now, bordering on pain, and she felt sweat break out along her hairline. She breathed deeper, slower, the way he had taught her.

“Relax into it,” he said. “Your body can do this. You simply have to let it.”

She let it. She felt herself opening, felt the impossible fullness as both toys settled inside her. Her thighs quivered against the stirrups. Her hands gripped the edges of the table. She stared at the ceiling and focused on her breathing.

In. Out. In. Out.

“Excellent.” Victor’s voice held a note of something she had not heard before. Satisfaction, perhaps. Or something deeper. “You’re accommodating both. Hold this for me.”

He stepped back, and she felt the toys shift inside her, heavy and foreign. She held them. She had no choice. She had learned to hold what was given.

Minutes passed. The fullness became a steady ache, a constant reminder of what her body was being trained to accept. She thought about the watching room, the oneway glass, Sarah’s body moving between the three men. She thought about what it would feel like to have them inside her at once. All three. Filling her. Claiming her.

The ache shifted into something else. Not pain. Not exactly pleasure. Anticipation.

Victor returned to the table, his eyes on her face now, watching her expression as he slowly withdrew the toys. The release made her gasp, her body clenching around nothing, suddenly empty in a way that felt wrong.

“One more week,” he said, stripping off his gloves and disposing of them in the medical waste container. “Perhaps less, if you continue at this rate.”

One more week. She had been counting the days, and now the end was in sight. The ritual. The transformation. The moment when she would stop being Dr. Elena Vasquez, respected scientist, and become something else entirely.

She sat up slowly, feeling the ghost sensation of the toys still inside her, the phantom fullness that her body remembered. Victor handed her a glass of water, and she drank, the cool liquid a relief after the intensity of the session.

“Get some rest,” he said. “Eat something. Your body needs fuel to continue adapting.”

She nodded, sliding off the table, her legs unsteady beneath her. She dressed in silence, her movements automatic. She had done this so many times now that it had become ritual itself. The cleaning, the dressing, the walk back to her quarters.

But today, as she left the medical bay, she paused at the viewport. Earth hung below, blue and white and impossibly distant. She had spent her whole life on that planet. She had built a career, a reputation, an identity. And now she was here, on a station orbiting in the void, being trained to take three men inside her at once.

She touched her throat, feeling the place where the collar would sit. The skin there was smooth, unmarked. Not yet.

Soon.

The corridor stretched before her, lit by panels that mimicked Earth daylight but never quite succeeded. Elena walked toward the mess hall, her body still aching from Victor’s session, her mind still turned inward. She did not see Commander Yuki Tanaka until she was almost upon her.

Tanaka stood at the junction of two corridors, a datapad in her hand, her dark eyes fixed on the screen. She wore her uniform with the same precision she had worn it for eleven years, every seam aligned, every button fastened. She looked up as Elena approached.

Their eyes met.

Elena expected something. A confrontation, perhaps. Another public accusation. The same vitriol Tanaka had spewed in the mess hall days ago — favouritism, inappropriate relationships, a whore in a brothel. She braced herself for the words.

They did not come.

Tanaka looked at her. Her expression was not angry. It was not even contemptuous. It was empty. A wall of ice behind which something might or might not exist. She held Elena’s gaze for a long moment, then looked back at her datapad and walked away.

The silence was louder than any words.

Elena stood in the corridor, her heart pounding, her breath caught in her chest. She had prepared for a fight. She had prepared to defend herself, to stand her ground, to refuse to be shamed. She had not prepared for nothing.

She continued toward the mess hall, but the encounter lingered in her mind. The coldness. The absence. Tanaka had looked at her as if she were no longer there. As if she had ceased to exist as a colleague, as a peer, as anything worth acknowledging.

The mess hall was nearly empty at this hour. Elena collected a tray of food she did not want and sat at a table in the corner. She picked at the protein cubes and reconstituted vegetables, her appetite gone.

Other crew members entered and exited. A few glanced at her, their eyes sliding away when she looked up. One of the engineers — she had forgotten his name — nodded briefly before hurrying to another table. The station’s small population had always felt intimate. Now it felt isolating.

She was no longer one of them. She had been selected for something else, claimed by the command staff, moved into a category that existed outside the normal hierarchy. They did not know how to treat her. They did not know what she was becoming.

She did not know what she was becoming.

But sitting there, alone in the mess hall, the silence of Tanaka’s dismissal echoing in her memory, Elena realised something. She did not need their approval. She did not need Tanaka’s understanding. She had made her choice. She was walking a path that none of them could see, and she was walking it willingly.

The isolation was real. But it was also the price of transformation.

She finished her meal in silence, cleared her tray, and walked back to her quarters. The corridors felt longer now, the distances greater. But her steps were steady. Her purpose was clear.

Let them look away. Let Tanaka freeze her out. Let the crew wonder and whisper. She had found something they would never understand. And she was not going to turn back.

The knock on her door came three hours later. Elena had been sitting on her bunk, staring at the wall, her mind cycling through memories of the past weeks. Victor’s hands. Marcus’s eyes through the glass. Jakob’s rough voice in her ear. The moment she had chosen to stay.

“Come in,” she said.

The door slid open, and Sarah Chen stepped inside. The younger woman wore her usual coveralls, her black hair cut short, her dark eyes soft with something that might have been concern or understanding. She closed the door behind her and leaned against it, studying Elena.

“You missed the briefing,” Sarah said. “Tanaka noticed. She didn’t say anything, but she noticed.”

“I wasn’t required,” Elena replied. “I’m no longer part of the command structure. Not really.”

Sarah nodded. She crossed the small room and sat on the edge of Elena’s bunk, her hands folded in her lap. The collar around her throat caught the light — thin black metal, the Kepler Industries logo gleaming on the clasp. Elena’s eyes were drawn to it, as they always were.

“Tanaka is cold to everyone,” Sarah said quietly. “But she’s colder to you now. Cold like you’ve already left. Like you died and she’s mourning.”

“She accused me of being a whore.”

“She accused you of being something she doesn’t understand.” Sarah’s voice was gentle, without judgement. “Tanaka has been here eleven years. She’s seen specialists come and go. She’s watched the command staff select and train and claim. She doesn’t understand why anyone would choose it. She thinks we’re victims. Or fools.”

“Are we?”

Sarah smiled. The expression transformed her face, softening her features, making her look younger than her twentyeight years. “You tell me. You’ve been here sixteen days. You’ve been through the training, the examinations, the exposure. You’ve made your choice. Do you feel like a victim?”

Elena considered the question. She thought about the way Marcus looked at her. The way Victor’s clinical detachment had begun to crack. The way Jakob took without asking because he knew she would give. She thought about the fullness in her body during training sessions, the stretch and the ache and the strange, pulsing need that had begun to bloom in its wake.

“No,” she said. “I don’t feel like a victim.”

“Then you’re not a fool either.” Sarah reached out and took Elena’s hand, her small fingers warm and steady. “You’re something else. Something Tanaka will never understand. Something I didn’t understand until I became it.”

“What is it?”

“Home.” Sarah’s eyes held hers. “You’ve spent your whole life searching for a place to belong. I can see it in you. The hunger, the emptiness, the way you look at the collar on my throat and want it for yourself. You think you’re losing yourself. You’re not. You’re finding yourself. You’re finding where you fit.”

Elena felt tears prick at her eyes. She blinked them back, unwilling to show the depth of her reaction. But the words had landed somewhere deep, somewhere she had been protecting without knowing it.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” she whispered.

“You can.” Sarah squeezed her hand. “You already are. The hard part isn’t the training. The hard part is letting yourself want it. And you’ve already done that.”

“Tanaka looked at me like I wasn’t there.”

“The ones who don’t understand will always look away. But the ones who matter — they’ll see you. They’ll see what you’re becoming. And they’ll honour it.” Sarah released her hand and stood, moving toward the door. “You’re not alone, Elena. Even when it feels like you are. You’re walking toward something, not away from it. Remember that.”

She left before Elena could respond. The door slid closed behind her, and Elena was alone again. But the isolation felt different now. Smaller. Less overwhelming. Sarah’s words had carved out a space inside her, a place where she could hold the truth of what she was becoming.

The ones who matter will see you.

She lay back on her bunk and stared at the ceiling. The station hummed around her. Earth turned below. And Elena Vasquez, who had spent her whole life searching for somewhere to belong, felt herself finally moving toward home.

She found Sarah again the next day, in the observation deck that looked out over the station’s solar array. The younger woman stood at the viewport, her hands clasped behind her back, her collar catching the light from the distant sun. Elena approached slowly, her footsteps soft on the metal grating.

“Can I ask you something?” she said.

Sarah turned. Her expression was open, patient. “Of course.”

Elena stopped beside her, looking out at the array instead of meeting her eyes. The panels stretched like wings against the black, drinking light from a star that felt impossibly far away. She had rehearsed this question in her head, but now that the moment had come, the words felt awkward on her tongue.

“When I watched you,” she said. “In the viewing room. When you served all three of them.”

“Yes.”

“I felt something.” Elena forced herself to continue. “I don’t know what to call it. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. And I wanted — I wanted to be where you were. But I also wanted —”

She stopped. The admission was too revealing. Too raw.

Sarah waited. When Elena did not continue, she spoke softly. “You wanted Marcus to be looking at you the way he was looking at me.”

Elena’s breath caught. “Yes.”

“That’s not jealousy.”

“Then what is it?”

Sarah turned to face her fully, her dark eyes searching Elena’s face. “Jealousy is when you want something someone else has because you don’t want them to have it. What you felt was different. You wanted to be where I was. You wanted to be the one serving. You wanted to be the one he was watching.”

“How is that different?”

“Because it’s not about taking something from me.” Sarah’s voice was gentle but certain. “It’s about hunger. You saw what I was doing, and you wanted it for yourself. Not instead of me. In addition to me. You wanted to be where I was because you recognised yourself there. You saw what you could become.”

Elena felt the truth of it settle into her bones. She had watched Sarah move between the three men, had watched them fill her and claim her and use her, and she had felt a burning in her chest that she had mistaken for possessiveness. But it was not that. It was recognition.

She had seen her future. And she had wanted it.

“Marcus looked at me through the glass,” she said quietly. “When he was inside you. He looked at me the whole time.”

“I know.”

“You knew?”

“He told me afterward.” Sarah’s expression did not change. “He wanted you to see. He wanted you to understand what you were choosing. And he wanted you to know that he was thinking of you, even when he was with me.”

The burning in Elena’s chest shifted. The hunger was still there, but now it was tempered by something else. Understanding. Marcus had claimed Sarah’s body, but his eyes had been fixed on Elena. He had been present with her even in the act of taking another.

“You belong to all three of them,” Sarah said. “But they belong to you too. That’s the part no one talks about. The collar isn’t just about ownership. It’s about connection. They give themselves to you as completely as you give yourself to them.”

“That doesn’t feel possible.”

“It will. When you’re ready.” Sarah reached out and touched Elena’s arm, a brief contact that carried more weight than any embrace. “You wanted to be where I was. You will be. Soon. And when you are, you’ll understand that what you felt wasn’t jealousy. It was preparation. Your body and your mind, getting ready to receive what they’re going to give you.”

Elena absorbed the words in silence. The hunger was still there, pulsing beneath her ribs, but it had transformed. She was not jealous of Sarah. She was hungry for what Sarah had shown her. She was ready to become it.

“Thank you,” she said.

Sarah smiled. “You don’t need to thank me. You need to get ready. The ritual is coming. And when it does, you’ll need every bit of hunger you have.”

She turned and walked away, leaving Elena alone at the viewport. The solar array gleamed in the distant light. The void pressed against the glass. And Elena felt the truth of Sarah’s words settling into her, taking root, preparing her for what was to come.

She was hungry. And soon, she would be fed.

Victor summoned her on the eighteenth day.

The comms chimed in her quarters at 0600 hours, his voice crisp and professional. “Dr. Vasquez. Report to Medical Bay 1. Immediately.”

She had learned not to question the summons. She dressed quickly, her body moving through the familiar motions, and made her way through the station corridors. The crew members she passed did not meet her eyes. She no longer expected them to.

Victor was waiting when she arrived. He stood beside the examination table, his hands folded in front of him, his pale blue eyes fixed on the door as she entered. There was something different in his posture today. Something intent.

“Strip,” he said. “And lie down.”

She did. The room was cool against her bare skin, the antiseptic smell sharp in her nostrils. She lay back on the table, positioned her feet in the stirrups, and waited. Victor moved between her legs, but he did not immediately reach for the toys.

“Today is the final assessment,” he said. “I need to determine if you are physically ready for the ritual.”

“I thought you said one more week.”

“Your progress has exceeded expectations.” His eyes met hers, and she saw something in them she had not seen before. Respect. “Your tissue has adapted faster than any candidate I’ve trained. Your body is learning to open. The question is whether you can accommodate the full requirement.”

“The full requirement.”

“Three.” He said the word simply, without elaboration. “All at once. That is what the ritual demands.”

She had known this. She had watched Sarah take all three men, had seen the way her body stretched and yielded. But hearing Victor say it, clinical and direct, made it real in a new way. Three men inside her at the same time. Three.

“The toys I’ve used for training are smaller than the men,” Victor continued. “Today I will test you with something larger. If you can take it, I will declare you ready.”

He reached for the cabinet and withdrew an object she had not seen before. It was larger than the training toys, thicker and longer, with a flared base and a surface that glistened with lubricant. Her breath caught at the sight of it.

“This is the size of a fully aroused male,” Victor said. “If you can take this, you can take any of them.”

She nodded. There was nothing to say. She had come this far. She was not going to stop now.

He began slowly, as he always did. His fingers stretched her first, opening her, preparing the way. She breathed through it, her body responding the way it had been trained to do. The muscle relaxed. The tissue yielded. She felt herself opening.

The toy pressed against her entrance. The size of it was immediately apparent — a thick, blunt pressure that demanded her surrender. She breathed deeper, forcing herself to relax, to let go of the instinct to resist.

“Good,” Victor murmured. “Keep breathing. Let your body accept it.”

It slid inside her, inch by inch, the stretch intensifying with every moment. She felt her inner walls protesting, then yielding, then accommodating. The fullness was overwhelming, bordering on pain, but she held herself still and breathed.

“That’s halfway,” Victor said. “You’re doing well. Keep going.”

She did not know how she was supposed to keep going. The toy was doing the work, pressing into her, filling her. But she understood what he meant. She was supposed to continue surrendering. Continue opening. Continue letting her body reshape itself around the intrusion.

It moved deeper. She felt her body stretching, the muscle straining, the tissue learning to accommodate something it had never been designed to hold. And then, with a final, slow slide, it was fully inside her. The flared base rested against her entrance. She had taken all of it.

“Excellent.” Victor’s voice was warm now, the clinical detachment cracking. “Hold it. Let me see you hold it.”

She held it. Her thighs quivered. Her breath came in short gasps. She felt impossibly full, stretched beyond anything she had experienced before, but she held it. She had been trained to hold what was given.

Victor watched her for a long moment. Then he nodded, satisfaction evident in his expression.

“You are ready,” he said.

The words landed like a bell, resonating through her body. She was ready. She was ready. All the days of training, all the sessions, all the slow, deliberate stretching — it had led to this. Victor’s declaration. The permission to proceed.

He withdrew the toy slowly, carefully, his movements gentle as her body released. She felt empty without it, the absence strange after the fullness. He helped her sit up, handed her water, watched her drink.

“Your body can do this,” he said. “You will feel like you are breaking during the ritual. You are not breaking. You are opening. Remember that.”

“I will.”

He studied her face for a moment longer. Then he nodded again, as if confirming something to himself, and turned toward the door.

“Get dressed,” he said. “The Commander will want to know.”

Marcus appeared in the medical bay doorway before she could reach for her clothes.

He stood in the threshold, his large frame filling the space, his grey eyes fixed on her with an intensity that made her breath catch. He was not wearing his uniform jacket — just the fitted undershirt that outlined the breadth of his chest and shoulders. His dark hair was slightly disheveled, the silver at his temples catching the light.

He did not speak. He did not need to.

Victor turned to face him. “She passed the final assessment. Her body can accommodate the full requirement. She is ready.”

Marcus’s eyes did not leave Elena’s face. She felt the weight of his gaze like a physical touch, assessing, claiming. She was still naked, still sitting on the examination table, still feeling the ghost of the toy inside her. But she did not reach for her clothes. She let him look.

“Three days,” Marcus said. His voice was deep, controlled, but she heard something beneath it. Hunger. Restraint. “Observation Bay 3. 2000 hours. You will be claimed.”

She nodded. There was nothing to say. She had known this was coming. She had chosen it. And now, with Victor’s declaration and Marcus’s announcement, it was real.

“Until then,” Marcus continued, “you will rest. You will eat. You will let your body recover from the training. You will not participate in any further sessions. The next time you are touched, it will be in the ritual.”

“I understand.”

His eyes held hers for a long moment. Then he turned and walked away, his footsteps heavy on the metal floor. Victor watched him go, then turned back to Elena with an expression she could not quite read.

“You should rest,” he said. “The next three days will be the longest of your life.”

She dressed in silence. Her hands were shaking slightly, but she did not try to hide it. Victor was right. The next three days would be an eternity. Every moment would be anticipation. Every breath would be waiting.

She left the medical bay and walked through the station, but she barely saw the corridors or the viewports or the crew members who moved aside as she passed. Her mind was fixed on one thing.

Three days. Observation Bay 3. 2000 hours.

She would be claimed.

The first day was the hardest.

Elena lay in her quarters, staring at the ceiling, her body still and her mind racing. Every few minutes, she touched her throat, feeling the place where the collar would sit. The skin was smooth, unmarked. But she could feel the weight of it already. A phantom presence. A promise.

She tried to sleep, but sleep would not come. She tried to read, but the words swam before her eyes. She tried to eat, but the food tasted like nothing. The station hummed around her, indifferent to her turmoil, and she lay there, waiting for time to pass.

On the second day, she walked.

She moved through the station corridors, her footsteps aimless, her eyes unfocused. She passed crew members who looked away. She passed viewports that showed the Earth, blue and distant. She passed the door to Observation Bay 3, but she did not stop. She could not look at it yet.

Instead, she found herself at the viewport in the observation deck, the same place where Sarah had spoken to her about hunger. She stood there for hours, watching the stars, feeling the cold seep through the glass into her bones.

She was afraid. She could admit that now. She was afraid of what was coming, of the pain and the intensity and the transformation. But beneath the fear, there was something else. Something stronger.

She wanted it. She wanted it more than she had ever wanted anything in her life.

On the third day, she stopped moving. She sat in her quarters, her hands folded in her lap, and waited. The hours crawled past. The station hummed. And Elena Vasquez, who had spent her whole life running toward and away from things she could not name, finally stopped running.

She was ready.

The knock came at 2100 hours.

Elena had been sitting on her bunk, her knees drawn up to her chest, her eyes fixed on the wall. She had not expected anyone. She had assumed the last night before the ritual would be spent alone.

“Come in,” she said.

The door slid open, and Marcus stepped inside. He closed the door behind him, leaned against it, and looked at her. His expression was unreadable, but his eyes were soft in a way she had rarely seen.

“Couldn’t sleep,” he said.

“Neither could I.”

He crossed the room and sat on the bunk beside her. The mattress dipped under his weight, and she felt the warmth of him, the solid presence of his body. He did not touch her. He simply sat there, close enough that she could feel him, and let the silence stretch between them.

“What will it feel like?” she asked finally.

He turned his head to look at her. “What will what feel like?”

“The ritual. Being taken by all three of you.” She met his eyes. “I need to know.”

He was quiet for a moment. Then he reached out and took her hand, his large fingers wrapping around hers, his palm rough and warm.

“You will feel like you are breaking,” he said. “You will feel like your body cannot possibly take any more. You will feel overwhelmed and afraid and uncertain. And then you will feel yourself opening. You will feel yourself surrendering. And when it is over, you will not be the same person you were before.”

“Is that a promise or a warning?”

“Both.” His thumb traced a circle on her palm. “I have been waiting twelve years for this, Elena. Twelve years. I watched you almost die in that decompression event. I watched them drag you to the shuttle. And I knew, even then, that if I ever saw you again, I would not let you go.”

“You saved my life.”

“I saved you for this.” His voice was low, certain. “I saved you so that one day, you could choose to be mine. Ours. Forever.”

She felt tears prick at her eyes. She blinked them back. “What if I can’t do it?”

“You can.” He lifted her hand to his lips and pressed a kiss to her knuckles. “You have already done the hard part. You have already chosen. The rest is just letting yourself become what you already are.”

She leaned into him, resting her head against his shoulder. He shifted to accommodate her, wrapping his arm around her, pulling her close. His warmth surrounded her, and she felt something inside her relax.

“Hold me tonight,” she whispered.

“I will.”

He did not ask for anything else. He did not demand or take. He simply held her, his body a solid weight against hers, his breath steady in the darkness. She felt the fear pulsing beneath her skin, but she also felt something else. Peace. Anticipation. Trust.

She slept in his arms. Deep and dreamless, the first true rest she had had in days. And when she woke, the clock showed 0600 hours, and the ritual was hours away.

Marcus was already awake, watching her with those grey eyes. He touched her face, his fingers tracing the line of her jaw.

“Tonight,” he said.

“Tonight.”

She sat up, her body heavy with sleep, her mind clear for the first time in days. The fear was still there, but it no longer had power over her. She had made her choice. She had walked this path. And now, at the end of it, she was ready.

Marcus stood, adjusted his uniform, and looked down at her. His expression was serious, but there was something else in it now. Pride. Certainty. Hunger.

“Rest today,” he said. “Eat. Prepare yourself. At 1900 hours, you will go to the preparation room. Victor will be waiting. After that, you will come to me. And then —”

“Then I will be claimed.”

“Yes.” He turned toward the door, then paused, looking back at her. “Elena.”

“Yes?”

“You will be taken apart. And you will be remade. And when it is over, you will wear my collar at your throat, and you will belong to us forever.” His eyes held hers. “Are you ready for that?”

She met his gaze without flinching. “Yes.”

He nodded once. Then he was gone, the door sliding closed behind him, and Elena was alone in her quarters with the weight of what was coming.

In three days, she would be taken apart. In three days, she would be remade.

She had never been more ready for anything in her life.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN — THE OFFERING

She woke alone.

The sheets beside her were cold, the indentation where Marcus had lain already fading. Elena stared at the empty space for a long moment, feeling the weight of the day pressing against her chest. This was it. The last day before everything changed.

She lay still, listening to the station hum around her. The sound had become familiar over the past weeks — the constant vibration of life support, the soft clicks of magnetic seals, the distant thrum of the reactor. It was the sound of her new life. The sound of the place she had chosen to call home.

The viewport across the room showed Earth, blue and white and impossibly small. She had spent her entire existence on that planet. Thirtysix years of building a career, a reputation, an identity. Dr. Elena Vasquez, respected aerospace psychologist. An expert in her field. A woman who had survived a decompression event and come back stronger.

All of that felt like someone else’s memory now.

She sat up slowly, the thin blanket falling from her shoulders. Her body ached in places that had become familiar — the deep ache of training, of stretching, of being prepared for something her mind still struggled to comprehend. Three men. Inside her at once. The thought sent a shiver through her that was equal parts fear and anticipation.

But that was tomorrow. Today was something else.

She looked around Marcus’s quarters, seeing them with new eyes. The sparse furniture. The viewport that dominated one wall. The small desk with its single datapad. The man kept nothing that was not essential. He had lived on this station for years, and yet his space felt temporary, as if he were always ready to move, to act, to respond to whatever the void might throw at him.

There was no sign of where he had gone. No note, no message. He was simply gone, and she was alone with the weight of what was coming.

She rose from the bed and walked to the viewport. The cold seeped through the glass, touching her bare skin, raising gooseflesh along her arms. She pressed her palm flat against the surface, feeling the void on the other side, the endless black that stretched between the station and the world she had left behind.

“I’m still here,” she whispered. The words were for herself, for the woman she had been, for the choice she had made. “I’m still here, and I’m not going back.”

The station hummed. The Earth turned. And Elena stood naked before the void, ready to become something new.

The summons came at 0800 hours.

Victor’s voice on the comms was soft, measured. “Dr. Vasquez. Report to Medical Bay 2. Not for examination. For preparation.”

She dressed quickly — a simple undershirt and loose trousers, nothing that would constrain her, nothing that would mark her as anything other than what she was becoming. She left Marcus’s quarters and walked through the station corridors, her bare feet silent on the metal grating.

Medical Bay 2 was smaller than the primary facility, designed for specialized procedures rather than emergency care. The door slid open at her approach, and she stepped inside to find Victor waiting. He wore a clean white coat over his uniform, his pale blue eyes focused on her face.

“Close the door,” he said.

She did. The room felt different than the examination bay — warmer, softer, the harsh overhead lights dimmed to something gentler. A large tub sat in the centre of the room, filled with steaming water. Fresh towels lined a nearby shelf. The antiseptic smell was there, but beneath it, she caught something else. Something floral. Cleansing oils.

“This way,” Victor said, gesturing toward the tub. “We have several hours. I will prepare you properly.”

She approached the tub, her hands trembling slightly at her sides. Victor saw the tremor but said nothing. He simply reached out and began to undress her, his movements efficient but unhurried. The undershirt lifted over her head. The trousers slid down her legs. She stood naked before him, and his eyes moved over her with clinical appreciation.

“You have come far,” he said quietly. “Your body has adapted beautifully. Today, we ensure it is ready for tomorrow.”

He guided her into the tub. The water was hot, almost too hot, and she gasped as it closed over her skin. She sank into it, feeling the heat penetrate her muscles, easing aches she had not realised she was carrying. Victor knelt beside the tub, his sleeves rolled up, and began to wash her.

His hands moved over her shoulders, down her arms, across her back. He used a soft cloth and cleansing oil, the scent rising in the steam. He was thorough, methodical, touching every inch of her skin with the same precision he brought to his medical work. But there was something else in his touch today. Tenderness. Care.

“Turn your head,” he said. “Let me wash your hair.”

She obeyed, tilting her head back, feeling his fingers work through the dark strands. He massaged her scalp, his touch firm but gentle, and she felt herself relaxing into it. The fear that had been pulsing beneath her skin began to ease.

“Tomorrow, you become something new,” Victor said, his voice low. “Not because you are losing yourself. Because you are finally becoming who you were meant to be.”

“I don’t know if I’m ready.”

“You are.” His hands moved from her hair to her face, cupping her jaw, tilting her head to meet his eyes. “I have watched your body change over these weeks. I have watched you open and stretch and yield. But more importantly, I have watched your mind change. You are no longer the woman who arrived here. You are something else. Something stronger.”

“Stronger?”

“Surrender is not weakness, Elena. It is the opposite. It takes immense strength to let go. To trust. To give yourself completely.” His thumb traced her cheekbone. “You have that strength. I have seen it.”

She held his gaze, feeling the truth of his words settle into her. Victor had been there from the beginning. He had seen her resistance, her fear, her gradual surrender. He had prepared her body for what was coming. And now, in this moment, he was preparing her soul.

He helped her from the tub, wrapped her in warm towels, guided her to a padded table. She lay back, and he continued his work — trimming her nails, massaging her hands and feet, applying oils to her skin. He moved down her body, across her stomach, between her legs.

“Spread your knees.”

She did. He applied warm oil to her most intimate places, his fingers gentle as he worked it into her skin. The touch was not sexual. It was preparatory. Caring. He was making her ready, not just physically but emotionally.

“Marcus will give you the collar tonight,” he said, his voice soft. “Have you thought about what that means?”

“It means I belong to him. To all of you.”

“It means more than that.” He looked up, meeting her eyes. “It means you are choosing to be property. To be owned. To give up your autonomy in exchange for belonging. It is not a decision to make lightly.”

“I’m not making it lightly.”

“I know.” His expression shifted, something almost tender passing across his features. “That is why you are ready. You understand what you are giving. And you are giving it freely.”

He finished his work and helped her sit up. She felt different now. Clean. Prepared. Hollowed out in a way that felt like readiness rather than emptiness. Victor handed her a fresh set of clothes — a simple shift, soft and loose — and watched her dress.

“Rest this afternoon,” he said. “Eat something light. The Commander will summon you this evening. When he does, go to him. Accept what he offers. And know that you are ready.”

She nodded. Victor’s hand lingered on her shoulder for a moment, a brief pressure of warmth, before he stepped back.

“Tomorrow, you will be transformed,” he said. “But tonight, you will be marked. The collar comes first. The claiming follows. That is the order of things.”

She left the medical bay and walked back through the station, her body humming with the heat of the water and the oil, her mind quiet and clear. The collar came first. She would be marked before she was taken.

The thought settled into her like an anchor.

She returned to her own quarters to wait.

The room was small — a bunk, a desk, a viewport, a narrow mirror mounted above a small sink. She had barely spent time here since the training began. Most of her nights had been spent in Marcus’s quarters, in his bed, in his arms. But this afternoon, she needed to be alone.

She sat on the edge of the bunk and looked at herself in the mirror.

The woman who stared back was familiar and strange at once. The same dark brown hair, nearly black, falling past her shoulders. The same greygreen eyes, steady and watchful. The same olive skin, the same light scars on her forearms from the decompression incident so many years ago.

But something had changed.

The set of her jaw was softer. The tension in her shoulders had eased. The lines around her eyes, forged by years of academic pressure and professional ambition, had begun to smooth. She looked younger. Lighter. As if a weight she had been carrying for decades had finally begun to lift.

She stood and approached the mirror, pressing her fingertips against the glass. The woman on the other side pressed back, her expression solemn.

“Who are you?” she whispered.

The woman did not answer. She simply watched.

Elena’s hands moved to her throat, feeling the place where the collar would sit. The skin there was smooth, untouched. By tonight, there would be a thin band of black metal encircling her neck. A mark of ownership. A sign of belonging.

She closed her eyes and imagined it. The weight of it. The cool metal against her skin. The click of the lock as Marcus fastened it into place. The knowledge that she could not remove it, that she was marked, claimed, owned.

The fear flickered through her, quick and bright. But beneath it, she felt something else. Hunger. A deep, pulsing need that had been growing inside her for weeks.

She wanted it. She wanted to belong. She wanted to stop being Dr. Elena Vasquez, the woman who survived, the woman who excelled, the woman who was always in control. She wanted to be something else. Something softer. Something claimed.

She opened her eyes and met her own gaze in the mirror.

“I’m ready,” she said. The words were for herself, for the woman she had been, for the woman she was becoming. “I’m ready.”

The station hummed around her. The viewport showed the void beyond. And Elena Vasquez stood before her own reflection, waiting for the summons that would change everything.

The comms chimed at 1850 hours.

She had been sitting on her bunk, her hands folded in her lap, her eyes fixed on the viewport. The hours had crawled past, each minute stretching into an eternity. She had eaten a light meal, drunk water, tried to rest. But rest would not come. Her body was too wired, too aware of what was coming.

The chiming stopped. Then Marcus’s voice filled the room, deep and controlled.

“Dr. Vasquez. My quarters. 1900 hours.”

Not a request. Never a request. The words were a command, delivered with the same authority he used for all station operations. But beneath the command, she heard something else. Anticipation. Hunger.

She rose from the bunk. The shift Victor had given her moved against her skin, soft and light, barely there. She wore nothing beneath it. No underwear, no barriers. Just the thin fabric and her own trembling skin.

She walked through the station corridors, her bare feet silent on the metal grating. The crew members she passed did not look at her. They had learned not to look. She was no longer one of them. She was something else now. Something in between.

The door to Marcus’s quarters loomed ahead. She paused before it, her hand raised, her heart pounding against her ribs. This was it. The moment she had been moving toward since she arrived on this station. Since she had first seen Marcus Thorne across a crowded briefing room and felt something shift inside her.

She pressed the access panel. The door slid open.

And she stepped through.

He was standing at the viewport.

The same viewport where she had stood that morning, looking out at Earth, feeling the void press against the glass. Marcus had his back to her, his broad shoulders outlined by the light from outside, his hands clasped behind him. He did not turn when she entered.

She stopped just inside the door, waiting. The room was dim, lit only by the distant stars and the soft glow of the station’s emergency lighting. She could hear the hum of life support, the whisper of recycled air. And beneath it all, her own breath, quick and shallow.

“Elena.”

Her name in his voice was a caress. He turned slowly, his grey eyes finding her in the dimness. He wore his uniform undershirt, fitted across his chest, and loose trousers. His feet were bare. He looked stripped down, essential, ready.

“Come here.”

She walked toward him, her steps steady despite the trembling in her legs. She stopped an arm’s length away, and he looked down at her, his expression unreadable.

“Do you know what tonight is?”

“The night you give me the collar.”

“Yes.” He reached into his pocket and withdrew something small. Black metal glinted in the starlight — thin, elegant, curved. The collar. He held it between his hands, his fingers tracing its edges, and she saw the Kepler Industries logo on the clasp, a small mark of ownership.

“This is the last choice you will make,” he said. His voice was low, certain. “After this, you do not choose. You belong. You serve. You are ours. Forever.”

She looked at the collar in his hands. Such a small thing. A thin band of metal. And yet it carried the weight of everything she was becoming. Everything she was giving up. Everything she was gaining.

“I understand,” she said.

“Then choose.”

He extended his hands, offering the collar to her. Not forcing it. Not commanding her to accept. Giving her the choice. The final choice.

She looked at the collar. Then she looked at him.

In his grey eyes, she saw the man who had saved her life twelve years ago. The man who had watched her through the glass as he took another woman. The man who had held her through the night and told her she would be taken apart and remade. The man who had been waiting for her, patient and certain, for over a decade.

She saw all of him. And she chose.

She knelt.

Not because he commanded it. Not because she was forced. She knelt because she wanted to. Because something inside her demanded it. Because this was the gesture that felt right — her body lowering itself before him, offering everything she was.

She knelt on the cold metal floor, her knees pressed against the hard surface, her hands folded in her lap. She tilted her head back, exposing her throat, and looked up at him.

“I choose,” she said. “I choose you. All of you. Forever.”

He looked down at her for a long moment. His expression shifted, something passing across his features that she could not name. Tenderness, perhaps. Or hunger. Or the satisfaction of a long wait finally ending.

He stepped closer. His legs bracketed her kneeling form, and she felt the heat of him, the solid presence of his body surrounding her. He lowered the collar toward her throat.

“Look at me,” he said.

She did. Her greygreen eyes locked onto his grey ones, and she held his gaze as the cool metal touched her skin. She felt it settle against her throat, the thin band encircling her neck, the clasp meeting at the back.

“This marks you as mine,” he said. “As ours. You belong to Kepler Industries. You belong to this station. And you belong to me.”

He fastened the clasp.

The click of the lock was loud in the silence. A small sound, barely audible, and yet it echoed through her like a thunderclap. She was collared. She was marked. She was his.

He stepped back and looked down at her. His eyes moved from her face to the collar at her throat, and she saw satisfaction settle into his features. Pride. Possession.

“Stand,” he said.

She rose on unsteady legs. Her hand went to her throat, touching the collar for the first time. The metal was cool against her flushed skin, thin and elegant, barely there and yet impossibly heavy. She could feel the clasp at the back, the small lock that only he could open.

She was trapped. She was free.

“How does it feel?” he asked.

She traced the edges of the collar, feeling it press against her skin, feeling the weight of it settle into her bones. How did it feel? It felt like coming home. It felt like finally finding the place she had been searching for her entire life.

“Right,” she said. “It feels right.”

He reached out and touched her face, his rough fingers tracing her jaw, tilting her head up to meet his eyes. He leaned down and pressed his forehead to hers, his breath warm against her lips.

“You are mine,” he said. “Forever.”

“I know.”

He kissed her then. Not a kiss of passion, but a kiss of claiming. His lips moved over hers, soft and slow, and she felt the collar press against her throat as she leaned into him. The metal was a constant presence. A reminder. A promise.

When he pulled back, his eyes were dark with something she had not seen before. Vulnerability. The same vulnerability she felt in her own chest.

“Tomorrow, you will be taken,” he said. “Tonight, you will be held. Sleep in my arms. Wear the collar. Know what you are before you become it.”

She nodded. The collar shifted against her throat, and she felt the weight of it settle into her. She was marked. She was claimed. She was his.

And tomorrow, she would be transformed.

He led her to the bed.

The same bed where she had woken that morning, alone and afraid. But now she was not alone. Now she wore the collar at her throat, and Marcus was beside her, his body warm and solid against hers.

They lay together in the dimness, the viewport showing the stars beyond, the station humming its constant lullaby. He was on his back, and she was curled against his side, her head on his chest, her hand resting over his heart. The collar pressed against her skin with every breath.

“Why tomorrow?” she asked. “Why not tonight?”

His hand moved over her hair, stroking the dark strands away from her face. “Because you need to wear the collar first. You need to know what you are before you are taken.”

“What am I?”

“Mine.” The word was simple, certain. “You are mine. You are ours. But you need to feel it before the act confirms it. The collar marks you. The ritual transforms you. They are different things.”

She thought about that. The collar was a choice — her choice, made freely, given willingly. The ritual would be something else. An act of claiming that would reshape her body and her soul. She would be taken, filled, used by three men at once. And she would emerge on the other side as something new.

“I’m afraid,” she whispered.

“I know.”

“Is that wrong?”

“No.” His arm tightened around her. “Fear is part of it. You would not be human if you were not afraid. But the fear is not the whole of you. Beneath it, there is something else. I can feel it.”

“What?”

“Want.” He shifted, turning his head to look at her. “You want this. You want to be taken. You want to belong. The fear and the want are tangled together, and they will remain tangled until the ritual is complete. After that, you will understand why both were necessary.”

She absorbed his words in silence. The fear was there, pulsing beneath her skin. But so was the want. A deep, aching hunger that had been growing inside her since the moment she arrived. She wanted to be filled. She wanted to be claimed. She wanted to stop being the woman who controlled everything and become the woman who surrendered everything.

“Tell me about the ritual,” she said.

“What do you want to know?”

“Everything. What will happen. What I need to do. What it will feel like.”

He was quiet for a moment. Then he began to speak, his voice low and steady.

“You will come to Observation Bay 3. All three of us will be there. Victor, Jakob, and me. You will be naked, collared, prepared. There will be no preamble. No negotiation. You have already chosen. Now you will receive.”

“Receive what?”

“All of us. At once.” His hand moved to her throat, touching the collar. “I will lie on my back. You will lie on top of me, your back against my chest. I will enter you first. Then Victor will kneel between your legs and enter alongside me. Then Jakob. Three men inside you at the same time. Stretching you. Filling you. Claiming you.”

Her breath caught. She had watched Sarah do this. She had seen it with her own eyes. But hearing Marcus describe it, feeling his hand on her collar as he spoke, made it real in a new way.

“Will it hurt?”

“It will feel like breaking. But you will not break. You will open. Victor has prepared you for this. Your body knows what to do. Your mind simply needs to let go.”

“How long will it last?”

“As long as it needs to. There is no rush. No deadline. We will take you apart slowly, deliberately, and then we will put you back together.”

She shivered against him. The fear and the want tangled tighter, until she could not tell where one ended and the other began.

“And after?”

“After, we will hold you. We will clean you and care for you and remind you that you belong to us. The collar will still be at your throat. But you will be different. You will be transformed.”

She closed her eyes and let his words wash over her. Tomorrow, she would be taken apart. Tomorrow, she would be remade. But tonight, she was held. Tonight, she was safe.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

His hand stilled on her hair. “For what?”

“For waiting. Twelve years. For not giving up on me.”

He was silent for a long moment. Then he pressed a kiss to the top of her head, his lips lingering against her hair.

“I would have waited longer,” he said. “I would have waited forever.”

She did not want to sleep.

Every time she closed her eyes, she saw tomorrow. The ritual. The three men. The moment when everything would change. But Marcus held her, his body warm against hers, his breath steady, and slowly, inexorably, exhaustion claimed her.

She dreamed of nothing.

For the first time in weeks, her mind was quiet. No memories of training. No flashbacks to the viewing room. No anxieties about the future. Just darkness, and the sense of being held, and the weight of the collar at her throat.

When she woke, it was 0500 hours.

The station was quiet, the hum of life support softened to a whisper. Marcus was still asleep beside her, his arm heavy across her waist, his face relaxed in a way she rarely saw. In sleep, he looked younger. Softer. The lines of command eased, leaving behind something almost vulnerable.

She watched him for a long moment. This man had saved her life. Had waited for her. Had claimed her. And now, in a few short hours, he would claim her again, alongside two others, in a ritual that would transform her forever.

Her hand went to her collar. The metal was warm now, heated by her skin, settled into place as if it had always been there. She traced its edges, feeling the clasp, the lock, the thin band that marked her as his.

“Stop fidgeting.”

Marcus’s voice was rough with sleep. His eyes opened, grey in the dimness, and found her face. A small smile touched his lips.

“Did I wake you?”

“You were thinking too loud.” He shifted, pulling her closer. “What is it?”

“I’m just… aware of it. The collar. I can feel it every moment. Like it’s part of me now.”

“It is part of you.” His hand moved to her throat, covering the collar, pressing it gently against her skin. “It will be part of you for the rest of your life. You will wear it when you serve. You will wear it when you sleep. You will wear it when you return to Earth for rotations, hidden beneath high collars and scarves. You will never take it off.”

“I don’t want to take it off.”

“Good.” He leaned in and pressed a kiss to her forehead. “Because I have no intention of unlocking it.”

They lay in silence for a long moment. The station hummed. The stars turned. And Elena felt the weight of the future pressing against her chest.

“Marcus.”

“Yes?”

“Tonight. The ritual.” She took a breath. “I want you to know that I’m not doing this because I have to. I’m not doing it because you commanded me or because I’m afraid of what happens if I refuse. I’m doing it because I want to. Because I choose it. Because this is who I am.”

His expression shifted. Something passed through his eyes — tenderness, pride, hunger. He reached up and cupped her face, his thumb tracing her cheekbone.

“I know,” he said. “That is why you are ready. That is why you are mine. Not because I took you, but because you gave yourself.”

He kissed her. Soft at first, then deeper, his tongue sliding against hers, his hand tightening on her face. She felt the collar press against her throat as she leaned into him, felt the metal shift against her skin, and knew that she was marked. Claimed. His.

When he pulled back, his eyes were dark.

“Tonight,” he said, “you will serve all three of us. You will take all three of us inside you at once. You will be transformed. And you will belong to us forever.”

She touched the collar. The metal was warm, solid, real.

“I’m ready,” she said.

He nodded once. Then he rose from the bed, his body moving with the easy grace of a man who knew exactly what he wanted and how to take it.

“Rest today,” he said. “Eat. Prepare yourself. Victor will come for you at 1800 hours. He will take you to the preparation room. After that, you will come to me.”

“And then?”

He turned at the door, his grey eyes finding hers one last time.

“And then you will be claimed.”

He was gone. The door slid closed behind him. And Elena was alone in his quarters, wearing his collar, waiting for the transformation that would change everything.

She touched the metal at her throat. The thin band pressed against her skin, a constant presence. A promise.

The collar sat at her throat. Tomorrow, her body would be claimed.

She had never felt more whole.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN — THE ANTICIPATION

The collar was still there.

Elena woke with the weight of it against her throat, the metal warm from her skin, settled into place as if it had always belonged. She reached up and touched it before she opened her eyes, her fingers tracing the thin band, feeling the clasp at the back, the small lock that only Marcus could open.

It was not a dream. She was collared. She was marked. She was his.

She opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling of Marcus’s quarters. The viewport showed stars wheeling slowly past, the station rotating on its axis, the endless black pressing against the glass. She was alone in the bed — Marcus had gone, leaving her to wake with the weight of what she had become.

She sat up slowly, the thin blanket falling from her shoulders. The collar shifted against her throat, and she felt the movement like a physical presence. Every breath pushed the metal against her skin. Every turn of her head made it shift. It was a constant reminder. A constant presence. A constant promise.

She rose from the bed and walked to the viewport. Her naked body reflected in the glass, and she saw the collar gleaming at her throat. Such a small thing. A thin band of black metal with the Kepler Industries logo on the clasp. And yet it transformed her. She was no longer Dr. Elena Vasquez, respected scientist. She was property. Owned. Claimed.

The thought should have frightened her. Instead, it settled into her like warmth, spreading through her chest, filling the hollow spaces she had carried for so long. She belonged somewhere. She belonged to someone. She had chosen it, and the choice had set her free.

She looked at her reflection — the dark hair falling past her shoulders, the greygreen eyes steady and watchful, the olive skin marked only by the scars on her forearms and the collar at her throat. The woman who had arrived on this station weeks ago was already gone. The woman she would become was waiting on the other side of tonight.

She touched the collar one more time. Then she turned from the viewport and began to prepare for what was coming.

Victor’s summons came at 1700 hours.

“Dr. Vasquez. Report to Preparation Room 3. 1730 hours.”

She had known this was coming. Marcus had told her the schedule — Victor would prepare her, and then she would be brought to Observation Bay 3 for the ritual. But knowing it was coming and receiving the summons were different things. The reality of it settled into her stomach like a stone.

She dressed in her uniform. Not because she was required to — she would be stripped soon enough — but because she needed the ritual of it. The familiar fabric, the familiar motions. She fastened the jacket, adjusted the trousers, pulled on her boots. And then she looked at herself in the small mirror above the sink.

The collar was visible.

She had not thought to hide it. There was no point. Everyone on the station knew what she was becoming. The collar simply confirmed it. A thin band of black metal at her throat, the Kepler logo catching the light, marking her as property. As owned. As theirs.

She left her quarters and walked into the corridor.

The station was quiet at this hour — the time between shift rotations, when crew members were either resting or preparing for their next assignments. But there were still people about. She passed an engineer in the first corridor, a young man with closecropped hair who glanced at her, then looked away quickly when he saw the collar. His footsteps accelerated, and he disappeared around a corner without a word.

She continued walking.

The next encounter was a scientist — a woman Elena had spoken to once or twice in the mess hall, someone who had seemed friendly enough in the past. But today, the woman’s eyes went to the collar and stayed there. Her expression flickered — surprise, something that might have been judgement, something else Elena could not read. Then she too looked away and walked past without speaking.

The pattern repeated. A technician who had nodded to her before now stared at the floor. A medical assistant who had once smiled at her in the corridor now found something urgent to examine on a datapad. One by one, the crew members she passed made it clear that she was no longer one of them. She had crossed a line. She had become something else.

And then she saw Tanaka.

The Communications Commander stood at the junction of two corridors, her posture rigid, her dark eyes fixed on something in the distance. She wore her uniform with the same impeccable precision she had worn it for eleven years, every line crisp, every button fastened. She looked up as Elena approached.

Their eyes met.

Elena braced herself. A confrontation. An accusation. The same vitriol Tanaka had spewed in the mess hall — whore, favouritism, inappropriate relationships. She was ready for it. She had faced it before, and she would face it again.

But Tanaka said nothing.

She looked at Elena. Her eyes moved from Elena’s face to the collar at her throat, and something shifted in her expression. Not contempt. Not anger. Something closer to resignation. She held Elena’s gaze for a long moment, and then she stepped aside.

The gesture was small. Almost imperceptible. But Elena understood it immediately. Tanaka was yielding the corridor. Not because she was required to. Not because Elena outranked her. But because Elena now occupied a different space in the station hierarchy. She was not crew. She was property. And property did not require the same acknowledgements as colleagues.

Elena walked past her. The silence between them was louder than any words.

She did not look back. She did not need to. Tanaka had made her position clear, and Elena had made her choice. The disapproval of one woman could not touch her now. She was walking toward something greater than station politics. She was walking toward transformation.

The collar at her throat seemed to grow heavier with every step. Not a burden. An anchor. She was marked. She was claimed. And nothing Tanaka or anyone else could say would change that.

Preparation Room 3 was located off the main corridor, near the medical bay. It was a small space — a padded table, a sink, shelves lined with supplies, and a fulllength mirror mounted on one wall. Victor stood inside, his white coat pristine, his pale blue eyes watching her as she entered.

“Close the door,” he said.

She did. The room felt smaller with the door shut, more intimate. Victor gestured toward the padded table, and she moved to it without being asked. She had learned to anticipate his instructions, to respond before he gave voice to them.

“Undress,” he said.

She removed her uniform piece by piece, folding each item and setting it on the shelf beside the table. The jacket first, then the undershirt, then the trousers. She unclasped her boots and set them aside. Finally, she stood naked before him, the collar gleaming at her throat.

“Lie down.”

She climbed onto the table and lay back. The surface was cool against her skin, slightly padded, designed for comfort during extended procedures. Victor moved to the foot of the table, his hands already reaching for the supplies he needed.

“This is the final preparation,” he said. “I will cleanse you, apply lubricant, and stretch you one last time. After this, you will not be touched again until the ritual.”

“I understand.”

He began with a warm cloth, cleaning her thoroughly, his movements clinical and precise. He worked his way down her body — her stomach, her thighs, the junction between her legs. The touch was not sexual. It was preparatory. He was making her ready for what was to come.

“Spread your knees.”

She did. He applied warm lubricant to his fingers and began to work it into her, stretching the muscle, ensuring she was prepared. The sensation was familiar now — the pressure, the stretch, the slow opening. Her body had learned to accept it. Her mind had learned to surrender to it.

“You have progressed beautifully,” Victor said, his voice soft. “When you arrived, you were tight, resistant. Your body did not know how to open. Now it does. You have trained well.”

“Thank you.”

He withdrew his fingers and reached for a small device — a warming wand that would keep the lubricant from cooling. He inserted it carefully, and she felt the gentle heat spread through her.

“Hold this in place,” he said. “Do not let it slip. It will keep you ready.”

She reached down and held the wand, feeling its warmth inside her. Victor moved to the side of the table and looked down at her face.

“You will feel like you are breaking during the ritual,” he said. His pale blue eyes were steady on hers. “You are not breaking. You are opening. Remember that. Your body knows what to do. Your mind needs to trust it.”

“I’m afraid.”

“Good.” He reached out and touched her shoulder, a brief pressure of warmth. “Fear means you understand what is coming. It means you are taking this seriously. Do not try to eliminate the fear. Let it exist. Let it remind you that what you are doing matters.”

She nodded. Victor’s hand lingered on her shoulder for a moment longer, and then he stepped back.

“I will leave you now,” he said. “Someone will come for you when it is time. Rest. Breathe. Prepare yourself.”

He was gone before she could respond. The door slid closed behind him, and she was alone.

BEAT 4: SARAH’S WORDS

She did not know how much time passed. Minutes, maybe. Or longer. The wand hummed inside her, keeping her warm, keeping her ready. She stared at the ceiling and tried to quiet her mind.

The door opened.

She expected Marcus. Or Victor, returning for something he had forgotten. But the figure in the doorway was smaller, slighter. Dark hair cut short. Soft features. Sarah.

The younger woman stepped inside and closed the door behind her. She wore her coveralls, her collar visible at her throat — the same thin black band that Elena now wore. She crossed the room and stood beside the table, looking down at Elena with an expression that was hard to read.

“You’re afraid,” Sarah said. It was not a question.

“Yes.”

“Good.” Sarah reached out and took Elena’s hand, her small fingers warm and steady. “You should be afraid. What you’re about to do is not small. It’s not casual. It will change you.”

“I know.”

“I was afraid too.” Sarah’s voice was soft, almost gentle. “Before my own ritual. I had been training for months. I had been prepared, just like you. And I was still terrified. I didn’t know if I could do it. I didn’t know if I would survive it.”

“What happened?”

Sarah smiled. The expression transformed her face, softening her features, making her look younger. “I survived. More than that — I found peace. The fear was part of it. It had to happen. It had to move through me and come out the other side.”

Elena tightened her grip on Sarah’s hand. The warmth of her touch, the steadiness of her presence, was a lifeline. She had felt so alone in this. So isolated. But Sarah understood. Sarah had been where she was going.

“Does it hurt?” Elena asked.

“It feels like breaking,” Sarah said. “But it’s not pain, exactly. It’s intensity. Overwhelming, allconsuming intensity. Your body stretches beyond what you thought possible. Your mind screams that you cannot take any more. And then — you do. You take it. You open. And something inside you shifts.”

“How long does it last?”

“It depends. My ritual was… intense. I served them for hours. But time stops mattering after a while. You stop counting minutes. You stop thinking about anything except what is happening to your body. And then, when it’s over, you realise that you are different. Changed. Whole in a way you weren’t before.”

Elena absorbed the words in silence. The fear was still there, pulsing beneath her skin. But Sarah’s presence made it more manageable. Less overwhelming.

“I watched you,” Elena said quietly. “In the viewing room. I watched you serve all three of them.”

“I know. Marcus wanted you to see. He wanted you to understand what you were choosing.”

“I was jealous. Or I thought I was. But Sarah said it wasn’t jealousy. It was hunger.”

“She was right.” Sarah squeezed her hand. “You saw what you could become. And you wanted it. That’s not jealousy. That’s recognition. You recognised yourself in what I was doing. You recognised the hunger in yourself.”

Elena felt tears prick at her eyes. She blinked them back, unwilling to show the depth of her emotion. But the truth of Sarah’s words landed somewhere deep inside her.

“Let the fear come,” Sarah said softly. “Let it pass through you. What’s on the other side is peace. I promise you. I’ve been there.”

“How do you know it will be the same for me?”

“Because you chose this.” Sarah’s eyes held hers. “You didn’t stumble into it. You didn’t get forced into it. You made a deliberate, conscious choice to belong to them. That choice is what will carry you through. When the fear gets too loud, remember that you chose this. Remember that you wanted it. And remember that what’s waiting on the other side is worth every moment of terror.”

Elena nodded. The tears were closer now, pressing against the backs of her eyes. She let them come. A single tear slid down her temple, disappearing into her hairline.

Sarah leaned down and pressed a kiss to Elena’s forehead. The gesture was gentle, sisterly, a benediction.

“You’re going to be magnificent,” she whispered. “I’ll see you on the other side.”

She straightened and walked to the door. Before she left, she turned back one last time.

“One more thing,” she said. “The collar you’re wearing — it’s not a shackle. It’s a home. Remember that. You’re not losing yourself tonight. You’re finding where you belong.”

Then she was gone. The door slid closed. And Elena was alone again, with the warmth inside her and the collar at her throat and the fear moving through her toward something else.

The room was silent.

Elena lay on the padded table, her hand still holding the warming wand in place, her eyes fixed on the ceiling. The station hummed around her, a constant low vibration that she had stopped hearing consciously. It was simply there, the pulse of the place she now called home.

She had been left alone before. During training sessions, Victor had sometimes stepped away to retrieve supplies or check readings. She had learned to be still, to wait, to let the time pass without fighting it. But this was different. This waiting had weight. This waiting was the threshold.

She thought about the day she had arrived on Kepler Station. The shuttle docking, the airlock cycling, the first breath of recycled station air. She had been Dr. Elena Vasquez then — respected psychologist, expert in aerospace human factors, a woman with a reputation and a career and a carefully constructed identity.

She had not known what was waiting for her. She had not known that Marcus Thorne, the man who had saved her life twelve years ago, had selected her deliberately. She had not known about the training, the examinations, the gradual stripping away of everything she thought she was.

And she had not known that at the end of it, she would find something she had been searching for her entire life.

She turned her head and looked at the fulllength mirror mounted on the wall. Her reflection stared back — naked, collared, legs spread, hand between her thighs holding the wand in place. The woman in the mirror was not Dr. Elena Vasquez. That woman was gone. In her place was something else. Something waiting to be fully born.

She studied her own body in the glass. The olive skin, flushed slightly from the warmth inside her. The dark hair, spread across the padded table. The collar at her throat, black metal catching the light. The scars on her forearms, remnants of a life that felt increasingly distant.

And between her legs, the wand, keeping her ready for what was to come.

She thought about what Marcus had described. Lying on top of him, his body beneath hers. Victor kneeling between her legs, entering alongside Marcus. Jakob pressing in as well, completing the claiming. Three men inside her at once. Three.

The fear flickered through her, bright and sharp. She did not push it away. She let it come, let it move through her, let it remind her that what she was about to do was not small. It was not casual. It would change her forever.

But beneath the fear, she felt something else. Hunger. A deep, aching need that had been growing inside her since she first understood what the training was preparing her for. She wanted to be filled. She wanted to be claimed. She wanted to stop being the woman who held herself apart and become the woman who surrendered completely.

She closed her eyes and waited.

Time passed. She did not know how much. The wand hummed inside her, a constant gentle warmth. The station hummed around her, a constant gentle vibration. And she lay there, suspended between what she had been and what she would become, letting the fear and the hunger and the anticipation wash through her.

She was ready. She had been ready for longer than she knew. And now, finally, the moment was approaching.

The door opened.

Elena turned her head and saw Marcus standing in the threshold. He was shirtless, his broad chest bare, his uniform trousers low on his hips. His dark hair was slightly disheveled, and his grey eyes found her immediately, tracking over her naked body with an intensity that made her breath catch.

He did not speak. He simply watched her for a long moment, his gaze moving from her face to the collar at her throat to the wand between her legs. She felt the weight of his attention like a physical touch, claiming her even before the ritual began.

“Remove it,” he said.

She understood. She withdrew the warming wand, feeling the absence as it left her body. She was empty now, but not for long. Soon, she would be filled in a way she had never been filled before.

Marcus extended his hand.

“Come,” he said.

She sat up slowly, her body trembling slightly, and slid off the table. Her bare feet touched the cold floor, and she felt the chill rise through her. But Marcus’s hand was warm, steady, an anchor in the sea of her fear.

She took his hand.

His fingers closed around hers, rough and strong, and he pulled her toward him. For a moment, she was pressed against his bare chest, her face tilted up, his eyes boring into hers.

“You look beautiful,” he said. “The collar suits you.”

“Thank you.”

“Are you ready?”

The question was not a formality. He was asking for real. He was giving her one last chance to change her mind, to walk away, to return to the woman she had been. But Elena knew that woman no longer existed. There was only this moment, and the choice she had already made.

“I’m ready.”

He nodded once. Then he turned, still holding her hand, and led her toward the door.

The corridor stretched before her.

Elena walked beside Marcus, her hand in his, her body naked except for the collar at her throat. The station was quiet at this hour — the night shift had begun, and most of the crew were either at their posts or in their quarters. But the station was never completely empty.

They passed a viewport, and she saw Earth below, blue and white and impossibly small. The sight should have filled her with longing. Instead, she felt only distance. That world belonged to someone else. Her world was here, on this station, in the space between her fear and her hunger.

They passed a junction, and she heard voices — two crew members speaking softly somewhere around the corner. The voices stopped as they approached. The crew members emerged, saw Marcus leading a naked, collared woman through the corridor, and immediately found somewhere else to look.

Elena did not slow down. She did not try to cover herself. She walked with purpose, her chin lifted, her eyes forward. She was not ashamed of what she was becoming. She was not ashamed of the collar at her throat or the emptiness between her legs that would soon be filled.

Marcus’s hand was steady in hers, his pace measured. He was not rushing. He was not hesitating. He was simply walking, leading her toward the moment that would change everything.

The corridor turned, and they emerged into a wider passage. The observation bays were located in this section of the station, their doors marked with numbers and access panels. Elena had been in Observation Bay 3 once before — the viewing room, with its oneway glass, where she had watched Sarah serve all three men.

But tonight, she would not be watching. Tonight, she would be the one in the chamber.

They passed Bay 1. Bay 2. And then, ahead, she saw it.

Observation Bay 3.

The door was closed. She could hear nothing from inside — no voices, no movement, nothing. The station hummed its constant lullaby, and the void pressed against the viewports, and Elena stood before the door that led to her transformation.

Marcus stopped. He turned to face her, his grey eyes finding hers in the dimness.

“After tonight,” he said, “you are ours. Forever. No going back.”

She met his gaze without flinching. “I don’t want to go back.”

Something shifted in his expression. Tenderness, perhaps. Or pride. He reached out and touched the collar at her throat, his fingers tracing the thin band of black metal.

“This marks you as mine,” he said. “Tonight confirms it. When we are finished with you, you will be transformed. You will belong to all three of us. Completely. Permanently. Do you understand?”

“I understand.”

“And you still choose it?”

“I choose it.”

He held her gaze for a long moment. Then he nodded, satisfaction settling into his features.

“Then let us begin.”

He turned to the door. His hand found the access panel, and he pressed his palm against the sensor. The panel beeped softly. The door slid open.

And Elena saw what was waiting for her inside.

The chamber was dim.

Soft lighting emanated from panels along the walls, casting everything in a warm glow. A viewport dominated one side, showing Earth far below, stars wheeling past as the station rotated. In the centre of the room was a padded platform, low and wide, covered in dark fabric.

Victor stood to one side, his pale blue eyes watching her. He had removed his white coat and stood in his uniform undershirt, his arms at his sides, his expression calm. He was ready.

Jakob stood on the other side, his dense muscle visible even in the dim light, his dark eyes fixed on her face. He wore nothing but loose trousers, and she saw the tension in his shoulders, the hunger in his expression. He was ready too.

And Marcus stood beside her, his hand still holding hers, his presence a solid weight at her side.

Three men. All of them waiting for her. All of them ready to claim her.

She stood in the doorway, naked except for the collar, her body trembling slightly, her heart pounding against her ribs. The fear was still there, bright and sharp. But beneath it, she felt the hunger rising, a deep, aching need that had been building for weeks.

She looked at Marcus. His grey eyes met hers, and she saw everything in them — the waiting, the wanting, the twelve years of longing that had led to this moment.

“I’m ready,” she said.

He released her hand. Then he placed his palm on the small of her back and guided her forward, into the chamber, toward the padded platform where she would be taken apart and remade.

The door slid closed behind her.

The three men waited inside.

She stepped through, and her old life ended.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN — THE RITUAL

The door slid closed behind her, and the sound was final.

Elena stood in the threshold of Observation Bay 3, her bare feet on the cool metal floor, her body naked except for the collar at her throat. The chamber stretched before her, larger than she remembered from the viewing room, the dimensions somehow different when seen from inside rather than through oneway glass. Soft light emanated from panels along the walls, casting everything in a warm amber glow that contrasted with the cold precision of the rest of the station. The air was slightly cool against her skin, raising gooseflesh along her arms and the tops of her thighs, a sensation that sharpened her awareness of her own nakedness.

She stood very still, letting her eyes adjust, letting the reality of the space settle into her bones.

The viewport dominated one wall — a massive expanse of reinforced glass that looked out over the station’s lower quadrant and beyond, into the void. Earth hung there, blue and white and impossibly distant, a marble suspended in endless black. Stars wheeled slowly past as the station rotated on its axis, their light cold and ancient and indifferent to what was about to happen in this chamber. The void pressed against the glass, vast and silent, a reminder of how far she was from everything she had once known.

In the centre of the room stood the platform.

It was low and wide, perhaps two metres in length, covered in dark fabric that looked almost black in the dim lighting. The padding was substantial, designed to support bodies in motion, bodies pressed together, bodies straining and surrendering. She had watched Sarah on a platform like this, seen the way the dark fabric had contrasted with her pale skin, the way it had absorbed the evidence of what was done to her. Now Elena would lie on that same surface. Now she would be the one contrast against the dark.

And the three men waited.

She forced herself to look at each of them in turn, to take in the reality of what she had chosen, to let the weight of their presence settle into her. They stood at points around the platform, arranged not by design but by instinct, each occupying his own space, each watching her with eyes that held different hungers.

Marcus stood to her left, closest to the viewport. He had removed his uniform trousers at some point after bringing her here, and now he wore nothing at all. His body was broad and solid, the muscles of his chest and shoulders defined by years of military discipline, the silver at his temples catching the light from the viewport. A thin scar ran through his left eyebrow, a relic of some longago conflict, and his grey eyes were fixed on her face with an intensity that made her breath catch. He was already hard, his erection rising from a nest of dark hair, and he made no effort to hide it. He was not a man who concealed his hunger. He was a man who had waited twelve years for this moment, and he intended to savour every part of it.

Victor stood to her right, near the wall of light panels. He had removed his undershirt, and his lean torso was visible in the warm glow — not heavily muscled like Marcus or Jakob, but wiry and defined, the body of a man who maintained himself with precision rather than power. His pale blue eyes watched her with the same clinical attention he had shown throughout her training, but something else flickered beneath the surface now. Tenderness, perhaps. Or anticipation. His hands hung at his sides, longfingered and elegant, the hands that had prepared her body for this moment, and she remembered the way those hands had felt inside her, stretching her, opening her, making her ready. He was not hard yet, but she saw the beginning of arousal, the stirring of response as he looked at her.

Jakob stood at the foot of the platform, between her and the door. He wore loose trousers that hung low on his hips, and nothing else. His body was dense with muscle, broader than Marcus, thicker through the shoulders and chest, the physique of a man who had spent years in physical labour before rising to authority. Dark hair covered his forearms and the centre of his chest, and a faint scar ran along his left side, disappearing beneath the waistband of his trousers. His dark brown eyes were fixed on her, and his expression was the hardest to read — intensity and hunger and something that might have been challenge, as if he was daring her to take what he was about to give. He was already hard, his erection straining against the thin fabric of his trousers, and he made no move to conceal it. He was not a man who waited patiently. He was a man who took.

She looked at each of them in turn, and she felt the collar at her throat pressing against her skin, the thin band of black metal that marked her as theirs. The weight of it had become familiar over the past hours, but here, in this chamber, with the three men watching her, it felt heavier. More significant. A constant reminder of what she was, what she was about to become.

The station hummed around her, the endless vibration of life support and magnetic fields and circulating air. The sound had become so familiar that she no longer heard it consciously, but here, in the silence of the chamber, it rose to the surface of her awareness. A low, constant pulse, like the heartbeat of the void itself. Beneath it, she could hear her own breath, quick and shallow, and beneath that, the pounding of her heart against her ribs.

She was afraid. She could admit that now, here, in this moment before everything changed. She was afraid of the pain, the intensity, the impossibility of what she was about to do. Three men inside her at once. Three. Her body had been trained, stretched, prepared, but the reality of it still defied belief. She had watched Sarah do it. She had seen it with her own eyes. But seeing and doing were different things, and she could not quite believe that her body was capable of what was being asked of it.

But beneath the fear, she felt something else. Something deeper. Something that had been growing inside her since the moment she first understood what the training was preparing her for.

Hunger.

A deep, aching need that pulsed in her core, that made her thighs tremble, that made her breath catch not just with fear but with anticipation. She wanted this. She wanted to be filled. She wanted to be claimed. She wanted to stop being the woman who held herself apart, who controlled everything, who survived on will and intellect and carefully constructed walls. She wanted to be taken apart. She wanted to be remade.

She stood in the threshold, naked and collared, the three men watching her, the void pressing against the viewport, and she made herself breathe. In and out. In and out. The fear and the hunger tangled together inside her, two snakes winding around each other, impossible to separate, impossible to ignore.

She did not try to speak. There were no words for this moment. No words that could capture what she was feeling, what she was about to do. She simply stood there, letting them look at her, letting them see what they were about to claim.

Her skin was flushed from the corridor walk, from the warmth of the preparation room, from the heat of her own arousal. Her dark hair fell loose past her shoulders, slightly tangled from lying on the padded table, and she could feel it brushing against the collar at her throat, a soft contrast to the hard metal. Her greygreen eyes moved between the three men, meeting each of their gazes in turn, holding each for a moment before moving to the next.

Marcus. Victor. Jakob.

Three men. Three hungers. Three cocks that would soon be inside her.

The thought sent a shiver through her that was visible — she felt her shoulders shake, felt the tremor run down her spine, felt her thighs clench together involuntarily. She was wet. She had been wet since the preparation room, since Victor’s fingers inside her, since Sarah’s words about fear and peace. Now the wetness was a constant presence, a warmth between her legs that spoke of her body’s readiness even as her mind reeled.

No one spoke. The silence stretched, heavy and charged, filled with everything that could not be said. The three men watched her, and she watched them back, and the chamber hummed with the station’s endless pulse.

Then Marcus moved.

He stepped forward, his bare feet silent on the metal floor, his grey eyes never leaving her face. He crossed the distance between them in three strides, and then he was standing before her, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his skin, close enough that she could see the fine lines at the corners of his eyes, the silver threads in his dark hair.

He did not touch her. Not yet. He simply stood there, looming over her, his presence a wall of warmth and hunger and possession.

“You have chosen this,” he said.

His voice was deep and low, barely above a murmur, but it filled the chamber. The words were not a question. They were a statement. A confirmation. A reminder of what she had already decided.

She nodded. She could not trust her voice.

“You will serve,” he continued. “You will belong. You will be taken. You will be remade.”

Each phrase landed like a bell, resonating through her body, settling into her bones. She felt the truth of them, the weight of them, the inevitability of them. She had chosen this. She was here, in this chamber, naked and collared, because she had chosen it. And now she would receive what she had chosen.

Marcus extended his hand. His palm was rough, calloused, the hand of a man who had spent years in command, who had held weapons and tools and the controls of spacecraft. The hand that had saved her life twelve years ago. The hand that had fastened the collar around her throat.

“Come,” he said.

She looked at his hand. Then she looked at his face, those grey eyes that had watched her through the glass as he took another woman, that had held her through the night and promised her transformation.

She placed her hand in his.

His fingers closed around hers, warm and strong and certain. He drew her forward, into the chamber, toward the platform where she would be taken apart and remade. She followed, her legs trembling, her breath shallow, her body thrumming with fear and hunger and the terrible, wonderful certainty of what was about to happen.

The three men waited around the platform. The void pressed against the viewport. The station hummed its endless song. And Elena Vasquez, collared and claimed and ready, stepped forward to meet her transformation.

She nodded.

The gesture was small, almost imperceptible, but it carried the weight of everything she was and everything she was about to become. She had spoken so many words over the past weeks — words of resistance, words of acceptance, words of fear and hunger and surrender. But here, in this moment, words failed her. There was nothing left to say. Only the choice, already made, and the nod that confirmed it.

Marcus held her gaze for a long moment. His grey eyes searched hers, looking for hesitation, for doubt, for any trace of the woman who might still want to turn back. She let him look. She had nothing to hide. The fear was still there, pulsing beneath her ribs, but it no longer had power over her. It had been eclipsed by something larger. Something that had been growing inside her since the moment she first understood what the training was preparing her for.

She was beyond words now. Beyond negotiation. Beyond the careful constructions of language that had defined her entire professional life. Dr. Elena Vasquez, respected psychologist, expert in human factors, a woman who had built her career on communication and understanding — that woman had no place here. Here, there was only the body. Only the hunger. Only the desperate, clawing need to be filled, to be claimed, to stop being the woman who held herself together and become the woman who fell apart in their hands.

Marcus saw whatever he was looking for in her eyes. His expression shifted, satisfaction settling into the lines of his face, and his grip on her hand tightened briefly.

“Then let us begin,” he said.

He turned, drawing her with him, and she found herself moving toward the platform. Her legs felt strange beneath her — not quite steady, not quite weak, something in between that made each step feel deliberate and precarious at the same time. The cool metal floor gave way to the padded surface of the platform’s edge, and she looked down at the dark fabric, the same fabric she had watched Sarah writhe upon, the same fabric that would soon bear the evidence of what was done to her.

Victor and Jakob watched from their positions around the platform. She was aware of them peripherally, their eyes tracking her movement, their bodies tense with anticipation. Victor’s pale blue gaze was steady, clinical, but she saw the hunger beneath it now, the tenderness cracking through the professional exterior. Jakob’s dark brown eyes were harder, more intense, his arousal visible against the thin fabric of his trousers, his body coiled like a spring waiting to release.

But it was Marcus who commanded her attention. Marcus who stood before her, between her and the platform, his broad body blocking out the viewport, the void, everything except his face and his eyes and the hunger that burned there.

“You understand what will happen,” he said. It was not a question.

She nodded again.

“Tell me.”

The command was soft, almost gentle, but it brooked no refusal. He wanted to hear her say it. He wanted the words spoken aloud, a final acknowledgment before the act began.

She swallowed. Her throat was dry, her voice hoarse when it came.

“Three,” she said. The word was barely a whisper. “All three of you. Inside me. At the same time.”

“Yes.” His eyes never left hers. “And do you understand what that means? What your body must do?”

“I must open.”

“More than open.” He stepped closer, his bare chest inches from her flushed skin, his breath warm against her face. “You must surrender. Completely. Your body will scream that it cannot take more. Your mind will beg you to stop. And you must choose — again and again — to let go. To receive. To be taken.”

“I understand.”

“Do you?” His hand came up, his fingers brushing the collar at her throat, tracing the thin band of black metal. “This marks you as mine. As ours. But the collar is just a symbol. What happens on this platform — that is the reality. You will be transformed. You will be remade. You will carry all three of us inside you, and when it is over, you will belong to us in a way that goes deeper than any collar.”

She felt the words land inside her, settling into her bones, becoming part of her. The collar at her throat was a symbol, yes — but it was also a promise. A home. She had chosen to wear it. She had chosen to come here. And now she would choose, with every breath, to let go.

“I’m ready,” she said.

Marcus studied her face for one more moment. Then he nodded, a single dip of his chin, and released her hand.

He turned to the platform and lay down.

She watched him settle onto the dark fabric, his broad back against the padding, his head toward the viewport, his feet toward the door. His body was relaxed, powerful, his erection lying thick against his stomach, rising slightly with each breath. He shifted, getting comfortable, and then he turned his head to look at her.

His grey eyes found hers across the small distance between them. He extended his hand toward her, palm up, fingers slightly curled.

“Come,” he said. “Climb onto me. Let me inside you first. Let me be your anchor.”

She looked at his hand. Then she looked at his body, spread before her, waiting for her. Then she looked at Victor and Jakob, still watching from their positions around the platform, their eyes tracking her every movement.

The moment stretched. The station hummed. The void pressed against the viewport, vast and silent and indifferent to the transformation about to occur in this small chamber.

Elena took a breath. Then she stepped onto the platform.

The platform yielded slightly beneath her feet.

Elena climbed onto the padded surface, feeling the dark fabric press against her knees as she crawled toward Marcus. The material was soft, almost velvety, designed to cushion and support, and it made no sound as she moved across it. The chamber seemed quieter here, the hum of the station muffled by the padding, as if the platform existed in its own bubble of silence and anticipation.

Marcus watched her approach. He lay on his back, his head toward the viewport, his body spread before her like an offering — or a claim. His broad chest rose and fell with steady breaths, the muscles of his abdomen flexing slightly with each exhale. His erection lay thick against his stomach, dark hair curling at its base, the shaft flushed and heavy with arousal. He made no move to touch himself, no move to rush her. He simply watched, his grey eyes tracking her movement across the platform, his expression patient and hungry and immeasurably tender.

She reached him and paused, kneeling beside his hips, her thighs pressing against his side. From this angle, she could see the full breadth of his body — the width of his shoulders, the definition of his chest, the silver at his temples catching the light from the viewport. He was older than her by more than a decade, and his body showed the marks of a life lived in space and conflict, but he was beautiful to her in this moment. Beautiful and terrifying and hers.

“Straddle me,” he said. His voice was low, controlled, a command delivered without force. “Face up. Your back against my chest.”

She understood the position. She had watched Sarah do this — had watched her lower herself onto Marcus, had watched her lean back against his chest, had watched her spread her legs for the others to approach. The memory flashed through her, vivid and immediate, and she felt the heat of it between her own thighs.

She shifted, swinging one leg over his hips. The movement brought her centre directly over him, and she felt the heat of his erection pressing against her inner thigh, the length of him hard and ready. She hovered there for a moment, her weight on her knees, her hands braced against his chest, looking down at his face.

His hands came up to rest on her hips. His palms were rough against her skin, warm and steady, and she felt the strength in his grip, the restraint. He could pull her down onto him. He could take what he wanted. But he waited. He let her move at her own pace. He let her choose.

“You’re trembling,” he said.

“I know.”

“Are you afraid?”

“Yes.” She did not try to deny it. “And no.”

“Good.” His thumbs traced circles on her hip bones. “The fear will serve you. It will remind you that what you are doing matters. But do not let it stop you. Let it move through you. Let it become part of the surrender.”

She nodded. Her breath was shallow, her heart racing, but beneath the fear, the hunger pulsed steadily. She wanted this. She wanted him inside her. She wanted to feel the familiar fullness before the impossible stretch, the anchor before the storm.

She reached down between them. Her hand found him — hot, hard, silk over steel — and she positioned him at her entrance. The contact made her gasp, a small sound that escaped before she could stop it. She was wet, obscenely wet, her body ready even as her mind continued to reel.

“Slowly,” Marcus said. “Take your time. Feel every part of it.”

She began to lower herself.

The first inch was always the hardest. The blunt pressure of him against her entrance, the stretch as her body began to open. She breathed through it, the way Victor had taught her, letting her muscles relax, letting her tissue yield. She felt herself spreading around him, the sensation sharp and intimate and overwhelming.

“There,” Marcus murmured. “That’s it. Let me in.”

She sank deeper. The stretch intensified, bordering on burn, and she felt her inner walls gripping him, adjusting to the size of him. He was thick — thicker than the training toys, thicker than anything she had taken before — and her body protested even as it welcomed. The dual sensation was maddening, pleasure and pain tangled together, impossible to separate.

She thought, briefly, of the woman she had been before arriving on this station. Dr. Elena Vasquez, who controlled every aspect of her environment, who built walls around her vulnerabilities, who survived through intellect and will. That woman would never have believed she could be here, straddling a man she barely knew, lowering herself onto his cock with three other men watching. That woman would have been appalled. Terrified. Ashamed.

But that woman was gone. Or perhaps she had never really existed — perhaps she had always been a construct, a carefully assembled identity designed to protect the soft, hungry thing at her core. The thing that wanted to be held. To be filled. To belong.

She sank deeper still. The stretch became a burn, the burn became a fullness, and she felt him pressing against the deepest part of her, claiming territory no one had ever reached. Her thighs trembled with the effort of holding her weight, of controlling her descent. Sweat began to form at her temples, at the small of her back, between her breasts. The chamber felt warmer now, the air thick with the scent of arousal and anticipation.

“More,” Marcus said. “Take all of me.”

She bit her lip and let her weight settle. He slid deeper, inch by inch, filling her, stretching her, claiming the space inside her that had been empty for so long. She felt every millimetre of him, every ridge and vein, the way her body reshaped itself around his intrusion. The burn faded slowly, replaced by a different sensation — fullness, completeness, the profound rightness of being filled.

Finally, her hips met his. She had taken all of him. He was fully inside her, thick and deep, her body wrapped around him like a glove. She sat there for a moment, trembling, adjusting, letting her body learn the shape of him.

Her mind went quiet. For the first time in weeks — perhaps for the first time in years — the constant chatter of her thoughts fell silent. There was no analysis, no planning, no careful consideration of consequences. There was only sensation. Only the thick, pulsing reality of him inside her. Only the heat of his hands on her hips, the rise and fall of his chest beneath her palms, the sound of his breath coming faster now.

This was what she had been searching for, she realised. This silence. This surrender. Not the absence of thought, but the absence of the need to think. She had spent her entire life in her head, parsing data, managing perceptions, controlling outcomes. And now, here, impaled on a man she had chosen to belong to, she was finally out of her head. Finally in her body. Finally present.

“Good,” Marcus said. His voice was rough now, his control slipping. “You feel incredible. Hot. Tight. Perfect.”

She did not respond. She could not. She was too focused on the sensation, the overwhelming reality of him inside her. Her hands pressed against his chest, feeling his heartbeat beneath her palms, rapid and strong. Her thighs gripped his hips. Her inner walls pulsed around him, involuntary contractions that made them both gasp.

“Now,” Marcus said, “lean back. Let me hold you.”

She understood. Slowly, carefully, she lowered her back toward his chest. The movement shifted him inside her, pressing against new places, sending sparks of sensation through her core. She heard herself make a sound — something between a gasp and a moan — and felt Marcus’s chest vibrate with a low chuckle against her shoulder blades.

His arms came around her, one hand settling on her hip, the other splaying across her stomach. She felt his chest hair against her back, the warmth of his skin against hers, his breath stirring the hair at her temple. Her head found the hollow of his shoulder, and she let it rest there, let her weight fall against him, let him support her completely.

She was facing up now, toward the ceiling, toward the viewport beyond. The stars wheeled slowly overhead, ancient light from distant suns, indifferent to what was happening in this small chamber. Earth hung in the corner of the viewport, blue and white and impossibly far away. She stared at it for a moment, that world she had left behind, that life that was no longer hers.

The collar at her throat pressed against her skin as she leaned back, a constant reminder of what she was. Marked. Claimed. Owned. The metal had warmed to her body temperature, but she could still feel it, still feel the weight of it, the way it sat against her throat with every breath. It had become part of her now. She could not imagine her neck without it.

Then Marcus shifted beneath her, his hips tilting, and she felt him move inside her.

She gasped. The sensation was different from this angle — deeper, fuller, his cock pressing against places she had not known existed. Her body clenched around him involuntarily, and he groaned against her ear, a low rumble of pleasure that vibrated through her chest.

“Feel that?” he murmured. “Feel how deep I am? How completely you’ve taken me?”

“Yes.” The word came out breathless, hungry.

“This is just the beginning.” His hand moved from her stomach to her thigh, his fingers pressing into the soft flesh, spreading her wider. “I am your anchor. I will hold you through what comes next. But you must let them in. You must open further than you have ever opened before.”

She nodded against his shoulder. Her legs fell open wider, her thighs spreading across his, her centre exposed and vulnerable and waiting. She was impaled on him, filled by him, and yet she was still empty. There was more to take. There was more to give.

The vulnerability of the position hit her then. She was completely exposed, her body spread open, her most intimate places on display. Victor and Jakob could see everything — could see where Marcus’s cock disappeared inside her, could see the wetness glistening on her thighs, could see the way her body stretched to accommodate him. The thought should have made her feel ashamed. Instead, it sent a bolt of heat through her core, a pulse of arousal so strong it made her dizzy.

She was a woman on display. A body being prepared. A vessel waiting to be filled.

And she wanted it. God help her, she wanted it.

She turned her head slightly, looking toward the edge of the platform. Victor stood there, his pale blue eyes fixed on her, his wiry body tense with anticipation. He had removed his trousers at some point, and his erection stood hard and flushed against his stomach. He met her gaze, and she saw the tenderness beneath the hunger, the professional pride in what he had prepared her for.

Jakob stood at the foot of the platform, his dark brown eyes intense, his muscles coiled with barely contained need. He had pushed his trousers down his hips, freeing his erection, and it jutted from his body, thick and angry and demanding. He did not speak. He simply watched, his breath coming hard, his hands clenching at his sides.

Three men. One inside her, two waiting. The collar at her throat. The void beyond the viewport. The station humming its endless song.

“Ready?” Marcus asked, his lips against her ear.

She thought about the question. Was she ready? Her body was stretched, filled, trembling on the edge of something she could not name. Her mind was quiet, emptied of everything except sensation and hunger and the desperate need to be taken further. Her heart pounded against her ribs, fear and anticipation woven so tightly together that she could not tell where one ended and the other began.

She was not ready. She would never be ready. But she was here, and she was willing, and that was enough.

“Yes,” she said. “I’m ready.”

Marcus’s hand tightened on her thigh, spreading her wider. He looked past her, toward the edge of the platform, and gave a single nod.

Victor moved toward her.

Victor approached the platform with the measured precision that defined everything he did.

Elena watched him from her position against Marcus’s chest, her head turned, her eyes tracking his movement. His wiry body seemed different now — not the clinical figure who had examined her countless times, not the professional who had prepared her with detached efficiency. There was hunger in his step, anticipation in the set of his shoulders, a tenderness in his pale blue eyes that cracked through the careful mask he had maintained for weeks.

He knelt between her spread legs.

The movement brought his face level with her centre, and she felt his breath against her inner thighs, warm and intimate. She was obscenely exposed — her legs splayed wide across Marcus’s hips, her back pressed against Marcus’s chest, her body impaled on one cock and waiting for another. Victor could see everything. The place where Marcus disappeared inside her. The wetness that glistened on her skin. The swollen flesh that stretched to accommodate what she had already taken.

She felt the heat of his gaze like a physical touch. A fresh wave of wetness surged between her thighs, and she heard Marcus groan softly against her ear as her body clenched around him in response.

“Look at you,” Victor said quietly. His voice was soft, almost reverent. “You have no idea how beautiful you are like this. Open. Ready. Waiting.”

He reached out and placed his hands on her inner thighs, spreading her wider. His fingers were warm against her skin, clinical in their precision but tender in their touch. He leaned forward and examined the place where Marcus was inside her, his breath ghosting over her sensitive flesh, making her shiver.

“I am going to apply more lubricant,” he said. “Tell me if it is too cold.”

She nodded, not trusting her voice. A moment later, she felt the slick warmth of the gel against her entrance — not cold at all, but heated, prepared. His fingers worked it into the tissue around Marcus’s cock, stretching the alreadystretched skin, preparing her for what was to come. The sensation was strange, overwhelming, and she felt her body responding despite her fear — clenching, releasing, opening.

“You were made for this,” Victor murmured. His pale blue eyes lifted to meet hers. “I have spent weeks preparing you. I know exactly what your body can take. And I am telling you — you can take this. You can take all of it. But you must trust me. You must let go.”

“I’m trying.”

“I know.” His fingers withdrew, and she heard him slicking lubricant over himself, preparing his own body for the intrusion. “I am going to position myself at your entrance now. I will not push in immediately. I will let you feel the pressure first. Let your body begin to open before I move.”

She felt him then — the blunt heat of him pressing against her entrance, alongside Marcus. The sensation was impossible. She was already stretched to accommodate one thick cock; the idea that she could take another seemed to defy anatomy. Her body screamed that there was no room, that she could not possibly open further, that this was madness.

But Victor held there, pressing gently, not forcing, waiting. His eyes stayed locked on hers, and she saw the tenderness in them, the patience, the absolute faith that she could do this.

“Breathe,” he said. “Let your body feel the pressure. Let it begin to yield.”

She forced herself to breathe. In through her nose, out through her mouth, the rhythm she had learned during training. The pressure against her entrance was constant, demanding, and she felt her body beginning to respond — not opening yet, but softening, the resistance easing slightly.

“I’m going to push now,” Victor said. “Just the tip. Just the beginning. Breathe through it.”

He pressed forward.

The stretch hit her like a wave.

It was not like anything she had felt before. Not the familiar stretch of a single cock, not the gradual opening she had experienced during training. This was something else entirely — an intensity that bordered on pain, a sensation of her body being pushed past every limit she had believed immutable. She heard herself gasp, a sharp sound torn from her throat, and her hands flew to Marcus’s forearms, gripping hard.

“Easy,” Marcus murmured against her ear. “I’ve got you. I’m right here. Breathe.”

She tried to breathe, but the stretch was overwhelming. She could feel her body resisting, could feel the tissue straining, could feel the impossible pressure of a second cock forcing its way into space that did not exist. Panic fluttered in her chest — the fear that this would not work, that she would fail, that her body would tear rather than yield.

Victor held still. Just the tip of him inside her, barely an inch, but even that small intrusion felt enormous. He watched her face with clinical attention, reading every flicker of expression, every tensing of muscle.

“There,” he said softly. “You have taken the first part. You are doing it, Elena. Your body is opening. I can feel it.”

She focused on the sensation, trying to separate the fear from the physical reality. The stretch was intense, yes. Bordering on pain. But beneath it, she could feel something else — a yielding, a softening, her body adapting to the impossible demand. Victor had prepared her for this. He had spent weeks stretching her, training her, teaching her muscles to relax and open. And now, in this moment, that preparation was bearing fruit.

“More,” Victor said. “I am going to push deeper now. Stay with me. Breathe.”

He pressed forward.

The stretch intensified, and she heard herself make a sound — something between a whimper and a moan, raw and uncontrolled. Her body was opening, but slowly, reluctantly, every millimetre a battle between resistance and surrender. She felt the burn now, sharp and demanding, and she had to fight the urge to pull away, to close her legs, to escape the intensity.

But Marcus held her. His arms tightened around her, his hands pressing her thighs open, his voice low and steady against her ear. “You’re doing so well. You’re taking him. Let it happen. Let go.”

She let go.

It was not a physical release but a mental one — a conscious decision to stop fighting, to stop resisting, to surrender to the sensation. The moment she made the choice, she felt something shift. Her body, which had been clenched tight with tension, began to soften. The resistance eased. And Victor slid deeper.

She gasped again, but this time the sound was different — not panic but surprise, not fear but wonder. He was inside her. Alongside Marcus. Two cocks filling her, stretching her, the pressure beyond anything she had imagined. The burn was still there, but beneath it, something else was emerging — a fullness so complete it felt like completion.

“That’s it,” Victor breathed. His face was flushed now, his clinical composure cracking, hunger showing through the mask. “You are doing beautifully. I can feel you opening around me. Taking me in. God, you’re tight. So tight. But you’re taking it.”

He pushed deeper still.

The sensation shifted again. The burn began to transform into something else — not pleasure exactly, but something adjacent to it. A fullness that bordered on overwhelming, a pressure that pressed against every nerve ending, a stretch that made her feel simultaneously violated and completed. She was being filled in a way she had never been filled, her body reshaping itself around two intrusions, and the impossibility of it was matched only by the rightness.

Victor’s hips met hers.

He was fully inside her.

She lay there for a moment, suspended between two men, her body stretched beyond anything she had believed possible. Marcus beneath her, thick and deep. Victor above her, filling the space she had not known existed. The pressure was enormous, constant, overwhelming — and yet she was taking it. She was holding both of them inside her.

She turned her head, seeking Victor’s eyes. He met her gaze, and she saw the tenderness there, the pride, the hunger finally unleashed.

“You did it,” he said softly. “You took both of us. I knew you could. I prepared you for this. And you did it.”

“I can feel you,” she whispered. The words came out hoarse, barely audible. “Both of you. Inside me. I can feel you.”

“I know.” His hand came up to cup her face, his thumb tracing her cheekbone. “And you will feel more. Jakob is waiting. But first — rest. Let your body adjust. Feel what you have accomplished.”

She rested.

The chamber was silent except for the sound of breathing — hers, ragged and shallow; Marcus’s, steady and deep against her ear; Victor’s, quick with barely contained arousal. The station hummed beneath it all, the endless pulse of life support and magnetic fields. And Elena lay there, suspended between two men, her body stretched and filled and transformed.

She had done it. She had taken two cocks at once. The fear that had gripped her for weeks seemed distant now, replaced by a quiet wonder at what her body had accomplished. The stretch was still intense, bordering on pain, but beneath it she felt something else — a deep, profound satisfaction. A rightness. As if she had been made for this, as if her body had been waiting her entire life for this moment.

Marcus’s hand moved from her thigh to her stomach, pressing down lightly. The pressure shifted everything inside her, making both cocks press against new places, and she heard herself moan — a genuine sound of pleasure, unforced and unexpected.

“She’s ready for more,” Marcus said. His voice was rough with arousal, the controlled commander cracking. “Look at her. She’s taking us both and still hungry.”

Victor’s eyes dropped to where their bodies joined, and Elena felt his cock twitch inside her in response. The movement sent a jolt through her, and she gasped.

“Yes,” Victor said. “She is remarkable. The way she opened — I have never seen anything like it. Her body was made for this.”

“Then let’s give her what she was made for.”

Marcus’s voice shifted, taking on an edge of command. He looked past Elena, toward the foot of the platform where Jakob stood waiting.

“Jakob. She’s ready for you.”

Elena’s breath caught. Two men inside her, and she was about to take a third. The fear flared again, bright and sharp — but beneath it, the hunger pulsed stronger.

She was ready.

Jakob moved toward the platform without hesitation.

Where Victor had approached with measured precision, Jakob came with raw intent. His dark brown eyes were fixed on her face, hungry and hard, and she saw no tenderness there, no gentle patience. He was the raw power of the three, the one who took rather than asked, the one whose hunger did not temper itself for her comfort. His erection jutted from his hips, thick and flushed and angry, and he made no effort to hide his impatience.

He did not kneel between her legs. There was no room. Victor already occupied that space, his wiry body pressed between her spread thighs, his cock buried alongside Marcus’s. Instead, Jakob positioned himself at an angle, one knee on the platform beside her hip, one foot planted on the floor. The position was awkward, calculated, designed to give him access where there should be none.

Elena watched him approach, and the fear that had been simmering beneath her skin flared hot and bright. Two men inside her was already beyond anything she had imagined possible. A third was madness. Her body screamed that there was no room, that she could not possibly open further, that this would tear her apart.

But she did not say stop. She did not pull away. She lay there against Marcus’s chest, her body stretched and filled and trembling, and she waited.

Jakob reached down and positioned himself at her entrance.

She felt the blunt heat of him pressing against the place where Marcus and Victor were already inside her. The pressure was immediate, overwhelming, impossible. There was no space. Her body was already stretched to its absolute limit, already accommodating more than it was designed to hold. And Jakob was pushing against that stretched flesh, demanding entry where no entry existed.

“No,” she heard herself whisper. The word was not a refusal but an expression of disbelief. “I can’t — there’s no —”

“You can,” Marcus said against her ear. His voice was rough, commanding. “Your body will open. It was made to open. Let him in.”

Jakob pressed forward.

The sensation was not stretch. It was not burn. It was something beyond both — an intensity that defied description, a pressure so extreme it whited out her vision. She felt her body resisting, felt the tissue straining against the intrusion, felt the impossible demand of a third cock forcing its way into space that did not exist.

And then she screamed.

The sound tore from her throat without her consent, raw and primal, not a performance but the genuine cry of a woman being pushed past every limit she had believed immutable. Her back arched against Marcus’s chest, her hands flew to his forearms and gripped hard enough to bruise, her legs shook where they were spread across his hips.

Jakob held still. Just the tip of him inside her, barely past the entrance, but the sensation was already unbearable. She was being torn apart — not literally, she knew that somewhere in the rational part of her brain that still functioned, but the feeling was indistinguishable from destruction. Her body had reached its absolute limit, and then it had been forced past that limit, and she did not know how to survive it.

“Breathe,” Victor said. His voice was soft, close, his pale blue eyes fixed on her face. “Stay with me, Elena. Breathe through it. You can do this.”

She tried to breathe, but her lungs would not cooperate. Her entire body was clenched tight, every muscle screaming with the effort of containing the impossible fullness. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, not from pain exactly — the sensation was too extreme to be classified as simple pain — but from intensity. From the sheer overwhelming reality of what was happening to her.

“I can’t,” she gasped. “It’s too much. I can’t —”

“You can.” This time it was Marcus, his voice hard and certain against her ear. “You will. You chose this. Now take it.”

His hand moved from her thigh to her throat, his fingers closing around the collar, pressing the metal against her skin. The touch grounded her, reminded her of what she was, what she had chosen to become. Marked. Claimed. Owned. She had chosen this. She had walked into this chamber naked and collared and willing. And now she would see that choice through.

She forced herself to breathe. In through her nose, out through her mouth, each breath a deliberate act of will. The intensity was still there, the overwhelming pressure of three cocks demanding space inside her body, but beneath it, she began to feel something else. A yielding. A softening. The smallest loosening of muscles that had been clenched tight with resistance.

“There,” Jakob said. His voice was rough, thick with arousal and strain. “I feel you opening. Just a little. Let me in.”

He pressed forward another inch.

She screamed again, but this time the sound was different — less panic, more surrender. Her body was opening. She could feel it now, the impossible stretch somehow becoming possible, her tissue reshaping itself to accommodate what should not be accommodated. The burn was still there, sharp and demanding, but it was transforming into something else. A fullness so complete it felt like transcendence.

Jakob pushed deeper still.

She lost track of the individual sensations. There was only the overwhelming reality of being filled beyond capacity, of her body stretching to accommodate three men at once, of the impossible becoming actual. She could feel each of them distinctly — Marcus thick and deep beneath her, Victor filling space she had not known existed, Jakob forcing his way into territory that had never been breached. And yet they were also one presence, one overwhelming fullness, one complete claiming.

Tears streamed down her temples, pooling in the hollows of her ears, soaking into Marcus’s shoulder beneath her. She was sobbing now, continuous low sounds that were not quite cries, not quite moans, something in between that expressed the inexpressible. Her body shook with the effort of containing them, with the intensity of the sensation, with the profound transformation that was occurring in real time.

Jakob’s hips met hers.

He was fully inside her.

She lay there, suspended between three men, her body stretched beyond anything she had ever imagined possible. The pressure was constant, overwhelming, allconsuming. She could feel her inner walls clenching around them, could feel the impossible fullness pressing against every nerve ending, could feel herself reshaping around their combined intrusion.

And beneath the intensity, beneath the burn and the stretch and the overwhelming sensation, she felt something else.

Peace.

Not the absence of sensation but the acceptance of it. Not the absence of fear but the transcendence of it. She had been terrified of this moment for weeks, had doubted her body’s ability to survive it, had wondered if she would break. And now she was here, filled with three cocks, stretched beyond limit, and she had not broken. She had opened. She had yielded. She had surrendered completely, and in that surrender, she had found something she had been searching for her entire life.

“Look at me,” Jakob said. His voice was rough, demanding, and she turned her head to meet his dark brown eyes. “You did it. You took all three of us. You’re ours now. Completely.”

She held his gaze, and she saw the respect beneath the hunger. The recognition of what she had accomplished. The acknowledgment that she had done something extraordinary.

“I can feel you,” she whispered. The words came out hoarse, broken. “All three of you. Inside me. I’ve never — I didn’t know —”

“You didn’t know you could,” Marcus finished for her, his voice low against her ear. “But you can. You were made for this. Made to belong to us. Made to be filled.”

His hand stayed on her collar, pressing the metal against her throat, a constant reminder of what she was. Marked. Claimed. Owned. The collar had seemed like a symbol before, a gesture of belonging. Now she understood it was more than that. It was a home. A promise. A declaration that she had found her place, and that place was here, stretched between three men, filled beyond comprehension, transformed.

Victor’s hand came up to brush the tears from her cheek, his touch gentle, clinical tenderness cracking into genuine care. “You are extraordinary,” he said softly. “I have trained many women for this ritual. I have never seen anyone open the way you did. Your body was waiting for this. It knew what to do even when your mind doubted.”

She wanted to respond, but words seemed inadequate. What could she say? That she had never felt so much? That she had never been so completely claimed? That the fear and the hunger had finally merged into something that felt like peace?

Instead, she simply lay there, breathing, adjusting, feeling the impossible reality of three men inside her.

The chamber was silent except for the sound of breathing — four bodies, four sets of lungs, four hearts beating at different rhythms. The station hummed beneath them, the endless pulse of the void. The viewport showed stars wheeling past, Earth distant and blue, the vastness of space pressing against the glass.

And Elena lay at the centre of it all, filled and claimed and transformed.

But she was not done.

The men were inside her, but they had not moved. Not yet. They had given her time to adjust, time to accept, time to transform. But she could feel the tension in their bodies, the barely contained need, the hunger that was barely leashed.

They wanted to fuck her.

And she wanted them to.

“Move,” she whispered. The word was barely audible, but it carried through the silent chamber. “Please. I need — I need you to move.”

Marcus’s grip tightened on her collar. Victor’s hand stilled on her cheek. Jakob’s dark eyes flared with heat.

“Are you sure?” Marcus asked, his voice rough with strain. “We will not be gentle. We will take what we want. And you will receive all of it.”

“I’m sure.” She met his grey eyes, then turned to meet Victor’s pale blue, then Jakob’s dark brown. “I chose this. I want all of it. I want you to fuck me. All three of you. Together.”

Jakob’s lips curled into a hard smile. “Then hold on.”

He withdrew slightly, the movement sending shocks through her overstimulated body, and then he thrust back in.

The sensation was beyond anything she had words for. Three cocks moving inside her at once, the friction overwhelming, the stretch constant, the fullness transforming into something that was no longer pain or pleasure but a separate category of sensation entirely. She heard herself cry out, a raw sound torn from somewhere deep inside her, and her body convulsed around them.

And then the others began to move.

Jakob thrust into her, and the world shattered.

Elena cried out, the sound ripped from her throat without her consent, raw and primal and beyond anything she had ever heard herself make. The sensation of three cocks moving inside her at once was not pleasure — it was something beyond pleasure, something that existed in a category of its own, a fullness so complete it bordered on dissolution. She felt herself coming apart at the seams, the careful construction of her identity unravelling with each movement.

Then Marcus moved beneath her.

His hips rolled upward, driving deeper into her from below, and the motion pressed him against places she had not known existed. The angle shifted everything — suddenly Jakob’s thrust was amplified, the friction multiplied, the fullness compounded. She heard herself make a sound that was half sob, half moan, her voice breaking on the edge of something she could not name.

“That’s it,” Marcus growled against her ear. “Feel that. Feel all of us inside you. You’re taking three cocks at once. Do you have any idea what that means? What you’re doing?”

She could not answer. Her voice had abandoned her, leaving only sounds — gasps and cries and wordless moans that seemed to come from somewhere outside herself. Her hands gripped Marcus’s forearms so hard she could feel the tendons straining beneath her fingers, her nails digging into his skin, leaving crescents that would bruise.

Then Victor moved.

He did not thrust like Jakob. He moved with deliberate slowness, withdrawing inch by inch, letting her feel every ridge of his cock against her oversensitized walls, against the place where Marcus and Jakob also moved. The sensation was maddening — the contrast between Jakob’s rough claiming and Victor’s measured withdrawal, the way her body had to adjust to both at once.

“Please,” she heard herself whisper. The word escaped before she could stop it, desperate and hungry. “Please, I need — I need —”

“What do you need?” Victor’s voice was soft, clinical, but she could hear the strain beneath it, the control cracking at the edges. “Tell me. Use your words.”

“I need more. I need you to move. All of you. Together. Please.”

Marcus’s hand tightened on her collar. “You heard her. Give her what she needs.”

And then all three of them moved at once.

Jakob thrust forward. Victor drove deep. Marcus rolled his hips upward. Three different rhythms, three different angles, three different sensations that merged into a single overwhelming wave of feeling. Elena screamed — not a cry, not a moan, but a scream, the sound filling the chamber, echoing off the walls, swallowed by the void beyond the viewport.

The sensation was impossible to process. Every nerve ending in her body fired simultaneously, sending signals that her brain could not interpret. There was only the fullness, the friction, the relentless movement of three cocks inside her, taking her apart piece by piece.

She lost track of time. It might have been minutes or hours or an eternity. The chamber dissolved around her, the viewport with its wheeling stars, the soft lighting, the dark fabric of the platform — all of it faded, leaving only sensation. Only the thick, pulsing reality of being fucked by three men at once.

“Look at me,” Jakob commanded. His voice was rough, demanding, cutting through the haze of sensation. She forced her eyes open, turned her head, met his dark brown gaze. His face was flushed with arousal, sweat beading on his forehead, his muscles straining with the effort of his movements. “You’re taking all of us. Every inch. You’re being fucked by three men at the same time, and you’re taking it. Do you understand how extraordinary that is?”

She nodded, but the gesture was barely coherent. Her head was swimming, her thoughts fragmenting, her sense of self dissolving into the overwhelming reality of sensation.

“You were made for this,” Jakob continued, his voice dropping to a low growl. “Your body was built to be filled. To be claimed. To belong to us. Every time you feel us moving inside you, every time you stretch to accommodate us, remember — this is what you were made for.”

His words landed inside her, settling into her bones, becoming truth. She had spent her entire life searching for something she could not name, a sense of belonging that always eluded her. And now, here, stretched beyond limit and filled beyond comprehension, she had found it. This was what she was made for. This was where she belonged.

Marcus’s hand moved from her collar to her breast, his rough palm cupping the soft flesh, his fingers finding her nipple and rolling it between them. The sensation shot through her, electric and sharp, and she arched against him, pressing herself into his touch.

“You like that,” he murmured against her ear. “You like being touched while we fuck you. You like having your nipples played with while three cocks move inside you.”

“Yes.” The word came out breathless, hungry. “Please — more —”

His grip tightened, pinching her nipple harder, and the pleasurepain made her gasp. At the same moment, Victor thrust deep, and Jakob shifted his angle, and the combined sensations sent her spiralling, her body clenching around all three of them involuntarily.

“She’s close,” Victor said, his clinical composure barely holding. “I can feel her tightening. Her body is responding.”

“Good.” Marcus’s voice was dark with satisfaction. “Let her build. We’ll take her over the edge together.”

The rhythm shifted. No longer three separate movements, but a coordinated effort. Jakob would withdraw while Victor thrust, Victor would still while Marcus drove upward, Marcus would hold while Jakob buried himself deep. The effect was constant stimulation — there was never a moment when she was not being filled, not being fucked, not being claimed.

Her orgasm began to build.

It started deep in her core, a tightening that radiated outward, a pressure that grew with each thrust, each movement, each sensation. She could feel it coming, could feel the wave building, and she tried to tense against it, to hold it back, to prolong the overwhelming pleasure.

“Don’t fight it,” Victor said. His pale blue eyes found hers, and she saw the tenderness there, the permission. “Let go. Let yourself fall. We’ll catch you.”

“I can’t — it’s too much — I can’t —”

“You can.” Marcus’s hand moved back to her collar, pressing the metal against her throat. “You’ve taken three cocks inside you. You’ve opened further than anyone I’ve ever seen. You can do this. Let go.”

She tried. God, she tried. But the orgasm was too big, too overwhelming, and her body did not know how to surrender to something that felt like destruction. She hung on the edge, trembling, gasping, tears streaming down her face, desperate for release but unable to take the final step.

Then Jakob reached down between them.

His rough fingers found her clit — swollen, sensitive, begging for touch — and he pressed against it, rubbing in tight circles that sent sparks through her entire body. The sensation was the final push, the stimulation that broke the dam, and she felt the orgasm crash toward her like a wave.

“Come for us,” Jakob growled. “Come with three cocks inside you. Show us what you are.”

The command was too much. The orgasm hit her.

But it did not stop.

The first wave crested, and she screamed, her body convulsing around them, her back arching off Marcus’s chest, her hands flying to grip anything she could reach. But before the wave could recede, another one hit. And another. The orgasm was not a single event but a continuous cascade, pleasure rolling through her in waves that would not end, sensation upon sensation that threatened to dissolve her completely.

“That’s it,” Marcus said against her ear. “Keep coming. Don’t stop. We’re going to fuck you through it.”

And they did.

Even as her body convulsed, even as pleasure crashed through her in endless waves, the three men continued to move. Jakob thrust harder, faster, his rhythm becoming erratic with his own approaching climax. Victor drove deep and held, grinding against her, his breath coming in harsh gasps. Marcus rolled his hips in tight circles, pressing against every sensitive spot inside her, drawing out her orgasm until she thought she would die from it.

She was sobbing now, continuous cries that were not quite pleasure and not quite pain but something that transcended both. Her body had been taken beyond its limits, filled and fucked and claimed in ways she had never imagined possible, and the pleasure was so overwhelming it felt like annihilation.

“Please,” she gasped, though she did not know what she was asking for. “Please, I can’t — it’s too much — please —”

“You can,” Victor said. His voice was strained now, the clinical mask gone, only hunger remaining. “You will. You’ll take everything we give you.”

Jakob’s movements became more urgent, his thrusts losing their rhythm, his breath coming hard and fast. She could feel him swelling inside her, could feel the tension in his body, and she knew he was close.

“I’m going to come inside you,” he growled. “I’m going to fill you with my seed while you’re still coming. And you’re going to take it. All of it.”

“Yes.” The word escaped her without thought, pure hunger. “Please. Fill me. I need it.”

He drove deep one final time and held, his body tensing, his cock pulsing inside her. She felt the heat of his release flooding her, thick and warm, and the sensation pushed her orgasm to a new peak, her body clenching around all three of them as she took his seed.

But the other two were not done.

Victor began to move again, his thrusts deep and measured, his pale blue eyes fixed on her face with an intensity that made her breath catch. He had not come yet. He was still hard inside her, still fucking her, still driving her toward heights she did not think she could survive.

“Your turn,” Marcus murmured against her ear. “You’re going to make Victor come. You’re going to squeeze that tight little cunt around him and take his seed the way you took Jakob’s.”

She did not know how to respond. Her body was beyond her control now, responding to their commands, their movements, their presence inside her. But she tried. She clenched her inner muscles around them, feeling the stretch and burn and fullness, feeling Victor’s cock twitch inside her in response.

“Good girl,” Victor breathed. His clinical composure had shattered completely, and she saw raw hunger in his eyes. “You learn so fast. Your body knows exactly what to do.”

He thrust faster, harder, his rhythm becoming urgent. His hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, his fingers digging into her flesh, and she felt his cock swelling inside her, felt the tension building in his body.

“Take it,” he gasped. “Take all of it —”

He drove deep and held, his body shuddering, his cock pulsing inside her. She felt the heat of his release joining Jakob’s, filling her, claiming her, and her body convulsed again, another wave of pleasure crashing through her at the sensation.

Two down. One to go.

Marcus had not moved since the others began to climax. He lay beneath her, hard and thick inside her, his hands steady on her body, his breath warm against her ear. But she could feel the tension in him, the control he was exerting, the hunger he was holding back.

“My turn,” he said, and his voice was dark with promise.

He moved.

Not like Jakob’s rough claiming or Victor’s measured thrusts. Marcus moved with deliberate control, each roll of his hips designed to press against every sensitive spot inside her, to draw out every last trembling edge of her pleasure. He fucked her through the aftershocks of her orgasm, through the overwhelming sensitivity that made her gasp and whimper, through the wetness of two men’s seed that now filled her.

“You’ve been so good,” he murmured against her ear. “You’ve taken everything we’ve given you. You’ve opened further than I thought possible. You’ve proven that you belong to us. Now take my seed. Take it deep inside you and know that you are ours.”

He began to thrust faster, harder, his control finally cracking. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her down onto him, driving himself impossibly deep. She felt every inch of him, felt the ridge of his cock head catching on her entrance, felt the way her body stretched to take him even after everything she had already endured.

“Come with me,” he commanded. “One more time. Come with me and seal this.”

She did not think she could. Her body had been pushed past every limit, had been fucked and filled and claimed until she thought there was nothing left to give. But the orgasm built anyway, rising from somewhere deep inside her, gathering at the base of her spine, tightening her core.

“Please,” she gasped. “Marcus — please — I’m going to —”

“Do it. Come with me. Now.”

He drove deep one final time, and she felt his cock pulse inside her, felt the heat of his release flooding her, joining the seed of the other two. The sensation pushed her over the edge, and she came for the final time, her body convulsing around him, her voice breaking on a scream that echoed through the chamber and into the void beyond.

The orgasm seemed to last forever. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her, each one stronger than the last, until she was not sure where her body ended and the sensation began. She was dissolved, undone, transformed into something that existed only in this moment, only in the reality of being filled with three men’s seed, only in the profound surrender of giving everything she was.

And then, slowly, it began to recede.

The waves became gentler. The convulsions became trembles. The screams became whimpers. She lay against Marcus’s chest, her body still impaled on three cocks, her breath coming in ragged gasps, tears streaming down her face.

They had done it.

All three of them had fucked her, had filled her, had claimed her. She had taken everything they gave her, had opened beyond what she believed possible, had surrendered completely and emerged transformed.

The chamber was silent except for the sound of breathing — four bodies, four sets of lungs, four hearts slowly returning to normal rhythm. The station hummed its endless song. The stars wheeled past the viewport, indifferent to what had occurred in this small space.

And Elena lay at the centre of it all, filled with their seed, marked by their collar, transformed by their claiming.

She had never been more whole.

She thought it was over.

Elena lay against Marcus’s chest, her body trembling with aftershocks, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Three men had fucked her, had filled her with their seed, had pushed her past every limit she believed she possessed. The orgasm had crashed through her like a tsunami, dissolving her sense of self, transforming her into something that existed only in sensation. She was done. She was spent. She had nothing left to give.

But Marcus had not withdrawn.

His cock was still inside her — thick, deep, and impossibly, still hard. She felt it twitch against her oversensitized walls, felt the pulse of blood through the shaft, felt the way her body clenched around him in involuntary response.

“You didn’t think we were finished,” he said against her ear. His voice was rough, dark, threaded with hunger that had not been sated. “You didn’t think three orgasms was all we had to give you.”

Her breath caught. “I can’t — I don’t have —”

“You have more.” His hand came up to grip her collar, pressing the metal into her throat. “You have everything we choose to take. And we are not finished with you yet.”

She felt Jakob shift inside her. His cock, which had softened slightly after his release, was hardening again, filling the space that was already stretched beyond limit. The sensation made her gasp — the renewed stretch, the impossible fullness, the awareness that her body was about to be claimed again.

Victor moved as well, his wiry body pressing closer, his cock stirring inside her. His pale blue eyes found hers, and she saw the hunger there, the need that had not been extinguished by a single release.

“You are going to come for us again,” Victor said. His voice was soft, clinical, but she heard the command beneath the words. “You are going to take us again, all three of us at once, and you are going to surrender completely. Do you understand?”

“I can’t — it’s too much — I can’t survive it again —”

“You can.” Marcus’s grip tightened on her collar. “You will. And when you come this time, it will be different. It will be everything. You will break apart and be remade. That is the true ritual. Not the first claiming — the second. The one that proves you belong to us completely.”

He began to move.

The sensation was overwhelming. Her body was already sore, already stretched, already filled with the seed of three men. And now Marcus was thrusting into her again, his cock sliding through the wetness inside her, pressing against places that had already been stimulated beyond bearing.

She cried out — not pleasure, not pain, but something that existed in the space between, a sensation so intense it defied classification. Her hands flew to his forearms, her nails digging into his skin, her body trying to arch away from the stimulation even as her hips moved to meet his thrust.

“Feel that?” Marcus growled against her ear. “Feel how slick you are inside? Feel our seed sliding around my cock? That’s what belonging to us means. Being filled. Being used. Being claimed over and over until you don’t know where you end and we begin.”

Jakob began to move as well, his renewed erection thick and demanding inside her. The dual sensation — two cocks moving at once through the wetness of their combined releases — sent sparks through her vision. She heard herself making sounds, continuous low cries that she could not control, could not stop.

Victor’s movement completed the trio. Three cocks again, all moving inside her, all fucking her through the overwhelming slickness of what had already been spilled. The friction was maddening — heightened by the wetness, intensified by the seed that coated every surface, amplified by the impossibility of being filled so completely for so long.

“Please,” she gasped. The word escaped before she could stop it, desperate and broken. “Please — I can’t — it’s too much —”

“You can.” This time it was Jakob, his dark voice cutting through the haze. “Your body was made for this. Made to be fucked. Made to be filled. Made to take our seed over and over until you overflow with it.”

His words landed inside her, becoming truth, and she felt her body respond despite her exhaustion. Her inner walls clenched around them, her hips began to move in rhythm with their thrusts, her breath came faster as the pleasure built again.

She was going to come again. She could feel it building, gathering at the base of her spine, tightening her core. The orgasm was different this time — not the desperate crest of before, but something deeper, more profound, a wave that was building slowly and would crash with devastating force.

“That’s it,” Victor murmured. His pale blue eyes watched her face, tracking every flicker of expression. “Let it build. Don’t fight it. You’re going to come harder than you’ve ever come in your life. You’re going to scream so loud they’ll hear you on the other side of the station. And when it’s over, you will be ours. Completely. Forever.”

The rhythm intensified. All three men moved faster now, harder, their earlier control abandoned in the face of renewed hunger. Jakob’s thrusts became erratic, desperate, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. Victor drove deep with each movement, grinding against her, his breath coming in harsh gasps against her neck. Marcus rolled his hips in tight circles, pressing against every sensitive spot, his cock hitting places inside her that made stars burst behind her eyes.

The orgasm built.

And built.

And built.

It was too much. The sensation was too intense, too overwhelming, too everything. She could feel herself losing coherence, could feel her thoughts fragmenting into pure sensation, could feel the boundaries of her self dissolving into the relentless claiming of three bodies.

“I’m going to — I can’t — please —”

“Come for us,” Marcus commanded. His voice was rough, dark, absolute. “Come now. Come with everything you have. Give it all to us.”

The wave crested.

And she shattered.

The orgasm hit her like nothing before — not the rolling waves of the first claiming, not the cascading pleasure of the initial climax, but an explosion that seemed to originate in her core and radiate outward, consuming everything in its path. She screamed, a raw, primal sound torn from somewhere deeper than her throat, a sound she had never made before and might never make again.

Her body convulsed violently. Her back arched off Marcus’s chest, her spine bowing, her head thrown back against his shoulder. Her legs shook uncontrollably, her thighs clenching around the bodies between them. Her hands gripped whatever they could reach — Marcus’s arms, Victor’s shoulders, Jakob’s hips — and her nails drew blood.

The pleasure was not pleasure anymore. It was annihilation. It was dissolution. It was the complete and utter destruction of everything she had ever been, replaced by something new, something that existed only in this moment, only in the reality of being so thoroughly claimed.

She could feel the men responding to her orgasm — could feel their cocks twitching inside her, could feel their thrusts becoming more urgent, could hear their voices rising in groans and curses and words of claiming. They were going to come again. They were going to fill her again.

“Take it,” Jakob growled. “Take all of it —”

He drove deep and held, his body tensing, his cock pulsing inside her. She felt the heat of his release flooding her, thick and hot, mixing with the seed already inside her. The sensation pushed her orgasm higher, extended the annihilation, made her scream again until her voice cracked.

Victor followed, his clinical composure utterly shattered. He buried himself to the hilt and shuddered, his seed joining the others, filling her beyond capacity. She felt it overflowing, felt the wetness sliding down her thighs, felt the obscene evidence of what was being done to her.

And then Marcus, his hips driving upward one final time, his cock pressing against the deepest part of her, his seed flooding her in hot pulses that seemed to go on forever. His hand closed around her collar, gripping the metal, pressing it into her throat.

“Mine,” he growled against her ear. “Ours. Forever. This is who you are now. This is what you were made for.”

She collapsed.

Her body went limp against Marcus’s chest, her muscles refusing to hold any longer, her mind retreating from the overwhelming intensity of sensation. She was still coming — small aftershocks that made her twitch and gasp — but the main wave had passed, leaving her shattered and trembling in its wake.

The chamber fell silent except for the sound of breathing.

Four bodies, intertwined and spent. Four hearts pounding against four ribcages. Four sets of lungs struggling to find rhythm again. The station hummed its endless song, indifferent to the transformation that had occurred in this small space.

Elena stared at the viewport, at the stars wheeling past, at Earth distant and blue. Tears streamed down her face — not from pain, not from fear, but from the overwhelming intensity of what she had experienced. She had been taken apart completely. She had been fucked and filled and claimed in ways she had never imagined possible. And she had survived. She had emerged on the other side transformed.

The collar at her throat seemed heavier now, more significant. It was no longer just a symbol. It was a reality. She belonged to them. She had proven it with her body, with her surrender, with every scream and every tear and every moment of annihilation.

She was theirs.

Forever.

Marcus’s hand moved from her collar to her hair, his fingers tangling in the dark strands, gentle now despite the roughness of before. His lips pressed against her temple, a gesture that was almost tender.

“You did beautifully,” he murmured. “You took everything we gave you. You’re ours now. Completely.”

She wanted to respond, but words seemed beyond her. Instead, she simply lay there, breathing, trembling, letting the reality of what had happened settle into her bones.

The orgasm had shattered her. But in the shattering, she had found something she had been searching for her entire life.

Peace.

Completion.

Home.

No one moved.

Elena lay collapsed against Marcus’s chest, her body trembling with aftershocks, her breath coming in shallow gasps that seemed to require more effort than she could summon. The chamber was warm now, thick with the scent of sweat and sex and the intimate musk of what had been done. She could feel the wetness between her legs — the combined seed of three men, overflowing, sliding down her inner thighs, pooling on the dark fabric beneath her.

She could not move. She was not sure she would ever move again.

But she was not afraid. The fear that had gripped her for weeks, that had shadowed every moment of training and preparation, had finally been burned away by the intensity of what she had experienced. What remained was something else. Something quiet and vast and profoundly peaceful.

She belonged.

The realization settled into her like warmth, filling the hollow spaces she had carried for so long. She was no longer Dr. Elena Vasquez, respected psychologist, expert in human factors, a woman who had built her identity on control and competence. She was something else now. Something that had been born in the crucible of this chamber, in the impossible stretch of her body, in the annihilation of her self and the emergence of something new.

She was theirs.

Marcus stirred beneath her. His chest rose and fell against her back, his heartbeat a steady rhythm beneath her shoulder blade. His hand was still tangled in her hair, his touch gentle now, possessive in a way that felt like care rather than claim.

“It’s time,” he said quietly. His voice was rough, depleted, but threaded with tenderness. “We need to withdraw. Let your body begin to recover.”

She made a small sound — not protest, not assent, just acknowledgment. She had known this moment would come, had known the claiming could not last forever. But she felt the absence already, the phantom fullness that would soon become emptiness.

Jakob moved first.

He shifted his weight, his hands coming to rest on her hips, steadying her. She felt him begin to withdraw, and the sensation was its own kind of overwhelming — the slide of him through the slickness inside her, the gradual decrease in pressure, the strange emptiness that opened up as he left her. She gasped, her body clenching involuntarily, trying to hold him inside even as he pulled away.

He slid free.

The absence was immediate, profound. She felt the wetness gush out of her, the combined seed of three men escaping now that her body was no longer sealed around them. The sensation was obscene and intimate, evidence of what she had taken, what had been done to her.

Jakob sat back on his heels, his dark eyes moving over her body, taking in the state of her. She could imagine what she looked like — flushed and trembling, covered in sweat, seed leaking from her stretched and swollen centre. But his expression held no judgement. Only satisfaction. Only respect.

“You were magnificent,” he said. His voice was gruff, uncomfortable with tenderness, but she heard the sincerity beneath it. “I’ve never seen anyone take what you took. Never seen anyone open like that. You were made for this.”

She wanted to respond, but words felt beyond her. Instead, she simply looked at him, holding his gaze, letting him see the gratitude she could not articulate.

Victor moved next.

He withdrew more slowly, his clinical precision returning even now, even after everything. She felt each inch of him as he left her, felt the way her body adjusted to the decreased pressure, felt the strange sensation of emptiness growing. When he finally slid free, she heard herself whimper — a small, broken sound that escaped without her permission.

Victor’s hand came up to brush the hair from her face, his touch gentle, his pale blue eyes soft with something that looked remarkably like affection.

“You did extraordinarily well,” he said. “I have trained many women for this ritual. I have never seen anyone respond the way you did. Your body was made to belong to them.” He paused, and something shifted in his expression. “I am honoured to have been part of your transformation.”

“Thank you,” she whispered. The words came out hoarse, broken, barely audible. But she meant them. He had prepared her for this, had spent weeks stretching her body and training her muscles, and without his careful attention, she would never have survived what had just happened.

He nodded once, then moved away, giving Marcus room to complete the withdrawal.

Marcus was last.

He did not move immediately. Instead, he held her against his chest, his arms wrapped around her, his lips pressed against her temple. She could feel his heartbeat against her back, could feel the rise and fall of his breath, could feel the thick softness of his cock still inside her, not fully withdrawn.

“You’re mine,” he murmured against her hair. “You understand that now. Not just because of the collar. Not just because of the ritual. But because you chose it. Because you opened for us. Because you gave everything you had and emerged transformed.”

“Yes.” The word was barely a whisper. “I’m yours. I understand.”

His arms tightened around her briefly, a gesture that was almost an embrace. Then he began to withdraw.

The sensation was different this time — more intimate, more significant. Marcus was the first who had entered her, the anchor who had held her through the impossible stretch of the others, and his withdrawal felt like the closing of a door, the completion of a circle. She felt him slide free, felt the final emptiness open up inside her, felt the wetness escape in a rush that seemed to go on forever.

She was empty now. After all that fullness, after being stretched beyond limit and filled beyond comprehension, her body was simply… hers again. Changed. Transformed. But empty.

She trembled.

Marcus shifted beneath her, his hands guiding her, helping her roll off his chest and onto the platform beside him. The dark fabric was wet beneath her — sweat and seed and the evidence of what had occurred — but she did not care. She simply lay there, her body boneless, her mind floating somewhere between consciousness and dream.

Then Victor returned.

He had retrieved warm cloths from somewhere, and he knelt between her legs with the same clinical tenderness he had shown throughout her training. He began to clean her — gently, thoroughly, his touch careful on her swollen and oversensitized flesh. The warmth was soothing, the softness of the cloth a relief against skin that had been abraded by friction and stretched beyond limit.

She gasped when he first touched her, the sensation sharp even through the tenderness. But he murmured soft words, his pale blue eyes meeting hers, and she forced herself to relax, to let him care for her.

“You will be sore tomorrow,” he said quietly. “Perhaps for several days. This is normal. Your body has been through an extraordinary experience. Be gentle with yourself.”

“I will.”

He finished cleaning her, then moved to clean the wetness from her thighs, her stomach, the places where seed and sweat had mingled. His touch was thorough, professional, but she could feel the care beneath it — the genuine attention to her wellbeing.

When he was finished, he set the cloths aside and looked at her face.

“Rest now,” he said. “Let your body recover. We will stay with you.”

She nodded, her eyes already heavy.

But there was one more thing.

Jakob had moved away, and now he returned with a cup of water. He knelt beside the platform, his large frame somehow gentle, and held the cup to her lips.

“Drink,” he said. “Your body needs it.”

She raised her head slightly, her hands too weak to hold the cup herself, and let him tip the water into her mouth. The liquid was cool and clean, and she swallowed greedily, her body suddenly aware of how parched she was. She drank until the cup was empty, and then lay back, exhausted.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

Jakob’s dark eyes held hers for a moment. Then he nodded, a single dip of his chin, and set the cup aside.

Marcus moved to her other side. He had retrieved a blanket from somewhere, and now he draped it over her, tucking the edges around her body with a tenderness that seemed at odds with the raw claiming of before. He lay down beside her, his chest bare, his arm coming to rest across her waist.

“Sleep,” he murmured against her hair. “We’ll be here when you wake. You’re not alone. You’ll never be alone again.”

Victor settled on her other side, his wiry frame a warm presence against her back. Jakob sat at the foot of the platform, his hand resting on her ankle, a steady weight that grounded her.

She was surrounded. Held. Claimed and cared for in equal measure.

The tears came then.

She did not know why she was crying. The tears were not from pain or fear or regret. They were from something else — the overwhelming intensity of what she had experienced, the profound shift in her sense of self, the strange and beautiful realization that she had finally found where she belonged.

Marcus’s arm tightened around her. Victor’s hand stroked her hair. Jakob’s thumb traced circles on her ankle.

No one spoke. No one tried to stop her tears or asked her to explain them. They simply held her, let her cry, let the emotions move through her and out.

Gradually, the tears subsided. Her breathing slowed. Her body, exhausted beyond anything she had ever known, began to sink toward sleep.

But before she drifted off, she felt Marcus’s lips against her temple, heard his voice low and certain in her ear.

“You belong to us now. Forever. This is your home. These are your people. You will never be alone again.”

She smiled, a small curve of her lips that he could not see.

“I know,” she whispered. “I’m home.”

She closed her eyes.

The station hummed its endless song. The stars wheeled past the viewport. Earth hung in the distance, blue and white and impossibly far away — a world she had left behind, a life that was no longer hers.

And Elena slept, surrounded by the three men who had claimed her, filled with their seed, marked by their collar.

She had been taken apart completely.

She had been remade.

She had never been more whole.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN — THE MORNING AFTER

Consciousness returned in fragments.

Elena surfaced from sleep slowly, her awareness gathering in layers like sediment settling at the bottom of still water. First came the hum of the station — the endless, subsonic vibration that had become as familiar as her own heartbeat. Then came the warmth, the sensation of bodies pressed close, the weight of an arm across her waist. Then came the smell — sweat and sex and something muskier, the intimate evidence of what had been done to her.

And then came the memory.

It crashed over her like a wave, vivid and overwhelming. The chamber. The platform. Three men inside her at once, the impossible stretch, the annihilation of self and the emergence of something new. She remembered the pain that became pleasure, the pleasure that became transcendence, the screams torn from her throat as she shattered and reformed.

She remembered belonging.

Her eyes opened. The lighting was dim — the amber glow of the station’s night cycle, soft and golden, casting shadows that seemed to breathe with the pulse of the environmental systems. She was still in the chamber, still on the platform, the dark fabric beneath her body damp with the evidence of the ritual. The blanket that had been draped over her had slipped during the night, exposing her shoulder, her breast, the curve of her hip.

She was naked except for the collar.

The thought brought her hand to her throat, her fingers finding the thin band of black metal. It was warm now, heated by her body, but she could still feel its weight, its presence, the way it sat against her skin like a second spine. The collar had marked her before the ritual. Now, after what she had endured, it felt like something more. Not a symbol. A truth.

She shifted slightly, testing her body.

The soreness announced itself immediately — a deep, throbbing ache between her legs, a tenderness in her breasts, a stiffness in muscles she had not known she possessed. Every movement was a reminder of what had been done to her, of the impossible fullness she had accommodated, of the claiming that had transformed her.

But beneath the soreness, she felt something else.

Peace.

The word surfaced from somewhere deep, unexpected and profound. She had expected to feel shame, perhaps, or regret. She had expected to wake and wonder how she could have allowed such a thing to happen. Instead, she felt quiet. Settled. As if something that had been fractured inside her for her entire life had finally been made whole.

She had been taken apart and remade. And the woman who emerged was someone she did not recognise — someone stronger, someone softer, someone who finally belonged.

The body beside her stirred.

She turned her head, her neck protesting the movement, and found Marcus watching her. His grey eyes were soft in the dim light, the hard hunger of the ritual replaced by something gentler. He lay on his side, his head propped on one hand, his body a warm presence against her back. He had not moved away during the night. He had held her through the darkness, through the trembling aftershocks, through the deep, exhausted sleep that had claimed her.

“Good morning,” he said quietly. His voice was rough with sleep, but threaded with tenderness. “How do you feel?”

She considered the question. How did she feel? Sore, certainly. Transformed, definitely. But the words that emerged were different.

“Whole,” she said. The word came out hoarse, her voice cracked from screaming. “I feel whole.”

Marcus’s lips curved into a small smile. His hand came up to brush the hair from her face, his fingers tangling in the dark strands, gentle despite the roughness of his palms.

“That is the right answer,” he said. “Though I suspect you also feel sore.”

She laughed, a small sound that surprised her. “Yes. That too.”

“Victor will examine you this morning. Make sure there is no lasting damage.” His fingers traced the line of her jaw, the curve of her cheek, the edge of the collar at her throat. “But I can see already that you are well. Your body adapted beautifully. You took everything we gave you, and you emerged transformed.”

She held his gaze, letting the reality of what had happened settle into her bones. She had taken three men at once. She had been stretched beyond what she believed possible. She had screamed and cried and shattered, and she had emerged on the other side different.

“I didn’t know I could do that,” she admitted. “Before the ritual, I was terrified. I thought my body would break.”

“It did not break.” His hand moved to her collar, his fingers closing around the black metal. “It opened. There is a difference. Breaking is destruction. Opening is transformation. You opened for us, Elena. You let us in. And now you belong to us in a way that cannot be undone.”

She felt the truth of his words settle into her. The collar at her throat was not decoration. It was not a temporary symbol. It was a claim, a marking, a home. She had found where she belonged, and the price of belonging had been the surrender of everything she thought she was.

She had paid it willingly.

Movement on her other side drew her attention. Victor was waking, his wiry frame shifting against her back, his pale blue eyes opening to find her watching. His expression was soft for a moment — warm, almost affectionate — before the clinical mask settled back into place.

“Good morning,” he said. “How are you feeling physically?”

“Sore,” she admitted. “Tender. But not broken.”

Victor nodded, his professional demeanour taking over. “I will need to examine you before you move. Make certain there is no tearing, no damage that requires attention. You have been through an intense physical experience, and your body needs time to recover.”

She nodded, accepting his authority. In this, at least, Victor was the expert. He had prepared her for the ritual, had trained her body to open, and now he would ensure she healed properly.

Marcus’s hand tightened briefly on her collar. “I will get you water,” he said. “And then Victor will examine you. After that, I will take you back to your quarters. You need rest, food, time to process what has happened.”

She wanted to protest, to say she did not need to be taken care of, that she was capable of walking back to her quarters on her own. But the words died before they reached her lips. The truth was, she did not want to be alone. She did not want to walk through the station corridors by herself, sore and marked and collared. She wanted him with her. She wanted to belong.

“Thank you,” she said instead.

Marcus rose from the platform, his broad body moving with a grace that belied his size. He retrieved a cup of water from a small cabinet against the wall and returned to her, holding it to her lips. She drank greedily, the cool liquid a relief after the long night, and felt the last of her disorientation fade.

Victor was sitting up now, his pale blue eyes watching her with clinical attention. He had retrieved a small case from somewhere — medical supplies, she assumed — and was arranging items on the edge of the platform.

“When you are ready,” he said, “lie back and let me examine you. This will be clinical, not intimate. I need to see how your body has responded to the stress of the ritual.”

She nodded, and with Marcus’s help, she lay back on the platform. The dark fabric was still damp beneath her, and she felt the coolness against her overheated skin. She spread her legs, exposing herself to Victor’s clinical gaze, and let him examine the most intimate parts of her body.

It should have felt strange, she thought. To lie here, naked and collared, while a man examined her stretched and swollen flesh. But it did not feel strange. It felt right. This was part of belonging. The claiming and the care, the taking and the tending. She had surrendered her body to them, and now they were responsible for it.

Victor’s touch was gentle as he spread her open, his fingers probing the tender flesh, checking for damage. She gasped at the contact, the sensation sharp even through his clinical approach, but she did not pull away.

“Everything looks good,” he said after a long moment. “You are swollen and tender, which is expected. There is no tearing, no significant trauma. Your body adapted beautifully to the stress. I recommend no penetration for at least three days, to give your tissue time to heal. But you have no lasting damage.”

Relief washed through her. She had known, somewhere in the rational part of her mind, that Victor would not have allowed the ritual to proceed if there was significant risk of injury. But hearing the confirmation was a relief nonetheless.

“Thank you,” she said. “For preparing me. For making sure I could do this.”

Victor’s clinical mask slipped slightly, and she saw the warmth beneath it. “You were an exemplary patient,” he said. “Your body responded to the training exactly as I hoped it would. The ritual was… extraordinary. I am honoured to have been part of it.”

She held his gaze, acknowledging the significance of his words. Victor had trained many women for this ritual, had prepared many bodies to be claimed. But something in his voice suggested that what had happened with her was different. Special.

Marcus returned to her side, his hand extending to help her sit up. She took it, her body protesting the movement, and rose to a sitting position. The blanket fell away, exposing her body to the dim light, and she did not try to cover herself. She had been seen by these men. She had been claimed by them. There was no point in modesty now.

“Can you walk?” Marcus asked.

“I think so. Slowly.”

He nodded. “We will go back to your quarters. You need a shower, food, rest. The station can manage without you for one day.”

She thought about protesting — she was the chief psychologist, there were patients who needed her, work that awaited — but the words did not come. She was tired beyond anything she had experienced, and her body ached in places she had forgotten existed. A day of rest sounded like exactly what she needed.

“Okay,” she said.

Marcus wrapped the blanket around her shoulders, tucking it close, and helped her to her feet. She swayed briefly, her legs unsteady, but his arm around her waist held her upright. Victor rose as well, gathering his medical supplies, and gave her a nod of acknowledgment.

“I will check on you tomorrow,” Victor said. “Make sure you are healing properly. If you experience any significant pain or bleeding before then, contact me immediately.”

“I will.”

She turned toward the door, Marcus’s arm still supporting her, and took her first step toward the rest of her life.

The corridor outside the chamber was quiet.

Elena walked slowly, her body protesting each step, the blanket wrapped tight around her shoulders. Marcus’s arm was steady around her waist, his body a warm presence at her side, his pace matching hers without comment or impatience. The station hummed around them, the familiar vibration of life support and magnetic fields, and the soft amber lighting of the night cycle made everything feel dreamlike and distant.

She was acutely aware of herself — of the soreness between her legs, of the tenderness in her breasts, of the collar at her throat that seemed to pulse with its own heartbeat. She was aware of the blanket against her skin, the only thing covering her nakedness, and the way it felt like both protection and exposure.

She was aware, too, of Marcus beside her. His broad shoulders, his silverstreaked hair, the strength in the arm that held her. He had claimed her last night — had been the first inside her, the anchor that held her through the impossible stretch, the one whose seed had filled her deepest. And now he walked beside her as if it were the most natural thing in the world, as if claiming her and caring for her were two parts of the same whole.

“How are you feeling?” he asked, his voice low.

The question was different from the one he had asked in the chamber. Then, he had been asking about her emotional state — about the transformation, the belonging, the peace. Now he was asking about something more immediate.

“Sore,” she admitted. “My whole body aches. But I think that’s normal, given what happened.”

“It is.” His arm tightened briefly around her waist. “The soreness will fade in a few days. Victor will give you something for the pain if you need it. But I suspect you would rather feel it. The evidence of what you endured.”

She considered this. Was she the kind of person who would want to numb the pain? Or was she the kind of person who would wear the soreness like a badge, a reminder of what she had survived, what she had become?

“I think I would rather feel it,” she said.

Marcus nodded as if she had given the correct answer. “Good. The pain is part of the claiming. It reminds you that what happened was real. That you gave something of yourself that cannot be taken back.”

They walked in silence for a moment, the corridor stretching before them, the soft hum of the station filling the space between their footsteps. Elena let her mind drift, let the reality of the night before settle into her bones.

She had been fucked by three men at once. Three. The thought still seemed impossible, even after experiencing it. She had been stretched beyond what she believed her body could accommodate, had taken cock after cock into a space that seemed too small for one, let alone three. She had screamed and cried and shattered, and she had emerged on the other side transformed.

And she did not regret it.

The realisation was quiet but profound. She had expected to feel something else — shame, perhaps, or doubt. She had expected to wake and wonder how she could have allowed such a thing to happen to her. Instead, she felt peace. She felt right. She felt like she had finally found the thing she had been searching for her entire life, the thing that had always been just out of reach.

She belonged.

The thought was not new. She had felt it the night before, in the aftermath of the ritual, in the moment when Marcus’s arms had closed around her and she had known, with a certainty that bypassed thought, that she was home. But the thought felt different now, in the quiet of the corridor, in the light of a new day. It felt permanent. Real.

“You are different this morning,” Marcus said. His voice was quiet, observational, as if he were noting a change in atmospheric pressure rather than a transformation in her soul.

“Am I?”

“Yes. Last night, you were afraid. Uncertain. You did not know if you could survive what we were about to do to you. Now…” He paused, considering. “Now you are settled. At peace. As if the question that has been haunting you has finally been answered.”

She thought about his words. He was right, of course. He had been watching her for weeks, studying her, preparing her for this moment. He knew her better than she knew herself in some ways.

“I didn’t know if I could do it,” she admitted. “Even after all the training, even after watching Sarah, even after everything Victor did to prepare my body — I didn’t know if I could actually take three men at once. It seemed impossible. It seemed like something my body was not designed to do.”

“And now?”

“Now I know I can. Now I know that my body is capable of more than I ever imagined. That I can open further, take more, survive being stretched beyond what I thought were my limits.” She paused, feeling the weight of the collar at her throat. “And now I know that I belong. Not because of the collar. Not because of the ritual. But because I chose it. I chose to open. I chose to surrender. And in choosing, I found something I didn’t know I was looking for.”

They reached an intersection in the corridor, and Marcus guided her to the left, toward the residential section of the station. The lighting was beginning to shift, the amber glow of night cycle gradually brightening toward the simulated daylight of morning. The station was waking up around them, crew members beginning their shifts, the machinery of life support and research and military operations humming to full capacity.

“I have waited twelve years for you,” Marcus said quietly. “Twelve years since I first saw you on that transport, wounded and defiant, refusing to die even when death seemed certain. I knew then that you were special. That you had something I had never seen in another person. A capacity to survive. To endure. To transform.”

She remembered that moment, though she had not known at the time that he had been watching. The attack on the transport, the fire and the chaos, the certainty that she was going to die. And then the rescue — Marcus’s ship appearing out of the void, his soldiers boarding the wreckage, his face the last thing she saw before she lost consciousness.

She had never known why he had saved her. There had been other survivors, other people worth rescuing. But something in his eyes, in the way he had looked at her in the med bay afterwards, had suggested that her rescue had not been accidental. That he had seen something in her that he wanted.

“I didn’t know,” she said. “I thought it was coincidence. That you happened to be in the right place at the right time.”

“There is no coincidence on this station,” Marcus replied. “Everything happens for a reason. Every person who comes here is chosen. And you were chosen twelve years ago. I have been waiting for you ever since.”

The words settled into her, heavy with meaning. She had been selected. Marked. Desired. And the years between the rescue and her arrival on the station had been a long, slow preparation for this moment, for the claiming that would transform her from who she was into who she was meant to be.

They reached the door to her quarters, and Marcus paused, his hand on the access panel. He turned to face her, his grey eyes soft in the brightening light.

“Inside,” he said. “You need a shower, food, rest. I will stay with you. Make sure you are cared for.”

She nodded, not questioning his presence. He had claimed her. He had filled her with his seed. Of course he would stay. Of course he would care for her. That was part of the bargain, part of the belonging. She was his, and he was responsible for her.

The door slid open, and they stepped inside.

Her quarters felt different.

Elena stood in the entrance, Marcus behind her, and looked at the small space that had been her home for the past weeks. The narrow bed, the desk with its scattered padds, the viewport showing the eternal void beyond the station. Nothing had changed physically. But everything looked different through the eyes of the woman she had become.

The bed where she had spent so many nights alone, restless and unsatisfied. The desk where she had written reports and analysed data, trying to lose herself in work. The viewport where she had stood and stared at the stars, wondering what she was doing here, what she was searching for.

She had found it.

“Come,” Marcus said, his hand gentle on her shoulder. “The shower first. Then food. Then rest.”

She let him guide her toward the small bathroom, let him activate the water, let him adjust the temperature until it was warm but not hot. The blanket fell away as she stepped toward the shower, pooling on the floor behind her, and she stood naked before him for the first time in the clear light of morning.

She saw herself as he must see her — pale skin marked with bruises and tenderness, the evidence of the ritual written across her body. Her breasts were sore, her nipples still sensitive from the rough attention they had received. Her thighs were trembling slightly, her muscles exhausted from the impossible positions she had held. And between her legs, she was swollen and tender, the flesh stretched beyond recognition.

She was a mess. And yet, when she met Marcus’s eyes, she saw only hunger and tenderness, the same hunger that had driven him to claim her the night before, tempered now with care.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. “Even like this. Especially like this. Marked by what you endured. Transformed by what you survived.”

She did not know how to respond, so she said nothing. She simply stepped into the shower, letting the warm water wash over her, and felt the tension begin to drain from her shoulders.

Marcus followed.

He stepped into the small space behind her, his body filling the shower, his presence overwhelming in the confined area. She felt his chest against her back, his arms coming around her, his hands finding the soap and beginning to wash her.

The touch was not sexual. It was caring. His hands moved over her shoulders, down her arms, across her stomach, cleaning the sweat and the dried seed and the evidence of the night from her skin. He was thorough, methodical, treating her body with a reverence that made her breath catch.

“Let me take care of you,” he said against her ear. “This is part of belonging to us. Not just the claiming. The care after. The acknowledgment that you gave us something precious, and we are responsible for preserving it.”

She leaned back against him, letting him support her weight, letting his hands move over her body. The water ran in rivulets down her skin, carrying away the physical evidence of the ritual, but nothing could wash away what had happened. She had been transformed. She had been claimed. And no amount of water could undo that.

His hands moved lower, between her legs, and she tensed involuntarily. The soreness was acute there, the flesh swollen and tender, and even his gentle touch made her gasp.

“Easy,” he murmured. “I am not trying to arouse you. I am cleaning you. Let me.”

She forced herself to relax, to let his fingers move over the most intimate parts of her body without flinching. He was gentle, careful, his touch clinical in its thoroughness. But there was something deeply intimate about it nonetheless — the acknowledgment that this part of her belonged to him now, that he had the right to touch her whenever and however he chose.

“I can feel how sore you are,” he said quietly. “Your body is still recovering from what it endured. But you will heal. And when you are healed, you will be ready to serve us again.”

Serve. The word should have bothered her, perhaps. It implied servitude, submission, the surrender of her autonomy. But in the context of everything that had happened, it felt right. She was not being asked to serve strangers, to submit to men who did not care for her. She was being asked to serve Marcus, Victor, Jakob — the three men who had claimed her, who had filled her, who had transformed her.

And she wanted to. The realisation was quiet but certain. She wanted to serve them. She wanted to belong to them. She wanted to open herself again and again, to be taken and filled and claimed, to experience the annihilation and rebirth that came with complete surrender.

“I want to,” she said, the words escaping before she could consider them. “When I’m healed. I want to do it again.”

Marcus’s hands stilled briefly on her body. Then he pressed a kiss to her shoulder, his lips warm against her wet skin.

“You will,” he said. “This is not a onetime event. This is the beginning of a new life. You belong to us now. You will serve us. You will be filled. You will be claimed. And each time, you will open further, take more, become more completely ours.”

She shivered, though the water was warm. The words were a promise and a claim, a statement of intent that resonated through her entire being. She had found her place. She had found her purpose. And the thought of serving them again, of being stretched and filled and claimed, made something hot and hungry stir in her core despite the soreness.

Marcus finished washing her, his hands moving over every inch of her body, claiming her through care. Then he turned off the water and reached for a towel, wrapping it around her shoulders, drying her with the same methodical tenderness.

When she was dry, he led her back into the main room and sat her on the edge of the bed. He retrieved a brush from her small bathroom and began to work it through her tangled hair, his movements gentle, his fingers occasionally brushing against her scalp in a way that made her want to lean into him.

“I am not a gentle man,” he said quietly, his voice low. “You have seen that. Last night, I took what I wanted. I claimed you without hesitation, without tenderness. That is who I am when I am hungry.”

“And now?” she asked.

“Now I am something else. Now you belong to me, and I am responsible for you. The claiming was the taking. This is the keeping. Both are necessary. Both are part of what it means to be mine.”

She considered his words as he continued to brush her hair, the repetitive motion soothing her, making her feel small and cared for in a way she had never experienced. The duality of him — the raw hunger of the night before and the tender care of the morning after — should have been confusing. Instead, it felt right. Complete. As if both parts were necessary, both parts were what she needed.

He finished with her hair and set the brush aside. His hand came to rest on the back of her neck, his fingers closing around the collar, pressing the metal against her skin.

“Rest now,” he said. “I will bring you food. You need to recover before we can talk about what happens next.”

She nodded, too tired to argue. She let him guide her back onto the bed, let him pull a thin sheet over her naked body, let him arrange the pillows behind her head. And then, as he moved toward the door to order food, she closed her eyes and felt herself sinking toward sleep.

But before she drifted off, she heard his voice, low and certain, speaking to someone outside the door.

“She is resting. Bring food. Something simple, easy to digest. And water.” A pause. “She did well. Better than I expected. She is ours now. Completely.”

A murmured response, too quiet to hear, and then Marcus’s footsteps returning. She felt the bed dip as he sat beside her, felt his hand find hers, felt his fingers intertwine with her own.

“Sleep,” he said again. “I will be here when you wake.”

And she believed him.

She woke to the smell of food.

Elena opened her eyes slowly, her body heavy with exhaustion, her mind foggy with the remnants of sleep. The light in the quarters had shifted again — brighter now, the simulated midday of the station’s day cycle, the light pouring in through the viewport and casting long shadows across the floor.

Marcus was still there.

He sat in the chair beside her bed, a tray of food on the small table next to him, his grey eyes watching her with a mixture of hunger and tenderness. He had dressed at some point — a simple black shirt, uniform trousers — but his presence was no less overwhelming for the modesty.

“Welcome back,” he said. “You slept for three hours.”

She stretched, feeling the protest of her muscles, the persistent soreness between her legs, the weight of the collar at her throat. “I didn’t mean to sleep that long.”

“Your body needed it. You have been through an extraordinary ordeal. Sleep is part of the healing process.”

He helped her sit up, his hand warm against her back, and positioned the tray of food in front of her. Simple fare — bread, soft cheese, sliced fruit, a cup of broth that steamed gently in the cool air. She realised she was ravenous, her body demanding fuel after the night’s exertions, and she reached for the bread without thinking.

“Eat slowly,” Marcus cautioned. “Your body is still recovering. You do not want to make yourself sick.”

She forced herself to slow down, to take small bites, to chew thoroughly. The bread was dense and slightly sweet, the cheese sharp and creamy, the fruit cool and refreshing. She ate in silence for several minutes, Marcus watching her with quiet intensity, and felt her strength gradually returning.

When she had eaten enough to take the edge off her hunger, she set down the bread and looked at him.

“What happens now?” she asked.

It was the question she had been turning over in her mind, the question that had hovered at the edges of her consciousness since she woke. What happened now that she had been claimed? What happened now that she belonged to three men, now that she wore their collar, now that her body had been stretched and filled and transformed?

“Now you continue your life,” Marcus said simply. “You are still Dr. Elena Vasquez. You are still the chief psychologist on this station. You still have patients who need you, work that requires your attention. Nothing about that has changed.”

“But everything has changed.”

“Yes.” He nodded slowly. “Everything has changed. You are ours now. You wear our collar. You carry our seed inside you. You have been claimed in a way that cannot be undone. But that does not mean you cease to be who you were. It means you become something more.”

She considered his words, turning them over in her mind. She had expected something different — perhaps to be told that her life as a professional was over, that she belonged to them exclusively, that she would spend her days serving their needs and her nights being claimed. The reality was more nuanced.

“I don’t understand,” she admitted. “How can I be both? How can I be Dr. Vasquez and also belong to you?”

“Because the two are not separate,” Marcus replied. “You are Dr. Vasquez because you belong to us. Your work, your skills, your intelligence — these are things we value. We do not want to own a vacant vessel. We want to own a woman who brings something to the claiming. Your mind is part of what makes you valuable to us.”

The words were unexpected, and they landed in her chest with a weight she had not anticipated. He valued her mind. He wanted her intelligence, her skills, her professional identity. The claiming was not about erasing who she was. It was about adding to it.

“And my patients?” she asked. “The crew? They know what happened. They saw me walking through the corridors in nothing but a blanket and a collar. How am I supposed to face them?”

“They know,” Marcus acknowledged. “Everyone on this station knows how it works. The claiming is not secret. It is not shameful. It is simply part of life here. Your patients will not think less of you for being claimed. If anything, they will respect you more. You have proven yourself capable of surviving something most people could not endure.”

She thought about Sarah, about the way she had watched the other woman being claimed and felt not disgust but awe. She thought about the crew members who had looked at her in the corridors — not with judgement, but with recognition. This was how things worked on this station. This was what it meant to belong.

“And Jakob and Victor?” she asked. “I belong to them too?”

“You belong to all three of us,” Marcus confirmed. “The claiming was shared. The collar may bear my name, but you belong to all three of us equally. Victor will continue to examine you, to ensure you are healing properly. Jakob will have his time with you, as will I. You will serve all of us.”

The thought should have been overwhelming. Three men, three masters, three different hungers to satisfy. But instead of fear, she felt something else — a quiet anticipation, a sense of rightness. She had been claimed by all three. She belonged to all three. And the thought of serving them, of being filled and taken and claimed by each in turn, made the hunger stir in her core again despite the soreness.

“When?” she asked. “When will I serve you again?”

Marcus’s lips curved into a small smile. “When Victor says you are healed. Not before. Your body needs time to recover from what it endured. But when you are ready…” He paused, his eyes darkening with hunger. “When you are ready, I will claim you again. And again. And again. This is not a onetime event, Elena. This is the beginning of a new life. You are mine. You are ours. And I intend to remind you of that fact as often as possible.”

She shivered, though the room was warm. The promise in his voice was absolute, and she felt the weight of it settle into her bones. She had been claimed. She had been transformed. And now she would spend the rest of her life serving the men who owned her.

It should have felt like a prison. Instead, it felt like freedom.

“There is one more thing,” Marcus said, his voice shifting to something more serious. “The collar you wear is permanent. It cannot be removed without my authorisation. You will wear it for the rest of your life. It marks you as mine, as ours, and it tells everyone who sees it that you have been claimed.”

She reached up and touched the collar, her fingers tracing the smooth metal. It had become so much a part of her already that she sometimes forgot it was there. But the weight of it, the presence of it, was a constant reminder of what she was.

“I understand,” she said. “I chose this. I want to wear it.”

Marcus nodded slowly, satisfaction settling into his features. “Good. Then there is nothing more to discuss. You will rest today, let your body recover. Tomorrow, you will return to your duties. And in three days, when Victor clears you…” He stood, his body looming over her, and leaned down to press a kiss to her forehead. “In three days, I will remind you exactly what it means to belong to me.”

He turned and walked toward the door, his stride confident, his presence filling the room even as he left. At the threshold, he paused and looked back at her.

“Rest,” he said. “I will check on you this evening. If you need anything before then, contact me. You are not alone, Elena. You will never be alone again.”

And then he was gone, the door sliding closed behind him, leaving her alone with her thoughts and the weight of the collar at her throat.

She was alone.

Elena sat on the edge of the bed, the sheet pooled around her waist, the remnants of breakfast on the tray beside her. The quarters were quiet, the station humming its endless song beyond the walls, the viewport showing the eternal void. She should have felt lonely, perhaps. Isolated. Abandoned.

She did not.

Instead, she felt something she had not felt in years — perhaps something she had never felt. She felt whole.

She rose from the bed slowly, her body protesting the movement, and walked toward the small bathroom. Her legs were unsteady, her muscles aching, but she made her way to the mirror and stood before it, looking at herself for the first time since the ritual.

The woman who looked back at her was both familiar and strange.

Her face was the same — dark hair falling past her shoulders, greygreen eyes, the slight asymmetry of her jaw that she had always disliked. But there was something different in her expression now. Something settled. Something peaceful. The lines of tension that had bracketed her mouth for years had softened. The furrow between her brows had smoothed. She looked younger, somehow. Or perhaps just less burdened.

Her body showed the evidence of the ritual.

Bruises bloomed across her hips, dark fingerprints where hands had gripped her. Her breasts were tender, the skin flushed and sensitive. Her inner thighs were sore, the muscles protesting each step. And between her legs, she was still swollen, still tender, the flesh stretched beyond recognition.

But the most visible evidence was at her throat.

The collar.

It sat against her skin like a second spine, black metal smooth and cool, the thin band circling her throat with a weight that had become comforting. It marked her. Claimed her. Announced to anyone who saw it that she belonged to someone, that she had been taken and transformed and made part of something larger than herself.

She traced the edge of it with her fingers, feeling the way it sat against her skin, the way it moved with each breath, the way it pressed against her throat when she swallowed. It could not be removed without Marcus’s authorisation. She would wear it for the rest of her life.

And she wanted to.

The thought was quiet but certain. She wanted to wear it. She wanted to be marked. She wanted everyone who saw her to know that she belonged, that she had been claimed, that she had found her place.

She had spent her entire life searching for something she could not name. She had built a career, a reputation, an identity based on control and competence. She had convinced herself that she was satisfied, that she had everything she wanted, that the restlessness she felt was simply the price of ambition.

But the restlessness had never gone away. The sense that something was missing, that she was incomplete, that she was living a life that did not quite fit — it had haunted her for years. She had filled the emptiness with work, with achievement, with the careful construction of a self that she could present to the world.

And then she had come to this station.

She had been chosen. Selected. Marked for something she did not understand. And through weeks of training, through the gradual surrender of her body and her will, she had discovered the thing she had been searching for.

She belonged.

The thought was so simple, so obvious, that it seemed almost absurd in its simplicity. She belonged. She had found her place, her purpose, her people. She had been stretched and filled and claimed, and in the process, she had become something she had never been before.

Whole.

She leaned closer to the mirror, examining her own eyes, looking for the woman she had been. Dr. Elena Vasquez, respected psychologist, expert in human factors, a woman who had built her life on the careful management of perception and expectation. That woman was still there, somewhere. She could see her in the set of her jaw, in the intelligence that still flickered behind her eyes.

But she was not alone anymore. She shared her skin with someone else — someone who had been born in the chamber, on the platform, in the moment when three men had filled her and she had shattered and reformed. Someone who belonged.

She smiled at her reflection, a small curve of her lips that was both familiar and new.

“Hello,” she said quietly, her voice hoarse from screaming. “I’m you. But different.”

The reflection smiled back.

She turned away from the mirror and walked back into the main room, her body still aching, her mind still processing. The viewport called to her, and she moved toward it, standing before the thick glass and looking out at the void.

Earth was visible in the distance, a blue and white marble suspended in endless black. It seemed smaller now than it had when she arrived, less significant. The world she had left behind, the life that was no longer hers. She had been born there, had grown and learned and struggled there, had built a self that she had thought was complete.

But she had been wrong. She was not complete until she came here. She was not whole until she was claimed.

The void stretched before her, vast and ancient and indifferent. The stars burned in the distance, their light millions of years old, their fires long dead by the time their glow reached her eyes. The universe was enormous, and she was so small, a speck of dust on a spinning rock in the middle of nothing.

But she was not alone.

She belonged.

She touched the collar at her throat, feeling the weight of it, the presence of it, the truth of it. She was marked. Claimed. Owned. And she had never felt more free.

The door chimed behind her.

She turned, her body moving slowly, and saw the light flash on the access panel. Someone wanted to come in. Someone wanted to see her.

She did not bother to cover herself. She had been seen by the three men who owned her. There was no point in modesty now.

“Come,” she said.

The door slid open.

It was Sarah.

Sarah stood in the doorway, her pale blonde hair pulled back in a simple knot, her green eyes soft with something that might have been concern or understanding. She wore the station’s standard uniform — grey trousers, a fitted jacket — but the collar at her throat was visible above the neckline, a thin band of black metal that matched the one Elena wore.

She, too, had been claimed.

“May I come in?” Sarah asked.

Elena nodded, stepping back from the viewport, letting the other woman enter. The door slid closed behind Sarah, and they stood facing each other in the small space, two women marked by the same collar, bound to the same station, transformed by the same ritual.

“I wanted to see how you were,” Sarah said. Her voice was gentle, careful, as if she were speaking to a wounded animal. “After last night. After the claiming.”

Elena considered the question. How was she? Sore, certainly. Transformed, definitely. But the word that emerged was different.

“I’m well,” she said. “Better than well, actually. I feel… whole.”

Sarah’s face softened into a smile. “I remember feeling that way. After my own claiming. Like something that had been broken inside me for years had finally been repaired.”

“Yes.” Elena nodded slowly. “That’s exactly it. I didn’t know I was broken until I was fixed.”

Sarah moved further into the room, settling into the chair beside the bed, her movements graceful and unhurried. She had been on the station longer than Elena, had been claimed longer, had lived this life longer. There was a settledness to her, a peace that Elena recognised in herself now but had not possessed before last night.

“Can I tell you something?” Sarah asked. “Something I wish someone had told me after my claiming?”

Elena nodded, moving to sit on the edge of the bed, her body protesting the movement. “Please.”

“You are going to have moments of doubt.” Sarah’s green eyes held hers, serious and intent. “Moments when you wonder if you made the right choice. Moments when the soreness fades and you are left with the reality of what you have given up. The collar is permanent, Elena. You cannot take it off. You cannot leave. You belong to them now, and that reality will settle into your bones in ways you cannot predict.”

Elena felt the weight of Sarah’s words, the truth in them. She had chosen this. She had surrendered. But choice was not the same as certainty, and she knew there would be moments — perhaps many moments — when she questioned everything.

“But,” Sarah continued, “you will also have moments of profound peace. Moments when you feel so completely owned, so completely claimed, that you cannot imagine being anything else. Moments when you are being filled and taken and you know, with a certainty that bypasses thought, that this is exactly where you belong. Those moments are worth everything. Those moments are why we do this.”

“How do you know?” Elena asked. “How do you know that the peace is worth the doubt?”

Sarah smiled, a small curve of her lips that held both sadness and joy. “Because I have lived it. I have been claimed for three years now. I have served Marcus, Victor, Jakob more times than I can count. I have been stretched and filled and taken in ways I did not know were possible. And I have never, for a single moment, regretted my choice.”

Elena felt something loosen in her chest at Sarah’s words. The other woman had been where she was, had felt what she was feeling, had emerged on the other side whole and certain and at peace.

“Thank you,” she said. “For telling me. For coming to see me.”

Sarah rose from the chair and moved toward Elena, her hand coming up to touch the collar at her throat. Her fingers traced the edge of the metal, gentle and knowing.

“You are part of something now,” Sarah said quietly. “Not just the claiming. Not just the men. But the women who have been claimed before you. We are a sisterhood, of a sort. Bound by the collar, by the ritual, by the choice we made to surrender and belong. You are not alone, Elena. You will never be alone again.”

The words echoed what Marcus had said, and Elena felt the truth of them settle into her bones. She was part of something. She belonged not just to the three men who had claimed her, but to a community of women who had made the same choice, who wore the same collar, who understood what it meant to be transformed.

“What happens now?” Elena asked. “With us? With the other claimed women?”

“Now we support each other,” Sarah replied. “We talk. We share our experiences. We help each other through the doubt and celebrate the peace. You will see me again, and the others. We are your sisters now. Your community. Your family.”

She leaned forward and pressed a kiss to Elena’s forehead, a gesture of tenderness and welcome.

“Rest now,” Sarah said. “Let your body heal. And when you are ready — when Victor clears you — know that we will be here. To support you. To celebrate with you. To welcome you fully into the sisterhood of the claimed.”

She turned and walked toward the door, her stride graceful, her presence filling the room even as she left. At the threshold, she paused and looked back at Elena.

“You did well,” she said. “The claiming is the hardest part. The surrender. The opening. You survived it. You were transformed. And now you are one of us. Welcome home, Elena.”

And then she was gone, the door sliding closed behind her, leaving Elena alone once more.

But not alone.

Never alone again.

The room fell silent.

Elena sat on the edge of the bed, Sarah’s words still echoing in her mind, the weight of the collar pressing against her throat. She was part of something now — not just the claiming, not just the three men who owned her, but a community of women who had made the same choice, who had surrendered and been transformed and emerged whole.

Sisters. A sisterhood of the claimed.

The thought was both strange and comforting. She had never had sisters. She had never been part of a community that felt like family. She had built her life on isolation and independence, on the careful construction of a self that needed no one.

But now she needed. She belonged. She was part of something larger than herself, and the thought made her feel lighter than she had in years.

She rose from the bed and walked toward the viewport, her body moving slowly, her mind turning over everything that had happened. The void stretched before her, vast and ancient, the stars burning in the distance like distant fires. Earth was gone now, rotated out of view, and all she could see was blackness and light.

This was her home now. Not the planet of her birth, not the career she had built, not the identity she had constructed. This station, this void, this collar. The three men who had claimed her. The sisters who had welcomed her.

She touched the collar at her throat, feeling the metal warm against her skin, feeling the weight of it that had become as natural as breathing. She had worn it for less than a day, and already she could not imagine her neck without it.

She had been marked. Claimed. Transformed.

And she was grateful.

The thought surprised her, even now. She had arrived on this station weeks ago, summoned by a man who had saved her life twelve years before, uncertain of why she was here or what was expected of her. She had been afraid of the training, afraid of the ritual, afraid of what her body would be asked to endure.

But she had endured. She had opened. She had surrendered.

And she had found peace.

She turned away from the viewport and walked back toward the bed, her body heavy with exhaustion, her mind finally quiet. She needed to rest. She needed to heal. And in three days, when Victor cleared her, she would serve them again.

The thought made something warm and hungry stir in her core, despite the soreness, despite the exhaustion. She wanted to serve them. She wanted to be claimed again. She wanted to feel the stretch and the fullness and the overwhelming sensation of being taken apart and remade.

She was theirs. Completely. Forever.

And she had never been more whole.

She lay down on the bed, the sheet pooling around her naked body, the collar pressing against her throat. Her eyes closed, and she felt herself sinking toward sleep, her body finally surrendering to the exhaustion she had been fighting.

But before she drifted off, she whispered a single word into the silence of the room.

“Home.”

And she meant it.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN— THE NEW LIFE

The door chimed again.

Elena looked up from the viewport, her body still heavy with exhaustion, her mind still turning over Sarah’s words. She had been alone for perhaps an hour, sitting in the quiet of her quarters, the collar at her throat a constant presence, a constant reminder of what she had become.

“Come,” she said.

The door slid open, and Jakob stepped inside.

He was not wearing his uniform. Instead, he wore a simple black shirt, the fabric stretched across his dense chest, and dark trousers that hung loose on his powerful frame. His black hair was damp, as if he had recently showered, and his dark brown eyes found hers immediately, assessing, claiming, even now.

He said nothing.

He simply walked toward her, his stride unhurried but purposeful, and sat on the edge of the bed beside her. The mattress dipped under his weight, and Elena felt the warmth of his body even before he touched her.

Then his hand came to rest on her hip.

The touch was possessive — that was unmistakable. His fingers spread across the curve of her hip, his palm pressing against the bone beneath the skin, claiming the body beneath his hand as surely as the collar claimed her throat. But there was something else in the touch, something she had not expected from him.

Presence.

He did not demand. He did not take. He simply sat with her, his hand on her hip, his eyes on her face, his breath steady and slow. The silence stretched between them, but it was not uncomfortable. It was something else — an acknowledgment, perhaps, of what had passed between them in the chamber, of what they had done together.

She had been afraid of Jakob, in the beginning. He was the weapon, the raw power, the one who took rather than asked. His body was dense with muscle, his hands scarred from work she could not imagine, his expression harsh and unyielding. And in the ritual, he had been exactly what she feared — the third cock inside her, the unbearable stretch, the one who pushed her past what she believed she could endure.

But he had also been careful. She realised that now, looking back. He had entered her last, when she was already stretched and filled, and he had stilled when she screamed, had let her adjust before he began to move. He had not been gentle — that was not his nature — but he had been present. Aware. He had felt her body’s response and adjusted accordingly.

“You are thinking,” he said. The words were rough, his Russian accent thick, but his voice was quieter than she had heard it before. “I can see it on your face.”

“I’m thinking about you,” she admitted. “About the ritual. About what it felt like when you entered me.”

His hand tightened briefly on her hip, a spasm of possession that made her breath catch. “What did it feel like?”

She considered the question. What had it felt like? The stretch, certainly. The overwhelming fullness of three cocks inside her at once. The scream that had been torn from her throat. The adjustment, the accommodation, the eventual surrender to the impossible reality of what her body was doing.

“Like being broken open,” she said finally. “Like being taken past every limit I thought I had. Like being destroyed and remade at the same time.”

He nodded slowly, as if her words confirmed something he already knew. “I have been part of the ritual before. With Sarah. With others before her.” He paused, his dark eyes holding hers. “I have never felt anyone open the way you did. Your body fought, and then it surrendered. Completely. I felt you give.”

The words landed inside her, intimate and raw. He had felt her give. He had been inside her when she surrendered, when she stopped fighting and simply opened.

“Was it — did I —” She struggled to find the words. “Was I what you expected?”

A sound came from his chest, something that might have been a laugh but was too rough for that. “I do not expect. I take. That is what I do. That is what I am.” His hand moved on her hip, his thumb tracing circles on her skin. “But you gave. That is different. You chose to open. You chose to surrender. I have never had anyone give to me before.”

She understood, suddenly, what he was saying. He was a man who took — that was his nature, his role, his function in the claiming. But she had given him something he had never received: willing surrender. Not submission extracted through force or manipulation, but surrender offered freely.

“Thank you,” she said. The words felt inadequate, but she did not know what else to say.

His hand stilled on her hip. “For what?”

“For being there. For being part of it. For being careful, even when you were taking.”

He was silent for a long moment, his eyes searching her face, reading something in her expression that she could not name. Then he leaned forward and pressed his lips to her forehead, a gesture so unexpected, so tender from a man so rough, that she felt tears prick at her eyes.

“You belong to us now,” he said against her skin. “All three of us. I will take you again. Many times. That is what I do.” He pulled back, his hand returning to her hip, possessive and present. “But I will also be here. When you need. When you want. You are not just a vessel to be filled. You are ours. That means something.”

She reached up and touched his face, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw, feeling the roughness of stubble beneath her fingertips. He was not handsome in the way Marcus was, not elegant in the way Victor was. He was something else — raw power, contained violence, the weapon that could be turned outward or inward depending on command.

But he was also here. Sitting with her. His hand on her hip. His presence a claim and a comfort at once.

“Thank you,” she said again.

He grunted, a sound that might have been acknowledgment or dismissal, and rose from the bed. At the door, he paused and looked back at her.

“Rest,” he said. “Heal. I will see you again soon.”

And then he was gone, the door sliding closed behind him, leaving her alone with the weight of his words and the ghost of his touch on her hip.

The next morning, Elena left her quarters.

She had slept deeply, dreamlessly, her body finally surrendering to the exhaustion it had been fighting. When she woke, the light in her quarters had shifted to the simulated morning of the station’s day cycle, and she felt something she had not felt in days — hunger. Actual, physical hunger. Her body demanding fuel.

She dressed carefully. Her uniform was still hanging in the small closet — grey trousers, fitted jacket, the standard attire of the station’s professional staff. But when she put it on, she noticed immediately that something was different. The collar at her throat was visible above the neckline of the jacket, the thin black band impossible to hide.

She considered trying to cover it. A scarf, perhaps. A high collar. Something to conceal the evidence of what she had become.

But she rejected the idea almost as soon as it formed.

She was not ashamed. She had chosen this. She had opened for three men, had taken them inside her at once, had been transformed by the claiming. The collar was not a brand of shame. It was a mark of belonging. And she would not hide it.

She left her quarters and walked toward the mess hall.

The station was awake now, the corridors lit with the simulated daylight of morning, the hum of life support and environmental systems filling the silence. Crew members moved through the passages on their way to shifts, their faces set in the focused expressions of people with work to do.

The first person she passed was a young technician she did not know well — a woman with dark skin and closecropped hair, her uniform marked with the insignia of the engineering department. Their eyes met briefly, and Elena saw the woman’s gaze flick to the collar at her throat. A moment of recognition, understanding, and then the woman nodded once — a small, respectful dip of her chin — and continued on her way.

Elena felt something loosen in her chest.

The next person she passed was Commander Tanaka.

The Chief of Communications was walking toward her, her stride purposeful, her face set in its usual mask of professional detachment. Their eyes met, and Elena saw the moment Tanaka registered the collar — the flicker of something in her dark eyes that might have been contempt or resignation or something more complex.

But she said nothing.

She simply looked at Elena, looked at the collar, and walked past without a word. The silence was louder than any accusation could have been. And Elena found, to her surprise, that it did not hurt. She had expected to feel something — shame, perhaps, or the sting of judgement. Instead, she felt only a quiet acceptance.

Tanaka’s approval was not required. Tanaka’s understanding was not necessary. Elena belonged to the commanders now. She wore their collar. She had been claimed. And no amount of cold silence from the Chief of Communications could change that.

She continued toward the mess hall, her stride steady, her head high.

Inside, the long tables were populated with crew members eating breakfast, their conversations low and private, the clink of utensils against plates a familiar rhythm. Elena walked toward the food service station, her presence noted by the people she passed. She felt their eyes on her — on the collar, on the set of her shoulders, on the way she moved through the space like someone who belonged.

She gathered a tray, selected simple food — bread, protein, fruit, water — and turned to find a seat.

A voice called her name.

“Dr. Vasquez.”

She turned and saw one of the research specialists — a man she had worked with in her first weeks on the station, before the training had consumed her time. He was sitting at a table with two others, his dark face open and friendly, his hand raised in invitation.

“Join us,” he said. “If you’re not busy.”

She hesitated for only a moment. Then she walked toward the table, set her tray down, and took a seat.

The conversation was casual — station gossip, complaints about equipment, speculation about the next supply shipment. No one mentioned the collar. No one mentioned the ritual. No one treated her differently than they had before, except in small ways: a respect in their eyes that had not been there before, an acknowledgment of what she had endured and what she had become.

She ate in their company, contributed to the conversation when appropriate, and felt something settle in her that had been uncertain since she woke.

She was not a pariah. She was not shunned. She was part of the station’s community, and her transformation had not exiled her from it. If anything, it had given her a new place — not the professional distance she had maintained before, but something closer, more intimate, more real.

When she finished eating, she rose from the table, gathered her tray, and nodded to the people who had welcomed her.

“Thank you,” she said. “For the company.”

“Anytime, Dr. Vasquez,” the research specialist replied. “Good to have you back.”

Back. The word echoed in her mind as she walked out of the mess hall. Not back to who she was before — that woman was gone, transformed, remade. But back to the station, back to the community, back to the life that was waiting for her on the other side of the ritual.

She touched the collar at her throat as she walked, feeling its weight, its presence, its promise.

She belonged.

That evening, Marcus summoned her.

The message came through the station’s internal communications system, his voice brief and commanding: “My quarters. 1900 hours.”

She went.

The walk through the station was familiar now, the corridors no longer strange, the faces of the crew no longer hostile or judging. She passed a pair of technicians who nodded to her, a medical assistant who smiled briefly, a junior officer who stepped aside to let her pass. The collar at her throat was visible, and no one looked at it with anything other than understanding.

She reached Marcus’s quarters and pressed the access panel. The door slid open, and she stepped inside.

The room was dimly lit, the viewport showing Earth hanging in the void beyond, blue and white and impossibly distant. Marcus stood before the glass, his broad back to her, his hands clasped behind him. He was not wearing his uniform — just a simple black shirt and trousers, the fabric stretching across his shoulders, his silverstreaked hair catching the light from the viewport.

“Close the door,” he said without turning.

She pressed the panel, and the door slid shut behind her.

“Come here.”

She walked toward him, her steps measured, her body still sore but healing. When she reached him, she stopped at his side, and together they looked out at the Earth turning slowly below.

“You walked through the station today,” he said. “The crew saw you. They saw the collar.”

“Yes.”

“And how did it feel?”

She considered the question. How had it felt? The eyes on her, the nods of acknowledgment, Tanaka’s silent judgement, the research specialist’s invitation to sit. The acceptance and the distance, the respect and the understanding.

“It felt like belonging,” she said. “Like being seen for what I am, not what I was pretending to be.”

Marcus turned to face her, his grey eyes soft in the dim light, his hand coming up to touch the collar at her throat.

“You have accepted what you are,” he said. “Now it is time to understand what comes next.”

She waited, her breath steady, her eyes on his face.

“You will remain on Kepler Station,” he said. “For as long as I command here, you will serve. Me. Victor. Jakob. All three of us, for as long as we want you.”

She nodded, accepting.

“You will also continue your professional duties,” he continued. “The station still needs a psychologist. The crew still needs someone to talk to. Your mind is as valuable to us as your body.” His fingers traced the edge of the collar, pressing the metal against her skin. “But your primary role has changed. You are no longer here primarily as a researcher. You are here primarily as ours.”

“What about Earth?” she asked. “My life there? My family?”

“Kepler Industries has arranged for your deployment to be extended indefinitely,” Marcus replied. “Your family has been informed that you have accepted a longterm position in the orbital research programme. They will see you during scheduled rotation periods — every six months, you will return to Earth for two weeks of leave. Debriefs. Family visits. The performance of normalcy.” His lips curved slightly. “But you will always come back here. This is your home now.”

Kepler Industries property. The phrase should have disturbed her, perhaps. Should have made her feel like an object, a possession, a thing rather than a person. But she felt none of that. She felt only a quiet rightness, a settling into the truth of what she was.

“And the collar?” she asked. “Do I hide it on Earth?”

“During rotations, yes. You will wear high collars, scarves, conceal it from those who do not need to see.” His hand moved from the collar to her face, his fingers tracing the line of her jaw. “But here, you will never hide it. Here, you are what you are. Claimed. Owned. Ours.”

She leaned into his touch, feeling the roughness of his palm against her skin, the warmth of his presence, the weight of his claim.

“I understand,” she said. “I accept.”

He nodded slowly, satisfaction settling into his features. “There is one more thing. Something you need to know about the station. About what we do here.”

She waited.

“Kepler Station is not simply a research platform,” Marcus said. “The studies we conduct here — on isolation, on authority structures, on human sexual response under extreme conditions — they are not abstract academic exercises. They are preparation. Training. For something larger.”

“What?” she asked.

His grey eyes held hers, and she saw something in them she had not seen before — not hunger, not tenderness, but something deeper. Purpose. Mission. A goal that extended beyond the confines of this station, beyond the claiming of a single woman.

“That is not for you to know yet,” he said. “Not until you have proven yourself further. Not until you have served longer, deeper, more completely. But know this: you were selected for a reason. Your capacity to open, to surrender, to be transformed — it is not accidental. It is part of something larger. And in time, you will understand what that means.”

She felt the weight of his words settle into her. There was something more. Something beyond the collar, beyond the ritual, beyond the three men who had claimed her. A purpose she did not yet understand, a role she had not yet been told.

But she trusted him. She trusted them. And she would wait.

“I understand,” she said. “Or I will, when the time comes.”

Marcus’s hand moved to the back of her neck, his fingers closing around the collar, pressing the metal into her skin.

“You are mine,” he said. “You are ours. You are Kepler Industries property. And you have never been more free.”

She smiled, a small curve of her lips that held everything she felt — the surrender, the belonging, the peace.

“I know,” she said. “I’m home.”

She slept in his quarters that night.

The bed was larger than the one in her own quarters, the sheets softer, the temperature adjusted precisely to comfort. Marcus lay beside her, his broad body a warm presence at her back, his arm draped across her waist, his hand resting on the curve of her hip.

The viewport showed Earth turning below, the blue and white marble suspended in endless black. The station hummed its eternal song, the vibration of life support and magnetic fields, the breath of the artificial world that was now her home.

She was sore, still. Her body ached in places she had not known could ache, the evidence of the ritual written across her flesh in bruises and tenderness. But beneath the soreness was something else — a deep, profound relaxation, as if every muscle in her body had finally unclenched after a lifetime of tension.

She belonged.

The thought was quiet, but it filled her completely. She belonged. She had found her place, her purpose, her people. She wore the collar at her throat, carried the seed of three men inside her, had been transformed by the claiming into something she had never been before.

Whole.

Marcus’s breath was steady against her hair, his heartbeat a slow rhythm against her back. He was asleep, or near to it, his body finally at rest after days of anticipation and intensity. She felt the weight of his arm across her waist, the possessiveness of his touch even in sleep, and she smiled.

She had spent her entire life searching for this. Searching for a place where she could stop fighting, stop performing, stop pretending to be something she was not. She had built a career, a reputation, an identity based on control and competence, and she had been hollow inside the entire time, a void shaped like belonging.

Now the void was filled.

She closed her eyes and let sleep take her.

And for the first time in her life, she dreamed of nothing. No anxiety, no fear, no chasing after something just out of reach. Just darkness, and peace, and the steady hum of the station around her, and the weight of the collar at her throat.

She was home.


EPILOGUE — ONE YEAR LATER

The shuttle docked with a hollow thud.

Elena felt the vibration through the deck plating, the subtle shift in momentum as the two vessels locked together and the transfer tunnel extended between them. The pilot’s voice crackled through the cabin speakers, announcing arrival at Kepler Station, but she barely heard it. She was already unbuckling her restraints, already rising from her seat, already moving toward the airlock.

Two weeks.

She had been on Earth for two weeks — the longest she had been away from the station since the ritual. Two weeks of debriefs at Kepler Industries headquarters, of family dinners where she smiled and answered questions about her “research position,” of old friends who looked at her and saw the woman she used to be. Two weeks of performing normalcy, of wearing high collars and silk scarves, of concealing the thin black band at her throat from people who would never understand.

Two weeks of counting the hours until she could come home.

The airlock cycled open with a hiss of equalising pressure, and Elena stepped through into the familiar corridor of Kepler Station. The air was different here — cooler, carrying the metallic edge of recycled atmosphere, the subtle undertone of antiseptic and machine oil that she had learned to associate with home. The hum of life support surrounded her, a constant vibration that she felt in her bones, and she let out a breath she hadn’t realised she was holding.

She was back.

A junior officer waited at the end of the transfer corridor, his uniform crisp, his expression professionally neutral. He nodded to her as she approached.

“Dr. Vasquez. Welcome back. Your quarters have been prepared, and Commander Thorne requests your presence at your earliest convenience.”

“Thank you,” she said. “I’ll go to him now.”

She walked through the station corridors, her duffel bag slung over her shoulder, her feet finding the familiar path without conscious thought. The station was unchanged — the same grey walls, the same amber lighting, the same viewports showing the eternal void beyond. Crew members passed her in the corridors, some nodding in recognition, some too focused on their duties to notice. She saw none of it clearly. Her mind was already ahead of her body, already in Marcus’s quarters, already on her knees, already home.

She reached the door to Marcus’s quarters and paused, her hand hovering over the access panel. Her heart was beating faster than it should, a flutter of anticipation in her chest that had not faded in the year since she had been claimed. She had served him hundreds of times now, had been taken by him in every way a woman could be taken, had belonged to him through long nights and quiet mornings and the endless rotation of the station’s artificial days. And still, the sight of his closed door made her breath catch.

She pressed the panel.

The door slid open.

Marcus was waiting.

He stood at the viewport, his back to the door, his broad shoulders blocking the light from the stars beyond. The station’s simulated night cycle had begun, and the quarters were dim, lit only by the soft glow of Earth rising over the curve of the station’s hull. He did not turn when she entered. He did not need to. His presence filled the room, possessive and absolute, and she felt the weight of him before she even saw his face.

She dropped her duffel bag by the door and walked toward him, her footsteps soft on the deck plating. She stopped three paces behind him, close enough to feel the warmth radiating from his body, far enough to maintain the distance he expected. In public, he did not embrace her. In public, he barely acknowledged her beyond the courtesies required between a commander and his subordinate. But here, in the privacy of his quarters, in the space that belonged to him and to her and to the claiming that bound them together, the distance was a formality that could be dissolved with a single word.

He gave it.

“Come,” he said.

She closed the distance between them, her body moving without hesitation, and stopped at his side. Together, they looked out at Earth turning below, the blue and white marble that had been her home for thirtysix years before she found her true home here, in the void, in the collar, in the arms of the three men who owned her.

“Two weeks,” he said. His voice was low, controlled, but she heard the hunger beneath it, the possessiveness that had not faded in a year of service. “Fourteen days. I counted every one.”

“I counted them too,” she admitted.

He turned to face her, his grey eyes moving over her body, assessing, claiming, remembering. She had changed in the year since the ritual — her body stronger from the training Victor maintained, her mind clearer from the surrender she had accepted, her soul settled into the belonging she had chosen. But beneath the changes, she was still the woman he had claimed, still the vessel he had filled, still the collar around her throat.

“The scarf,” he said.

She reached up and unwound the silk from her neck, letting the fabric fall away, revealing the thin black band beneath. The collar glinted in the dim light, the Kepler Industries logo barely visible on the clasp, the metal warm against her skin. She had hidden it for two weeks, had felt its weight beneath layers of fabric, had touched it in secret when no one was watching. Now it was visible again, a mark of ownership, a promise kept, a home returned to.

Marcus’s hand came up to close around it, his fingers pressing the metal into her throat, claiming her through the collar as surely as he had claimed her through the ritual.

“You are home,” he said.

“Yes,” she breathed. “I’m home.”

He pulled her against his chest, his arms closing around her, and she felt the tension of the past two weeks dissolve in the warmth of his embrace. This was where she belonged — not on Earth, not in the debriefing rooms, not at family dinners where she smiled and lied about her life. Here. In his arms. In the collar. In the claiming.

“Tonight,” he said against her hair, “you will serve. All three of us. The way you did before you left. The way you will every night you are here. You are ours, Elena. Do not forget it again.”

“I won’t,” she said. “I promise.”

He released her, stepping back, and she felt the absence of his arms like a physical loss. But she did not reach for him. She simply stood, collared and waiting, for whatever came next.

“Victor will examine you first,” Marcus said. “Make sure you have maintained your training during your time away. Then Jakob will have his time with you. And then, finally, you will come to me.” His eyes held hers, dark with hunger and possession. “By the end of tonight, you will remember exactly what you are. Exactly whose you are. Exactly where you belong.”

“I remember now,” she said. “I never forgot.”

“Good,” he replied. “Then show me.”

She stood before the mirror in Marcus’s bathroom, the collar visible at her throat, her body bare except for the thin black band. The lights were low, the air cool against her skin, and she looked at herself with the frank assessment she had learned to apply over the past year.

Her body was different now.

The training had changed her — not just the dilation exercises that Victor continued to maintain, but the service itself, the constant claiming that had become as routine as breathing. She was stronger, leaner, her muscles more defined from the physical demands of serving three men. Her breasts were fuller, more sensitive, from the attention they received. And between her legs, she was permanently changed — stretched, opened, capable of accommodating what she never could have imagined before the ritual.

But the most significant change was at her throat.

The collar.

She touched it now, her fingers tracing the smooth metal, feeling the way it sat against her skin. It had become so much a part of her that she sometimes forgot it was there, a constant presence that had shaped itself into her identity. She was collared. She was claimed. She was theirs.

On Earth, she had hidden it beneath silk and high collars, had performed the role of Dr. Elena Vasquez, respected researcher, devoted daughter, successful professional. She had smiled at her mother’s questions about marriage, had deflected her friends’ inquiries about her love life, had let them believe that she was simply married to her work. The performance had become easier over the year, the lies smoother, but the collar had always been there, a secret beneath the fabric, a truth she carried even when she pretended otherwise.

But here, she did not pretend.

Here, the collar was visible. Here, she was what she was — claimed, owned, belonging. Here, she did not have to lie or deflect or perform. She simply was.

She turned away from the mirror and walked back into the main room. Marcus was gone, called away by station business, but his absence did not disturb her. She knew where to go, what to do, who was waiting. The routine was established, the claiming constant, the belonging permanent.

She dressed in the clothes that had been laid out for her — not her uniform, but something simpler, softer. A thin shift that clung to her body, sheer enough to reveal the shape of her beneath, short enough to expose the length of her legs. The collar sat above the neckline, visible, claiming, announcing to anyone who saw her exactly what she was.

She left Marcus’s quarters and walked through the station corridors, her bare feet silent on the deck plating, her body humming with anticipation. Crew members passed her, their eyes flicking to the collar, to the shift, to the woman who belonged to the commanders. Some nodded in acknowledgment. Some simply looked, understanding what she was, what she did, what she had chosen. No one commented. No one questioned. This was the way of things on Kepler Station.

She reached the medical bay and pressed the access panel. The door slid open, and she stepped inside.

Victor was waiting.

The examination was clinical, as it always was.

Victor had her lie on the examination table, her legs spread in the stirrups, her body exposed to his clinical gaze. He applied lubricant, tested her with progressively larger instruments, assessed the state of her training with the same detached professionalism he brought to all his medical duties. But his pale blue eyes were warm when they met hers, and his hand lingered on her shoulder when he helped her sit up.

“You have maintained your dilation exercises,” he said. “Good. Your capacity is unchanged. You will be ready for service tonight.”

“Thank you, Victor,” she said.

He nodded, his expression softening into something that was almost tenderness. “I am glad you are back. The station is not the same without you.”

The words were simple, but she heard the weight behind them. Victor was a man of few words, of clinical detachment, of professional distance. But over the past year, he had become something more than her trainer and examiner. He had become one of the three men who owned her, one of the three who filled her, one of the three who held her through the night. And she had learned to read the small signs of his affection — the lingering touch, the softness in his eyes, the care he took with her body even when he was stretching her beyond what she believed she could endure.

“I’m glad to be back,” she said.

He helped her off the table and pressed a kiss to her forehead, a gesture of tenderness that he would never show in public, that he reserved for the private moments when they were alone.

“Go to Jakob now,” he said. “He has been waiting for you.”

She nodded and left the medical bay, her body already preparing for what came next. Jakob was different from Victor — where Victor was clinical, Jakob was raw. Where Victor stretched her with instruments and care, Jakob stretched her with his body and his hunger. He was the weapon, the one who took, and his claiming was always the most intense, the most overwhelming, the most transformative.

She found him in the engineering bay, as she knew she would. He was working on a console, his dense body bent over the machinery, his scarred hands moving with surprising delicacy. He did not look up when she entered, but she knew he was aware of her. He was always aware of her.

She waited, silent, at the entrance to the bay.

After a long moment, he straightened and turned to face her. His dark eyes moved over her body, assessing, claiming, hungry. He did not speak. He simply crossed the distance between them in three strides, picked her up as if she weighed nothing, and carried her to the small alcove where he took her when he wanted her during his shifts.

He did not undress her. He simply pushed the shift up around her waist, freed himself from his trousers, and entered her in one hard thrust.

She gasped, her body still adjusting from the weeks away, her muscles stretching to accommodate him. He was large — larger than Marcus, larger than Victor — and his claiming was always overwhelming, always too much, always exactly what she needed.

He fucked her against the wall of the alcove, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, his breath hot against her neck, his cock filling her completely. There were no words, no tenderness, no softness. There was only the claiming — raw, primal, undeniable. He was marking her as surely as the collar marked her, reminding her body who it belonged to, who it would always belong to.

She came quickly, her orgasm crashing through her, and he followed shortly after, spilling inside her with a groan that sounded almost like pain. Then he pulled out, set her on her feet, and stepped back, his dark eyes satisfied, possessive, done.

“Welcome home,” he said, the words rough, his Russian accent thick.

“Thank you,” she breathed, her body still trembling from the intensity.

He grunted and turned back to his console, dismissing her as casually as he had claimed her. She smoothed down her shift, felt his seed leaking from between her legs, and walked toward the door. There was one more stop to make before the night was done.

She went to Marcus.

He was waiting in his quarters, standing at the viewport, his back to the door, his body silhouetted against the stars. She entered without being announced, closed the door behind her, and crossed the room to stand at his side.

“Victor examined you,” he said without turning. “Jakob claimed you.”

“Yes.”

“And now it is my turn.”

He turned to face her, his grey eyes dark with hunger, his hands reaching for her. He pulled the shift over her head in one smooth motion, leaving her naked before him, the collar at her throat the only covering she wore. Then he lifted her in his arms, carried her to the bed, and laid her down on the dark sheets.

He took his time.

Where Jakob was raw and immediate, Marcus was controlled and deliberate. He kissed her slowly, touched her gently, opened her with patience and care. By the time he entered her, she was trembling with need, her body desperate for him after the weeks away, her soul hungry for the claiming that only he could provide.

He moved inside her with the same control he brought to everything — slow, deep, relentless. His eyes never left her face, watching her responses, reading her pleasure, claiming her even as he filled her. And when she came, her orgasm building and breaking in waves, he followed her over the edge, his own release spilling into her, joining the seed that Jakob had already left.

He did not withdraw.

Instead, he stayed inside her, his body covering hers, his arms wrapping around her, his lips pressing against her forehead. She felt the weight of him, the warmth of him, the possession of him, and she knew, with a certainty that had not faded in a year, that she was exactly where she was meant to be.

“Welcome home, Elena,” he murmured against her hair.

“I’m home,” she whispered back.

After, she lay in Marcus’s arms.

The lights were off, the viewport showing the eternal void beyond, Earth rising and setting as the station rotated. The hum of life support surrounded her, a constant vibration that she felt in her bones, and the warmth of Marcus’s body against her back was a comfort beyond words.

Victor was there too, asleep on the other side of the bed, his wiry frame a presence she had learned to count on. After the ritual a year ago, the three men had begun sharing her more regularly, their claimings overlapping, their presence constant. Some nights she served them in sequence, one after the other. Some nights they all took her together, the way they had in the ritual. Tonight was one of the sequential nights — each man having his time, each leaving his mark, each reminding her who she belonged to.

She turned her head and saw Jakob in the doorway, his dark shape silhouetted against the light from the corridor. He was not in the bed — he rarely was — but he was there, watching, present, claiming her through his gaze even after he had claimed her through his body. This too was part of their dynamic, the way they had settled into their roles over the past year. Marcus was the anchor, the one who held her through the night. Victor was the caretaker, the one who ensured her body was maintained. Jakob was the weapon, the one who took and watched and waited to take again.

And she was theirs. All of theirs. Forever.

She touched the collar at her throat, feeling the familiar weight of the metal, the promise it represented. One year. Twelve months of service, of claiming, of transformation. She had returned to Earth three times now, had performed the role of Dr. Elena Vasquez for her family and friends, had hidden the collar and lied about her life and counted the hours until she could come home. And each time, the return had been sweeter, the claiming more intense, the belonging more complete.

She had been Dr. Elena Vasquez, respected scientist. She had been lost, hungry, searching, a woman who had built an identity on control and competence while hollowing out inside. She had been afraid of her own desires, ashamed of her own hunger, convinced that the emptiness she felt was simply the price of the life she had chosen.

But she had been wrong.

The emptiness was not the price of her life. It was the sign that she was living the wrong one.

Now she was simply theirs. Collared, claimed, owned, transformed. She served three men who valued her body and her mind, who filled her and cared for her and gave her a purpose she had never found in her career. She had a home, a place, a belonging that went deeper than anything she had ever known.

And she had never been more herself.

Marcus stirred behind her, his arm tightening around her waist, his breath warm against her hair. Victor shifted in his sleep, his hand finding hers under the sheet, his fingers intertwining with her own. And Jakob, in the doorway, grunted softly and turned away, his footsteps fading down the corridor toward his own quarters.

The station hummed around her. The void stretched beyond the viewport. Earth rose and set, rose and set, a distant reminder of the world she had left behind.

She closed her eyes.

She was exactly where she was meant to be.
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Thank you for reading.

If you found something here to crave — something intense, tender, unsettling, or impossible to forget — I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review.

Every review helps other readers discover my work and keeps these dark, daring stories reaching the people they were written for.

— Roman Vale

[image: ]

Year of Denial – Quarter One - Teased & Tormented: Teased & Tormented: Femdom Chastity, Erotic Denial, and the First Three Months of Submission - 3 Books in 1 Collection

https://a.co/d/03cTDc3m

One contract.

Three months.

No release.

Adam thought he agreed to a simple challenge.

One month locked in chastity to prove he could change.

Rachel knew better.

What begins in January as a relationship ultimatum quickly transforms into something far more deliberate — a carefully structured system of control, denial, and obedience.

Each month tightens the rules.

Each evaluation strips away another layer of resistance.

Each moment without release reshapes Adam’s body, his thoughts… and eventually his identity.

Quarter One: Teased & Tormented collects the first three volumes of the Locked for the Year saga:

	January Jail – The cage closes for the first time.

	February Frustration – Adam learns there is no early release.

	March Meltdown – Denial becomes psychological.



Catch up on the series so far now! New book every month.
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The Glass Slipper: A Dark Fairytale of Power, Desire, and Possession

https://a.co/d/06Ay4M91

The Glass Slipper is a dark Cinderella retelling that transforms a familiar fairytale into something far more intimate, dangerous, and psychologically charged.

Ella has spent most of her life surviving quietly. In a house that was never truly hers, she has learned to be useful, obedient, and easy to overlook. She knows how to make herself small. She knows how to endure. What she does not know is what it means to be fully seen — not as a servant, not as an inconvenience, not as a burden, but as something wanted.

Everything changes with the invitation to the royal ball.

But this is no innocent celebration, and the palace is not glittering with romance. Beneath the beauty and ceremony lies something older, darker, and far more deliberate. The women invited are not simply guests. They are being observed. Assessed. Measured. Every glance means something. Every interaction is part of a design. And at the centre of that design is the Prince — a man who does not chase, does not guess, and does not charm in the way the storybooks promise.

He chooses.
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Do Your Worst: She said she could take it. He never promised to stop - A Dark Romance of Power, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/0gpb7SX1

She said she could take it. He never promised to stop.

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

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

https://a.co/d/0a10F8dm

Fourteen days.

Fourteen keys.

One lock she controls completely.

Isla Mercer does not play games.

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

Theo has agreed to submit.

From the moment the lock clicks shut, his pleasure is no longer his concern. Isla does not offer mercy, reassurance, or reward. She offers structure. Rules are spoken once. Failure resets everything. Desire is allowed only as fuel for obedience, never as a bargaining tool.
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The Valentine Handler: A Dark Valentines Day Romance of Chastity, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/06ezmhIH

Every February, she takes one man.

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

They call her to reassign them.

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

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

https://a.co/d/0gpRLjMm

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

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

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