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1.     Kira

 
Kira stared out the navigation bridge’s window as her ship approached Cena-2.
She had told her crew they’d have five rotations of the planet, six days, five nights here.
For her, that would be two conference days and two days off, plus the first and last half days of the welcome cocktail and then the checkout. At least her crew didn’t have the mandatory conference to eat into their vacation days. You’d think the Admiral Professional Alliance, with their mandatory “Promoting a healthy psychological work environment on your ship” would practice what they preach, but it seemed that the “promoting” didn’t extend to workload as she had not been able to refuse the last shipment without consequences.
This would probably be another one of those conferences where they suggested each ship come equipped with complimentary beverage stations and space sports tables. As if she’d make her hard-working crew pay for beverages, Kira thought, rolling her eyes in an Old-World show of annoyance.
She was proud to be an Admiral, one of still too few women in this section of space considering the high position but having to follow all the Admiral Professional Alliance’s guidelines and courses was a hassle she would much rather not have.
It’s not like the APA actually did anything when an incident was reported. How many admirals she knew still whipped their crew, and the APA consistently turned a blind eye. Unfortunately, once you reached the rank of Admiral, very few people were above you in rank and these people were too busy with matters they considered more important than how their Admirals conducted their day to day.
She, unfortunately, knew that her professional fees went partly to lawyers attempting to prove the events never happened, or to pay off the poor person’s silence when they had enough proof or things had gone too far. Not that these cases were advertised, but the crew talked. Early on, Kira had promised herself that would not be happening on the ship she’d lead. As she progressed in her career, took ownership of her first ship, and built her crew, she made sure it was very clear that whippings would not be tolerated on her vessel.
Dreading what would likely be a waste of time, Kira already anticipated this whole conference could have been summarized and sent out in a written communiqué. However, she knew most used this as an opportunity to network.
At the very least, she would have liked a little more leisure time, but contracts didn’t wait. They hadn’t stopped in some time now. Her crew was always happy when they did a longer stop at one of the border planets.
The lower levels of Cena-2 weren’t the most luxurious, but it was nice to feel real gravity from time to time, feel real ground beneath their boots. It was hard the first few minutes, readjusting to the weight of your body based on the gravity that varied on each planet, but it was a good change.
Of course, the APA didn’t host their precious conference on the lower levels. Only the best was reserved and cost a pretty credit, but mandatory courses could not be ignored and Kira staying a member of the APA gave her and the crew access to better paying and safer contracts. Kira wouldn’t lie, she enjoyed the paycheck that came with the respected title.
Cena-2 used to be a primitive agricultural planet, until some visionary saw the pink sand and cyan waters, and invested in terraforming beaches, building the high rises that now hosted the luxury hotels at the top and sea level, while bringing the lower end markets underground. Now, it even competed with some of the nicer places in the Omega-Prime galaxy.
Considering the credits the conference cost, she was looking forward to the short beach getaway. She longed to feel the waves, the pink sand beneath her toes. She might even get them painted, for once!
Not that her crew would see it. She had to keep up with the “admiral image” after all. Most of her crew was senior enough that she could be more relaxed around them, but there were always interns and newbies she had to be more formal with, as you would never know whose ship they would end up on in a few years. More often than not, she weeded out the ones she couldn’t bring herself to trust in the first few weeks.
Looking forward to at least part of the trip, Kira was already planning ahead. She’d give them leave, park the ship near the hotel and go out on her own, giving the crew a rendezvous point and shift rotations, as always.
The only person she’d ever let join her on her solitary quests was Macy, her second in command, the Captain of her ship, and best friend.
They had trained together from the beginning and had always had each other’s backs. Macy was the only one Kira would let talk back to her, and she knew it. Macy was also smart enough to only do it in private.
Even now, and even with Admiral Kirana Kot’s renown, some cultures still did not see women as equal in rights to lead a ship, let alone a fleet when necessary.
Macy had joined for similar reasons as Kira: freedom, making a better world, and not having to bow down to people. But where Kira had a drive for leadership, Macy had found she preferred to stay on with Kira and not command her own crew.
Getting her head back to the landing on Cena-2, Kira supervised her crew as they executed the landing flawlessly. Not that there were any factors to make it more difficult. The port may be rudimentary, but it was large and gave much landing space, even for a ship her size.
Kira took the ship’s commands to make sure she was heard across all sections of the ship and summarized her earlier instructions. She had prepared a special surprise considering their last shipment of Murizian fuel had gone without a hitch. The highly flammable and corrosive liquid was always a risk to ship, and it was not unheard of to lose a crew member to an accidental leak. With the shipment arriving intact, she had received a bonus payment from the buyer.
“Crew, this is your admiral. As a reminder, once we land, we will stay for five nightly rotations or roughly 144 ship hours including the daytime. Everyone is expected to be back on the ship at 0800 hours, ship time on the last day. In recognition that this is a long-awaited stopover and because of all your hard work, I’ve transferred 500 credits to your spending accounts to enjoy whatever this stopover has to offer.” She heard cheers and continued a few seconds later.
“Make sure to uphold decorum as this is not a pleasure planet and you bear my name on your uniform! If you do not sleep on the ship, let the crew on board know. We will maintain a skeleton crew on board at all times. You know who you are and who your rotational replacements are, don’t be late when it is your time so your crew mates can also enjoy their leave. Everything else, you already know, so let’s go sink our boots into that sand!” Another cheer.
Disconnecting from the ship controls, Kira saw Macy had stayed at her post, finishing up the docking documentation and overseeing final instructions.
Once Macy was done, Kira tilted her head, motioning her over.
“You ready, Captain?”
“You bet, Admiral!”
Early on in their friendship, they had started calling each other by their grades. At first, it started as a show of respect for each other. It was also a reminder of rank to those around them, especially when so few women rose to their ranks. Now, it was a show of friendship and almost an endearment.
Kira and Macy changed into civilian clothing and headed to the docking bay where they would open the passage and lead the crew out. As they moved towards it, the crew stepped aside to let them pass, excitedly talking about how they would spend the 500 credits she had surprised them with.
She was able to do that from time to time with the generous spending account her position entailed. She wasn’t a big spender on luxury items like other higher-ups, but she wouldn’t refuse the extra shopping stipend. Notwithstanding that was without even considering the bonus they had just banked for that Murizian fuel. She did enjoy some “girl time” with Macy roaming markets from time to time. She was wondering if this time, she would splurge on a full body mud wrap. She had heard about them but had never tried.
Opening the hatch, she led the way out of the ship. The fresh, slightly humid air of the beach planet caressed her face like a long-missed lover. Stars, she’d missed that. Recycled ship air just didn’t feel the same no matter how much was invested into the filtration systems. She absolutely understood what the investors had seen on this planet, based on the air quality alone. They could bottle it up, ship it to less hospitable planets and make a killing at oxygen bars.
Taking a deep breath, she exhaled and watched her crew disperse, happy to start their leave, going for the elevators to cheaper hotels and underground markets. They didn’t have to spend the same budget being mandatory housed in the conference hotel. At least Macy would stay with her. She paid her Captain and best friend what she was worth, which to Kira, was a lot.
Besides, she always made sure to know salary ranges on other ships and to match what her crew could make elsewhere. Keep your employees happy and they will make sure your business runs smoothly, she had always said. A ship may not exactly be a business, but the same principles applied. Besides, some admirals really did run it like one.
Macy went directly towards the Port authorities, paying the required docking fees and registering the Admiral’s ship for the expected downtime. Macy waved her over, looking frustrated.
“Admiral, there seems to be an issue with parking,” Macy stated.
“What kind of issue?” Kira looked at the port officer, who at least had the decency to look contrite in his response.
“We’re really sorry, Admiral. Some larger ships arrived early, and we had to give them top space. All we have left for a ship your size are spots at the market level.”
Kira blew out a breath. She knew exactly what had happened. They’d gotten a bribe, and although her spot was supposed to be reserved as part of the conference, she was not surprised by it having gone to a “larger ship”. What a joke! With the size of her crew, her ship was among the largest. She took a quick moment to debate with herself if she was going to make a scene just to have a spot at the top. She didn’t truly care about the area, she thought. But she was an admiral, and no one in her position would have let this go. If she did, it would get out that she was soft and there would be no stopping the other’s cruelty. She put on an angry face and turned to look at the port officer.
“You’re telling me that the area that was reserved for me as part of the Admiral Professional Alliance has magically been given to someone else? Was the word “reserved” not clear? Or is it the word “Admiral” you have trouble understanding?” She’d had years of practice being a space bitch, not that she enjoyed it… that much.
“No Sir… Er, Ma’am. Sir. I apologize. We really don’t have any more space on top. I’m not sure how this happened, I am truly sorry.” Alright, he did look regretful, she decided she’d get to the point and not push the attitude too much.
“I see. Alright, call this in, make sure the parking fee is waived and if any of my crew comes here looking for the ship, someone tells them exactly where to go. I won’t be paying for subterranean parking. It’s enough that we’ll have to walk all the way through the markets to get to the resort and waste time at takeoff.”
The port officer nodded profusely, probably grateful she wouldn’t be going any higher and requesting his head. He handed Macy the datapad keyed in with the parking space and the confirmation that the parking had been paid by the hotel, a map to get there, and the access to open the elevators and hatches.
Once done, Macy and Kira re-entered the ship and told the remaining skeleton crew to follow the datapad’s direction to their parking spot. She also told them to message an update to all crew already on leave, to make sure they knew where to come back to.
It wasn’t far, but it was still an additional step of using a parking elevator to move the ship to a spot on a lower level. It added frustrating minutes before she could start her leave. It would be even worse to have to haul her overnight bag to the hotel through the market.
Kira was not looking forward to the unexpected walk. She could already be checking in, putting on a bikini, and heading to the beach. At least she didn’t have to worry about being late for the conference opening cocktail, which was much later tonight.
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Once they were settled and parked, Kira and Macy took their bags and disembarked. The hatch closed behind them on their ship’s parking spot. Although Macy, not being an Admiral, was not obligated to go to the conference, she had decided to spend some of her well-earned credits on a room next to Kira’s at the luxury hotel.
She had gloated all month about how she would be out enjoying herself while Kira listened to lectures. Kira hoped there was at least something useful that would come from this conference.
They followed the signs to the market. Cena-2 may not be a big planet itself, but it was set close to a few planet orbits and had a decent-sized market. The ladies stepped towards the lift from the parking and observed the level map. They ignored the lower levels, bypassing the produce and animal sections, deciding on the exotic goods level. That was generally where the interesting stuff was kept anyway. Might as well enjoy the walk across the market to the hotel’s lift on the other side, her data watch guiding the way.
Stepping off the lift, Kira noticed the incense smells right away. At least it didn’t smell like light sticks, or what used to be the Old-World’s cigarettes. She hated that smell, but for some reason, they were still popular and came in so many flavors that stalls selling them smelled like brothel bathroom stalls. Not that she had a clear memory of what those smelled like. The one time Kira had been pulled into one had been enough, the desolate faces of the “workers” haunting her for a long time.
Although it was still late afternoon outside, the market was fully illuminated in certain more active sections, others staying darker with only the safety lights in use. It was probably done on purpose, both to conserve resources and to add to the “exotic atmosphere”, she supposed.
“Got anything in mind that could interest you here?” Macy asked, sweeping her hand in a grand gesture encompassing the market.
“Would you believe it if I didn’t?” Kira replied innocently.
Macy smirked. She knew Kira and knew that even if she tried her hardest, she’d still come away with a little thing or two.
Kira shrugged. “We can always find something. Actually, I am running out of sturdy hair elastics. They’re like socks, you think you have some, yet they always somehow disappear.”
“I know, right? It’s like those little bastards grow wings, they’re not even affected by gravity.”
Another reason Macy kept her hair short, almost by male regulations. Kira wistfully thought she just wouldn’t be able to pull it off the same way, with her rounder face. Macy, with her pixie cut and full lips, still looked very feminine. Kira was bulkier, more muscular, and although she tried not to look too feminine with her crew and always pulled her hair back in one of her serious buns, it was one of the features she liked most about herself and was reluctant to let go of.
“I doubt we’ll find hair elastics in the “exotic goods” section, Admiral.” Macy continued.
“You’re probably right. Maybe I’ll just order it delivered to my room, act all haughtily for once.” Kira giggled as she accentuated the word “haughtily” and waved her hand in a royal fashion, the back of her palm facing Macy.
“I think that port officer would say you acted haughtily enough,” Macy added to their banter. Kira loved her for it. She was sure that without Macy, she’d be bored to tears. Her life just wouldn’t be the same.
They walked amid the stalls, the sellers trying to entice them with their wares. For a small planet off the beaten path, the ‘exotic’ section bore its name well, probably due to the fact that tourists staying at the hotel could order from the markets.
Kira could already tell a decent selection of the goods were imported from other planets and she let herself ogle the bracelets she may have worn in another life, had she not chosen the path she had. As it was, she had nowhere to wear such things, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to create such a need for herself.
Even having the biggest room on the ship didn’t warrant collecting useless accessories. Not that she was above a few trinkets here and there. She sometimes got an object she found delightful at a market, then when it lost its shine, she’d gift it if it caught someone else’s eye, or donate it at her next stop. There were always urchins who could resell it and get something for it. She’d leave the items with them, let them get whatever they could for it.
She had a few ready baubles in her overnight bag, for the evening cocktail. She’d have to look presentable in a few hours, the epitome of a proper lady. She dreaded it already. While she could get away with wearing the uniform for the conference, or even dressing in a suit, the evening cocktail was formal and required a dress.
She had prepared for it and had a demure dress that covered most of her body, packed airtight in her overnight bag. The best part was that it kept its shape and required minimal care. That was why she’d paid so much for it. Of course, it looked great too, while being prim enough to make it clear she wasn’t some other Admiral’s eye candy. Not that her muscular body was likely to pass as someone’s arm candy, she thought wryly to herself.
Stepping away from the stall, she told herself she didn’t need more bracelets. She and Macy continued on, deciding to stay closer to the side stalls where there was less foot traffic, and they could walk at a brisker pace. They passed a section on their left with decorated lighting, reminding Kira of the Old-World’s Moroccan lights. They were beautiful and she debated getting one for her quarters. She stored that thought for later, as she didn’t want to drag the bulky thing around to the hotel and back.
On their right, Kira noticed a darker corridor with doors leading to various establishments, patrons loitering around the entrances smoking their light sticks.
They passed bars and eateries, some looking quite interesting in their diversity. The planet had done well for itself, considering their whole economy had been pushed underground by the topside hotels. The next door made her cringe. It was advertised as a brothel, and she could hear echoes of sounds coming from it. She walked a bit faster to pass it. She was no prude, but she hated the thought of the “workers”, often unwilling and only there due to a harsh judgment for a crime they may have committed, being relegated to such positions.
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They passed a few more stalls and Kira noticed that more and more of them were unoccupied in this darker section. They were probably the ones reserved for off planet merchants when they came to offload their merchandise on Cena-2.
As they advanced, she could make out muffled groans. She wondered what they were and where they were coming from, considering they had already passed the brothel. Was there another one so close to the first? That would be odd, considering the competition they’d make for each other. Markets like this would usually have a contract stating they would limit the brothels in the same area.
She turned to Macy, lifting an eyebrow in question. As they continued further, they got their explanation, seeing the public sexual display at the only occupied stall a few sections away.
“Some people enjoy it in public.” Macy shrugged as they walked forward, following the path they were supposed to take.
It just so happened they had to pass right by that stall, where they now clearly saw a naked man bent over a bench, being taken by another fully clothed man standing behind him. A third, shorter male, clearly alien, stood further away, counting credit chips.
The naked human-looking man wearing only a slave collar and chains grunted, unable to make any other sounds with what looked like a gag in his mouth, his face contorted in pain, his hands tied to the ground by chains. The man behind him was making sounds of pleasure, violently pushing forward, smacking the bench against the other man’s front.
Kira tried to turn away but couldn’t, the desolate scene burning itself into her brain. Finally, her body responded, and she looked at Macy, who could do nothing but also watch what was before them.
“I think “some people” excludes him, Captain.” Kira shuddered. Macy nodded her agreement. Kira knew slavery was still common, although some planets claimed to allow only a more “humane” version of it, certainly nothing like prostitution of the slave, nor rape in a public location, which from the look of it, certainly seemed like one or the other, perhaps both.
She had not validated what was acceptable on Cena-2, as this was not something she would have thought to encounter from the resort. If he was an official slave, owned by one of these men with proper documentation, there was unfortunately not much she could do for him without knowing the exact position on slavery on the planet.
They were just about to pass the group when the clothed man finished with a yell and slammed the guy so hard the bench overturned, drawing Kira and Macy’s attention back to them. The abused male, having nothing to hold, slid forward with the bench. The clothed man’s member slid out abruptly from the toppled man, making him cry out as he crumpled to the floor, dripping from the ordeal. He’d have bruises, if not from the rough act itself, then from the violent ending, for sure, Kira thought.
The clothed man closed up his pants and walked around to face the naked man. He bent over and removed the man’s gag, folding it and putting it away into his coat pocket. The naked man looked at him with hatred in his eyes.
“You look like you enjoyed that. I know you have. I’ll see you tomorrow if you’re still here. That asshole of yours was the tightest I’ve had in a while. I’m sure it’ll still be nice and tight tomorrow. Dream of me.” He patted the man’s cheek before turning away.
The men were approached by the shorter man who had stood to the side during the act. The shorter male had a vague frog-like look, with big, round black eyes and green, scaly skin, while still being bipedal. He pulled the bench from under the naked man, likely removing any potential weapon the guy could have, Kira thought. At least it would have been her first reaction.
The clothed man turned to what Kira now thought of as “Frogman” and repeated himself. “If you’re still around tomorrow, I’ll come back for seconds. Same price, fifty credits?”
Frogman replied in his own tongue, the intergalactic translator doing its work to translate what he said into words. “If I’m still here, same price.” He agreed.
The clothed man bowed his head and left, smirking. He’d nodded at Kira and Macy, as they stood on the side of the alley, trying to be subtle in their gawking. This was very un-Admiral-like behavior, Kira told herself.
Fifty credits? That’s all this man’s dignity costs? It was cheaper than the brothel, even she knew that. A hopefully quick fuck in a dirty alley stall, she shuddered at the thought. At least the brothel had showers and beds.
Frogman approached them.
“You want a go? I can get him cleaned up for you. Although it’s “bring your own toys”. Maybe you’re packing some in those bags, I don’t know.” He looked them over, top to bottom. He was a chatty, disgusting Frogman, Kira decided.
Kira didn’t know why but she approached the stall, looking at the naked man who had managed to raise himself to his knees.
“Enjoyed the show?” The naked man spat at Kira, leering at her. She should have expected the animosity. Someone watching, as she had in this context, would likely indeed have enjoyed the show.
Frogman reached for his waist so fast, that Kira had not expected it. He whipped the naked man over and over with what Kira recognized as an electric whip. That pain would last. Not only are those usually barbed, but they left a lasting fizzing sensation even as they cauterized the wound.
They were a favorite among some Admirals, she knew. The cauterizing feature minimized the need to “waste” medical supplies on those being punished. That feature didn’t mean the wounds would not bleed before cauterizing. Thin rivulets ran down the naked man’s back, mixing with the other fluids she would rather not think about as they leaked to the ground.
Hating to see the whip used, Kira moved forward towards the naked man and tried to distract Frogman, speaking loudly over the buzzing of the whip.
“You been here long? Looks like the other stalls are empty.”
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Frogman turned to her and stopped his whipping. The injured man was hunched over, breathing hard. He placed his palms on the floor near the chain he was attached by, trying to stop the shudders coursing through his body.
She knew from experience it couldn’t be stopped. He’d have to ride the waves until they ran their course. She’d been on the receiving side of an electric whip once, on a crew, when she had just started off. She had quit that ship as soon as she could. It was not an experience she wished to relive, and neither did she wish it on anyone else.
“Three days now,” Frogman answered. “This area’s been deserted these past few days, all efforts going towards that conference.”
He pointed his wide chin towards the lifts going to the hotels. “If I’d have known, I’d have stayed clear until it was over. Instead, I’m stuck here paying dock fees. Three nights of fees and nothing to show for it. On a regular day, I’d get this trash off my hands in no time,” he complained, pointing at the kneeling man with a short, fat finger.
“But now, even the brothel is full. They bought new slaves knowing the conference was coming, and the price they offered for him was a joke. They apparently have no room for new stock.” He spat on the floor.
Kira didn’t show her disgust at his lack of hygiene. After all she’d seen here, this was the least of his misdemeanors and he had no way of knowing she could write him up for it, considering she was out of uniform. He wouldn’t have an inkling of a doubt that she could be an Admiral.
While Frogman had been talking, Kira had slowly moved between him and the naked man, pretending to look him over. Of course, the pretending was also mixed in with actual looking him over, Kira was ashamed to admit. And he was good-looking, even in this bleak state.
She’d always had a thing for broad shoulders, and that was the first thing she’d noticed at this angle. She noted his corded back, muscles still jerking from the shocks, noticed his strong thighs.
She had not been able to see much of his face when he had still been bent forward, kneeling, but when he had snapped at her, he’d looked arresting in his anger. From what she’d glimpsed, he wouldn’t be considered handsome by modern fashion. Not that she was particularly attracted to modern looks anyway, with their soft curves showing leisurely lifestyles and full-length curly hair demanding so much grooming.
She could just imagine herself getting frustrated at having to wait for the man to finish grooming before heading out. Admittedly, Kira already had had that experience with one of her exes, who had been attracted to dating one of the only female Admirals. He’d wanted to feel soft next to her. And he had been. Too flabby and soft for her liking, on top of being full of himself for being an elite socialite. She’d grown tired fast and was not looking for a repeat.
The naked man before her was nothing like that. He had an Old-World attractiveness she couldn’t deny, his body hard from what was likely grueling work onboard Frogman’s ship.
She got close enough to touch him and lightly put her hand on his shoulder. Not because she wanted to touch him, she tried to convince herself. Only because Frogman couldn’t use the electric whip on him if she was touching him, as the current would hit her too. The man twitched under her hand but didn’t move away. She’d half expected him to pull his shoulder away, but then she remembered the chains and realized he wouldn’t be able to go far even if he wanted to.
“Three days, huh?” She turned back to Frogman, trying to keep him talking and give the naked man a reprieve.
“Three days, three nights. Only barely got the rent for the night out of the gentleman you saw earlier.” Yeah, that man was a disgrace to the term “gentleman”, Kira thought.
“You staying much longer?” Kira enquired.
“Depends. I wanted to offload him and go get me some of my own. Unfortunately, we’re not compatible, you see.”
“Truly unfortunate.” Kira agreed, trying not to sound too sarcastic, although she longed to tell this frog of a male exactly what she thought.
“I’m about to cut my losses. He’s not been worth it. I’ll probably wait until tomorrow for the gentleman to come back and get some credits to at least cover part of the stall rent. After that, I’ll take what the brothel offers if I can’t sell him off.”
Kira felt the naked man tense at the speech. Frogman shrugged, not caring that he was dooming the naked man to a horrible fate.
She didn’t know when she’d started entertaining the idea of buying the man, but the moment Frogman finished exposing his plan, she’d known she would make an offer to purchase him.
“What’s the brothel offering?” Up until now, Frogman had dismissed her as a potential buyer. It wouldn’t even have crossed his mind. Her being female had played in her favor.
Women rarely bought men like this. Either their husbands bought the help, or when it was the woman herself shopping, she’d get a reputable trained collared slave from the official slave market.
Slaves off an alley stall were usually bought for illicit activities or brothels. No “decent” lady would bother wasting her time training an uncertified slave. From the look Frogman was giving Kira, he was now reconsidering her interest.
“Why, are you interested, Madam?”
Uh, “madam”! She hated being “madam-ed”. Being an Admiral, she was still called Sir by some, or simply Admiral. A shortened “ma’am” was not as bad, but a full “madam” brought shudders.
It made her feel like she was at a high tea function having to entertain her very traditional and old-fashioned aunt who reminded her once more that she was not married. As if being happy and achieving the Admiral status was not sufficient in life. She hated those functions and was glad they were as rare as her visits to New Earth.
Kira swallowed her groan and kept a straight face. “Depends. Not sure he’s worth it. He looks pretty banged up.”
“I can get him cleaned up for you,” Frogman said, taking out a dirty-looking handkerchief from his pocket. Internally, she recoiled but schooled her face to appear nonchalant. “Other than that, he comes “as is”. I don’t want to spend any more credits than I already have on him.”
“How much?” She asked, her tone disinterested. Since Frogman had been so chatty, he’d given her ammunition for haggling his price down.
Frogman scratched his head before answering.
“At least a thousand credits.”
“Three hundred. The gentleman earlier paid fifty. Your man doesn’t look like he can take much more than another go.” She gestured to the naked man at her feet.
Frogman squinted at her. “The gentleman will come back tomorrow. That’s another fifty. He’s worth at least eight hundred. He’s a sturdy one. Just needs a bit of patching up and he’s good to get back at it and earn you back what you pay.”
Kira internally shuddered at even the suggestion that she would pimp the man out. She resolved herself not to look at the naked man, keeping her touch light on his shoulder.
“The gentleman may come back, he might not. You’re already at a loss. Sell him today and you’ll save on tonight’s rent. Evens out for tomorrow’s hypothetical fifty. Four hundred.”
“Seven hundred. I’ll sell him to the brothel for that price.”
She called his bluff.
“He’s in bad shape. The brothel won’t offer you the same amount they offered when he was optimal if he ever was that. And if they even agree to take him. You already paid for three nights’ rent and parking. Five hundred. That’s my final offer.”




5.     Kira

 
Throughout the whole negotiation, the kneeling man kept quiet, only stiffening beneath her fingers from time to time. She knew her haggling words were harsh, but she also knew this game.
If she appeared weak, the price would suddenly hike and she didn’t want to risk having to leave the poor man here, not having enough liquidities on hand. Alley stalls liked to deal with hard credit chips, and she had exactly five hundred, the same amount she had given each of her crew for spending.
Of course, she could always ask Macy to loan her the five hundred she had on her, but it would hopefully not get to that. She squeezed the slave’s shoulder lightly, hoping it was imperceptible to the toad man.
“Five hundred. Five hundred!” Frogman muttered to himself in disbelief as he hobbled a few steps from right to left and back. “Surely a lovely lady like yourself can do better!”
“I could do better, I’m sure. But I would do better at a certified, collared slave auction.”
“I’ll bring him to one of those and he would get at least a thousand,” Frogman exclaimed.
Kira knew there wasn’t a legitimate collared slave auction in the vicinity of this planet.
“The next auction is quite a few planets over. You’d waste the same credits on fuel, if not more, on a gamble to get more than the 500 credits I am offering now. Besides, does he even have a certificate of completion of any of the required courses? He probably won’t be among the top choices, will he?”
This got Frogman grumbling to himself again. The more certificates slaves had, the more they brought in. Without certificates, an owner would either get a lowballed offer or he would have to invest in the courses.
In the current slave market, this one would likely rate low in an official auction. Not that she was particularly up to speed on current offer and demand, but she was waging on being right and Frogman believing her.
Macy, who had been quiet the whole time, stepped forward and whispered to Kira.
“What are you doing? Where will you even put him?”
Had anyone else on her crew questioned her like this, they would have borne the brunt of her annoyance. Because it was Macy, Kira just turned and raised an eyebrow.
Macy stepped back, raising her hands in surrender, and let her finish. Frogman saw their interaction and probably interpreted it as Macy trying to ruin his sale, which was not entirely false. This seemed to push him to a decision.
“Fine, lovely lady, I agree to your terms. Five hundred credits.” He stepped closer to Kira, awaiting payment.
Kira fished out the five thin blocks of one hundred credits from the side pocket of her overnight bag. Frogman held out one of his webbed hands for the credits, his other holding the standard slave remote that served as the key to the collar and chains.
“Show me it works first. Unhook him from the ground.”
Frogman made a frustrated sound and pressed one of the buttons to remove the chain magnetism from the floor buckle.
She heard the chains rustle just seconds before the naked man launched himself at Frogman, his hands outstretched.
Before he could reach him, Frogman must have pressed the pain button on the remote. The naked man collapsed immediately, his body convulsing.
“This trash always tries something. That should calm him. I always have to keep the setting to maximum.” Frogman quickly explained the remote, showing the pain button and the settings, explaining which buttons controlled what.
“How do I release the chains and collar?” Kira asked.
“Why would you want to do that?” Frogman stared at her askance.
“Humor me.” Kira didn’t feel like going into a full explanation while Frogman still held onto the remote. Although the slave was still writhing on the ground from the shock, she didn’t want him to get shocked again if the remote stayed in Frogman’s hands. He showed her the sequence she’d have to press.
“Last thing, key him to your fingerprint so he can’t use the remote on himself.” Frogman showed her and pressed her finger against the reader. He moved to Macy to do the same, not that Macy was likely to need it.
Perhaps Frogman had assumed that she and Macy were a couple. Macy hesitated and looked at Kira for confirmation. Kira nodded, just to get this over with.
“You can never be too sure with slaves like him.” Frogman finished, as if it was a universal truth that they should readily be agreeing with.
He handed the remote to Kira, took his credits, and turned to walk away, while the naked man was still convulsing.
Kira frowned and shouted after him “Hey! Where are his clothes?”
“I told you! He comes “as is”!” Frogman shouted without turning back.
A few seconds later, he had disappeared into one of the side doors, presumably off to enjoy his newly ill-gotten credits. Not that he had earned them.
He had not even provided anything to clean the poor man with. Not that she would have accepted the handkerchief he has gesticulated with earlier.
Kira looked down at the naked man. He should be feeling a bit more normal soon. Whatever his normal currently was, other than naked. Looking down at him, she considered his size, his wide shoulders, and well-built frame despite clearly being underfed.
She rummaged through her bag to find the biggest shirt she had. It was her sleep shirt. She liked to feel like she was floating in it.
On the one hand, considering Kira’s own muscular build, and that the shirt was made to be baggy, he should fit. On the other hand, it was a soft, fluffy material and bright pink. She was an Admiral on the outside, but when she slept, she liked to feel a little soft feminine side.
She groaned at the risk of anyone seeing him in her sleepwear. They’d have to get him clothes as soon as possible. She saw him looking up at her and she tried to appear non-threatening, standing with the remote in one hand and the shirt in the other, her bag hanging on her shoulder.
He wouldn’t even be able to put the shirt on with his wrists still shackled together. She pressed the button Frogman had shown her to separate them and to retract the thin sturdy chains into the bracelet shackles.
She noticed Macy tensed, her hand resting on the holster at her belt in case she needed to whip out her laser gun. Kira knew she’d have it on stun but still hoped the man made no sudden moves.
“Can you stand?” He stood to his full height, looking dangerous, dark anger in his eyes.
Kira raised her eyes and studied his face, noting her earlier assessment of his Old-World handsomeness was correct. He was tall too. Not tall enough to make her feel overwhelmed, but just enough to her liking.
His straight nose gave him a serious look. She noted his eyes were an unusual dark green, mesmerizing in their severe expression. His lips thinned in restraint.
He stared her down, breathing hard. She was sure he was debating whether to attack or not.
She knew she could press the pain button if she had to, although she really didn’t want to. Not only did she hate to have to use it, but she had not had time to lower the setting and did not want to incapacitate him for that long and make him suffer another lengthy shock wave.
Macy, of course, also had her back. Kira didn’t move. If she stepped back as she was itching to do to show she was no threat, he’d see her as easy prey and pounce, she was sure.
Probably realizing attacking would be a bad idea, he took a step back, glaring at her, then at Macy, who was still standing somewhere behind her, keeping quiet yet meticulously assessing the situation. Kira nodded, seeing he had decided to be civil.
“What’s your name?” She asked.
“Mak.”




6.     Mak

 
He breathed out a breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding. He hadn’t been asked his name in a long time. He kept staring at her, wondering if she was a hallucination after all.
He would have thought the whole thing had been a figment of his imagination, but he knew better. Only the good part could be.
The good part. Seeing that slimy asshole who’d made his existence miserable for years walk away was one of the best things he had seen in a long time. Even if it had been after one of the worst days of his existence.
Suddenly, his mind decided to recall everything, from the moment he had stepped off the slithering bastard’s ship.
He’d been dragged by his chains to the stall, ordered to undress the flimsy clothes he had been allowed to keep on board, and to kneel on the stall’s platform.
His chains had been hooked to the floor buckle. He’d stayed there, kneeling, freezing his naked ass off for three days. Three nights spent trying to conserve what heat and energy he could.
The shitbreath hadn’t even brought him back to the ship for the night. He had left Mak in the stall, naked, wearing only the collar, the chains, and a gag to make sure he didn’t make too much noise at night.
Wouldn’t want him to bother “decent” citizens. The dipstick thought maybe someone would pass by, see him, and be interested to come back during “business hours”. He hadn’t been wrong.
Early in the day, the sleaze would come back and try to sell him, hawking at anyone passing by. Not that there were many beings passing by this side of the market. Of those that did, none were the friendly kind.
The only one interested had been the male that had used him this day. Mak had been so furious, unable to do anything but endure.
He was only able to pray to the Stars for it to end fast. Which of course, it hadn’t. The man had wanted his “money’s worth”. Mak didn’t remember seeing him before, but he must have passed by him when Mak had managed to close his eyes at some point during the night because the man had come prepared.
He’d brought a gag, which Mak had not expected. He had already been gagged all night, so it was even worse. The man had paid for an hour and milked every minute.
He had put the gag on and pressed on the side of the mouth section, which expanded to an open mouth position, making it hard to swallow. The man then opened his pants and whipped out his dick, sticking it unceremoniously into Mak’s mouth while holding his face still by pulling Mak’s hair.
Mak tried to wiggle, to bite down, but the gag didn’t allow any movement and covered his teeth. Mak remembered every word, every second, reliving it all.
“You’re gonna make me come down your throat and swallow everything. Then, you’re going to get me real hard again. Get it wet good for your own sake, ‘cause I will ram you dry if you don’t. You got it?” The man used Mak’s hair to make him nod his head. “Good boy. Now suck.”
The man had used Mak’s mouth violently and Mak had closed his eyes as he got nauseous. He had vaguely wondered what would happen if he got sick on the man, but he’d had no such luck. He hadn’t had much to eat in the last few days, so he doubted anything would come up anyway.
Finally, the man spurted down Mak’s throat, the hot stream making Mak gag. The man pushed a few more times and slid out of his mouth. Pulling Mak’s hair with one hand, he tilted Mak’s head back and pinched his nose, so he had no choice but to swallow if he wanted to breathe.
A few moments later, the man pushed himself back inside Mak’s mouth and started again, slowly.
The whole time, Mak was wondering if dying would be worse. It was the most humiliating experience of his life, and he knew what was to come would not be any better.
Mak had lost track of time, the moments feeling like an eternity. His mouth was getting numb from the gag, the sides of his face ached, his tongue sore from the man dragging himself on it, his throat burning from the friction. If only his tastebuds were dead, Mak had thought while gagging once more.
Eventually, the man was hard once again. He turned around and pulled a bench towards Mak’s front, setting it between Mak’s body and the place his wrists were shackled to, pushing Mak over the bench.
Mak didn’t have time to hold onto anything, bending unbalanced at first, too far from the chain buckle to place his hands on the floor.
The man didn’t bother preparing him, just angled himself and pushed. Mak had told himself he would stay as quiet as he could, not giving the man the satisfaction of hearing him cry out, but when he felt the burn, Mak couldn’t stop the sounds he made.
He thought he felt something rip. He wasn’t sure, but the pain he felt made him want to die all over again. Once inside, the man didn’t stop.
He’d thrust slowly a few times then set a grueling pace.
How long this went on, Mak could only imagine, but it had felt like forever. The violent thrusts pushed Mak into the bench, wobbling in its unstableness.
Mak had no way to minimize the impact of the thrusts. His hands were bound together and to the chain on the floor, which was taut when the man pulled out, and barely gave any slack when he pushed in, certainly not enough to allow Mak to hold on to anything.
Mak endured, grunting from the pain, and being pushed into the bench when he couldn’t hold the sounds in any longer, his breath pushed out of him.
He felt the man’s fingers dig into his hips as he thrust fast and hard. He felt his hair being pulled back hard, making Mak crane his neck to the sky, holding back his tears.
He felt the man’s hand leave his hip and surround his neck, choking Mak as he rode him. Just when Mak thought he’d finally blissfully pass out from lack of air, his embarrassment complete, the man yelled as he came and slammed so hard into Mak that the bench overturned, sending Mak to the floor.
That pulled the man out of Mak’s tight hole so roughly Mak cried out again, crumpling to the floor. He felt the cum drip out of him and closed his eyes, trying to gather himself as best he could.
He felt so broken, so, so broken. Everything hurt, burned. Mak felt that, if by some deity’s magnitude, the floor could swallow him whole, it would be the best thing to happen to him this day.
The man arranged himself back into his pants and grabbed Mak’s face.
“You look like you enjoyed that. I know you have. I’ll see you tomorrow if you’re still here. That asshole of yours was the tightest I’ve had in a while. I’m sure it’ll still be nice and tight tomorrow. Dream of me.”
Mak knew he would. After this, his nights would be filled with this nightmare, he was sure. At least it was over, Mak reasoned. He would collect himself and someday get past this, he told himself, just as he had everything else. It just would not be today or tomorrow, or anytime soon, he knew.
“If you’re still around tomorrow, I’ll come back for seconds.” Then he turned, speaking to Mak’s Captain. “Same price, fifty credits?”
Mak shuddered. Stars, please no. He couldn’t take a repeat.
His slimy ship Captain approached them then. Mak didn’t catch all that was said, but he’d heard his price. Fifty credits. That’s all he was worth.
He’d have spent that on entertainment in his life before being thrown to the slavers. Not on sex, but on sports or vids. Now, that amount was what the lowlife in front of him could spend on Mak.
The sleaze agreed to the fifty credits for a repeat performance the next day.




7.     Mak

 
The man walked away, nodding to the two women standing in the alley. Had they been standing there the whole time? Mak had been so out of it, so focused on his own hell, he had ignored his surroundings. Then the slime-ball offered Mak to them too.
“You want a go? I can get him cleaned up for you. Although it’s “bring your own toys,” maybe you’re packing some in those bags, I don’t know.”
Mak raised himself to his knees, not wanting to be lying on the floor when the next “customer” came along. Maybe they were some of those females who had surgery done to get a dick and wanted to try it out on a slave. Or perhaps they had “toys” in those bags, just as the shitpuddle had said. Mak didn’t know, and he definitely didn’t want to find out.
He leered at the female at the front. He had no reason to be polite. He was kneeling naked in front of them. There could be no doubt what they were here for.
Just because she was attractive and held herself in a way that left no doubt she was in charge; did not mean she was in any way a good person. How many had he met that were highly placed and good-looking by society’s standards and yet were rotten to the core inside?
At least she didn’t look modified, unlike some he’d seen that were almost completely remade, almost cyborgs. It would hurt less if she was mostly organic, he thought, resigning himself.
“Enjoyed the show?” He spat at her. Almost as soon as the words had left him, he regretted the outburst. In his state, all his hard-earned control had gone with the wind.
He felt the burn of his captor’s electric whip, the barbs digging into the flesh of his back, leaving him gasping in agony. He could barely breathe as they ripped into him over and over, the currents they left behind incapacitating him.
He barely felt the rivulet of blood down his back, it was the least of his concern. He was kneeling in worse. He bent forward, trying to catch his breath and protect his head from the whip. Suddenly, the whipping stopped, much earlier than he was accustomed to, coming from his Captain.
As Mak’s ears slowly stopped ringing, he could make out the conversation between the female and the pudwhacker. The female who’d been standing across from him was now much closer and put her hand on his shoulder. He tensed.
Was she turned on by the whipping, examining the merchandise? But her hand didn’t travel down his body as he’d expected. It just stayed on his shoulder while she talked to his tormentor. At least he wasn’t getting whipped anymore, he thought halfheartedly.
He only half listened to the conversation, his body still riding the shocks. Would this nightmare ever end? He vaguely knew they were talking about how long he and his “Captain” had been on the planet. About how difficult this vacuous flatulence excuse of a male’s week had been, because of some conference, that he couldn’t sell him for much and certainly not fast enough.
Suddenly, he heard his captor’s tone change into what Mak knew was his business voice. What had he said? Something about being interested. So, they were back to that.
“Depends. Not sure he’s worth it. He looks pretty banged up.” The female replied. Mak wasn’t sure he was worth it either. Mak was disgusted. Disgusted with his captor, with himself, and with every minute that had led to his circumstances.
Then ensued a bout of negotiations about his price, each exchange more demeaning to him than the previous one. If he had any pride left, Mak would have died of embarrassment. But today’s dose of pride had gone out with his earlier ordeal, leaving Mak wondering if he’d ever be the same. She was still standing close, her hand resting on his shoulder. At least he was no longer being whipped, and for that he was grateful.




8.     Mak

 
His sleaze of a Captain had argued he’d get more by waiting until tomorrow and squeezing another fifty from the same male as today. Mak shuddered at the thought.
Stars, please. Please, let him be sold! A tiny sliver of hope lit up within him. If he was sold to the woman, it wouldn’t be that bad. It couldn’t be, or so he hoped. He tensed in resigned anticipation.
“He’s in bad shape. The brothel won’t offer you the same amount they offered when he was optimal if he ever was that. And if they even agree to take him. You already paid for three nights rent and parking. Five hundred. That’s my final offer.”
Her reply made him wonder if she’d be any better, after all. What did she want him for? Maybe it would be worse with her. Maybe she’d pimp him out too. After all, it was what his turd toad of a Captain had suggested she do to recoup his cost.
He almost smirked when she’d said the brothel would have paid more had he been “optimal”.
He hadn’t been optimal in a long time, but he definitely felt like trash now. The brothel had offered 400 for him, but he heard his tainted toolbag of a captor lie about it and say it was 700. It really was not much for a slave, but they had been full, they’d said. They’d “stocked up” before the conference.
Then the words “final offer” were said and Mak tensed once more. If the dickweasel refused, Mak would be sent to the brothel, he knew. If that happened, what he’d gone through today would be his daily life.
Please, Stars, no. He had never considered taking his life before, hoping for better, for a chance to escape at some point.
But if he went to the brothel, he knew he’d do it, or try to. It would be his only chance. He knew the brothels kept most of their workers drugged up, addicted, and unable to do much harm.
The pompous butt socket grumbled, thinking her offer through when the second woman who had stayed in the background approached the first, looking annoyed, and whispered angrily.
“What are you doing? Where will you even put him?”
The second woman must have read something on the haggling woman’s face as she stepped back and kept quiet after that.
Mak thought maybe he’d misjudged her. Maybe she had been a passerby after all.
Yeah, and maybe he wasn’t really in this hellhole, he smirked at his own stupid hope. But that was all he had.
Please, lady, take a chance. If not for a better fate, at least it should be easier to escape from a woman, Mak thought.
Just as he prayed for her to continue negotiating, the sleazy gobshite turned back and agreed to the five hundred credits she’d offered for him. Five hundred credits. That’s all his life was worth.
“Show me it works first. Unhook him from the ground.” Mak debated for a very short time his next action, but it was the first time in days he’d be free and maybe even one of his only changes.
As soon as the ass clown unhooked him, Mak lunged for him. He wasn’t fast enough, and the sleaze ball pressed the pain button of the collar Mak was still not used to wearing.
Mak dropped to the ground, convulsing. Such a strong shock, after the electric whip, left his body feeling drained. It took longer to recuperate, his ears ringing, making Mak barely aware of what was happening around him.
Finally, when he was barely back to consciousness, he saw only the haggling woman, his new owner, standing above him, remote in one hand, holding some kind of pink material in the another.
He felt the thin, sturdy chains at his wrists separate and retract into the bracelet shackles, leaving his arms free to move independently from the other.
“Can you stand?” She’d asked him.
Stand? Stars, he hadn’t stood in so long, having been chained to the ground for days. After the multiple shocks today and the whipping, his body was barely responsive anymore.
His knees complained, but he would not be weak now, he told himself. Maybe fate was finally smiling at him. He stood, feeling the stretch in his back, his thighs, and the burn of things he’d rather not remember. Maybe fate was not smiling at him quite yet.
Looking the woman over, he wondered what she would do to him, debating if he’d be fast enough to lunge at her before she hit the pain button. But what would that accomplish? With her friend standing not far behind, he wondered if he’d make it very far.
He may be bigger, but his body was weak from the shocks it had gotten and from the earlier ordeal. She looked like she knew this.
In fact, she looked like she was no stranger to authority, no stranger to being obeyed and to others trying to intimidate her. He wasn’t sure he was doing a very good job at looking intimidating in his state. She didn’t move as he stared at her.
He concluded this was not the right time to try anything. She had, after all, just saved him from the brothel. What he had gotten himself into with these new developments, was yet to be seen.
He took a step back, looking at her and then at the other woman behind her, assessing them. At least it should be easier to escape from her than from the toe-eyed dingus. Probably easy to overpower her as she was smaller and if he was given the opportunity to recover.
His new “owner” nodded, seeming to understand that he had come to a conclusion. She asked his name.
“Mak.” He croaked, his voice hoarse, his throat sore.
The quiet woman who had stood behind her approached them once more.
“Admiral, we should get going.”
Admiral? He sighed in despair. She was an Admiral? His blood ran cold. He was so fucked. He’d have no way of running. It would be a death sentence to try.
Not that this would have been a joy ride before he’d discovered she was an Admiral. But now, this was it. If he ran and was ever caught, he was a dead slave. And only a tiny sliver of those who ran made it free. The odds of getting free running from an Admiral were likely abysmal.
“You’re right, Captain.” The Admiral replied. This was just getting better, Mak thought.
In any case, he tried to reason with himself, he wouldn’t make it far in his current state, naked and his energy all but drained. He would have to follow along. The Admiral handed him the pink fabric she had been gripping.
“Sorry, it’s the only thing I have that would fit. Put it on, we have to get going.”
For a moment, he froze. The first thing she did as his owner was dress him? Counting his blessings, he reached for the cloth and found it was a long shirt, the kind she probably wore to bed.
After donning it, he looked down and saw it barely reached his thighs, only covering his privates.
He also noticed the shirt read “I’m amazing in bed - I can sleep for hours”. He tried to contain his groan, keeping his eyes downcast, but stealing a glance at her. Was he imagining that the Admiral looked embarrassed?
“You can turn it over if you prefer,” she suggested.
He shrugged in response. He was sure he’d already gotten the shirt dirty from the blood on his back.
It may not be the most masculine covering, but he’d been exposed for days on end and was happy to get any form of coverage, really. The fabric was so smooth he almost wept. It didn’t even overly irritate his sensitive skin. He could survive the ridiculous text, he decided.
“Well then, let’s go.” She gestured for him to walk ahead of them, probably feeling safer not having him behind her and risk getting surprised. She probably also knew the standard remote wouldn’t let him get far ahead anyway without triggering the restraint setting.
If he stepped too far away, the collar would automatically activate on the highest setting, incapacitating him. He kept walking straight, looking back from time to time to make sure he wasn’t too far ahead of the women, not knowing where they were going.




9.     Kira

 
They walked straight ahead until they reached the wall of elevators at the end of the alley.
Kira looked at her data watch to double-check which elevator they would need to take to their hotel. Thirty elevators led to different zones and hotels, some only going up, some a mix of vertical and horizontal movement.
“Number eleven. We’re almost there.” She pointed to her left and they walked towards it.
Macy waved a hand near the wall control to call the elevator and they waited a few minutes.
The cube must have been all the way at the other end. Kira didn’t particularly like elevators. They always made her feel a little claustrophobic. Finally, it arrived, and she gestured for Mak to get on.
She quickly followed, in case the door was a fast closing one. Macy followed. Kira selected the hotel lobby level and they all stood in close quarters as the elevator made its way to its destination.
She glanced over at Macy who was looking unblinkingly, straight ahead, her teeth clenched. Kira knew this pose. This was the pose where her Captain was pissed but too well trained to complain in front of strangers.
“Captain? You have anything you’d like to say?” Kira taunted.
“No, Admiral.” Macy’s lips thinned.
She definitely had something to say!
Kira wondered how long it would take for her to pop if they’d reach the lobby before Macy decided that a lowly slave didn’t warrant keeping decorum. They’d been trained that way, and any other staff would not think twice about his presence.
But Macy knew her, and she knew Kira didn’t keep slaves. Even when her prim aunt had insisted that she needed at least a few to keep the house on her small estate in order when she was away.
Since she was always away, Kira really didn’t see a need for permanent staff. And that’s what they would be, as she refused to keep them indentured.
She paid a management company to come by every few months to make sure the house was in decent repair, but other than that, it was not lived in when she was away.
“You know what? I do have something to say.” Macy turned towards her, her hands fisted at her hips.
Oh, there it was! Kira smirked.
At least she wouldn’t hold it in until their rooms.
“What are you going to do with him?” Macy waved to Mak’s body from top to bottom. Mak stayed silent, staring straight ahead. Kira had no doubt he was paying attention though.
“I don’t know yet,” Kira admitted with a sigh.
“Oh, you don’t know, Admiral? You have plenty of time to decide! Right until we get to the hotel lobby, that is, and you can decide whether you store him with the luggage in your room. How will you ensure his safety, or even other people’s? You can’t leave him in the room unsupervised, you don’t even know him. You can’t bring him with you to the conference, he’s not registered! And I’m certainly not babysitting him! It’s my time off too!” She was talking so fast that she finished venting before the doors opened to the hotel lobby.
“I guess I’m out of time to decide. You want us to take another elevator ride to finish this talk?” Kira asked, knowing very well the answer.
Macy grumbled about her being unreasonable and walked ahead to the registration desk. Kira and Mak followed, exiting the elevator.
Macy, however, was right about the fact that he was not registered. Kira would have to do so as soon as possible. At least as an Admiral, she could just do it directly through her datapad without further validation.
He certainly drew some stares as they walked across the glamorous lobby. She noticed several admirals she’d previously met and some she had only seen on screen, sitting around the lobby, a few had drinks in hand.
Some stared openly at her. She didn’t know if it was Mak that drew their gaze first or her, but they’d been noticed. Mak walked forward, looking straight ahead. Kira imagined he was trying to ignore the stares.
It was Macy’s turn at the front desk, where she gave her papers and got her room key.
While she did so, Kira quickly registered Mak under her name, scanning him with her datapad for identification.
The front desk seemed to be well organized, considering the number of guests they were expecting and how quickly they moved to the next client. Macy was done and Kira was next in line.
Kira knew Macy was frustrated, but not truly angry. If she had been that angry, she would have stormed off to her room, needing the time to cool off.
As it was, Macy just stepped aside to let Kira check-in, waiting for her.
“Admiral Kirana Kot.” Kira identified herself and slipped her documentation forward to the clerk.
“Hello Admiral, welcome to our establishment. Your suite is 2210 and is ready. You can take the second elevator from the left. The cocktail will be held on the floor just above the lobby in the Emerald room, at 1900 hours.”
Kira looked at her data watch. She still had a few hours before then, even with the time they’d lost walking from the parking and through the market.
“The conference will be held on that same floor tomorrow, in the Ruby room. Complimentary breakfast can be taken in your room or the dining area on the second floor. If you prefer to partake in our exotic meals, those are available at an extra cost through room service. We also serve fairly light fare at the beachfront café.” The clerk smiled that fake customer service smile at her.
Looking over at Mak, the clerk continued her speech.
“We also offer complimentary holding nooks, and each suite comes equipped with standard buckles. We ask that you either keep him in your presence at all times or leave him safely in the nooks. We provide them a complimentary morning and evening meal, and a daily hose down, but all other needs must be seen to by the owner. Would you like the valet to show you to the holding nook now? A few of the Admirals already stored away their own until the cocktail. However, should you choose to keep him with you, the cocktail is open to personal company.”
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Kira had never owned someone and had not expected all these considerations. She knew people who kept slaves, but she’d never wondered about the logistics.
Now, to see this so well organized, she was impressed in a very appalling way. Nooks? Maybe that was her solution for now. Macy did ask her what she’d be doing with him. After a moment of deliberation, she decided it couldn’t hurt to look.
“Yes, please.” The clerk nodded and pressed a button to request the valet to join them.
“Here are your room keys. If you need anything else, please don’t hesitate to let us know. My colleague will join you shortly.”
Kira walked towards Macy and noticed an employee wearing the hotel uniform moving toward them.
“Captain, we’ll be going to look at the holding nooks where I could perhaps leave Mak in the meantime.”
He’d been standing quietly beside her the whole time, dutifully keeping his gaze down.
“Holding nooks? What in the Stars is that?” Macy looked at her incredulously.
“I’m not sure, but there’s a way to find out.” Just then, the employee reached them.
“Admiral Kot, I was told you may want to leave your slave with us. Would you like to give me the remote and proceed to your rooms?”
Unsure what that would entail for Mak, Kira was not quite ready to give someone else the power to hurt him after what he’d already been through today.
“Actually, I’d like to see the nooks first, if you don’t mind.” The valet nodded.
“Of course, Admiral, some of our guests do want to make sure that their goods are kept safe. Please, follow me.” The valet led them to a side elevator, the doors much less ornery than the ones leading to room levels.
Macy seemed to have decided she was curious enough to tag along, following quietly.
They entered the elevator which rode a few floors down. The doors opened to a long corridor.
Once they stepped outside, the first thing she noticed was how white everything was. White floors, white walls, she felt like she was in some kind of lab.
Then they passed what seemed to be a guard room. On one wall of that room hung remotes, likely to the collars of the occupants of the nooks.
It was quiet too, the only noise the one from something the guard was watching, which he paused as soon as he saw them. She then heard a cry somewhere.
“Quiet!” The guard yelled and pressed on one of the remotes. He must get some kind of notification from the multiple screens and feeds she could see to monitor his charges. The cry was followed by a moan of pain and then silence.
Kira found it eerie. Did she really want to leave Mak here?
“Please excuse the noise, it’s a bit busier than usual with the conference. I’m sure you understand.”
That was considered “noisy”? They didn’t hear anything else as they walked deeper, passing a few occupied “nooks”.
A nook consisted of a small, narrow room, furnished with only a thin cot and a floor toilet. Everything in the nook was also white.
The occupants were either lying on the bed or sitting on the floor, some were pacing the few steps the nook allowed.
Kira wondered how she would feel being stuck in such a small space.
The valet led them to an unoccupied nook and gestured towards it. Mak looked at her. Kira glanced at him then at Macy.
“Don’t look at me, this is all on you, Admiral!” Thanks, Macy, Kira thought.
“So if I leave him here, I have to give you the remote?” Kira asked the valet.
“Yes, Admiral, it’s standard protocol. All remotes stay safely within the guard room and can only be used by the owner, the guards, and the valet. Once inside the nook, the glass doors lock, and once again only the owner, guards and valet can activate them open. We, of course, assure you that we will ensure everyone’s safety.”
After seeing the guard activate a remote when someone had cried out, she was skeptical of whose safety they really ensured, and if that was the only reason remotes were used.
She looked at Mak to try to gauge his reaction, but he was looking straight ahead, immobile, just as before.
She also hadn’t changed the standard distance between the remote and collar, and frankly, she simply didn’t want to leave him just yet.
“I’ll think about it. We haven’t unpacked and gotten to our rooms yet,” she said. The valet nodded.
“Of course, I absolutely understand that you may need his services before sending him down. If you need a valet for pick-up, just contact the front desk and they’ll let us know. Allow me to escort you back to the lobby.”
They walked back to the elevator, Mak staring straight ahead the whole time.
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He’d stayed silent during the Captain’s rant in the elevator. He had been surprised when she’d dared talk back to the Admiral. He knew that was a punishable offense.
He had dared a glance at the Admiral’s belt and did not find a whip. Perhaps it was in her bag. There wasn’t much room to whip someone in an elevator, and he thought that perhaps that had emboldened the Captain.
Mak followed in silence, trying not to draw attention to himself. He had learned that silence was a good friend when noises or talking could get you whipped. When in doubt, be quiet, keep your head down, look at the floor or forward, and don’t make sudden movements.
He’d learned it the hard way. Of course, it was hard to not draw attention to himself when he was dirty, three days’ worth of grime covering him. Not to mention more than half naked, the rest of him covered in neon pink.
When they checked into the hotel, he heard her name for the first time. Admiral Kirana Kot. Was she related to the famous Admiral Kot? Even he had heard of the Admiral’s exploits.
His previous owner had made sure to avoid runs if there was any chance of them being in Admiral Kot’s path. The Admiral was known to not take bribes and be overall unyielding. Was Kot a common name, he wondered, for there to be more than one Admiral?
The position was hard to attain on its own, perhaps nepotism from a famed relative had helped her reach it. No one really ever described what the Admiral looked like, he mused.
The Admiral was known for cunningly planned missions, being one of the best strategists of their generation. A part of him had almost wished his previous master’s ship had gotten caught by the Admiral. He wondered what his fate would then have been.
He didn’t have much time to daydream about it as they finished the check-in quickly and got a guided tour of the advertised “nooks”.
He felt they were more like cold, white, aseptic kennels. Keep your animal here while you go live like a human, he thought begrudgingly. But he let nothing show, looking straight ahead, keeping his head down. It was bad enough that he was almost naked and felt sticky all over.
Besides, the “nooks” would already be an improvement to the cold floor of the alley stall that he’d occupied these past three nights’, barely getting any rest from the cold, the noise, and the fear of waking up to someone abusing his body.
“So, if I leave him here, I have to give you the remote?”
He didn’t want to think of it. He’d heard another occupant of this lovely nook hotel cry and be reprimanded for the small noise. The guards were clearly trigger happy. Not that it would be different than what he had previously lived with on his old spacetrash of a Captain’s ship.
The Admiral seemed to decide against leaving him here for now. The valet said that she would likely need Mak’s services. He loathed to think about what those services would entail in his current state.
Not that she wasn’t attractive, he once again told himself. At least he wasn’t repulsed by his current owner, but he was just so tired. Feeling so broken and sore, he wished he could get some time to just breathe. Even the nooks looked good if they would come with some peace.
The valet led them back to the elevator, rode with them to the lobby, and pointed them to the ornerier elevators that lead to room levels.
They took the second elevator, as had been directed to them by the front desk clerk. The Captain seemed to be on the same floor as the Admiral.
If he decided to risk his life and attempt an escape, having them in close quarters would make it harder, he knew. He didn’t think he was stupid enough to attempt it, at least not just yet. Not at a conference with other Admirals.
What if he escaped from her just to fall onto someone worse? She hadn’t mistreated him yet, he had to admit to himself. That sliver of hope slithering its way back into his mind.
The elevator dropped them at the twenty-second floor, and they stopped in front of door 2210.
“I’ve got 2208. Let me know if you need me, Admiral.” With that, the Captain entered her room and closed the door.
“Guess it’s just you and me, Mak.” The Admiral looked disappointed. She waved the key at her door, and it automatically opened into the room. She gestured for him to walk in and followed him, closing the door.
Mak stepped forward, impressed with the accommodations. The suite was comprised of two rooms and a bathroom, all decorated in hues of dainty peach and rich emerald.
On the left side of the first room stood a long desk with an imposing work chair. On the right side, two long peach couches faced each other, a small dark green and beige marble table between them.
Mak immediately noticed the subtle buckles bolted to the floor at various places around the room, blending in with the decor. One on each side of the couches, another near the desk.
The washroom door was open, and he glimpsed a magnificent bath. Seems the planet they were on did not need to conserve water if the size of the bath was anything to go by, he thought.
The shower had multiple heads and also looked very inviting. Two gilded sinks topped with holographic mirrors completed the room.
Light pink bathrobes hung on the same wall as the mirrors, plush towels in shades of light pink neatly folded on decorative racks adorning walls around the bathroom. The floors and walls looked like Old-World marble, their dark green veins running graciously across the stone, each line perfectly bleeding into the next.
Walking further into the room, they arrived at the bedroom, the first thing he noticed was the massive bed that dominated the room, pillows upon pillows in various hues of green lying atop the fluffy emerald covers.
The second thing he noticed, to his dismay, was the many buckles all around and on the bed itself. They were concealed and made to look decoratively innocent, but he knew what they were.
He may not have been sexually compatible with his previous master, but that didn’t mean the nut-wanker hadn’t made him do other things. Not that they had stopped in hotels very often, and even when they did, not in any that had been this grand.
Other than the bed, there was a tufted chaise lounge on the other side of the room and a wide armchair across it. A big full-length mirror with gilded sides stood beside the chaise, closets completed the bedroom furniture along the other wall. 
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Another open door revealed a much smaller washroom with only a shower, toilet, and sink. The lack of a bath made it no less opulent.
He heard a plonking noise not far behind him and turned to see the Admiral had dropped her bag onto the chaise. She glanced down at her data watch and turned to him.
“I have a cocktail that I would love not to go to, but unfortunately, no such luck. Let’s get cleaned up and we can think about what to do.”
Was she waiting for a response? Just in case she was talking to herself, Mak subtly nodded but didn’t say anything.
She stepped closer and looked him in the eyes, and he felt he could no longer look away without being disrespectful.
“Can I trust you not to damage the bathroom while you take a shower?” Mak blinked, surprised. He nodded once more. Even in his current state, her proximity and scrutiny affected him.
“Then, by all means, proceed.” She stepped back and waved towards the smaller washroom through the bedroom.
He entered and was surprised to see that she didn’t follow, staying in the bedroom. Mak wondered what she’d do if he closed the door and locked himself in. He was itching to try but then decided against it. If he got locked inside and she activated the collar, he wouldn’t be able to open the door back until the shocks coursed through, and if he was in the shower when it happened, the shocks would be made worse by the water.
Although he longed to feel human again, to feel the privilege of privacy that he had long ago in a previous life taken for granted, it was best not to test her for something as simple as a closed door.
He took off the pink shirt he was wearing, hanging it on one of the hooks in the room. Stepping into the shower, he took a moment to figure out the controls. As he turned the hot water on, Mak felt the welcome heat for the first time in a long time.
The recycled ship water he had been allowed use of had never heated this hot when it finally came to his turn in the slave quarters. He moaned as he felt the almost scalding heat ease the soreness of his muscles. He remained there, still, just enjoying the water for a few minutes.
He groaned as he felt it course down his back and burn down his ass and thighs, reminding him he was still tender there from the day’s ordeal. It was hard to believe now that it had all happened barely just an hour ago.
He pressed a button for soap, the distributor popping out of the shower stall and squirting into his palm when he passed underneath the sensor.
Soap. Three days of laying on a cold stall floor, not to mention the horrors of the day, had him longing for soap.
Mak lathered what he had in his palms, coming back over and over for more soap, washing off the grime and everything else he’d rather not think of, soaping up again once more, making sure to wash under the collar and shackles.
He suddenly felt like he couldn’t get clean enough. The day came crashing back and no amount of soap could make him forget the pain, the humiliation, the helplessness.
He let his forehead fall to the stall wall. Quivering, he let out his shame in a deep, shaky exhale.
He tried to stop the tears but couldn’t help it. At least he was able to not make too much noise, hoping the sound of the running water would cover what escaped his lips.
He let himself go for a few moments, blanking out and just letting the emotions run their course, just as his tears joined the hot water running down his face. He’d tried to contain himself a few times, to no avail.
After what felt like forever, he finally felt like he could hold it together. He took a fortifying breath and exhaled, ready to finish his shower. He used the various hair products to clean and moisturize his hair and soaped up once again, feeling just the tiniest bit more worthy.
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He took forever! Kira sighed. He was worse than Macy in terms of how long he took a shower, Kira thought.
She’d unpacked her gown and hung it to get unwrinkled. She’d already gone through the trinkets she’d wear twice, deciding on a delicate necklace with a real Old-World pearl.
Those were so rare nowadays that they showed status in their subtle essence, without screaming “look at me, I’m wearing something flashy and expensive!”. She didn’t want to attract that kind of attention anyway. Her aunt was already trying to push her to find a husband.
She didn’t need to find one who would want her for her money. The idea of a husband in general held little appeal to her, dreading a man would ask her to give up her career and space travels.
Reclining on the chaise lounge in a deceptively relaxed position, she impatiently drummed her fingers on the high side of the chair.
She had thought of leaving Mak to his shower and going for a nice soak in that decadent bath. It looked so appealing, and she had no doubt it was exactly what Macy was doing right now. Macy, who had not been impulsive enough to pity buy another human being. Kira rolled her eyes at herself.
Clearly, she had not been thinking straight. She’d seen him being abused and reacted, without thinking over the whole consequences as she usually would have. She didn’t need a slave. As Macy so eloquently pointed out, where would she put him? She had a ship to run, dammit!
She knew some, if not most, Admirals kept women in their rooms as slaves, but she had always looked down on the practice. How could she be one of them now? So why had it felt so wrong to just walk away?
Hearing the water run, she wondered why Mak had not closed the door to the washroom. She gave him as much privacy as she could from her seat in the bedroom, very proud of herself for not even peeking at his gorgeously built ass, broad shoulders, and corded back.
Why was she acting like a horny teenager all of a sudden? She could generally resist males very well. In fact, the moment they opened their mouth, it was an instant contraceptive! Ah, that was it! He was a quiet one! He hadn’t made an idiot of himself yet, hadn’t pissed her off by spouting nonsense. Yet.
Tapping her fingers over and over, she was just about to ask him to hurry up when she heard the faint sound of his sobs. He was trying to remain silent, she could tell, but with the open door, she could make the sounds out. That was what was taking him so long, she realized.
Deciding to leave the poor man to his breakdown, she instantly felt guilty for her impatience. She still had some time before the cocktail, she’d be fine. On a scale of how shit their day had been so far, he was definitely further along on the meter. After all, all she had to complain about was a lost parking spot and the unplanned acquisition of Mak.
Maybe the Stars had aligned for her to lose that parking spot. Maybe they were meant to meet. Kira sighed once more. She didn’t believe in that nonsense, did she?
At least while he was in the shower, she could try to plan out the next few hours, if not days to account for his presence.
First off, he needed clothes. He couldn’t go walking around in her pink sleepwear, announcing to everyone that he was “amazing in bed”. Not only would that send the wrong message about her as condoning owning slaves, but she might even have to fend off propositions to rent him out. Even now, she dreaded thinking about when such a situation would arise, as she was sure it would.
She heard him finish his shower and made sure to talk loudly so that he’d hear her from her seat across the room. “Help yourself to one of the robes!”
A few moments later, he exited the washroom, robed, seemingly awaiting further instructions. One of the things she appreciated most about her crew was how autonomous they were.
She didn’t enjoy having to spell everything out for them. Now, it seemed she wouldn’t have a choice, and she realized she had no one other than herself to blame for her predicament. Although at least her predicament was a much better one than his, she admitted to herself.
She briefly wondered what she’d be doing next, and if she had to change all of her plans to accommodate the new addition. Regardless of him being here, she longed for that bath. She’d earned it, had been in space for so long and that huge tub looked oh so appealing. She had even noticed mineral salts in a small container placed right next to the tub spout.
“Please, take a seat.” Kira pointed to the second armchair across the chaise she was lounging on. She noticed he winced, and she felt bad she hadn’t thought that he may be uncomfortable. She decided to just jump into her little introduction speech she had been thinking of while he showered.
“I’ll start by saying that I did not plan this. In fact, I was supposed to have gotten to the hotel directly from the top parking at the port, but it so happened they didn’t have any more room due to the conference and we had to park on a lower level. That’s why the Captain and I had to walk across the market to get here. So you see, it was really an accident that we came upon you.”
Mak gave a slight nod, and she took it as his urging to continue.
“Now, my initial plan was to take a long soak in that decadent bathtub and get dressed to attend the Admiral Professional Alliance’s mandatory opening cocktail. That’s what I’m on this planet for. Here’s my dilemma. Your company is an unplanned and unforeseen circumstance. So, I’ll give you a choice. You can go. I’ll walk you to the market and remove the collar and chains. Or you can stay. If you stay, because I don’t know you and can’t trust you just yet, I’ll have to treat you accordingly.”
Kira thought he would jump on the possibility to be free. She’d get him some clothes and let him be in his way. Then she wouldn’t have to worry about where to keep him and could go back to her life. It would serve the purpose of helping him out and get her back to her plan.
She’d be out five hundred credits, but she’d consider it charity. Minus the tax receipt. She wasn’t sure what had pushed her to buy him in the first place, but at least that would be a quick fix to her momentary insanity. Mak didn’t immediately respond.
“I know it’s a little sudden, and you can take some time to think about it.”
He was quiet for some time, looking like he was thinking it over. When he didn’t seem like he was going to say anything just yet, she stood, intending to get her datapad and check in with the crew.
The movement must have prompted him as he surprised her when he’d whispered his reply.
“I’ll stay.”
It was so low, at first, she wasn’t sure she’d heard it, certainly not believing her ears, but almost immediately, he cleared his throat and repeated it louder.
“You’re sure?”
She wanted to make sure there was no ambiguity, that it was his decision. She still didn’t know what she would do with him, but she’d figure it out. If her battle strategies could outwit entire fleets, she was sure she could figure out what to do with one Mak. She hoped. He nodded his reply and repeated himself. With this decision out of the way, that led her to the next part of her plan: taking a bath.
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She was a considerate owner, Mak thought as she had offered the use of a robe when he had finished his shower. He had looked over the pink shirt he’d set on the sink counter and wondered if he should wash it. Her letting him use a robe showed she’d thought about him not having anything clean to wear.
When she had asked him to take a seat, he had almost groaned. He doubted he could sit without pain just yet. Probably not for a few days. He wouldn’t argue though. She had just bought him, and he knew first impressions were important.
She had motioned him to sit in the armchair across from her. Although it looked comfortable for an armchair, it was made of a smooth hide material, which would not provide much cushioning. He gingerly sat down, trying to find a position that was not too terrible.
He couldn’t help the wince, though he’d tried to keep the groan silent.
When she had said that she had stumbled upon him by accident, he had felt a twinge of apprehension course down his spine, wondering if this was when she announced she would be getting rid of him, as she had never planned to buy him. Would she just end up selling him back off to the brothel, now that he was showered and clean?
When she had called him an “unplanned and unforeseen circumstance,” half of him entertained the hope that she would just let him go, the other feeling surprisingly dejected that was all he was reduced to in her mind.
Then, she had asked him if he wanted to be let go, surprising him by offering him that which he had been praying for these last few years. He was shell-shocked for a few moments. What kind of master offered to let their newly acquired slave go? She did, it seemed.
He understood her plans had no room for him and it would be easier for her to just let him go. She didn’t ask for anything in return, and he wondered if there was a catch. To an average person on an agri-planet, five hundred credits was a good sum, over a month’s pay, at the very least. For an Admiral, he guessed, it was probably not significant enough of a sum to lose sleep over.
He had entertained the idea of being free for a fraction of a moment but then imagined what would happen if right this second, he was let go, as she suggested. Naked, without a credit to his name, he would either end up in the same brothel he was trying to avoid, or he would try to steal clothes and food, running a high risk of getting caught by a Judge, the legal surveyors on markets and outposts.
Maybe she’d clothe him before turning him loose. He’d still be in the same situation. He had seen the market stalls and had intimate knowledge of the security and patrols.
He quickly assessed he wouldn’t be able to sneak around for long before getting caught. Once caught, the punishment would depend on who caught him.
It could be time in a mining colony, which was always dangerous due to the risk of collapse and accidents, without even mentioning the long-term consequences of breathing in potentially harmful chemicals and dust, if one made it out alive. Even if the time at the mining colony was short, he’d be back to square one once he was let go.
If he was caught by a higher placed officer or Stars forbid, a Judge, he would likely be sent back to the slave market or a brothel. The higher ranked the officers, the less paperwork they usually wanted to deal with.
It was easier to send someone off to the slave market or brothel. They’d probably get a cut too. Much easier than having to deal with the paperwork of sending the person off to a working colony, then, more paperwork when releasing and arranging for transport for them at the end of the sentence.
He could try his luck planet-side, he thought. One of the elevators was bound to lead outside, not that he had seen it. That uncertainty made him hesitate to keep that as an option.
Besides, nothing guaranteed that any of the ground was public property, not already owned or patrolled, even loosely. All he had really seen was the underground parking when he had been pulled off the asshole’s ship, the market, and the elevators in between.
If he was caught trespassing, probably because of needing to steal food off the land, he would once again be no better off. He had heard this was a resort planet. If the planet’s surface was filled with luxury resorts such as the one he knew they were currently in, there would also be little chance of survival without getting caught for either stealing or trespassing.
So truly, once he’d thought about it, being let go right this moment would not get him into a better position.
In an about-face that surprised even him, Mak decided he would try to get her to keep him. He’d do what she asked and be good at it. Maybe he had gotten lucky after all. If circumstances got particularly dire, he could try to subtly hoard some things for survival, and if needed, try to escape once he was in a better position. But that would not be today.
He was exhausted, in pain, hungry, and just wanted to stop having to be on guard every single moment. So, when she had asked him what he wanted, that lead him to the only decision he could make at the moment. To stay.
Thinking about a possible future, he wondered why she would bother keeping him, though, if she had no need of him.
He would have to make sure she found a need he decided. So far, even as her slave, he had been treated better than his previous owner ever had. He just hoped she didn’t keep him for her crew’s use.
At least when he was on the limpdicks’ ship, it had been a small crew and they were all the same race as their captain. They were not compatible where it counted, so the abuse had been limited.
He’d have to find a way to make her keep him for herself and not share with the crew. Or at most only share with the Captain, as they seemed like friends if he could base himself on the interactions he’d observed. At least, that was what he had deduced from the fact that the Admiral had still not whipped her for her insolence.
“I’ll stay.” He answered, his first attempt being barely a whisper, his throat still raw from its earlier abuse. He cleared it and repeated himself, this time loud and clear.
“You’re sure?” He was sure. He nodded and told her so. That seemed to convince her.
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Kira wasn't quite sure what she would do with him but accepted to keep him, at least for now. She absolutely refused to admit it may have anything to do with her attraction to him.
“I will admit I have never had a slave, only employees. However, every single one of my employees gets thoroughly vetted before they are allowed to set foot on my ship. Our circumstances clearly don’t account for such a vetting process. I apologize in advance if I must take unpleasant measures for my own safety or that of my crew. The first one is securing you while I go take that bath.”
Mak nodded once again. Nodding seemed to be his typical gesture of acknowledgment. She could see why. It was effective and silent, which had probably kept him out of trouble in the past. Smart man. She could not fault him for it, and frankly, it was easier with this passive acknowledgment than if he would be talking back or questioning everything.
“After you.”
She gestured him towards the living room. He walked out of the bedroom and stopped near the couches. She followed behind him and motioned him towards one of the couches.
“Please, settle in, feel free to lie down. I may be a while in there.”
Kira thought he would probably be more comfortable lying down, considering he had winced earlier. She noticed a buckle on the floor and another discreet one on the wall behind the couch.
“Which one do you prefer?” She asked, pointing at the various buckles. She almost smirked at herself, never thinking she’d be asking these kinds of questions. Was that even a question to ask? Would he care anyway? The fact that the room had plenty of buckles scattered around made her realize just how common slavery must be in this corner of the galaxy, making her doubly glad she had never participated in it.
Mak lifted his chin towards the buckle above the couch.
“That one, please.”
She wasn’t sure why he’d had the change of heart, going from almost attacking her when she’d acquired him, to deciding to stay and being so polite now, but she’d take it. Of course, she would still be vigilant.
She used the remote she had still been holding to extend the chains from his shackles. The design of the remote was almost universal, practical yet allowing full control of the collar, the bracelets, and the chains hidden in each of them. This remote model had very few divergences from the original model she had trained with at the academy, what features were different had been shown to her by Frogman.
The thin chains released out from the bracelets, and she pulled them to the wall buckle, turning on the magnetic clasp, securing him to the wall. He slowly laid down on the couch, adjusted the robe he had tied, and tested the length of the chains.
“Thank you,” he said.
She turned to look at him incredulously, surprised.
“What are you thanking me for? Chaining you?”
“I’ve been in worse places than on a couch. So, thank you.”
“You’re welcome, I guess. I’ll likely be back in an hour or so.”
She reached for the chains and pulled, testing each side. The chains were sturdy, and the buckle would not give. Satisfied that he was well secured, she stepped away from him and walked to the bathroom. Mak remained quietly laying on the couch, watching her go.
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When she’d asked him where he preferred being chained to, he had been surprised. He had thought she would just do whatever she wanted with him, as anyone else would now that he had agreed to remain her slave.
However, she seemed to truly want to know his opinion. Mak was still incredulous that he had agreed, voluntarily, to remain a slave. Perhaps even more unbelievable still that she had offered him his freedom.
He picked the buckle above the couch. Having spent the last three nights on the floor, his body still sore from the abuse, he would prefer the couch.
Gauging the distance, the buckle behind the couch should give enough space to lie down on his back almost comfortably. His torso felt bruised from where the bench had rocked into him earlier. Sleeping on his back would be better.
He didn’t want to risk the floor buckle being too far away and having to stay on the floor again. It made sense, the couch was just more comfortable, and if she let him use it, then he definitely wouldn’t refuse.
He had made sure to thank her when she was done with the chains. They were loose enough for him to lower his arms in his supine position. He had tested the length while carefully lying down when she’d suggested it. She could have used less give, he knew.
He wasn’t surprised to see that she knew how to use the remote and the restraints, as she deftly secured him. That knowledge probably came standard with her training and once again he reminded himself that she may be acting decently now, but that she was still an Admiral. Related to the famed Admiral Kot, no less!
Her decency could all be an act. He could fall into a deeper hole than he’d even been before, based on her whim alone. He could not let himself forget this, though his attraction to her made him overlook it at times.
She walked towards the bathroom, telling him she’d be back in about an hour. He was sure he would use this opportunity to nap if he could. His body hurt everywhere. He tried to think of something else, adjusting his position, trying to ignore the discomfort.
He heard the bathroom door close and lock, and the water start running. He had thought that sleep would claim him much faster. Instead, he lay there staring at his surroundings, his insecurities making him wonder if he was now better or worse off.
On the one hand, he wasn’t being tortured. He hadn’t been thrown out to fend for himself, nor had she left him in the charming “nooks” they had visited, which would certainly have been much easier for her.
Instead of instantly shutting down as he should have, regardless of how tired he felt, his brain decided to replay portions of the day. It seemed that even left alone, he would not get any peace.
He kept coming back to the inevitable conclusion that she really didn’t need him and that he would need to find a way to remain in her good graces if he wanted her to keep him and keep him unharmed. After all, who truly did something out of the goodness of their hearts. Though in her case, perhaps it was out of pity.
He had heard of some Admirals keeping companions. It wouldn’t be a hardship to play that role, he hoped. What else could he do? He wasn’t trained to take on any crew role.
The mechanical knowledge he had once had was likely now obsolete. Having been held captive for the last years, there had not been much opportunity for continuous education, he smiled sadly at the thought.
After this bleak overview, he resigned himself to the conclusion that his body was all he had to offer, whether it be for physical labor or personal services. He hoped that their ship was not the most technologically advanced, that they still used manual labor of some kind, and that they could use another set of hands. It seemed to him that a lot of circumstances had to be lined up for that to happen.
He was no soldier. He hoped she wouldn’t send him off to fight. It was an unlikely option, as he was not trained and would likely do more harm than good unless he was trained. She hadn’t mentioned anything about conscription, so at least that option seemed off the table.
Although, thinking back to the Admiral herself, he supposed that he just might not hate the alternative of serving her personal needs. For a few moments, he listened to the water sounds coming from the bathroom, imagining the Admiral taking a bath and all her glory. These thoughts brought on a deeper sleep than he’d had in a very long time.




17. Kira

 
After locking herself in the bathroom, Kira turned to the emerald marble tub and started the water. She adjusted it to a very hot temperature, just as she liked it on the rare occasions she would take an actual bath. She indulged herself by using the complimentary mineral salts.
Reading the labels, she found that the salts actually originated from Cena-2 and were extracted from the sea here. They were then augmented with a subtle scent meant to evoke calm nights. She poured half of the small bottle into the bath, hoping she’d have the occasion to use the other half.
She looked over the miniature bottles lining the side of the bath next to where the bath salts had been. They included a myriad of hair products, a facial cleanser, a scrub, and soap, all boasting luxury and advertised as being made right here on this planet. She had also noticed the light pink bathrobes hanging on one wall, matching towels folded on a rack above them, reflected in the gilded mirrors behind her.
Glad she would have everything she needed, she stood and undressed, hanging her clothes on one of the free wall hooks.
Finally, when the tub was almost full, she dipped her toe to test the water. Once satisfied, she blissfully submerged herself, groaning in satisfaction.
She almost fell asleep as the smell of the salts lulled her to an ethereal, relaxed state. These could almost be considered illicit substances in some quadrants of the galaxy, she mused, as she let the calm take over.
After some time, not wanting risk being too late for the cocktail, Kira made herself go through the rest of her grooming, lathering up her hair, then her body, indulging in the high-end cleansing products.
She didn’t know how long she luxuriated in the silky feel of the mineral bath, but when she stepped out, she felt like her skin had been caressed by smooth pearls. Maybe there was something true in the advertised effects after all…
She reached for a fluffy towel to dry off, using another for her hair, still high on the calm feeling. She tried to remember the last time she had felt so good. Probably after that one fuck on Gemini-4 at the debauchery house last year. The only reason she had gone was that she had been dragged to it, and then only participated because all of the people present had been guests, not “employees”.
Was that also the last time she had let go and had sex with a man? She didn’t mingle with her crew. Although Kira and Macy had had a few nights where they’d explored each other, it had been nothing to such an extent as the party on Gemini-4. Considering both their positions on the ship, Kira and Macy couldn’t both be unreachable at the same time, so the times had been few, far in between, and the touches very superficial.
She had just shimmied into the soft robe and was drying her hair with the ionic hairdryer when she heard the pounding at the door. Thinking the room was being broken in, she dropped the dryer gently on the counter and grabbed the gun she had left near the second sink. She cautiously opened the bathroom door. The noise continued and she realized someone was banging on the suite door.
“Who is it?” She yelled from where she was standing, quickly stepping away in case the sound gave off her location.
She moved towards the suite entrance’s door. She made sure to stay on the side of it in case the assailant had a gun pointed at the middle, waiting for the occupants to step towards the door peephole to see who was outside. She’d read enough reports to know that was an easy and stupid way to get shot between the eyes.
“It’s Macy, open up.”
Kira grunted. Of course, it was Macy! Kira lowered her gun to the side and reached for the door lock. She knew that if there was any danger, Macy would use their code word, so Kira knew it was safe to just open the door to her. Kira stepped aside as she opened the door, Macy barging in and closing the door behind her.
“What took you so long? I thought you were in danger or something. Do you know how long I was knocking like an idiot? I knew you haven’t left, but come on, I thought I might have to knock down the door!”
Macy surveyed the room with her gaze, probably trying to ascertain if Kira was safe.
“You call that knocking? Your knocking could knock out an adult Xin!”
Xins were perhaps not the bulkiest extraterrestrials out there, considering the sizeable other races, but they were tall human size. Their usually thin waists made their larger upper body give off a bodybuilder look, both on their males and females, making the latter look androgynous.
“If you had heard the first twenty times I knocked, like a normal person, I wouldn’t have needed to pretend I was learning to play drums!”
Kira rolled her eyes at the exaggeration. She had to admit that it was likely that Macy was right about having had to knock a few times. After all, Kira hadn’t heard any of it through the closed bathroom door. She raised her arms in defeat, noticing she was still holding her gun.
“Since you’re here now, feel free to come on in.” Kira waved towards the living room, noticing that Mak was sitting up, studying them.
Macy walked in and threw herself on the peach sofa across from him, putting her feet up on the green and beige marble table between them.
“Delightful. Please, do make yourself at home.” Kira said, joining Macy on the same sofa. She turned towards Macy, tucking her legs under her body.
“To what do I owe this pleasantly unexpected visit?” Kira made sure her sarcasm was showing.
“Are you kidding me? You have to be at the cocktail in an hour, you have a boy toy strapped to your couch. Which, by the way, I could not have known if he’d somehow managed to overpower you…”
Kira raised her eyebrows and gave Macy an incredulous look.
“Fine, maybe not “overpower you”, but still, what was I supposed to think when you didn’t answer the door for so long?”
“Maybe you’d think that I was… Oh, I don’t know, busy taking a bath!”
“Yeah, I’d think you were busy alright, but not with the bath.”
Kira stared at her, narrowing her eyes. She knew exactly what Macy was thinking, but they were not going to veer off in that direction.
“So, if I had been busy “not with the bath”,” Kira made quotation marks with her fingers, “as you say, you would have what, barged in guns blazing?”
Macy had the decency to look a little embarrassed. Finally, Kira decided to cut her some slack. Her friend did look like she had worried.
“Besides, I thought you would go enjoy your leave while I attend what I am sure will be a boring and unpleasant cocktail. I hear the beaches are divine. I’m sure they are beautiful even in the evening. You can even find yourself your own “boy toy”, one you won’t have to tie to the couch.”
“Maybe I will! Won’t that just make you jealous!” Macy poked at Kira, who rolled her eyes at the ridiculous notion.
“Maybe I’d even enjoy tying him to my couch! At least I won’t have to parade him anywhere tonight!”
“I won’t have to parade him!” Kira stifled.
“Sure you will,” Macy smirked.
“You think your little entrance went unnoticed? You’ve never brought a “pet”. Everyone will now expect the great Kirana Kot to drag her poor little pet around behind her on a leash. Or did you forget what passes as proper etiquette at these horrid functions?”
Macy was right. Damn. Kira grumbled at the thought.
“Serves you right for buying him in the first place,” Macy didn’t let it go.
“Karma coming back to bite you in the ass.” Macy sassed.
“You leave my cousin out of this!” Kira chuckled at their running gag, thinking of her cousin very graciously named Karma, who they tried to meet up with every few months for a girl’s night.
“Unfortunately, I think you may be right.” Kira resigned herself. “This will be a long night.” She sighed.
“Give me a moment, I need to call the concierge to get Mak some appropriate clothes for tonight. And a damn leash.” Kira stepped away to the bedroom to get her datapad and make the call, explaining the situation and giving her room number.
Once she was done with the call, Kira rejoined them. She asked Mak to stand, which he managed to maneuver while still being bound to the wall and scanned him using the datapad, which sent his measurements to the concierge to complete the order. She was notified it would be completed shortly and delivered to her suite.
“Well, as you mention, I have an hour to get ready. Since you’re here, you may as well help.” Kira called to Macy while walking towards the bedroom, tilting her head in that direction and beckoning Macy to follow.




18. Mak

 
Mak awoke brusquely to pounding sounds, rising to a sitting position. His brain didn’t immediately register his location, although his body seized up, ready for any danger.
Noting he was alone in the room, his mind caught up when he felt his hands restricted by his movements. His consciousness sent a few reassuring thoughts: hotel, Admiral, sofa, safe. Safe. He hadn’t thought himself safe in a long time.
His musings about this didn’t last long as he saw his Admiral exit the bathroom armed yet wearing only a bathrobe. She, understandably, looked angry to be disturbed and yelled out for the person at the door to identify themselves.
In her disheveled state, he still found she was alluring in the particular way only a semi-naked, dangerous woman could be.
The person at the door identified as “Macy” and he recognized the Captain’s voice. Macy walked into the room and exchanged banter with the Admiral, giving Mak insight into their relationship. He knew they didn’t have a purely typical Captain and Admiral relationship from their previous interactions. Macy had brazenly questioned the Admiral, and not gotten punished for it. In fact, the Admiral had looked almost amused by it. Now, it was clearer that they seemed to be closer to friends than having a typical superior and officer relationship.
They squabbled about how long it had taken the Admiral to open the door. When Macy had insinuated the Admiral had taken him to bed, he took the chance to study the Admiral’s face, trying to glean an idea of how she felt about that.
She didn’t look particularly opposed to the idea, he thought, and even joked about Macy finding her own “boy toy”. She didn’t seem particularly thrilled about having to tie him up, he’d thought, probably due to the increased need for security.
From what they’d explained in his presence, Macy was on leave and the Admiral was to participate in the conference he had heard his old shitstain of an owner grumble about. The conference that had been the cause for his unexpected price drop, the frog-faced asshole had said.
That conference was to begin with a cocktail, at which it seemed the Admiral was to make an appearance. It also seemed that he would be dragged in tow, although he didn’t like the sound of being “paraded”.
She mentioned that because of this, he needed clothes and a chain. He watched her walk to the bedroom, leaving him sitting on the couch, looking at her departing back. Mak already dreaded the rest of the evening.
The moment the Admiral stepped through the bedroom door, Macy leaped from her seat and faced him, her nose almost touching his.
“You got lucky today. That woman in there is the best I know. She worked very hard to get to where she is and deserves every ounce of respect you’ve got. If you somehow fuck this up for her, I will cut you until you squeal like a pig. You got it?”
He nodded. He felt a chill run down his spine as she gritted out the words. He understood the Old-World reference, and although there were no longer many pigs around, he’d seen vid depictions and could infer the meaning.
“Good. If you so much as embarrass her in front of others, I’ll make you pay.” She nodded and sat back on the couch, crossing her legs.
He got it, alright. He’d be in a room full of admirals, attached to one of them. There was no way out and if he somehow managed to embarrass his Admiral, he had half a thought that Macy would be the least of his worries. He would keep his head down, observe and do what was expected of him.
The Admiral soon came back to the room. Macy smiled, looking relaxed as if their exchange had never happened.
He stood for his measurements to be taken, then both women left to the bedroom to get the Admiral ready.
Mak was still a little shell-shocked from earlier, and he lay back down to doze for a few more minutes.




19. Kira

 
She looked good, Kira thought to herself. She twirled in her royal blue gown, a shade more regal than her usual admiral uniform while smiling at herself in the mirror. Macy lounged in the chaise behind her, smiling as well.
The gown went to her ankles. She had it trimmed just long enough to trail slightly, hiding her flat dress shoes just enough to make them look like heels. She hated heels. You couldn’t run, couldn’t fight well in them, and Kira always liked to be prepared.
Her gown had subtle gold thread details that would match her gold necklace with the Old-World pearl. Golden leave embroidery ran down the sides of the gown. The skirt of the gown flared at the bottom, giving just enough space to conceal small weapons along her thighs, just in case.
The conference was supposed to be a time of peace, but with so many drunk admirals in one room, Kira would not take a chance of being caught unprepared.
“Gorgeous. Those bastards aren’t worth the sight.” Macy commented.
“Why, Captain, that is no way to show respect for your betters!” Kira joked. She knew very well where they both stood in their dislike of some of the older and more conceited admirals who would be present today.
“Admiral, very respectfully, they can suck it.”
“Well, as long as it is done very respectfully.” Kira giggled, then sighed. “If only I could avoid the lot of them and enjoy a beachside vacation as my Captain will!”
“Oh, come on, Kira, don’t be jealous! You know Captains have these crap conferences too! Mine is just a few months away! At least you get to enjoy a nice room while you’re at it. And maybe a few other perks, huh?” Macy wiggled her eyebrows.
“I have no idea what you’re referring to, Captain.” Kira gave her an innocent look. Had circumstances been different, she may have searched for her own boy toy, like she had suggested Macy do. However, now that Mak was around, that might get a bit difficult. Besides, she had to admit to herself she found him appealing, and would consider him, were he truly willing.
While Kira was debating what she would do about that, they heard a knock at the suite door. Kira approached the entrance door and looked through the peephole. It was the concierge with Mak’s clothing.
Macy had joined her in the living room, sitting on the sofa across where Mak once more sat up, looking groggy.
The concierge placed the box he was carrying on the table and turned toward Kira, asking if she needed any further assistance.
“Thank you, that will be all.”
The concierge looked Mak up and down with an expression betraying his disdain, turned, and left.
Kira opened the box to reveal a suit matching her gown and a golden chain that would go from his neck to the bracelet at her wrist. It also had a buckle, if she wanted to attach it to the provided chain-style waist belt.
She took out all the clothes she had ordered and set them on the table, next to the box. There was everything he would need to wear tonight, from undergarments to the chain, as well as sleepwear for later. She looked at Mak, who was staring at her. She’d felt his admiring stare the whole time since she’d entered the room. She smiled at him. I clean up nice, she thought to herself.
Kira approached Mak slowly and unhooked him from the buckle. He didn’t move a muscle, his gaze briefly going to her chest. Macy was watching him like a hawk from across the sofa, she knew.
Kira pointed to the clothes. “Please, go ahead and put these on.” She pointed to the washroom. Mak stood, took the pile of clothes, and walked towards the big bathroom where Kira had taken a bath earlier.
While he was getting dressed, Macy helped Kira put on the bracelet and the belt. Kira attached Mak’s collar remote to the belt hoop that served this purpose. A few long moments later, Mak came back, fully dressed. Kira stared at him, thinking he cleaned up nicely too. He’d even fixed his hair up alluringly.
The gold chain dangled from the collar and Kira waived him over so that she could connect her bracelet to his chain.
“Well, now that you’re both ready, let me escort you to the conference floor.” Macy offered.
“Why, where are you going?” Kira asked.
“I, my very jealous friend, will go enjoy the renown four-handed massage of this fine establishment.” Macy bowed her head slightly in humor.
“Please enjoy the exalted company of the old farts below while I actually go luxuriate in what this resort has to offer.”
Kira rolled her eyes at Macy’s theatrics but knew she was right. She would indeed much prefer to be in her situation. All three of them took the elevator down, Macy stayed on while Kira and Mak exited on the floor the cocktail would talk place on.




20. Kira

 
Here we go, Kira thought, bracing herself. She hated these events, most of them being a parade of wealth, in search of influence with board members and other admirals.
Kira and Mak entered through what would have been called “French doors” in the Old-World. The windowed doors were opened invitingly wide, flush with the walls on each side.
Kira walked across the decadent room which could have passed for a sensuous boudoir on Old Earth. Finding a friendly face, she made her way towards him. On her way, she picked up a square-shaped glass of Ambrelian brandy on a single large square of ice. The unfortunate drink of choice in this esteemed company, in Kira’s humble opinion.
“So glad to see that you could make it, my dear. Although I have to say you have made quite an entrance last night. I would be surprised if everyone was not aware of your presence now.”
Mir, an older admiral, saluted her as she joined him. Mir was one of the respectable ones, strict but fair. He had been a mentor in her early days as an admiral and was still a respected elder in the community. Even while in the academy, she had heard about him as being a fine example of leadership and honor. Not many could boast that anymore.
“I was hoping I had been a tad more inconspicuous and that it had gone unnoticed,” she replied demurely.
“Quite the contrary, as I’m sure you will notice. Alas, the gossip is flowing, and your reputation is in shambles, I’m afraid.” He laughed lightheartedly, looking at Mak then at her, his knowing look indicating this was not a bad thing in itself. She could only imagine what the old traditionalists said about her now.
They had called her soft, at least on a personal level, her image not being helped by the fact she had refused to keep a “pet” as the others did.
Now, it would look like she had either succumbed to the “right way” or had never been soft in the first place.
Kira calculated how she could turn this to her advantage. Perception was an interesting thing, rarely based on facts. She didn’t have to treat Mak the way they thought she did, she just had to make it look that way.
Looking behind her, the older admiral continued mirthlessly: “Speaking of troublesome gossipers, I will conveniently walk away before Admiral Tar finishes making his way here and I have to pretend to enjoy the company. Looking forward to catching up later.” He nodded a farewell and walked away.
Kira groaned. Here we go, she thought again, just as her least favorite colleague approached.
“Kirana, dear, fancy meeting you here at a conference for admirals! We thought you had perhaps given up on the profession and entertained a more sensible pursuit for a woman. But it seems you are always surprising us of late. Imagine how unexpected it was seeing what the kitty cat dragged in! You really should treat your pet better. Why, he looked like absolute trash! And here I thought you weren’t that kind of girl. I thought you could afford better, too. Are you in such financial trouble you had to stoop so low?”
Kira cringed inwardly as Tar leered at Mak. Tar was everything she despised in an admiral: cruel and demeaning, even to a fellow admiral. She always had to keep her head about her in his presence. She hated to imagine how he treated his “pet”. From what she’d heard, his crew was likely not much better off on his ship.
Before she could reply, another admiral who had been in a group close to them joined the discussion. He was a friend of Tar’s, it seems, but Kira didn’t know him by name. He walked the few steps over, dragging a demure, tiny female behind him, who didn’t seem to dare raise her eyes.
“Greetings. I couldn’t help overhearing. This must be the famed Admiral Kot!” The man saluted.
“In the flesh,” Kira nodded and returned the salute.
“To whom do I owe this honor?” She noticed Mak tense next to her, but he seemed to have picked up on the expected behavior.
“Admiral Kiel. Tar, my friend, where is your own pet? I hear she is a beauty, that you got her straight from Orchidea-Prime from one of the training houses! I still entertain the idea of going there myself to look at their offerings. They say Orchidea has the best trained and prettiest pets. Is that true?”
Tar gave him an exaggerated, bored look as if such an expense was nothing for him and the slave wasn’t worth the thought.
“I left her in the nooks,” he waved his hand as if it were inconsequential.
“No sense in parading her around here, it would be wasted on her pea brain anyway. I’ll have her delivered to my rooms when I’m done here. Not much she’s good for other than fucking anyway, no matter how well trained. They can be so much work! Feeding and bathing them all the time. But you’ve heard right. They train them well. She whines much less than the previous ones, screams prettily, and contorts quite nicely too.”
Kira made sure to keep her face straight, not reacting to Tar’s words. She was glad his attention centered once more on Kiel.
“I will have to visit Orchidea-Prime one day then and get one of my own!”
Turning toward her, Kiel continued.
“Admiral Kot, I have to second Tar’s assessment. Not only did we not expect to see you accompanied but making an entrance with a pet in such accouterments!”
“Rough night.” She shrugged, answering simply, and taking a tiny sip of her previously untouched brandy.
“Sounds like fun. Would you share? I would love to find out what made the night so rough. I hear he is advertised as being amazing in bed.”
Kira noticed Mak stiffen from the corner of her eye, though his own eyes remained on the floor. Kiel laughed at his own joke, referring to the pink shirt Mak had been wearing which stated, “I’m amazing in bed - I can sleep for hours”.
Kira had to exercise all her restraint not to roll her eyes. It was her shirt, dammit, and she loved it! It was comfortable and cute, and a reminder she wasn’t just an admiral but that she was allowed to be girly from time to time too!
She had expected this type of request to “share” and was not surprised it had come from Tar’s friend. She had just not expected it to come this early in the evening. She had thought it would take a few hours to loosen everyone’s tongues. Maybe she had arrived a little too fashionably late, or they had decided to start imbibing early.
As it was, this only made the evening’s prospects look bleaker in her opinion. She had to find a way to approach this situation that would not leave her open to the possibility.
“I’m afraid I haven’t tired of him yet.” She said, trying to look easygoing.
“Oh, come now, I’m sure we can come to an arrangement. My Ludila can be quite a skillful linguist,” he said, pulling his companion closer, pressing her cheeks until she opened her mouth to reveal a delicate, slim tongue. She didn’t even flinch. Poor female, Kira thought, to be treated like a pet, disrespected, and left without a flame of rebellion in her. Kira tried to be tactful in her refusal.
“I’m sure she can be. I just haven’t gotten my full satisfaction out of this one yet.” That got Tar and Kiel smiling.
“My dear,” Tar joined in “If you have trouble getting your satisfaction, perhaps a real man can get you there. Perhaps you just need to let go and be dominated.”
Tar leaned in towards her, close enough for Kira to recoil from his drunk breath, and whispered loudly. “I’ll show you what your mouth should be used for. I’m sure you won’t act so high and mighty once I fuck you so hard you cry, Admiral Kot. Trade your high horse for a ride on my dick.” It seemed they had started drinking much earlier than she’d thought.
Kira reeled. How dare her? He would never go this far if she was a male! This was it! She had had enough! If she slapped him, she’d fall into his trap and be labeled as a hysterical female, so she did the only thing she could other than walk away.
She lashed out with words. Walking away would not have solved this, she knew he would follow, and he just might be far gone enough in his cups that this would end in a scandal.
“I assure you, Admiral Tar, I have no such need to be dominated. Thank you for your concern. Should you ever feel such a need yourself, please feel free to let me know and I will make time to show you what it feels like to be under my heel. I would take my satisfaction first, of course, if you can hold that long.” Kira smirked, then continued.
“Although, I prefer my men younger, better looking, and fitter.” Kira made a show of looking over Mak, running her hand over his defined, muscular stomach, and licking her lips. He didn’t look up, but she felt him contract his abs under her hand.
She didn’t even know where this attitude had come from. She didn’t wear heels, it was most impractical, and she certainly didn’t act this way in public. But Tar had provoked her, and she was done being smooth with him, as he had clearly crossed the line of being respectful long ago.
Two could play that game, and she was, after all, a renowned battle strategist. He was testing her, pushing her to appear weak. If she didn’t respond, he would assume she was. That could spill over into her professional reputation.
“Yes, Tar, please do call on Admiral Kot! And if you’d like an audience, I will gladly lend you my eyes and ears for the event should you be into someone watching!” Kiel found this particularly funny. Tar was fuming, she could already see his anger at the doubt of his manhood that she had invoked.
“Kiel, if you speak of such again, I will make sure that would be a permanent loan!” Kar gritted his teeth.
That quickly wiped Kiel’s smile away as he realized Tar was no longer joking. The fact that people around them had grown quiet certainly didn’t help Tar’s embarrassment.
Even without looking, she could tell a few had been paying attention. She was sure the gossip would spread, and that by the end of the night, everyone would have heard of the exchange. Internally, Kira groaned. Sometimes, she felt admirals could be worse than her seemingly prude aunt.
Before Tar could retaliate, Kira squared her shoulders and made her escape.
“Admirals,” she certainly couldn’t call them gentlemen at this point, “if you’ll excuse me, it seems my drink has watered down and needs refreshing.”
Not that she’d really drank much of it. She disliked Ambrelian brandy, but it was the choice drink of stiff admirals, which was the sole reason why she made sure to hold one as she worked the room.
Only the finest alcohol for frigid, irritating men, she thought, resigned. From the brief interactions with the two admirals, it felt as if the room had worked her instead. It left a sour taste in her mouth that no amount of Ambrelian brandy could wash off.
As she veered off, she had to take care not to swing her arm, unused to having a Mak attached to it.




21. Kira

 
Kira walked to the bar to get another drink, Mak a step behind her.
“A glass of water, and an Ambrelian brandy, please.”
The barkeep nodded and moved to complete her order. Mir joined her at the bar.
“Vultures, the lot of them,” he whispered through gritted teeth that still appeared smiling, as if in a pleasant conversation.
“Thanks for abandoning me to them!” Kira nudged him.
“Anytime,” he replied.
She knew very well it was for the best anyway. She was only teasing him. If Mir had stayed, she would not have been able to let herself go in her replies. She would have had to pretend to maintain decorum in front of an elder, while Tar, she was sure, would not have held himself back. Worse, had Mir stayed and defended her, she would have been perceived as weak and unable to speak for herself.
Kira did not feel like extending the efforts of discussing them any longer. The barkeep came back with her order quickly. She chugged the water, then very slowly nursed the brandy. It was almost funny, she thought, that most would usually do it the other way around. Changing the subject, Kira mused out loud, holding her drink out in front of her.
“How many do you actually believe enjoy this liquid fire? If it didn’t give the gossipers more to cluck about, I would order one of those layered fruity drinks the resort advertised. I waited months for this leave, and all I get is this poison. What’s a girl gotta do to have a nice night in the waves and a handsome male massaging her body until she falls asleep under his ministrations?”
Kira caught herself before she giggled, happy no one other than Mir was close, the barkeep tending other patrons at the far end of the bar.
“Her career, that’s what,” Mir answered. “Kirana, we both know you’d be unhappy with the life of a housewife. Would you truly want to live out your days as some rich man’s toy, only to be taken out of the closet to be paraded around?”
“I could get an office job!” Kira defended herself.
“That you could, and I urge you to consider it.” Mir had always tried to look out for her, even in a slightly patronizing way he couldn’t help himself. He was at that age, Kira thought.
She knew she would not get that office job she threatened him with. She couldn’t leave people undefended this way. They may call her ruthless, but some of her biggest successes derived from planned attacks causing minimal damage, or at least minimal casualties of war, and only when she had to, to open negotiations.
Most of her battle strategies were less “battle” oriented, more based on working with the rebels on an outcome minimizing losses. To her knowledge, most admirals rammed into the planets, running in guns blazing, killing men, women, and children.
In the process, in a purely mathematical way, they were reducing said planet’s resources both by killing off its workforce and by destroying the soil, minerals, and goods they were supposed to secure in the first place. She wouldn’t even start on the human casualties and inhumane damage they left behind.
Of course, one of the conditions for her deals with the rebels she left alive was that her ruthless reputation be upheld. If her negotiations were widely exposed, she would no longer be sent on those types of missions, which would lead to more death and planetary destruction.
With time, her approach had played in her favor. Often, rebels would hear her name as the admiral approaching their planet and were much quicker to engage in surrender or discussions, resulting in less and less violence. Of course, there were a few very rare times it had also caused more aggression, as some wanted to prove themselves.
She thought of that time a few months ago, when a war-loving tribe mutinied against its neighbors, who had signed an alliance with the Intergalactic Coalition. The neighbors, a mercantile village trading in silk, had called for reinforcements, and the Admiral’s Professional Association, or APA, had sent her. They had ordered her to raze the rebel tribe camp to the ground. She had not commented on this, hopeful she could get the tribe to parley.
She could not have known the tribe would be so different from the other inhabitants of the planet. When her ship had arrived, she attempted to open dialogue to enquire about their demands. Her crew member had introduced them, and the tribe leader ordered them to open fire on their shuttle, thinking of being the one to take down the Admiral Kot.
That had been one of her worst “wins”. It had a been a whole tribe of losses. Her shuttle had dwindled down to the ground, barely landing in the nearby forest, when Macy had ordered the village destroyed.
Macy hadn’t slept for days after that, Kira knew, blaming herself for the loss of life. She had tried to talk Macy back, knowing these were the kind of hard decisions to be made in their line of work.
At that point, Kira also knew it was them or the crew. Their shuttle had needed massive repairs and they had been sitting ducks as it had gotten stuck in one of the giant environing trees.
Kira sighed and raised her glass of brandy as a mock toast to her mentor’s wish for an office job. She turned and noticed Mak was standing on one side of her, Mir on the other.
Mir nodded in Mak’s direction, who stayed quiet, looking down.
“You want to tell me about it?”
“Not much to tell. Found him for sale in the market below. Hence the entrance you heard about.”
“Cleans up nice. You keeping him?” Mir raised an eyebrow.
“For now. Barkeep, another water please.” The barkeeper came with another glass and left, taking the tip Kira slipped him.
Mir looked around the room again and nodded to one side.
“You should talk to Lorena, might learn something interesting.”
Kira rolled her eyes again. She so wanted this night to be over, but she knew that if Mir suggested it, it must be important.
“I’ll think about it.” At that, Mir nodded and walked away, seemingly to mingle with other admirals, leaving Kira with Mak at the bar.




22. Mak

 
Observing was something Mak was good at. He had learned a lot by being quiet and listening in the past, and it was serving him once more now.
When they had walked into the opulent room where the cocktail event was being held, he immediately noticed that most people here were males. In fact, he only saw his own Admiral and perhaps another three or four females at most that appeared to not be companions to an admiral, but admirals themselves.
The other females present were either on a leash or standing very close to the men, which meant they were wives, concubines, or slaves. He noted his growing sense of respect towards his Admiral.
It seemed that Macy had not been joking when she’d mentioned how difficult it was to become an admiral, especially so, he noted, for a woman.
All the other women except one had men on leashes, just as some men had women. The one who did not have a leash still had a man standing close to her, likely her husband. He was dressed as a civilian and holding a glass of what looked like the same alcohol as the other men. He stood a tiny step behind his woman, indicating she was the admiral here, but that he was a free person.
Mak and his Admiral made their way to a server with refreshments, where she took a drink off his tray almost absentmindedly. Mak was thirsty but noticed that none of the other slaves had any refreshments.
They were approached by an older, lone admiral. He spoke what seemed to be a friendly warning and soon walked away. At first, Mak had thought from the interaction that perhaps he had been related to his Admiral, maybe even the renowned Admiral Kot himself.
A man with an unpleasant demeanor approached, followed by another one, with his own female slave obediently trailing behind him. Mak studied her. She demurely kept her gaze down and didn’t make any sudden movements.
Then, the men called his Admiral “Kirana” and the “famed Admiral Kot”, and she had confirmed that was indeed her. He was so fucked, Mak thought once again. He had entertained hopes that she was perhaps only related to the admiral Kot, not him herself. Or her, herself rather. She was known to be ruthless, quenching some of the most dangerous rebellions.
When the man mentioned their entrance, Mak felt everyone’s eyes on him, although his were obediently trained down. Kirana only replied that it had been a “rough night,” without further elaborating. Mak was surprised she didn’t say anything that would undermine his place, his humiliation.
When the man joked about Mak being amazing in bed and asked Kirana to loan Mak out to him, Mak stiffened in apprehension, hoping his Admiral would not acquiesce to the request.
He thought of the thin, scantily clad woman standing behind the man. He had stolen a few glances her way to gauge how he should act. She looked hollow.
Mak saw the greedy way the other admiral undressed him with his eyes and knew without a doubt that if Kirana agreed, it would indeed be another “rough night”.
She had every right to barter with him, Mak knew. He also knew he wouldn’t have a choice but to do exactly what she ordered. Anxiety kicked in as he was hoping for just one restful night before he had to “perform” again. He knew he would have to, eventually. That was the usual use of companions, but he prayed it wouldn’t be tonight, or at least not with this man, who threw Mak his evil gazes.
“I’m afraid I haven’t tired of him yet.” She replied. Oh, thank the Stars, Mak thought, seeing Kirana was not open to the loan. What would happen when she did tire of him, he wondered. Once again, he told himself he would have to make sure that didn’t happen.
The man had even offered a temporary exchange. Mak didn’t know enough about Kirana to venture a guess about whether she would be interested in females. He wondered if that was what she was waiting for.
He noticed some partygoers had drifted away to the sides of the room, engaging in acts becoming more and more promiscuous.
He was once more relieved when she refused a second time. His relief, however, was short-lived as he was shocked to hear her once again being disrespected by a fellow admiral.
Mak was not sure how he would have to react. Would he have to defend her? That would probably mean punishment for him for disrespecting an admiral. He was still wondering what was expected of him when Kirana left them all speechless.
While she was making her point, she ran her hand on his stomach, surprising him. He’d felt on display, wondering if she would be acting on her words later tonight. Surprisingly, he did not mind and would in fact be looking forward to it if his body didn’t hurt so much. Even from her light caresses, he could already feel himself stir. Her hand soon moved away, and he sucked in a breath, willing his erection down.
Mak observed her quietly. She appeared brave on the outside but seemed to particularly enjoy neither the banter, nor the evening. Certainly not the way she had enjoyed speaking with Macy earlier in the room.
When she turned to leave the exalted company of the rude admirals, although she looked angry and her jaw was clenched, Mak noticed she was still being considerate not to pull him forward by yanking the chain at his neck.
They walked to the bar where Kirana ordered a drink. They were soon joined by the older admiral who had spoken to her earlier. After some whispered back and forth Mak couldn’t hear, the older gentleman walked away while Kirana stayed at the bar, sipping her drink slowly.




23. Kira

 
Soon, Kira thought. Standing at the bar, she counted the minutes to when she could make an exit that would go unremarked and would not be labeled as too hasty.
She would wait for the right moment, the exact point when the needle tipped from cocktail to debauchery. That was when she’d leave, she decided.
She noticed some of the drunker patrons had already moved to darker sections of the room. She knew what went on after the cocktails, the open invitations to share slaves between admirals and between the slaves themselves. She knew some unwritten deals were made at just those moments when everyone was distracted or otherwise occupied.
In fact, she could tell that was exactly what was happening as one of the few female admirals, Lorena, had her male slave put on a show fucking another admiral’s female slave in one of those darker sections. Mir had mentioned Kira should talk to her, but she’d noticed Lorena was already otherwise occupied.
The slaves were rutting, the female on all fours on the rug, facing the two armchairs where Lorena and another admiral sat in discussions. The admirals’ gazes were on the couple on the floor, the male slave zealously mounting the female from behind. Lorena looked almost bored, Kira thought.
Lorena was hard-working but acted as if everything was owed to her, which was a paradox in itself. She had been what Kira had deemed as “bullies” at the academy.
She came from a rich family, acted as if everything was her right, and treated others as such. Yet she had worked very hard to become an admiral. Kira had her doubts that it was because Lorena wanted her independence, not wanting to be resigned to standing in the shadows of a man, just being someone’s wife. In that, Kira and she were similar. She could respect that.
It looked like Lorena and the other admiral had come to an agreement, as Lorena waved at her male slave to finish. He jerked a few more times and disengaged from the now dripping female. He returned to kneel near Lorena, adjusting his clothing. She didn’t pay him much more attention, as the other admiral waved the female over to suck him off, his hand clenched in her hair. Lorena seemed to say her goodbyes and left, followed by her male slave.
Kira did not want to part-take in any such activities. She didn’t have upcoming treaties to work on. Her crew worked independently; it was the nature of their missions and she preferred to keep knowledge of her negotiations to a minimum if any.
She hoped that since Lorena had just finished engaging with the other admiral, she’d jump straight to the point with her.
Kira took her glass of Ambrelian brandy and followed Lorena to the second bar across the room, a light tug on her wrist reminding her she had Mak along. She hadn’t drunk much, probably just half a glass all in all, while sipping, but the brandy was potent stuff, and she already felt the light sway of its effects.
Lorena ordered at the bar, her slave respectfully standing behind her. Kira took the spot next to her, Mak mirroring Lorena’s slave.
“Lorena,” Kira nodded in greeting.
“Kira, a pleasure to see you well.” Lorena nodded as well. Kira smirked. She wasn’t sure the greeting was genuine, but she’d take it.
“I heard we should talk.”
“Did you now? Who would be so bold?” Lorena smiled lopsidedly. She grabbed her drink from the barkeep who had just served them and motioned towards some free armchairs away from the bar.
They walked towards the chairs and sat, both slaves going to their knees on either side. Kira noticed Mak was just slightly slower than Lorena’s slave, probably taking his cues from him. Kira appreciated she wouldn’t have to order him around and draw attention to him.
“Shall we get entertained? I’m afraid my Val here just performed, but I’m sure he can show yours a good time.”
Kira had to think fast to avoid having to engage Mak in “performing”. “I’m afraid I am rather jealous and am keeping mine for myself for the time being.”
“Straight to business, I see. Very well.” Lorena smiled and leaned towards Kira, subtly beckoning her to do the same.
Lorena offered her a tiny in-ear button to facilitate private conversations. It was supposed to create a bubble around her and allow her to better hear what the other wearer, who had the second piece of the button, said. Kira installed it and nodded.
“I heard a mutual friend of ours may be dabbling in black markets,” Lorena whispered, a hand in front of her mouth to avoid any risk of her lips being read.
Kira shouldn’t be surprised. Although they were supposed to uphold moral and ethical codes, she wouldn’t be surprised that some admirals here had their own agendas.
“A previous intervention may have led to a planet takeover. It seems the rebellion had been taken care of, the planet was reported as a total loss but was actually cloaked and running clandestine activities. Word on the street is they were mining resources, using the people presumed dead. Free labor, undeclared income. No control over the ones in power.”
Kira squinted and covered her lips as well.
“Why tell me? Does anyone else know?” She now had no doubt that Lorena had specifically asked Mir to reach out to her directly.
“My dear, your heroics are lauded in certain circles. Your tactics scare some, give hope to others.” Lorena paused, then continued, a disgusted expression on her face.
“The ones running the show know, of course. I found out through someone who managed to send me an encrypted message before trying to escape. He’s dead now.” Lorena looked away with a sorrowful expression.
Kira wondered how Lorena knew of her “heroics”. Either Kira wasn’t being as secretive as she had hoped, or someone had talked. If the person had talked, and Lorena had kept her secret, it was possible Lorena was not as bad as Kira initially thought. That, combined with Mir telling her to talk to her, gave Kira reasonable doubt about her character.
“Hence why you’re not working on the knowledge. You’re being watched?” Kira asked.
“I can’t be certain, but I’m being careful. There’s so few of us left.” Kira wasn’t sure which few she referred to. Women admirals? Decent ones?
“Why talk to me then? Won’t that add me to the watchlist, and I won’t be able to do anything about it?”
“Why my dear, everyone knows we’re old friends from the Academy! This is just a chance to reunite in our friendship!” Kira smiled. Sure, friendship. But it’s a good cover, she thought.
“Besides, you know how us girls are! Totally unpredictable in our strange, mysterious, feminine ways!” Lorena exaggerated her incredulous expression.
“So, you’re telling me no one else knows?”
“Not to my knowledge. Even me getting this information has already cost the life of the person who reached out.”
“And Mir?” Kira had to ask. Did her old mentor know?
“I haven’t told him. He knows there’s something I wanted to talk to you about, but that’s it. I trust him. He’s one of the good ones, but this information is very sensitive, and the fewer people know, the more likely any undertaken action will succeed.”
“So that comes back to why me. What do you want from me?”
“For the why, let’s say we have a mutual friend whom you once helped, who spoke very highly of your integrity. As to what I want, I’d start with information. Say if you hear anything about such a planet, or notice someone running into some extra credits unexpectedly. I’d also ask that you take the next mission in the third quadrant. From my source, the planet was supposed to be there, but I can’t find it on any map. It’s as if it has been wiped from all systems. I’d take the mission, but I might already be watched. If you take it, it won’t look suspicious. The next mission is right up your alley. A rebellion on Mira-prime. A small thing, easy for someone such as you, I’m sure.”
“How do you know about the mission? It hasn’t been posted yet, has it?” Kira asked.
“We all have our secrets,” Lorena smirked.
“How do I know you’re not setting me up by asking me to take this mission?” Kira had to ask. She was suspicious of the sudden friendliness.
“You don’t. But what’s the worst that can happen on a tiny, peaceful planet like Mira-prime? They have no planetary defense system, no army. The mission itself is a joke. The only reason they’re asking for admiral intervention is that the merchants don’t want to look like the bad guys by hiring a rogue force.” Kira nodded. It made sense. This was a common situation.
“So, I’m doing all the leg work. What’s in it for you?”
“Justice. If I get proof of who I suspect runs the mining on the presumed dead planet, I will take it as high as I can.”
“And if that doesn’t work?” Lorena didn’t answer. Kira knew what that meant. She’d take matters into her own hands. Kira nodded in silent acknowledgment.
“I don’t promise anything, but I’ll try.” Kira made to rise when Lorena put a hand on her arm.
“Kira, take it from a friend. Next time, if you don’t want your pet to perform, I suggest you leave him in the nooks. He’s rather good looking and you wouldn’t want to look weak by not sharing. I’m not enthusiastic about keeping them, but they serve a purpose. They do help with the ruthless admiral image. And there are worse fates for him than serving me.” She said, motioning towards her slave. Kira nodded in understanding. She bent to take her glass from the side table and walked away, Mak in tow.
A friend? Were they friends now? Kira wondered. Had Lorena’s attitude always been for show? Had she misjudged her? Kira subtly removed the tiny in-ear button from her ear lobe and squeezed it hard. She rubbed it with force between her fingers, destroying it. Kira threw the powdered remains into the glass of brandy she had been carrying around and left it at the bar she passed by.
Finally, she turned to the exit and briskly walked out before anyone else could approach her and she had to make another excuse about Mak.




24. Mak

 
The cocktail was getting wilder and wilder, Mak thought. He hoped that Kira, as he had heard her name shortened to, did not change her mind about lending him out.
They walked over to another bar, where a female admiral ordered a drink, her slave in tow. Mak had noticed the man “performing” in one of the corners, on a female slave. It seemed Kira had wanted to talk to this woman. He followed the women to another area with two armchairs, following the other slave’s cues when he kneeled next to his admiral’s armchair.
He had just thought he would be off the hook when the other admiral suggested the slaves entertain them. Mak stiffened, hoping his Admiral would remain unswayed. Would she change her mind now that the other admiral was a woman, and appeared to be a friend? The woman had suggested that Mak be the one to receive a blowjob, as her slave had just “performed” and could likely not come again that fast.
Mak wasn’t sure he was relieved that he would be on the receiving end this time. At least, his ass was safe for now. He knew he would not recover well from a second time on the same day, and already wondered if he had made a mistake agreeing to stay with her.
His Admiral, for he realized he had started thinking of her as “his Admiral”, replied.
“I’m afraid I am rather jealous and am keeping him for myself for the time being.”
Mak sighed in relief as imperceptibly as he could. He could kiss her right now.
From the corner of his eye, he saw the other woman passing something tiny to his Admiral, who slipped it in her ear. They seemed to be talking, but he could no longer hear them. The only indication that they were in a conversation was the hands they kept in front of their lips and their changing expressions.
The other woman’s slave remained kneeling, his back straight and body unmoving, a blank expression on his face. Mak took the time to subtly observe the room. More and more people were engaged in acts he would not like to think about right now. If it were just him and his Admiral, he would not have minded.
However, especially after today’s event which he could not ignore as his body still burned from it, he sincerely hoped his Admiral was a reserved individual.
He spotted the two rude admirals and noticed they were both using the poor female slave one of them had brought with him. She looked like a marionette, pulled by both of them the way they wanted to. Observing the debauchery, Mak once again swayed in his opinion and thought that, from every possible owner at this party, he had struck gold.
After some time, the women seemed to be done with their discussion. Kira stood and motioned him up. The chain between her bracelet and his collar went taut, but she didn’t pull. Mak obeyed and followed her.
They left the cocktail event, Mak exhaling with relief that he had escaped the room without further depravities done to his body. Already, he was thinking he would have to find a way to thank her, a way to make sure she kept wanting to keep him to herself.
They took the elevator back to the suite they were staying at, riding it in silence. The only noise in the elevator was the light mechanical sounds of the lift.
This was the moment Mak’s stomach decided to let them know it was not happy going empty for so long. The growling was loud, but then Mak hadn’t eaten since yesterday. His slimy bastard ex-Captain had told him he would have to earn his next meal, and although he had, the promised meal never came.
“Well, looks like I know what we’re doing next,” his Admiral told him, a smile on her delicious-looking lips. He wasn’t just thinking that because he was hungry, he told himself.
They exited the elevator and walked to her suite. Once inside, she brought him back to the sofa, bid him to sit, and buckled him to the same loop as before.
“I’ll be right back. Just going to go change out of this.” She said, waving at her gorgeous dress. She looked good enough to eat, and Mak was hungry.
She left him for a few minutes. He heard clothing being rustled and the shower working for a few short minutes. Then, she stepped out of the room wearing loungewear pants and a short sleeve loose shirt. It wasn’t the prettiest attire, but it looked comfortable. After the majestic dress she had been wearing earlier, the change was drastic, but to be honest, he did not find her any less appealing.
She unhooked him from the sofa buckle and pointed him to the remaining clothes the concierge had brought in, which looked like sleepwear pants and a shirt.
“Your turn,” she said, and pointed him through the bedroom, to the small bathroom with the shower.
He picked up the clothes and went to change. He followed her cue and took a quick shower, then dressed into comfortable clothes.
She was once again waiting for him, reclining on the chaise lounge in the bedroom. He had his clothes in hand and she pointed to a dresser on one side of the bed, where he lay what he had been wearing that night.
“Alright, let’s get some food.” She stood and walked to the living room. He followed her. She motioned him back to the sofa and he complied, noticing the tiny bulge of the remote in her lounge pants. Prior to this day, he may have lunged for her, perhaps having a chance to get to the remote and free himself. After today, when he had willingly agreed to stay, and when she had refused to share him with anyone, he found he was no longer inclined to either attack or run at all. Instead, he obediently sat on the sofa, containing his wince. She quickly tied him loosely to a buckle near the sofa.
“Anything you don’t eat?” She asked him, sitting on the sofa across from him, scrolling on the datapad she had in hand.
Pleasantly surprised, he quietly replied, “not really”. Beggars couldn’t be choosers, he knew, and he didn’t have any allergies.
The only food he disliked was the slave gruel usually served on ships. Sure, it was supposed to have all the nutrients and calories needed to survive and was probably cheap slave maintenance, but he hated it. Day after day of the same thing, every meal - how could he not? He hesitated to mention it though, especially that right now, he was so hungry even the gruel sounded less horrible than usual. “Just…”
“What? Well, go on.” She looked at him, waiting for him to continue.
“If possible, and you don’t mind, I’d prefer something other than gruel.”
There! He had said it. If she was displeased, he would live with the consequences. Hopefully, the worst thing that would happen was being given more gruel.
“Gotcha, no gruel.” She smiled, nodded, and turned back to the datapad. Was it that easy?
Once she seemed to have placed her order, she closed her datapad, placing it on the marble table between them. She reclined on the sofa, stretching her arms above her head, and groaned.
“Ugh, what a day!” She turned back to look at him.
“So, Mak, tell me about yourself.”
Mak took his time, replying slowly. How could he express that most of his life had been stolen away from him? That he had embarked on what he had believed would be the most exciting part of his life, only to end up enslaved so early, not having seen or explored anything, really.
“Not much to tell. I was a fleet mechanic in my younger years. Barely out of the academy and serving on my first ship, thinking it would be the adventure of my life. We got highjacked. I was one of the lucky ones who survived, they said. It didn’t feel that way. After that, sold from one master to another a few times. Stayed with the one you saw for a few years, from what I can tell. At some point, one day just looks like the rest and it’s hard to tell time. And now, here I am.”
“Thank you for sharing,” she said, observing him quietly. He wondered if he was allowed to ask a question himself. She seemed in a better mood than she was right after the cocktail. Taking a deep breath, he asked.
“Are…” She cocked her head, and he continued. “Are you the Admiral Kot?”
“I am,” she smirked. He wasn’t sure if he felt knowing it was true was worse than not knowing.
“Your reputation precedes you.” As soon as the words left his mouth, he regretted saying them. The atmosphere was so laid back and the day had been long, that he had lost his usual cautiousness.
“It does,” she simply agreed.
“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have mentioned it.”
“It’s fine. It’s not something I’m hiding, and I know what they say about me. Some of it may be true.” He quieted, remembered to drop his gaze, suddenly thinking he did not want to know which parts were true. He hoped she had not felt pushed on it to the point of deciding to demonstrate.




25. Kira

 
“So, Mak, tell me about yourself.” Really, Kira?
That’s what came out of your mouth? What is this, a date?
Well,
Kira, her mind mimicked his voice, I like long walks on the beach and oh, not being a slave.
Her brain felt fried from the day’s events. It wasn’t even the longest or hardest day she’d ever had, but this was not a battle she needed to strategize for. Politics and networking were so not her favorite element. She participated because she had to because all admirals had to. But damn if she had any brain cells left after a day such as this one.
Mak seemed to take the question well enough though, and replied seemingly honestly, telling her about his past as a fleet mechanic. Maybe there would be use for him yet, Kira thought. Then he had asked her if she was “the” Admiral Kot.
She wasn’t taken aback, in all honestly. It was, after all, one of the first questions that came to mind when people met her. But she was surprised that he had not been scared away from asking it, especially considering his circumstances. She had kept her answers short, trying not to overwhelm him. In the end, she had decided to take it lightly, but return his honesty.
After a few long moments of silence, where Mak was looking down on the floor while Kira observed him, the doorbell rang. For a short second, Kira wondered why the heck Macy had felt the need to knock the door down earlier when there was a doorbell that worked perfectly fine, but then, perhaps she had tried it and Kira still hadn’t heard it.
Once she confirmed it was the concierge on the other side, Kira opened the door. He waved to another hotel employee to roll in the cart of food she had ordered. They set everything in the room and left.
Kira would have to remember to add the tip to her tab when she checked out, as she was all out of hard credits. She would have to exchange some more now that she had spent all she had on Mak, as she would likely need another trip to the market if only to get him some more clothes.
Once the hotel employees left, Kira moved to the tray and carted it over to the marble table between the two sofas. She had ordered a few plates, not knowing how much Mak needed to eat.
Placing an empty plate in front of Mak and one in front of where she would be sitting, she proceeded to place the food on the table. Finally, putting a spoon in front of him, keeping the fork and knife to herself for now as a precaution, she sat down on her side. She took the remote out of her pocket and placed it near her plate.
“Help yourself. Let me know if there’s something you can’t reach.” She pointed at the plates on the table, “roasted quack, steamed mixed grains, cyan-salt local root vegetables, gravy and mixed meat stew, local fish on its seaweeds. I think the last might be close to raw.” Pointing at the drinks she set down, she finished, “layman’s brew.”
She proceeded to scoop a little of everything on her own plate. He had waited until she was done before moving. Slowly, as if to show he was not aggressive in any way, he helped himself to a portion that she noticed was smaller than hers. She knew that, in no way, was that portion enough. Was he holding himself back because she was his owner, or was he suddenly acting differently because he found out that she was “the” Admiral Kot, she wondered?
In any case, once they were done eating, she insisted on him having seconds.
“I’m sure you need to eat more. Impossible for you to maintain decent muscle mass with what you just ate. Please, help yourself to more.”
He looked at her as if trying to gauge if she was being honest.
“Really, go for it,” she repeated.
Finally, he reached out for more, almost shyly. She herself had seconds, a few small bits of what she had preferred. Surprisingly, the fish was divine. It had been listed as a specialty, and cost a pretty credit, but as she was unlikely to come back to this resort, and maybe even to this planet, she had decided to indulge. Once she was full, there was still food left on the plates.
“Think you can finish this?” She taunted. “I would hate to waste it.”
Finally, he smiled and replied, “I accept this challenge.” And did he ever! She almost giggled when he all but licked the plates clean. Once they were done with the food and the drinks, she replaced everything on the cart, making sure to collect his spoon.
“I believe the cleaning and serving should be my job,” he dared say.
“Deal. Next time,” she replied light-heartedly, bending over slightly to get the dessert from the cart’s lower shelf. Dessert had always been her favorite part.
She placed a small, castle-shaped cake in front of him, accompanied by a tiny dessert spoon.
“Pink sandcastle layer cake. Hopefully, sand excluded,” she joked.
“It’s a specialty here. I’m actually very excited about it. Isn’t it just adorable?”
She sat back down, taking the spoon in one hand and the cake plate in the other. The spoon cut the cake easily, making her anticipate with glee the delicious, soft sweetness to come. She looked inside the cake, the beautiful bright colored layers making it look like a little girl’s dream.
Bringing it to her lips, she savored the bite.
“Mmm…” She moaned out loud. Stars, it was good! It made her forget where she was, made her lift her chin, close her eyes and enjoy the different flavors of every layer.
She would need to take some back with her when she left. This was potentially on the menu every day until then, she decided. Once she had swallowed her bite, she opened her eyes and quickly realized that she had let herself go for a minute there.
If he had wanted to lunge for the remote, he might have made it. She quickly looked at Mak, who sat in a mirror position to her, spoon, and plate in hand. He looked at her, his mouth agape. He hadn’t tasted his cake yet.
“Sorry about that, I just love desserts. I mean, I love food in general, but desserts are the best, you know!” Wow, Kira, good job blabbering like an idiot today!
“Would you like mine?” He extended his plate to her.
“Oh, no, no, I couldn’t. One will be enough. I’ll just have to enjoy another one tomorrow. But try it! It’s delicious!” She smiled at him shyly.
Since when was she shy? She was “the” Admiral Kot! Take-charge Kira! Who was this person she’d mushed into?
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When the food arrived, Mak couldn’t believe his eyes. Everything looked so good, and he couldn’t believe she was sharing her meal with him. It had been so long ago that he’d had a real meal, especially in company.
She explained what everything was, pointing at the dishes. He felt like he was a patron at a restaurant, no longer a slave. He was still wearing the chains, hooked to the wall. A fact of which he was reminded of when she told him to let her know if he couldn’t reach something. But for a second there, he had forgotten.
The food made his mouth water. Real food. Not gruel. Real meat. Real fish. He was so hungry. Nevertheless, he restrained himself, waiting until she had served herself first. Once she was done, he made sure to move very slowly so as not to give any doubt of his intentions and helped himself to a portion of the food.
He noticed she had not taken a big portion, and he in turn limited himself to a portion smaller than hers. He had heard that it was impolite, in certain cultures, on certain ships, to eat more than the Captain. And she was an Admiral, which could make it a worse disrespect. Would the same rule apply?
When he was done, she encouraged him to get a second helping. He complied, after being almost cajoled into it. He had to control himself, making sure he didn’t devour everything with the speed of light.
The food was so good, and he had been so hungry. He was still hungry, to be honest. After a few moments, he felt almost high from the euphoria of the amazing meal.
She had then practically dared him to finish what was left, and he had replied without thinking “I accept this challenge,” as if she was one of his old drinking buddies! Not that he had gone out drinking much, but he had had friends he could go out with, back then.
When he was done, he reclined back while she put away the plates. He remembered he would have to make himself useful and mentioned that cleaning should be his job, to which she seemed to agree.
He lost his train of thought when she bent over the cart, giving him a great view of her lovely butt. His cock jumped in his pants. He hadn’t had sex with a woman, sex for pleasure, in so long.
He had thought that perhaps after today’s earlier ordeal, it would take him time to even get back to thinking about sex, but his dick seemed to have other ideas. He shifted, trying to casually cover the area with his lower arm.
She put a plate with a tiny spoon and a small, dainty castle-shaped cake in front of him. He had to admit, the cake was adorable. He had never seen anything like it.
He picked up the plate and spoon, trying to not lift his arm too far from his growing erection. He tried to think of anything else but once more stole a glance at his Admiral. Kira had lifted the spoon to her face, examining the layers. She looked even more adorable than the cake, he decided.
She took a bite and let out a moan. He knew he wouldn’t be able to look away even if the whole room was burning around them. He gaped at her, his erection definitely not going away anytime soon. In fact, he wanted to be the piece of cake she had just tasted, wanted to be the one she put her lush lips around, the one she moaned for.
She opened her eyes and looked around, suddenly looking embarrassed. He didn’t miss the small glance she sent the remote. He almost snorted. He couldn’t have even formulated the thought of reaching for it in the state he was in. He had been so engrossed in her.
“Sorry about that, I just love desserts. I mean, I love food in general, but desserts are the best, you know!” Quickly, he extended his plate to her.
“Would you like mine?” She could have anything she wanted, he decided. Any offering he could make to his Goddess, his Admiral. He had never felt this way. Was it just the lack of good sex? Was it because it was her? He didn’t know, but right at this moment, he would give her everything he had. Which, as fate would have it, was really only the cake.
Unfortunately, she declined and went back to eating her own cake. When she had told him the cake was delicious, he had to hold his tongue to not reply that the cake could not be as delicious as her.
He brought the plate back down to attempt to cover his now very much engorged friend. The fact that he kept stealing glances at his Admiral while she enjoyed the rest of the cake did not help.
Finally, resolved to take a bite, he sliced a piece of cake with the tiny spoon. She was right, he thought, this was an amazing cake. It warranted her reaction. Stars, what he would do to see her react that way again.
She likes desserts, she likes food. He mentally stored away the knowledge, promising himself that if he ever could action it, he would. If it took him learning to cook for her to keep her interested in him, he would! Although now that he thought of it, she was an Admiral on a ship. They probably didn’t have a real kitchen, just food replicators, like all the other ships he had been on. He would have to think about it.
Finally, when she was done, she repeated the cleaning up routine, pocketed his collar remote, and pushed the cart away and out of the room. She locked the door up for the night.
Once she was back, she asked, “ready for bed?”
He smiled. Was he ever! Something in his gaze must have betrayed the dirty thoughts he couldn’t help himself from having after the cake show he had just witnessed, as she looked down at his pants, and he could no longer hide his state.
“I mean, to sleep,” she clarified.
“Yes, ready to sleep,” he quickly replied, afraid to embarrass himself further. She giggled and unhooked him from the wall buckle. She motioned him towards the bedroom and followed him in.
“Pull out the cot from under the bed.” He hadn’t known there was such a thing. He followed her instructions, pulling it out next to the bed.
“Lie down on your back and raise your arms to the buckle there. Place the bracelet hoops into the buckle,” she pointed. He obeyed, once again, trying not to wince when his butt touched the thin mattress. She approached him and did the same to his feet. He was secured to the floor. She pulled out the chains for both the feet and hands a little.
“There, this should give enough loose for you to be able to sleep in any position you prefer.”
“Thank you,” he replied honestly. It was considerate of her; she didn’t have to do it. She wouldn’t even have needed to think about it, but she had. She went to the washroom and came back, lying on the bed on the other side of him. She touched the controller near the headboard and turned off the lights in all the suite.
“Good night, Mak,” she told him, gently.
“Good night, Kira.”
He froze for a few moments, expecting retribution. He had not even noticed before speaking that he had let himself go once more, calling her by her first name. She gave no further reply, and he managed to relax after a while, his tense muscles loosening. No use in worrying now. It was done. He tried to ignore his aches as he fell asleep.
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Maybe she should have felt scared when she had spotted his reaction, but she didn’t feel like he was leering at her in those perverted ways some other men had.
The way he had looked at her, she had felt like she was one of those rare chocolate bars that melted in your mouth, that he was just dying to devour, to savor. It had felt intoxicating, deliciously sensuous. Kira tried to contain herself. She barely knew the man!
Motioning him to the bedroom, she had instructed him to pull out the cot and lie down. A part of her grew excited at seeing him obey her orders. She wondered about her reaction. She was an Admiral; people obeyed her orders.
What was it about this time, about Mak obeying them, that was different, that took on a sexual layer?
She quickly went to the washroom before lying down in bed, taking care to take the side opposite of Mak, just in case.
When she bid him good night, it had not escaped her notice that he had replied using her name. No one who knew she was Admiral Kot would have dared to call her by not only her first name but the short version of it, without her permission. Especially not on the first day they had ever met!
Anyone else, and she would have lashed out already, especially a slave that didn’t know his place. Not that she would usually lash out at a slave, but still, it would generally have been disrespectful. So why did it not bother her coming from Mak?
Wondering what was so different about him, she was lulled to sleep by dirty thoughts of sensuously “punishing” Mak for overstepping and using her first name without her permission.
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Mak needed to pee. He had tried not to make noise, not to move too much. Every time he moved, the chains jingled a little, making the urge worse, in addition to risking waking up his Admiral. She snored lightly on the other side of the bed.
He opened his mouth to say something about his biological needs but closed it back up. After a few attempts at voicing himself, he finally couldn’t hold it anymore.
“Admiral?” He asked, trying to wake her softly. She rolled over but didn’t wake.
“Admiral?” He repeated, louder this time. She jerked awake.
“What? What’s wrong?” She looked around the room, situating herself, and groaned. “Why did you wake me?”
She did not sound happy. At all. Taking hold of his courage, he spoke.
“I am really, really sorry to wake you, but I would need to use the facilities.”
“So use them! Ugh! Are you kidding me? The alarm didn’t even ring yet!” She rolled over and seemed to be going back to sleep.
“Admiral?” He tried again.
“WHAT?” She exploded, screaming at him. He almost pissed himself both from his need and the unexpected reaction.
He tried using the gentlest voice he could, not wanting to provoke her further. She was clearly not a morning person.
“I can’t use them. I’m chained to the floor.”
“Stars, I forgot. I am so sorry!”
Her demeanor changed instantly as she seemed to regain consciousness of her environment. She got up and must have picked up the remote on the other side of the bed.
She pressed a button on the headboard which must be for the shackles, as he felt them open instantly. He stood up gingerly, his ass still sore. Slowly, he walked around her to show he was still obeying her, and in no way was he aggressive.
He stepped into the washroom. He quickly relieved himself, washed his hands, and returned to the bedroom. She was standing where he had left her, but her eyes were closed. How she had turned back from scary to adorable, he didn’t know, and yet, that was how he felt.
She opened his eyes as he exited the washroom, motioning him back to the cot. He silently put his hands and feet back into the buckles and she locked them back up.
“I have another twenty-six minutes I can nap for. Think you can hold that long?” She teased him; he knew. Still, he had felt bad that he’d had to wake her in the first place.
“Yes, Mistress.” Whoa. Where had that come from? He knew that, back before he had been a slave, he had held a mild interest in being dominated by a woman, but with the years of being a slave, he was sure it had been beaten out of him.
Now, in his relieved, half-scared, fully infatuated state, it seemed it had just slipped out. He hoped she had not noticed, but when her eyes shot open after a few seconds, he knew it was a moot hope.
She didn’t comment, just shot him a surprised look, and turned back to lie down on the bed and nap. He heard her settle in and soon, heard the soft snores once again. Before she had more than a few minutes of good sleep, the alarm rang.
He, on the other hand, had not been able to nap at all, listening to her sounds, wondering about his slip and what would come of it.
When she woke, she used the washroom and got dressed in her uniform before releasing his buckles.
“Shower is all yours. We have about an hour for breakfast, after which I will have to bring you downstairs to the nooks, as I can’t bring you to the conference. It would be unfair to ask Macy to stay with you, it’s supposed to be her vacation. We’ll go get you some more clothes tonight after my conference.”
He nodded, signaling his understanding. There was not much he could say. She gestured him towards the washroom, and he complied. Once again, he only had the clothes on his back, so he carefully folded them, showered, and put them back on. At least they were clean, having only served for sleeping.
Once he slipped back into the room, he saw her reclining on the chaise lounge, scrolling through her datapad. Her hair was put up in a high ponytail and she was curling it around one of her fingers.  When she noticed him, she stood up and went to the living room, which he understood meant he should follow. Once again on the sofa, she motioned him to the buckle and hooked his wrists there.
“Breakfast should be here soon. In the meantime, I just have a few messages I need to catch up to,” she said as she made herself comfortable on the other sofa, tucking her legs under her thighs.
Mak understood this meant he should be quiet and not bother her during her work.
Breakfast was a good start, he thought, to show her he could be useful. He would wait until the concierge got here and then suggest he could help once again, he thought. He shifted his weight to make himself more comfortable. It wasn’t as bad today; the burn was just a little less intense. She raised her head to look at him and he took the chance to ask about the meal.
“Shall I serve breakfast once it arrives?”
She looked him over, assessing, and asked “do you want to?”
“Yes, Admiral.” She smirked at his reply.
“Oh, it’s Admiral now, is it? I thought it was Mistress?” She teased him, smiling. Mak blushed. So, she hadn’t forgotten or dismissed it.
“It could be. I’m sorry, I meant no disrespect.” He quickly amended. She seemed to find mirth in his timid reaction.
“I don’t mind. You can use whichever you want. Just don’t use “Kira” in public. It’s a name reserved for only the close few, and not everyone knows I shorten it.”
“As you wish.”
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“As you wish.”
Kira’s mind honed onto so many dirty thoughts of what she wished.
She was still amazed she had mellowed so quickly to him from this morning’s unexpected awakening. She had to admit to herself she had been a little rough on him with her intense reaction. She had certainly not expected him to respond with “Yes, Mistress.”
She couldn’t help herself to tease him about it later. It was, after all, one of her fantasies. When he had not reacted adversely to the teasing, and even contrary to her expectations, suggested to continue to use the word, she felt herself heat up. Was it getting hot in the room?
Her train of thought was saved by the concierge arriving with their breakfast. As she had agreed to let Mak serve breakfast, she released him.
“Please behave,” she asked, not feeling the need to threaten him with any action if he wouldn’t. Somehow, she thought they were past that stage. She would, of course, still be careful and keep the remote in hand, as one could never be too sure.
He stood and went to open the door, letting in the bellboy who had brought a cart like the previous day, this time with breakfast food. Once the hotel staff left, Mak brought the cart over and began setting the table. Everything looked delicious, from the small finger sandwiches to the various baked goods she couldn’t name.
Mak carefully poured the coffee and asked her what she would like in it. Not everyone could afford coffee, the beans being difficult to cultivate on colder planets, and fairly long to ship from places that could make them. However, considering the planet and the resort they were on, Kira was not surprised it was available.
She herself made sure to stock it on her ship replicators, and it was part of the complimentary beverages her crew could indulge in. She smiled to herself once again, thinking the course today would mention that it was a good perk to have on ships. At least she knew she treated her crew well.
“Heavy cream, two sugar.” She answered his question.
Mak obeyed, measuring carefully. Kira thought back to the Old-World when people would have commented on that not being the best way to take coffee as it was unhealthy.
Bless the scientists who had modified what was Old-World sugar into this substance that tasted exactly the same, yet had no nutritional value nor energy, just sweet, sweet flavor. They had also found a way to not make it harmful or cause cancer like some other Old-World substitutes had been claimed to do. Kira had a sweet tooth and was so glad she didn’t have to worry about her sugar intake. She noticed Mak didn’t pour himself any coffee.
“Do you not like the taste?” She asked, curious.
“I do, I just thought that perhaps it was not for me,” he answered honestly.
“Go ahead, there’s enough for two,” she smiled.
Mak poured himself some coffee and added some sugar to it. They both sipped it quietly. Based on her experience from last night, Kira now knew he wouldn’t reach for any of the food before she had some. She was about to reach out to help herself when someone knocked on the door. Kira remembered the door had a bell, and she thought this must be Macy.
“Could you get that?” Kira asked. Mak stood immediately and walked to the door. She heard him open it and saw a surprised Macy standing at the entrance.
“Well, that was fast,” Macy said. “Guess you had a good night.” She winked. Kira groaned.
“I see we’re back to assumptions about my sex life?” Kira asked haughtily.
“And I see you’re having a tea party without me!” Macy pointed at the table, walking towards her. Mak closed the door behind her and followed Macy back to his sofa.
“Macy, we both know you hate tea, but you’re welcome to join our coffee party.” Every time Kira had suggested they go to a tea parlor, Macy shuddered. She remembered that, when they had been back at the Academy, Macy had once mentioned that no normal person would drink tea voluntarily.
One of their weirder professors always brought his cup to class. With time, it had become their joke that maybe the real reason people feared Admiral Kot was because she had the courage to voluntarily drink tea. Kira did enjoy her tea, but this morning, the coffee was brewed and Mak had already poured some. No sense in wasting it.
Macy sat near Kira and looked around. Mak stood to serve her some coffee but there had only been two cups on the tray.
“It seems there were only two cups. I can wash my cup if you would like?” He offered, shyly.
“Nonsense. Just give me a bottle of that juice I see on the bottom tray,” Macy pointed to the juice made from local fruits. Mak complied and sat back on his sofa.
Macy reached for a pastry, chatting away while Kira helped herself to some breakfast, motioning Mak to do the same.
“You know, I understand why this resort is so expensive. The food here is amazing. I don’t know what you had for dinner, but their blue cloud pudding is amazing.”
“We had a pink sandcastle layer cake for dessert. It was also delicious. I couldn’t help myself, I even moaned!” Kira blushed, remembering.
“My, my, Admiral, that must have been quite a night! My night, not that you bothered asking, was also good. I had the most sensuous massage of my life. You really should give it a try. Of course, now that you have Mak here, I’m sure it’ll be his pleasure to do that, wouldn’t it, Big Guy?”
Mak shifted in his seat.
“Yeah, that’s what I thought.” Macy had no shame, Kira thought.
She loved to put Kira in embarrassing situations back at the Academy. Now that she was “the” Admiral Kot, Macy at least showed restraint in public.
“Mmm, this is so good. Try it.” Before Kira could react, Macy shoved a piece of pastry in her face. Kira had to chew and swallow before she laughed and returned the favor with a piece of sweet bread. Mak stared at them in awe.
“Alright, settle down, Captain.” Then, having to do some damage control, Kira turned towards Mak. “Mak, this never happened. What happens in private stays in private, and if anyone hears of it, I’m sure you’ll find my reputation precedes me, as you say.”
Mak gulped visibly and replied
“Of course, M… Admiral.”
“Now, Macy, let us finish eating. I have to be at that Star-cursed conference in fifteen minutes and I still have to bring Mak down.”
“Alright. My job here is done anyway. I just wanted to check everyone was in one piece. Have fun!”
Kira replied with a groan, knowing she certainly would not be having fun. Kira did not see Macy squinting her eyes in a threatening manner at Mak, making a gesture with two fingers from her eyes, then pointing at him, mouthing “I’m watching you.”
They quickly finished their breakfast, Mak cleaning up while Kira got her things ready for the conference.
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Mak cleared off the table and left the tray in the corridor outside the room. He was mindful of the distance between him and the Admiral, as he was aware of the collar having a limit as well.
Macy had left just minutes before, and Kira seemed ready to go. She stood from the sofa and joined him.
“Are you ready?” She asked. He nodded in reply.
Kira and Mak stepped out of the room and took the elevator down to the nooks. They soon reached the sterile, tiny white rooms.
She reluctantly gave his remote to the guard on duty, who stored it after asking her and Mak’s names to input it into his system.
“Don’t go trigger happy on him.” She warned him.
He looked at her uniform, straightened, and replied
“Yes, admiral.”
Mak could not say that he held no apprehension about staying here, especially after having been treated so well by his Admiral. He had almost forgotten he was a slave. Down here, there was no doubt.
The guard led him to a clean, unoccupied room. Mak stepped inside, the glass door sliding behind him swiftly. He looked around the room, not that there was much to see here. White walls, a white cot, a drain in the middle of the room. The back wall was not a full wall, he noticed. He looked around it and saw a standard toilet and a slim sink - of course, both white.
He stepped back out into the room and gingerly sat on the cot. Without a doubt, the pull-out mattress he had slept on last night was more comfortable. He hoped Kira would not leave him here overnight. Not that he had not slept on worse, but there was nothing else in terms of comforts here. No covers, no pillows… No Kira.
His thoughts went back to her. She was a fine woman. She was probably not thought that beautiful by current standards. He remembered the women he had seen last night that were considered so. He, however, found her quite appealing. Strong, smart, with a good sense of humor. Surprising even himself, her position of authority and composure also attracted him.
Thinking about his reaction this morning, about how sleepy and cute she’d looked, about his slip at calling her “Mistress”, he looked down at his pants. The proof of his attraction stood at attention.
Well, there’s nothing else to do here. Might as well take care of this. It didn’t feel right to do it out in the open. He stepped behind the walled-off section. Bracing one hand against the wall, the second one reaching down into his pants, he pulled them down just enough to stroke himself slowly. He was moving faster, getting closer when he heard the guard’s voice reverberate from somewhere in the room.
“Stop what you’re doing. Hands against the wall.”
What the… Was there surveillance even here? Pulling himself back into his pants quickly, he obeyed. There were a few long minutes of silence, while his hard-on completely went limp.
“Step back into the main room.” He obeyed, sitting back down on the cot. The voice continued: “These activities are prohibited in the nooks. You will be reported to your owner.”
Huh. Mak grunted from embarrassment, running a hand across his face. He leaned against the wall on one side of the cot and waited for time to pass, his mind replaying random embarrassing scenes of his life. It was bent on torturing him in this boredom.
The only sounds in his room were the echoes of his reactions to his memories, mostly groans and snorts. Free time had a way to make him relive the past. Sometimes, he wondered what alternative routes his life could have taken had a reaction been different or different words had been uttered.
He didn’t know how long he was lost in thought when the glass swished open, and a guard stood at the entrance with a cart. He slid a bowl his way and the glass slid closed as fast as it had opened. The guard moved on, likely to the next nook. Mak wasn’t that hungry, having had a decent breakfast with his Admiral. Nonetheless, he reached for the bowl, noticing the edible protein spoon sticking upright in the bowl of gruel. Mak groaned. Slave gruel. Standard fare for feeding slaves. Mak had eaten this mush for years.
It reminded him of his time on his last master’s ship, making him even more grateful for Kira’s appearance in his life.
He didn’t know what in the Stars he had done to deserve her, but she had manifested like a goddess in the shipwreck of his life. He may have fought against it at first, wondering if this was just another doomed encounter. Thinking it was just yesterday that they had met, he thought he’d had a fairly quick turnabout. He was still prudent, wondering if and when the good thing would end. He wished it didn’t.
Not knowing when she would be back for him as they had not set concrete plans other than she would come back for him after her conference, he looked at the gruel with resignation.
Might as well eat it, just in case. From past experience, he knew the next meal was not always guaranteed. He finished the bowl of gruel and put it back next to the glass door.
Mak made his way back to the cot, ready to be overtaken with boredom once more. He lay down on the thin, hard mattress, his knees bent, one arm covering his eyes from the too bright light seeming to emanate from everywhere in the room. It was as if the walls themselves had built-in lighting. It was probably easier for the guards to watch everyone this way.
With nothing left to do, he dozed, his consciousness barely present, barely hearing when the glass door swooshed open again.
“Stand, slave.” A guard was at the door. Not the same guard as this morning. The employees must have changed shifts as the day progressed. Not wanting to get him riled up, Mak stood. He noticed the guard had a remote in his hand, making the connection that it must be his.
“Exit the room.” The guard stepped away from the entrance.
“Where are we going?” The guard didn’t reply, just motioned him out. Mak sighed but obeyed.
“Walk forward. Last room to the left.” The guard pointed with his chin.
When they reached the room, the transparent door swished open, and the guard motioned him in. The door closed once Mak stepped inside, the glass separating him from the guard.
“Take off your clothes.”
“What? Why?” Mak asked, confused.
“Shower time.”
“I had a shower this morning.”
“Sure, and I have never heard that one. Take off your clothes. Last warning.”
Mak glared at him, deliberating if he should obey. The guard, of course, did not like that and turned on the shower. Mak tried to avoid it, in vain. The strong sprays were everywhere.
A second later, Mak felt the collar pulse. He knew it must have been on the lowest setting, but he was wet, amplifying the feeling of being electrocuted. Mak fell to his knees, groaning from pain. He braced his palms on the wet floor, trying to catch his breath and slow his racing heart.
Water ran down his back, his hair a wet curtain around his face. His clothes weighed heavy on his suddenly tired limbs. A strong shock always did that, draining your energy.
He knew the guard must have only briefly pressed the button. The guard knew what he was doing, clearly not the first time he shocked a slave in this room.
“Stand and rotate, arms spread.” The guard spoke again as if nothing had happened.
Too tired to argue, Mak braced himself, took a deep breath, and obeyed.
When the ordeal was over, the guard ran a quick dry cycle, far from enough to fully dry him, and motioned Mak back to his room. He pushed Mak inside, the glass door swishing behind him.
Mak’s clothes were still wet. The dry cycle was probably set to just enough for someone naked, but water still permeated his loungewear, weighing it down on his body.
Frustrated, Mak stood shoulders slumped in the middle of his room for a few moments, not moving. He felt defeated. It seemed every time something would go right in his life, everything else would go wrong. Just when he thought he was catching a break, something like this would happen, reminding him what he was, making him feel lower than dirt.
His clothes were dripping on the floor where he stood. He took them off, one piece at a time, wringing them to dry them a bit more before putting them back on.
The room had felt tolerably cool earlier, but now, with wet clothes, it was decidedly cold. Mak sat back on the cot, bringing his knees to his chest, trying to conserve heat. His teeth chattered, adding to his misery, unbidden. He did not know how long he sat there freezing before she came for him. When he saw her, his heart leaped in his chest. His Goddess had come for him.
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Kira’s conference started soon, so she had rushed down and left Mak in the safety of the nooks, reluctantly leaving the remote with the guard, as was required. With a last warning to the guard not to be trigger happy, she took the elevator up to the floor of the conference.
They told her that Mak would be provided with a meal at lunchtime and then another at dinner time if she didn’t make it back before then. Unless the conference lasted much longer than the agenda stated, she should safely make it back before dinner. She was comforted that he would at least have some lunch and that she would not have to rush down to feed him on her break.
Kira entered the conference room with no time to spare. If this had been a subject she was more interested in, she would have sat at the front and listened attentively.
However, “Promoting a healthy psychological work environment on your ship” was not likely to offer any enlightenment to her, especially coming from an association that didn’t give a space rat’s ass about denunciations and other work-related issues when they were reported to them.
At most, she would get a few tips out of it. She had read the brochure, and she already had most of their suggestions in place on her ship.
It was just common sense. A happy crew would work harder, more diligently. They would want to stay on, resulting in less turnover, less time spent on training newbies, and overall, a more senior, competent, and trustworthy crew. How some admirals did not understand that, she couldn’t comprehend. Of course, some admirals still whipped their crew. Talk about a lovely work environment.
Taking a seat in one of the back rows, she nodded to a few of the admirals that she recognized and who looked at her as she entered. A few moments later, the lecturer began his introduction,
Kira found the conference package for the day on the desk she had selected. She flipped through the pages of the booklet, finding nothing too surprising that she had not read before.
These would be a long couple of days, she sighed. Just like when she had to listen to a deontology class from a hypocritical admiral back at the academy. Steeling herself to a day of boredom, she listened to the conference, observing her fellow admirals.
At least her seat gave her the leisure to play “associate the back of the admiral’s heads with their names”. There were only a few closer to the front she could not remember, probably some younger ones that had recently been named. Them sitting in the front was behavior consistent with her presumption.
There was a lunch break in the middle. They were invited to the next room where the tables were set. Her documentation package contained a lunch table number.
Most of the other admirals stayed on for lunch, she noticed, only a very few excusing themselves for professional reasons. Kira conceded she would have to stay and endure.
The lunchroom itself was beautiful. White linen covered the round tables and the chairs. Exotic flowers were centered on the tables set for a small feast. Well, at least the food promised to be good, Kira reassured herself.
The table seated six, and all five of her coworkers were already present, all males. She seated herself, placing the napkin on her knees as was still custom.
They were going around the table, introducing themselves. She looked them over, most of them were younger, with only one older admiral. She had heard no terrible comments about him, so he must be alright.
When it was her turn, she briefly gave her name and ship name. She got the usual stares when she gave her name, a few impressed, a few skeptical. She got the usual “the Admiral Kot” question, to which she just answered “yes.”
The first plate was served shortly after they finished their introductions, and she was glad for the distraction. It was a small bowl of local seafood chowder.
Although it was very good, the crackers were the best part, in her opinion. The waiters were very well-organized, probably timed so that the participants could go back to the conference in an efficient manner.
The main course was a soufflé with a side of greens. The flavor was great, but Kira was not a fan of salty soufflés. She preferred that kind of texture for desserts. Still, it was delicious, so she really had no complaints. With the food, at least. One of the younger admirals kept asking her questions about her ship, how she ran it, and what she did for employee retention.
Not only did her reputation precede her, but it was notoriously hard to poach her crew, and she supposed with today’s conference subject, the questions were legitimate.
She answered honestly, explaining some of the perks she provided, and that they were welcome to establish any of her ideas within their own ship.
Of course, they were not cheap to accommodate, from bonus payments to high-end food and beverage replicators. The admirals nodded along, and even the older gentleman seemed to agree with most of what she was saying.
She diverted the conversation to him as dessert and coffee were brought to the table. It looked like the blue cloud pudding Macy had mentioned and Kira was very much looking forward to trying it.
“What about you, sir? Any insight?” She asked the older admiral.
“I think most of what you have put forth sounds logical, as long as you are willing to commit to a lower return for yourself. Of course, if the crew works harder, faster, and stays loyal, the return will speak for itself. I would add that I am of the personal and unpopular belief that flogging should also be abandoned.” He looked at her and raised a scruffy eyebrow.
“I, of course, agree. That is not a practice I condone on my ship.” She confirmed.
The younger admirals seemed surprised. It was, after all, well known that this was a way to keep the crew in check, not limited to an admiral-lead ship.
“How do you manage, then?” One of their fellow admirals asked.
“There are many ways to reduce unwanted behavior. Limit what incentives they have access to, cut their bonus or don’t provide one entirely, put them on extra unpaid shifts and cut a leisure activity for a time, among other possibilities. The important thing to remember is that once their punishment is done, they apologize, and you bring them back into the crew and forgive. They will do better next time.”
“And if they don’t?” Another admiral asked.
“If they don’t, and you realize it is done purposefully, there are other crews who can hire them. I don’t allow willful incompetence and insubordination on my ship. Every single person matters and their job is important and interrelated. If one chooses to provide a lower quality service, everyone suffers from it, not only in the job but in ship morale as well. Weeding out the bad weeds keeps the whole garden plentiful and happy. They can choose to learn from it and do better or they can choose to leave.”
“And this is another reason why your reputation precedes you, Admiral Kot.” The older admiral complimented her.
“Thank you, sir.”
He smiled benevolently at her as she finally reached for her dessert. It was divine! Kira closed her eyes, savoring the delightful, sweet flavor. Finally, she opened her eyes and took a drink of the coffee she had mixed to her liking during her discussion. The others were looking at her with rounded eyes. Had she unconsciously moaned again? Damn.
“Well fellas, now you know what to do to impress Admiral Kot. Run your crew well and bring her dessert.” The older man laughed deeply, drawing the attention of surrounding tables to them. Kira hoped she was not blushing, at least not as much as the other younger admirals at her table were.
“My apologies. Desserts are my weakness.” Kira admitted, trying to appear carefree.
“Nothing to apologize for, Admiral. We are just lucky to have been seated at your table this mealtime, aren’t we, fellas?” He got a few nods, a few “yes sirs”. She looked down and noticed she had finished her dessert.
She excused herself from the table and went to the ladies’ room before she rejoined everyone in the main room and the conference restarted.
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Towards the end of the time allotted for today’s courses, an agent from a popular food and beverage replicator company made a short speech about the wonders of their new high-end replicators. He had set up his displays at the back of the room so as not to disturb the conference, but that meant that she was now at the front when he was presenting.
He suggested the admirals buy one of his replicators either for personal use or in the spirit of a better working environment as advertised by this course, for their crew.
She saw quite a few admirals scoff at the idea, saying they wouldn’t spend that much to coddle their employees. She did notice one or two purchases but overheard one of the buyers asking how to integrate the pay-per-use option on the machine.
Kira rolled her eyes. The more things tried to change, the more they stayed the same.
She then noticed a few of the admirals she had dined with approach the seller. They glanced her way and she heard them ask if this was the same replicator Admiral Kot used. She decided she might as well encourage them to make their crew’s life better.
She stood and joined them, looking the replicators over. She had a slightly older version of the ones he had on display and shared that with the younger admirals ogling them, pointing out the models.
“If you gentlemen get one each, I will give each of you a discount of ten percent,” the seller suggested. The admirals looked at each other.
“Fifteen percent, and we each get one.” One of the bolder admirals negotiated. The seller nodded his agreement, likely seeing that his previous sales today were likely not as high as he had anticipated.
He finalized his sales and took her apart.
“Are you the admiral they mentioned?”
“I am.”
“I would like to thank you for your help. You could have stayed seated, and I would have gone back to the company and perhaps lost my job by not bringing enough sales in today. It was a tough crowd, and it was supposed to be one of our biggest events of the year. I’d like to thank you. I can give you my own discount on the replicators, it’s fifty percent. Or I can give you a free care package with some products for cleaning and a few specialty food recipes including a brand-new coffee replica. Almost as good as the real deal, you can barely notice a difference. It also comes with a new set of coffee beverages just like a barista would make them in a high-end coffee shop. Your choice.”
Kira was surprised, but this was a good deal. It was a tough choice, but in the end, she went for the care package. She knew her crew would enjoy the new recipes. And coffee, without having to splurge on coffee beans! Not all replicators came with that option, and she knew her crew would be very happy with it. So would she and Macy.
Besides, the ship had enough replicators, and she had updated the models just last year, so there really would not be much change from what they currently had. After she confirmed she’d prefer the care package, the seller handed it to her. It was fairly large and heavy. She placed it down next to her chair and sat back down for the closing speech.
Finally, the speakers closed the day, stating a dinner would be served on this floor in a few hours, for those wanting to dine and network. They insisted some of the Admiral Professional Alliance leadership council would be present. In other words, a perfect time to kiss ass. Kira groaned internally, wondering if she wanted to just skip it, or if she would benefit from making an appearance.
She stood, taking the care package with her, and debated if she should get Mak or leave the package in her room first. Considering it was just a short elevator ride away, she stashed the package in her room before going down to get Mak. She would take him to the market to get some extra clothes. He only had the suit from last night, and what he was currently wearing.
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She arrived at the nook level and was greeted by the guard, who looked over the uniform she had not bothered changing out of.
“I’m here to pick up Mak.”
The guard, different from this morning, she noted, looked up Mak in his system and handed her the appropriate remote.
“Here you go, Admiral. There is a note here that states inappropriate behavior was observed and stopped this morning. He was also uncooperative during shower time.” The guard stated matter-of-factly, reading off his screen.
“Excuse me? Care to elaborate?” Kira wasn’t sure she heard everything correctly, but her anger was building.
The guard looked back at his notes and replied, unaware of her mounting displeasure.
“Yes, this morning, it seems that the slave tried to masturbate in the washroom. I’m not sure why, but we didn’t register remote use at that time. However, proper protocol was used during shower time, and after non-compliance, the remote was used and orders were followed.” Kira was keeping herself in check.
“And who was on duty at that time?”
“I have been here since after lunchtime. Some new guy was here in the morning, probably why he wasn’t as strictly enforcing protocol, but I assure you this won’t happen again.” She knew why. She had warned the “new guy” not to be trigger happy. She would gather the facts before exploding, though.
“Take me to him.”
“Yes, sir.” The guard stepped out and directed her to the nook where Mak sat. She could see he was still wet, shivering. His usually delicious-looking lips had paled.
The door to his nook swished open and he looked up slowly. She motioned him out, not daring to speak yet as her anger was rising with seeing him so pale.
“Why is he wet?” She asked angrily, gesturing at Mak who now stood a little behind her. Even she felt the cold emanating from the room, and she was fully dressed in uniform!
“He did not comply with getting naked for the shower.”
“He had a shower this morning. What did he need another one for?” Mak glared at the guard but remained silent.
“It’s daily protocol.”
“Call your supervisor.” She’d heard enough.
“Admiral?” The guard asked with incredulity.
“I said, call your supervisor.” She said through clenched teeth.
The guard ran to comply, and a few short moments later, the valet from last night entered the floor coming from the elevator. She didn’t wait to listen for excuses.
“Is this what you call safekeeping? I come back to find him wet and freezing? Look at him. I left a healthy male here this morning. What have your employees done? Is this how you treat everyone in your supposed “care”?”
“No, Admiral, I assure you, it is not. This will be dealt with.” The valet glared at the guard. She was not above hammering in her point.
“Do you know who I am? I am Admiral Kot! Whole planets fear me. I leave one male with you and come back to this? Crews would shake in their boots if this happened on my ship!”
“Yes, Admiral, I will make sure this never happens again.”
“You better make sure of it! What if he gets sick? I don’t have time for treatments! I can’t miss a ship run, ground a whole crew, for your guard’s incompetence.” Kira didn’t like to go this far, but she couldn’t let them get away with this. They could have seriously harmed Mak, and after what he had been through recently, he didn’t deserve this in addition to it all. Besides, it was not the valet’s fault, but the guards. She glared at him.
“Yes, Admiral, please accept our apologies.” The valet continued. “If anything happens to this one, we will get you a similar replacement.” She scoffed in frustration.
“I don’t want a replacement! I want this one to be treated properly! If I hear one more thing happen here, rest assured I will bring my complaints to the highest possible recourse.”
“Yes, admiral. Please accept this meal voucher for your next dinner, with our compliments.” She took the voucher he presented in the hand that was not holding the remote, and walked towards the elevators, knowing Mak would follow. Poor man.
After the elevator ride which seemed longer this time, likely solely due to the silence and Kira’s irritation, Kira and Mak entered her room.
“Come on, let’s get you in a hot bath, it’ll warm you up.” Mak didn’t reply, just followed her into the big bathroom and stood waiting while she set about to run the bath for him.
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Mak stood helplessly, watching her bend over the tub to adjust the temperature and add some products into the bath water. He was still cold, his clothes still damp, but at least the room temperature was much more temperate here than down in the nooks.
His shivering had gradually lessened to just a few intermittent clacks of teeth. It was almost a good thing his body was still recovering from freezing, as he was sure it would have been night impossible to conceal an erection right now, which threatened to rise at the sight of her bending over the tub.
The tub filled quickly, leaving the room foggy and much warmer than it had been a few moments ago.
“Take off your clothes and get in. Try the water first, let me know if the temperature needs adjusting.” He obeyed. She had already seen him at his worst, not much he could do now. In any case, he had been so glad to see her come back for him that he was ready to do anything she asked.
The water temperature was fine, he told her, and he sunk into the tub. He groaned at the feeling of the warmth suddenly surrounding him. Stars, it was good to feel warm again, he thought, dunking his head entirely and coming back for air a few seconds later.
When he opened his eyes again, he saw that she had knelt on the fluffy mat near the side of the tub. She passed her fingers through his hair, combing it back from his eyes. She leaned towards his face, looking him in the eyes. He wondered what she was looking for. She probably wondered if he was okay. He surprised himself when he assessed his feelings, realizing that now that she was there, he was.
She was so close, and he couldn’t help himself. He covered the small distance between their lips and gave a light kiss. She responded with unexpected heat as if she had been longing for the same. A few languorous kisses later, she retreated and sat back on her haunches. Mak definitely no longer felt cold.
“Mak, I’m sorry for what happened. Do you want to talk about it? About any of it?” She looked so contrite, he felt bad for being the reason behind it.
“I’ll be okay.” He tried to reassure her with a tight smile.
Kira stared at him quietly for a few moments. He could almost see her thought pattern, her gaze astute. It was all he could do not to squirm under her intent observation. Finally, she relented.
“Okay. Did you eat?”
“I had gruel.” She crinkled her nose at his reply.
“Sounds delicious,” she said, her tone sarcastic. “Want some real food?”
“I’d love that,” he answered sincerely, his eyes shining with emotion.
Kira stood, walked towards the door, and looked back at him.
“I’ll be back in a few minutes. I’ll order you some dry clothes too and bring them in for you to change when you’re done, alright?”
“Thank you.” Mak tried to infuse these two words with all the emotions he was feeling, but he doubted it was even close to possible. She nodded and stepped out of the room, closing the door behind her.
Alone in the room, he dunked back fully into the hot water, luxuriating in a real bath. How long it had been since he’d had a real one, not a quick cold shower, he couldn’t remember. Now, it felt as if his Admiral was taking care of him, when it should have been his job, his duty as her slave, to take care of her.
He was already feeling much better when she walked back into the washroom, leaving folded clothes on the counter near the sink.
“Come out when you’re ready. Food is here.”
He hurried out, drying himself with a towel and putting on the comfortable clothes she had provided, consisting of a long sleeve grey shirt and pants. She’d taken the clothes he had been wearing out with her when she had exited the room.
Once in the main room, he noticed she had already put some food on the marble coffee table between the two couches. Kira was sitting on the one she had previously occupied, working on her datapad. She looked up when he joined her in the room and motioned him to join her on the sofa across from her.
“Help yourself. I have to finish something up.” She motioned him to the food. He hesitated, wondering if he should wait for her, even if she had told him to go ahead. As a slave, or even as someone lower in rank, he should.
“Mak, you don’t need to wait for me. I have some work I need to complete, so please, eat,” she told him without looking up from her datapad.
He picked out some food randomly, not sure what was what. She hadn’t explained in the same way as last night, but he would make do and taste a bit of everything. After all, it could not be worse than slave gruel.
He was almost done with his plate when she lifted her gaze and set her datapad aside.
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After ordering Mak some extra clothes and dinner, Kira sat down on one of the sofas. Opening her datapad, she decided to determine the likelihood of benefiting from networking with any of the board members at the dinner tonight. That way, she could determine if she should go or just stay and dine in her room with Mak. Grudgingly, after reviewing the list, she had to admit meeting some of them could be worthwhile.
She found that Mak’s new clothes were delivered quickly and suspected that the earlier event in the nooks had something to do with the swiftness.
She left Mak his bundle in the washroom and proceeded to set the coffee table with the delivered food, which the concierge had brought in at the same time as the clothes.
Once everything was set, she sat back on the sofa and returned to her research on the attendees and what subjects of interest could be discussed. Maybe she could glean some information or express her interest in the mission Lorena had mentioned in the third quadrant that had yet to be announced.
After gathering some background material, she set her datapad aside and quietly studied Mak, who had joined her in the room. She wasn’t worried about tying him back up at the moment and told him to go ahead and eat without her.
“Help yourself to more. I’ll be eating downstairs at a dinner hosted by the conference organizers.”
“Will I have to go back to the holding cells?” Mak asked, trying to sound ambivalent about it.
Kira tilted her head while thinking about it. After his experience today, Kira could understand his reluctance. However, she wondered what would actually be less pleasant for him.
“I suppose you would not have to, tonight. You could accompany me. But Mak, you saw what happened at the cocktail last time.” Kira was unenthusiastic at having him accompany her. They may get accosted, and she had already used excuses to spare him. It was custom to share slaves and to let them serve as entertainment with other slaves. He understood what she meant.
“I understand. I agree to… act as expected of me. As long as the other person is female. I would prefer to avoid males, you would understand.” Mak looked at the floor when he stated this quietly, shocking Kira in his agreement. She could absolutely understand his ask, but she was surprised he would even offer himself this way.
“Mak, are you sure? I wouldn’t ask this of you.”
“I’m sure. Just no males. Please.” He raised his gaze, intent.
“Well, hopefully, it will not get to any of that. Now, have some more so that this amazing food doesn’t go to waste.” Kira waved at the plates on the table, and Mak helped himself to a second portion.
Once he was done with his second plate, Kira reached out for the desserts. She may be having dinner soon and keeping her appetite for it but considering the sweets she’d had so far at this hotel, she felt no need to restrict herself.
She slid one of the plates towards Mak and dragged the other closer to herself. The dessert looked like a honeycomb, each hole with a syrupy, different-colored filling. Bringing the tiny spoon to her lips, she closed her eyes to savor the flavors.
As she had come to expect, each bite was divine. She did not bother to contain her moans, not shying away from her reactions. She was sure Mak was staring, could feel his eyes upon her. The feeling bolstered her, and she could not help the smirk that overtook her lips. The man was good for her ego.
Her suspicions were confirmed when she opened her eyes and found his gaze intently fixed on her mouth. He gulped noticeably and lowered his gaze. It has been a long time since Kira had been in a male company whose attention she enjoyed. She found herself amused and intrigued by his reactions. She checked the time on her data watch, noting that she had just under an hour until dinner downstairs. This event was much more casual and didn’t require her to dress up other than wearing her usual business attire or a uniform.
“Mak,” she called to him. He looked up from the floor.
“Are you going to have that?” Kira asked innocently, pointing at the dessert he had once again left untouched. She noticed his forearms were strategically placed on his thighs, and she was sure he was trying to appear inconspicuous while hiding his growing erection. Mak quickly shook his head in a negative response and pushed the dessert towards her. Kira took the plate and stood.
“I’ll be having this in bed. If you would like to join, I’m willing to share.” Kira giggled. She felt giddy, her inhibitions deserting her. If she had not previously felt attracted to Mak, she would be questioning if the desserts were laced with some form of aphrodisiacs.
At her words, Mak quickly stood, silently following her to the bedroom. He too looked entranced, and she suddenly thought of the Old-World tale of the Pied Piper leading followers away by playing an instrument. Except Kira felt like she too was ushered in by this blazing attraction between them. She only hoped the flames didn’t consume them both beyond reason.
She reached the bed and placed the plate on the bedside table. Turning back towards Mak, Kira seductively started unbuttoning her uniform, a lengthy task considering the number of buttons on the formal version she had worn today. Mak stood an arm’s length away, following her fingers with his eyes.
“Mak?” She paused her fingers, needing to check he was doing this because he wanted to, not because he thought he had to because of her position.
He wet his lips and looked her in the eyes, burning her with his intensity.
“Do you want this?” She asked, her voice unsure.
“Yes, Mistress. More than anything.” He responded, his voice low and husky. Her insides melted and she felt herself getting wet. Stars, she loved it when he called her Mistress.
“Then come, help me undress.” She beckoned him, calling him with her index finger. A spark of doubt about safety flashed in Kira’s mind. After a quick reflection, she felt certain she would be safe with him and decided to leave the remote in her uniform pocket. After all, even if he made a grab for it, he would not be able to operate it himself.  With her training and experience, she would also be able to take him hand-to-hand, but she very much doubted she would need to worry about it, especially in his current state.
Mak stepped closer and kneeled in front of her, his height bringing his head to her chest. His fingers roamed her body briefly before settling on the next button, making quicker work of them than she had. If Kira had doubts about his own arousal, his excitement reflected clearly in his haste.




36. Mak

 
Mak couldn’t believe this was happening. When Kira had asked for his dessert, he had been more than happy to relinquish it, if only to watch her enjoy it with such passion. The sight had been pure temptation. His mouth had gone dry, and he’d had to make a conscious effort to swallow.
When she had beckoned him to follow her into the bedroom, he almost pinched himself to check if he was dreaming. When she had asked if he really wanted this, he could only wonder if reality was sweeter. He’d answered as if he lived in his fantasy.
“Yes, Mistress. More than anything.”
Kneeling in front of her to finish undressing her, his mouth had gone from dry to drooling in moments. He hoped he didn’t have a dopey look on his face as he was undressing her. Mak caressed her body and took off the uniform jacket, laying it carefully on the lounge chair behind him. He went back to his knees and did the same with her pants.
Only a thin white undershirt and her underwear remained. He looked up at her to check that she was willing for him to continue. She nodded in response to the question in his eyes. She now stood naked in front of him as he carefully placed the rest of her clothes on the chair.
“Take yours off too and lie down on the bed,” she ordered. Stars, yes!
Mak jerkily removed everything he was wearing so quickly; you’d think there was a fire drill. He placed his clothes next to hers. He had to make himself consciously walk slowly to the bed to avoid rushing to it, as he wanted to do in his excitement. She stood next to the bed, studying him for a few moments as he lay down. He almost squirmed under her observation, as she looked him over hungrily from head to toe. Her gaze stopped for a good look at his dick, which had not gone down since she had moaned earlier in the other room while eating dessert.
She slowly approached the side of the bed, her calculated movements reminding him of a prowling predator.
“Wrists to the buckles above your head.”
He obeyed. She pressed something on the control near the headboard and his bracelet clicked into the buckles. As he tested them, he found there was barely any give. Certainly, less than last night for sleep. She clearly wanted him immobile, and this was not about safety, but purely about play.
“Legs spread, to those buckles.”
She pointed to the bottom sides of the bed, and he had to crane his neck from his current position to see. He did as she commanded and felt those shackles lock as well. She smiled wickedly at him, and he felt his cock jump at that look.
He lay helpless, watching her reach back for the dessert plate. Plate in hand, she mounted him, straddling his waist. She scooted down until her pussy was perfectly aligned with his erection, rubbing a few times against it. He couldn’t help the low moan that escaped him at the teasing.
Kira dipped the small spoon into one of the flavors of the honeycomb and lathered it over his pec and nipple. Leaning over, she looked up at him as he strained to watch her lick it off him. When she reached his nipple, he shuddered and leaned his head back. A whimper escaped his lips as she flicked it with her tongue.
She repeated the process with the next flavor on his other nipple, then moved down his stomach, then lower. When she lavishly spread the last of the flavors on his cock, he couldn’t help bucking a little, not that there was much movement allowed between being tied to the bed and her now sitting on his legs. Kira smiled wickedly as she leaned down until her mouth was a breath away from his dick.
She looked at him hungrily, as if deciding where to start, and gave a tentative lick on one side, the other, then swirling her tongue around, up and down his length. He made small noises as some movements hit particularly sensitive spots. She looked like she would devour him as she, at last, took him into her mouth.
He moaned as he saw his length disappearing into her mouth over and over. He tried to pay attention, to catch her sultry looks, but he was lost in the sensations she was making him feel, incapable to do anything but endure.
Finally, when he was sure he could take no more and would come, she relented, and he popped out of her mouth.
“Mmm, that was a good dessert, wouldn’t you agree?” She smiled at him innocently.
“Yes, Mistress,” he agreed, his voice husky from his moans.
“Well, you’ve had your fun, time to return the favor, don’t you think?”
“Yes, Mistress,” he answered once more.
She moved up his body, her knees on the pillows, her thighs surrounding his face. From this position, he had a great view. It would have been easier to do this with his hands untied, but he would try to do his best. Not just because he wanted her to keep him, but because he really did want to return the “favor”. She had been so good to him that he felt like he was living a dream. He only wished he could be good enough for her to keep him permanently.
She slowly lowered herself to his mouth, giving him ample time to take a deep breath and align his lips to her clit. She seated herself on his face, holding on to the headboard. He dutifully went to work, alternating between licking and sucking her little button, learning what made her moan. On one of her hip movements, he took another deep breath and slid his tongue as deep as he could inside her, licking anything he could reach. She lifted again when he felt like he needed air and he slid his tongue out and back up to her clit, where she resumed riding him. She rode his mouth harder and harder the closer she got to her orgasm, which came right when he felt he might have to vocalize his need to breathe.
Her juices flowed and he lapped them up after another deep breath. Stars, he was loving this. He hadn’t even come yet and already felt like this was the best sexual experience of his life.
She slid down his body and kissed him languorously, seeming to enjoy her taste on his mouth. She took his dick into one hand. A few firm strokes later, she aligned herself to him and slid down easily. Her slick warmth felt like it was everything he had never known he’d been missing. Her slow rhythm made him feel cherished. He looked at her eyes in wonder and felt like he was a lost wanderer, and she was welcoming him home after a storm. She was everything he didn’t dare dream of, tender but firm, generous but demanding, vulnerable inside but commanding respect. He may be her slave, but at this moment, he never wanted to be free.
She quickened her pace. She looked exquisite bouncing above him, her breasts making him long to catch them in his mouth and suckle them. He almost wished he had his hands free to roam her juicy thighs, her delicious ass, her delectable waist.
“Stars, Kira, Mistress,” he moaned. “Please.”
“Yesss…” She hissed and rode him harder, her fingers working her clit as she held on to the headboard with her other hand.
She was getting close, he could tell from her frenzied movements, as she voiced her pleasure in time to them. The pitch of her sounds was rising as she jerked a few more times above him and came with a long moan. She didn’t stop moving and he joined her a few moments later as she came again and collapsed on his chest.
If he had trouble catching his breath as she lay on top of him, he didn’t even think about complaining. This was the best moment of his life.




37. Kira

 
Stars, that was good. He was magnificent with his tongue. Kira hadn’t felt this satisfied, this desirable, in a very long time. The fact that he enjoyed calling her “Mistress” and her being in control was of course a good part of that giddy feeling.
She had no complaints about his cock either, the thought bringing a smug smile to her face. He, of course, had not been given a chance to show what he could do with it, but what she took herself had most definitely been satisfactory. His cock had the most pleasant mushroom head, and she was already eager for more.
She lay on him a few moments, catching her breath, then rolled off him to her side. Looking him over, she thought he looked delicious still buckled to the bed, watching her, catching his breath.
“Mmm. You definitely make me want to keep you.” She said, her voice husky after screaming. She grinned at him. Was he blushing?
“Please, Mistress.”
“Please what?” She wondered.
“Please keep me.” He begged so prettily.
He looked her in the eyes then looked away, abashed.
She studied him, trying to figure out if this was a spur-of-the-moment request because of the sex, or if he’d meant it. She’d never owned a slave before and wasn’t sure if this was just normal behavior.
“Ask me again when you’re not naked, tied to my bed, and I’ll think about it.”
As much as she wanted a repeat, she knew they didn’t have time for another go, so she stood and went for a quick rinse, leaving Mak tied to the bed.
After her shower, she let a few dry cycles run, drying, and combing her hair with her fingers. She walked back to the bedroom, wrapped in a towel, and put her uniform back on. She sensed his eyes on her the whole time, following her movements.
She felt for the remote in her pocket. Still there. Approaching the controls near the headboard, she released Mak.
“Go shower quickly and get dressed, we need to be at dinner in 10 minutes.”
He slid off the bed and complied.
“You can close the door if you’d like,” Kira said, as she noticed he once again hadn’t.
He seemed to deliberate for a second, standing in place, then closed it. She slid his clothes lower on the chaise and sat there, waiting for him. He did quick work of rinsing and reappeared, a towel around his waist.
“Put on the same clothes you wore last night.”
He took the dark blue suit he had been wearing the previous night out of the dresser, dropped the towel and quickly dressed.
She got the briefest glance at his cock, once more wishing they had more time to explore what was growing between them. When he was ready, he extended the chain to her. She stood and hooked it to his collar, taking it in hand.
As they moved to the living room, Mak quickly set all the leftover plates back on the tray and left it outside their room. They then took the elevator down to the floor where they would have dinner.
It was in the same room as where she’d had lunch, but it had been redecorated to look more intimate. The curtain and tablecloth color had been re-programmed, the seats were different, more opulent. The armrests were plush, wider, and she knew from previous such dinners that some patrons sat their slaves on there. Some fed their slaves either on the floor or on those armrests. Some used them for “entertainment” during the brief meal intermissions.
She had never indulged in such activities, as she had never wanted to own another. Now, having experienced Mak and knowing he was willing, she felt that she may think differently in a world where there was no risk of someone walking over and asking for her to share Mak.
She knew she wouldn’t and resolved herself to deny any requests that may come. She would play the jealous card. Not that it was a card when she truly felt like she could not and would not share him, especially considering the company here.
They arrived at the entrance, and she gave her name to the maître d’hôte, who graciously bowed and bid them follow him. He led them to a round table, motioning her to the seat that had been assigned to her. She acknowledged the admirals that were already seated, noting the names on the placeholders of the few empty seats.
The six chairs around the table had enough space between them to accommodate the kneeling slaves at their owner’s right side. It must have been well thought-through, most people being right-handed, making it easier to feed or discipline the slaves as needed.
She took her seat, Mak kneeling at her right. He once again seemed to understand what to do by subtly observing the others.
Her companions were four other admirals and a member of the Admiral Professional Alliance leadership council she had never met in person before but now knew by name after the brief research she had done in her room. If she had to estimate, they were all older than her by about ten years, the council member being the oldest. She was considered a young admiral, so this was not unexpected.
They were also, once again, all men. Not surprising, considering most everyone seated, apart from her and the other three female admirals she had seen, were men. The wives and concubines of the other admirals were not at dinner, the men likely leaving them to amuse themselves in the resort. She was almost jealous of them, at least to not have to share her current company. Each of the men at her table, except for the Councilman, had a female slave kneeling beside their chair, their heads below table level, barely reaching the armrests. Mak was taller, of course, but he had kneeled in a way to minimize his height.
“Which one are you?” One of the gruffly-looking ones sitting across from her asked, raising his chin and staring at her. He had a dainty little female slave kneeling on his right, head bowed down. The others stared at him with a mix of reactions, some uncertain, some surprised, some with the same determination be exhibited.
“Excuse me?” She feigned not understanding.
“Which of our exalted female colleagues are you?” His choice of words did not match the disdain in his voice. She quickly decided she would remain polite, but firm, until he pissed her off enough to either answer back or leave. She would let him, hopefully, make a fool of himself.
“I am Admiral Kot.” She didn’t bother to ask which one he was, deciding to call him Admiral Jerk in her head. She was spared his reply as another one of her dinner companions jumped in.
“Never thought I’d meet the Admiral Kot in person! I am delighted to be honored by your company this night. Please forgive me if I overstep by saying I have long admired your work.”
He raised his glass in her honor, then brought it to his lips for a drink. She noticed he was drinking a teal drink from a cocktail coupe, not the standard Ambrelian brandy. Decidedly, she already liked him best.
“The honor is mine. May I ask your name, sir?”
“Admiral Boucher.”
“Is that Old-World French?”
“Indeed, admiral. That knowledge is no longer common. It has the fortunate translation of meaning “butcher”. A sure way to inspire obedience from miscreants, I’m told. Unlike your own name, mine has alas not risen to such fame quite yet.” He replied with a conspiratorial smile. She definitely liked him.
She gestured to a server, who immediately came over to their table.
“I’ll have what he’s having,” she pointed at the admiral’s coupe, then turned back to her interlocutor.
“Would you be kind enough to let me know what I just ordered, Admiral?”
“Cerulean fire water. Lovely flavor, slow burn. It does have quite a punch in excess. It is to be sipped.”
“Noted, good sir. I am looking forward to trying it.”
The server came back with her order quickly, placing the coupe in front of her. She raised her glass, toasting the gentleman, and dipped her lips in the liquid.
The initial flavor was sweet and complex. She could absolutely understand why he had mentioned it was a slow burn, as, at first taste, she would not have been able to distinguish the alcoholic content of the drink. However, she quickly felt it kick in, as she replaced the coupe carefully in front of her. It was probably best to abstain from the next taste until the food arrived, she decided.
“I thank you for introducing me to this experience. It is certainly different from the usual Ambrelian brandy.” Admiral Jerk snorted at the remark but didn’t comment further.
The council member seemed intrigued and ordered a round of the Cerulean fire water for the others at the table. Admiral Jerk grumbled but could not abstain without looking disrespectful towards the councilman.
After a round of comments about the drink, everyone seemed to conclude it was enjoyable. The other admirals proceeded to introduce themselves, and Kira noted their names but refused to rename Admiral Jerk in her head.
The first course was served. It was a pink seafood mousse served in a terrine glass. It was small, just enough to whet her appetite, but it was succulent. Their plates were cleared a short time after this.
Discussions revolved around current affairs, nothing that seemed pertinent to Kira quite yet, but she kept her ears attuned to anything that could appear to be relevant.
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The second course was served on an elongated plate, three colorful amuse-bouche, each different. One was topped with a delicate edible flower, another with gleaming red rounds reminiscent of Old-World caviar, the last a roll of smoked fish with a creamy filling.
She made sure to contain her delight of the flavors. Looking around, she could tell she was not the only one enjoying herself if the look on her fellow dinner’s faces was to go by. Everyone was silent during the tasting.
Conversation resumed when the plates were cleared.
“Admiral Kot,” one of the admirals that had not spoken much requested her attention.
“I heard about one of your recent rebel-clearing missions. Quite the track record you have. How do you do it?” She smiled at him.
“Ah, secrets of the trade, I’m afraid!” She answered cheekily. “You understand, I’m sure we all have them.”
She was not about to discuss her tactics. Every admiral had their own and was entitled to keep them quiet. Even when a crew member left, they were under a nondisclosure obligation. “However, I’ll give you the same tip I shared at my lunch table yesterday, considering the topic of our conference. Treat your crew well, and they will do so much more than you’d hoped for.”
Changing the subject, she turned towards the council member.
“Councilman, I must admit I have been missing the rebellion missions my ship is known for undertaking. I haven’t seen one posted in a while. Is everything as quiet as it seems, or do you think there’s someplace that could benefit from my expertise?”
He looked a bit uncertain, studying her, but then seemed to reach a conclusion.
“It did seem quiet for some time, as you say, admiral. There may be something in the pipeline, but perhaps not as exciting as you would hope for. It would be in the third quadrant, a boring area. Not much to do there except burn fuel coming back to civilization.”
Her ears perked up. Third quadrant, that was what Lorena had said. She replied, keeping her tone nonchalant.
“Frankly, Councilman, most areas could be qualified as boring nowadays. Please do feel free to volunteer me should that mission come to fruition.”
“Noted, Admiral Kot.”
Their main course arrived. Juicy, bite-size slices of steak with perfect marbling, served with a swirled vegetable purée and a delicate gravy. As much as Kira had dreaded this dinner for the company, the meal itself was proving worth it. She noticed a few of the admirals feeding a piece of steak to their slaves.
Kira was partly grossed out, as they were using their fingers, partly wondering if their slaves were better fed in general because of this.
One of the less pleasant admirals sitting next to her slid his fingers into his slave’s mouth, and the slave sucked on them before he slid them out. Had Kira been sure that the woman was enjoying herself, it might have appeared more erotic than it currently seemed.
Kira could understand that maneuvering a fork with food on it towards their slaves would not be a gracious move, and she knew most slaves were fed this way in company, but she couldn’t bring herself to do that with Mak. Besides, she knew he was not hungry as he had just had dinner in their room, so she ignored him and ate her dinner, taking sips of water between bites.
Once more, conversation resumed and Kira listened, rarely intervening, letting the other admirals voice their opinions. Certain bits of conversation seemed like they were self-advertising specifically for the benefit of the Councilman. Kira was not impressed, but then, thus worked the world. It was not always the best admirals that got the jobs they wanted, but rather the ones that boasted the most. She had already spoken her piece with the Councilman. Having gotten that out of the way, she did not feel the need to elaborate on her accomplishments. Her name and track record spoke for themselves.
Their plates were once again cleared, followed by a dainty ball of citrus gelato to cleanse the palate. Kira took a tiny spoonful, savoring the texture and the way it melted in her mouth. Feeling brave, she took a few sips of the Cerulean fire water, raising her glass to the admiral that had initially ordered it as he studied her.
Once the gelato coupes were cleared, she noticed the lights had grown dimmer in the room. She knew what that meant and was not surprised when Admiral Jerk pulled his slave between his legs. Kira couldn’t see much as he was sitting across the table. However, from the admiral’s posture, the way he leaned back into his seat and seemed to relax while his arm flexed, likely moving the slave’s head under the table, Kira could deduce what was happening.
Another admiral at her table looked around and seemed to just now notice that the Council member had no slave at his service.
“Councilman, I notice you are unaccompanied. May I offer my slave to serve you?” The councilman gave the man a large smile.
“Oh no, my friend, but thank you for your consideration.”
Admiral Jerk paused at that and snarked.
“Perhaps if you prefer a different flavor, Admiral Kot can share her slave.”
Kira stilled, hoping the councilman would not agree to Admiral’s Jerk offer so that she would not have to try and wiggle out of it. She had been prepared to answer any other admiral, but a councilman’s request would be difficult to refuse.
She felt Mak stiffen and remembered his terms. She placed her right hand on his shoulder in reassurance.
The councilman answered with good humor.
“If my wife, whom I am quite fond of, found out I was gallivanting about during dinner, my night would not end so pleasantly.”
Kira could respect that. There were, of course, some people that were still faithful to their partners, but societal norms had shifted over the years, and it was more acceptable, if not proper, to not remain exclusive in unions.
Kira looked around and noticed the other tables were also divided in their activities, some admirals being entertained by their slaves, some engaged in discussions. Admiral Jerk soon visibly finished with his slave. She rejoined the conversation at her table until dessert arrived. Kira planned to stay just long enough to savor it, then leave.
Dessert was a chocolate ganache tartlet, seemingly simple, yet decadent. Real chocolate was no longer an easy-to-find ingredient, as it had been at some point in their long-past history. Kira had some stocked on her ship and used it for special trades. It was becoming rarer and rarer as crops did not always yield a bountiful harvest, and not all planets could grow it due to climate. This time, acutely aware of the company around her, Kira controlled her reaction to the dessert. She enjoyed every bite, took a last sip of the Cerulean fire water, and excused herself from dinner.
“I thank you all for your wonderful company tonight, but I believe I shall retire.”
They all wished her a good night, all, of course, except Admiral Jerk, who didn’t even deign acknowledge her. She did not risk having to stay for the digestif.
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Mak had once again remained quiet during the whole meal. He knelt beside Kira, observing the other slaves. They were all female, kneeling daintily on their haunches.
He tried to make himself small, so as not to have his head peak above the table. While the admirals spoke between each other, the slaves were silent but studied each other. He wondered if the women communicated by glances.
Some of them looked at him, a mix of curiosity and reticence. He could understand the latter. He was the only male slave, and they could at any moment be asked to serve as entertainment together.
He had told Kira he would accept, as long as the partner was female, and he would. After their earlier activities, he hoped he would not have to but could understand if she requested it. It was only normal at such functions.
Some of the slaves were being hand fed by their owners, and he wondered if that was the only time they got real food aside from the slave goop he had been graciously served in the nooks.
If that was the case, he could understand the delight on some of their faces. One of the admirals stuck his fingers in his slave’s mouth until she sucked at them. She did not seem disgusted by this.
Mak wondered if Kira would slip him a piece. He wasn’t hungry, and she knew that, so if she did, it was likely just as a show to the other admirals present.
However, she did not, and it was almost anti-climactic. On the one hand, he was glad not to have to be fed like a dog and to have been allowed a decent meal earlier. On the other, after their earlier encounter, he almost wished to suck her fingers, make her gasp, make her remember when it was somewhere else he had sucked, make her want more, want him.
At one point during the meal, he saw one of the slaves get positioned between her owner’s legs. She knew what she had to do, unbuckling his pants, getting to work wobbling her head to the rhythm set by the hand in her hair. Mak had been paying closer attention to the conversation at this point and caught the suggestion that Kira share him with the councilman. He froze. Regardless of his request of no males, he knew that if the councilman agreed, even Kira would have little she could do to spare him. Mak sat, stiff, awaiting the verdict. He felt Kira’s hand on his left shoulder. He was thankful that she was trying to reassure him, and he felt that she would still do what she could to avoid the situation, but it may just be beyond her control.
The councilman, thankfully, wanted to be faithful to his wife. Mak silently released a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. He saw the little female across from him bob her head faster, working on finishing her master, the snarky admiral who had not been the most respectful of Kira.
After the man came into his slave’s mouth, she wiped her lips and sat back on her knees by his side. The waiters passed near the tables once more and Mak saw they were bringing around what seemed to be dessert.
He felt a pang of jealousy that the other men would enjoy his Admiral’s expressions of joy towards the dessert. Although he was sure Kira had enjoyed the dessert, she did a great job controlling her reactions as he heard nothing from her. All the more to make him feel cherished and special that she saved those moans and sighs for when they were alone.
He was surprised at his thoughts. He had no right to think that she would be exclusive with him, no right to even think that they would be in a real relationship. He was a slave. She could get tired of him tomorrow morning and sell him, trade him for someone better looking, he reminded himself.
He was being trouble too, setting conditions for his own use, he thought. Should he just have kept his mouth shut and hoped for the best? After all, he knew how hard a slave’s life was. Another owner could have beat him just for speaking up about his preference.
Kira had already been so considerate, so… nice. He didn’t want to lose her, and not just to keep being treated better than he’d been in years. He felt his affection for her growing, even in the short time they had known each other.
Soon, Kira was done with her dessert and said her goodbyes to her dinner companions. Mak stood a moment after her and followed her out of the room. All things considered, the dinner went well, he thought. They had gotten lucky, he supposed, that the councilman had turned out to be a decent person.
Kira led him to the elevator and back to her room. She motioned him to the sofa, where he sat quietly. Picking up her datapad, she sat on the other sofa and likely checked into her work. It did not escape Mak’s notice that she had not shackled him the last few times he had been seated here. He would make sure to stay in her good graces, would make sure that she did not feel threatened by him.
A knock came from the door.
“That should be Macy. Could you get it, please?” Kira asked him, without looking up from her datapad.
He walked swiftly to the door, eager to show her he could be of help. It was indeed Macy, who strode past him once he opened the door, barely acknowledging him.
He closed the door and returned to the sofa across which the women sat.
They exchanged their greetings, seeming all business. Kira turned to Macy and pointed at something on the datapad.
“Captain, I’d like you to monitor upcoming missions. A councilman confirmed this evening there is likely to be a new rebellion mission posting soon, in the third quadrant. I’d like you to snatch it up the moment it goes live.”
“Third quadrant? Why? There’s nothing there.” Macy looked at Kira with skepticism.
“Maybe, maybe not. I guess that’s what we’ll find out,” Kira said, enigmatically. Macy gave her a calculating look but agreed.
“I’ll set up an alert to know the moment something pops up,” Macy confirmed.
Changing tone, Kira asked, “want to hit the market?”
Mak was slightly worried she would leave him behind, as he truly did not want to leave her company, even less so to return to the nooks downstairs.
Macy grinned. “I was wondering when you’d ask. And look, this time, you even have someone to follow you all puppy-eyed and carry your bags! Just to be clear, that someone is not me.” Mak was relieved to hear they would bring him along, determined to carry all the bags he could. Kira laughed.
“But you do follow me all puppy-eyed, Macy!”
“Kira, have you seen your ass? I guarantee you everyone with a half-working libido would follow it around with puppy eyes!” Macy said, licking her lips.
Mak’s eyes went wide. He knew the ladies were friends. He had gotten past his initial shock when the Captain didn’t receive a whipping for her insolence that first day, but this was beyond even his expectations. Instead of appearing offended, Kira just shrugged and answered confidently.
“It is quite a lovely ass.” Then, looking at him, she added “wouldn’t you agree, Mak?” He gulped. Was this a trap? Thankfully, he didn’t have to answer when Macy shrieked in excitement.
“Oh, you went there, girl! Finally! I have been waiting for you to get a good lay for months now! Is he as good as he looks? Do I get to borrow him?” Macy gushed.
“Yes, as amazing as he looks, and no to borrowing. All mine.” Kira looked at him hungrily. Mak was happy she would not loan him, although he knew that if it was to Macy, he would likely not mind so much. At least he knew her and considered it unlikely that she would do anything that hurt him. Still, he was glad he was not the only one unwilling to share.
“You’re no fun, boss woman.” Macy made a show of pouting.
Mak was quite entertained by the whole scene, feeling special, treasured, and a little shy.
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Kira was quite excited to go back to the market. Once Macy, Mak, and she were en route, they leisurely strolled around the market, purchasing a few items and trinkets of interest as they walked around.
Kira purchased a good quantity of extra clothes for Mak, making sure to get him comfortable shirts and pants, underwear, as well as shoes. She also got him a compact breathing mask for if they ever needed to get off on an outpost or planet without enough oxygen concentration for their needs. As she didn’t know what awaited them in the third quadrant, she rather be prepared. Mak carried everything without complaint.
Kira steadily led them to the section she wanted to go back to, the one with the decorated lamps reminiscent of the Old-World’s Moroccan lights. She loved the colors, the warm light they shone. They would be a good fit for her bedroom on the ship. Now that she had Mak, she thought, the dim light would add to the intimacy of their evenings together.
She was already making plans on how they would undress each other, sultry music playing in the background. She picked out a string of small lights with the design and mix of colors that appealed to her most.
The seller had barely haggled with her, likely due to her still wearing her uniform, she thought. He carefully packaged the lights and handed them to Mak. Kira paid and they were on their way.
“Let’s stop by the ship to leave our things and check in on the crew,” Kira suggested.
“Sounds good,” Macy agreed.
She was holding a few bags herself, as Mak’s arms were already loaded.
Macy had purchased some silk sheets, a plush robe, and some soft lounge wear. It was their favorite thing to wear on the ship when they were not in uniform. There was nowhere to wear fancy clothing, and Kira didn’t care to prance around like a peacock on her own ship.
She felt it was all about the creature comforts when you were stuck in the same environment, staring at the same walls for months on end. It was just another reason for her to make sure her crew had entertainment and pleasant conditions.
It was always interesting to see newbies arrive wearing tight clothes, laundered and ironed crisp, wearing suits even when off duty. She could understand the pride in the uniform. She herself made sure that her own uniform was always clean and in great shape.
Except in times of emergency, war, or conflict, they all had access to the cleaning bots on the ship, and a clean uniform was a must to show respect to your crew, your admiral, and your profession. But even the newbies soon lost their habits of dressing to impress when they saw all the crew wear their comfortable clothing. She would not be much impressed by the cloth if the person underneath was unworthy.
Continuing their walk through the market, Kira remained unhindered by bags, just in case. Macy and she always made sure at least one of them had their hands free in case they needed to defend themselves. They walked through the market, following signs to the parking where their ship stood.
Once there, they made short work of leaving their items in their rooms, while Mak looked around as they went. Kira showed him to her room, the one he would share once they got back on the ship.
She pointed to one side where he could leave the purchases. She had just given away a few things, so she knew she had some space in her closet and drawers. Kira was already thinking of which shelves or drawers she would assign him for his personal use.
Kira checked in with the skeleton crew on board. She knew everything was running smoothly as she regularly checked in on her datapad, but seeing them in person, making sure they knew she was still available and paying attention, was always a good reminder.
Her crew was autonomous and loyal, and she was proud of that. Still, she would show them support as needed. The crew had taken their shifts as planned; everyone had made it back on time. There was nothing left for them to do here, and they walked back through the market to the hotel.
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Mak felt reassured about his place as she purchased so many clothes for him, giving him an indication that she planned to keep him for the time being, if not long-term.
On their way back from the ship, it took him some time to realize that they had taken the same alley where he had been chained. Seeing the spot vividly brought back the memory, and he froze right where he was, staring at the now empty stall. It was a good thing Kira had noticed quickly, or the collar would have shocked him as the distance between them grew.
She came back and apologized for taking this way, hugging him, and rubbing his back as he tried to get back to the present moment. A part of him balked at being touched, as he tried his best to get the memory to fade. He felt like throwing things, and almost pushed her away, but then remembered it was all thanks to her that he had escaped a repeat of that torture.
He fisted his hands, trying to regain control. Steadying his breaths consciously was helping, and only then did he realize that he was doing it because Kira was exaggerating her own breathing and he was matching hers.
He hugged her back, tears running down his face. He tried to infuse that hug with everything he was feeling. Angry, sad, frustrated at life, at himself, glad she had been there to save him. So thankful for her. Hopeful for his, no, their future.
She let him squeeze her, and he knew his grip was likely too strong, but she didn’t say anything, didn’t complain, didn’t chastise him. She just let him get himself back under control, breathing with him.
“I’m so sorry, Mak,” she apologized again. “I promise, this will never happen again.”
He tried to steady himself, tried to take comfort in her words, but deep down, he knew that if she left him, if she sold him, it would. Was he staying with her just to avoid this? Were the feelings he was developing real or just some kind of response to the fear of going back to someone like his former sleazy Captain?
No, he couldn’t let that doubt settle within him. He knew what he was feeling. He knew that she had only been good to him. She was good to everyone he had seen her interact with, so far. She didn’t even whip her crew, from what he knew.
They didn’t flinch in her presence, didn’t look scared or cowed when she arrived, only respectful and eager to please. He knew it was the emotions of the moment speaking.
“Please don’t sell me,” he whispered near her ear as they held each other. Right now, she was his anchor, and he couldn’t imagine holding it together without her support.
“I’m keeping you, Mak. I’ve got you, don’t worry. And if ever you no longer want to stay with me, let me know. I’ll let you go, just like I told you the first day. Free. I won’t sell you. The moment you want that, you let me know, deal?”
He curled down against her, nodding against her hair, inhaling her scent. She had offered to set him free, he remembered. It felt like so long ago now. Finally, when he no longer felt like any small thing could set him off, he carefully detached himself from her, taking a step back.
She wiped his face with the back of her hand, looking up at him.
“Ready to get back?” She held out a hand to him, which he gratefully took into his.
Macy led them unhurriedly back to the hotel, back to their room. Kira navigated him to what was now “his” couch and sat beside him.
It did not escape his notice that it was the first time she sat on the couch next to him. He kept his gaze down, not quite ready to rejoin their presence, as Kira’s hand caressed his back, the touch purely meant to comfort. Macy was the first to break the silence.
“You want me to stay, Admiral?”
“No, we’ll be just fine, Captain, thank you.”
He could see Macy’s feet as she walked away, heard her close the door behind her when she left.
“Are you feeling a bit better? Are you still sore?” Kira finally asked.
“A bit, to both,” Mak replied quietly.
“Then I’m sorry. It probably didn’t help with what we did earlier together.” She looked at him guiltily.
How could he convey that what they did helped more than he could express? He may still be sore, but it helped heal his mind, helped give him better memories to look back upon. He took her hands into his and raised his eyes.
“No, our time together was perfect. I’m sorry I can’t just get past this. I feel like I should have done more to stop it. I feel ashamed, used.”
“Don’t apologize for that. You had no way to stop it. It was done to you, and the only beings that should feel ashamed are the ones that abused you.”
She took his chin in her hand and turned his face to look him in the eyes.
“This is not on you. It’s on them. You are worthy, and one day, I hope you do get past this, as you say, but until then, give yourself time and be lenient towards yourself. And if you ever want to talk about it, I’m here.”
He felt his eyes burning up with the tears threatening to spill, but this time, he blinked them away, willing them to disperse. He leaned in and kissed her deeply, putting everything he felt into that kiss. It was sloppy and noisy, but neither cared.
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Kira felt stupid and inconsiderate for having taken that path back to the hotel. She had just meant to take the shortest path back, not thinking it would have such an effect on Mak.
When she had no longer felt his presence behind her, she turned to see him stop, and made her way back. At first, she was confused as to why he just stood there, but then looked around and acknowledged where they were.
Right beside the stall where she had bought him, where he had been raped. She knew there were no words that could make this better. She did what she could, hugging him, letting him ride the emotional wave of the memories.
When she tried to comfort him, she had no idea what to say. She had tried to say what came to mind, being honest in her attempt to soothe him, doubting she was doing a very good job of it. However, when the situation turned intimate with his heated kisses, she was back to feeling confident in her responses.
The unexpected kiss had ignited her. She wrapped her arms around his neck. Mak encircled her waist with his hands and pulled her on his lap, placing her thighs around his, and deepening the kiss. His fingers went to her uniform jacket but stopped at the top button.
“May I?” He asked, his voice husky.
“Yes.” She replied breathlessly.
He quickly undid all the buttons, his fingers slipping off a few times in his hurry to get her undressed. She helped take her jacket off, pulling off the top underneath as well, then reached for his shirt. She then maneuvered herself out of her uniform pants and helped him with his.
Finally, skin to skin, she straddled him and reconnected for another passionate kiss. He was already hard beneath her, and she was ready, wet. She used one hand to angle him inside, while the other held onto his shoulder as she lifted herself on top.
Mak rocked his hips into her, his strong hands grasping her thighs, while she rubbed her clit in time to his pace. She bit down on his lower lip, their breathing becoming more and more labored. He groaned. The delicious friction made her moan as she felt him deep inside her.
She was close - just a few more strokes. Her long hair cascaded around them as they moved in unison. Her release took her by storm, her moan resounded in the room. A few more strokes and he joined her with a loud grunt. She stayed on top of him, her arms around his neck, just taking in the moment while they both caught their breath. She ran her fingers through his hair, over his shoulders, stroking his biceps. He returned her touch, stroking her thighs and her back gently.
Kira hadn’t felt this way in a long time, this warm sense of belonging. How could she feel so much for him in such a short time? A part of her was calling out for caution, to guard herself, chastising how imprudent she was being in allowing herself to open up to a man she barely knew, but she dove into the feelings.
After a few moments, she slid off to one side and stood.
“The bathtub is big enough to share, if you want,” she offered.
He looked surprised but followed her to the bathroom. She let the water run, testing it. It filled up quickly and she invited him to get in first.
She sat between his legs, her back to his chest. They washed each other leisurely. He bore particular attention to her sore muscles, massaging her shoulders, her back, her thighs. She couldn’t reach much of him from her position, but when she leaned back on him, she ran her hands over his arms and his muscular thighs.
He circled her with his arms, washing her breasts and stomach. His hand traveled lower to her clit, and even though she had just orgasmed, it was as if her body had been switched on since she’d met him, and she couldn’t get enough. She called out his name as he brought her pleasure. Mak left tender kisses along her neck, licking up to her ear and nibbling softly. She leaned into his touch as his fingers brought her to another orgasm, her moans echoing in the bathroom as she came.
Once she came down from the sensation of having been strummed like an instrument, Kira realized they were getting prune skin from the water. She exited the tub and dried off with one of the fluffy towels, handing Mak one as well when he stood. He looked at her with a smug look and she felt herself blush, deciding to blame it on the moist heat of the bathroom.
Kira walked to the bedroom, wrapped in her towel, picking up her uniform on her way. Mak followed and picked up his clothes as well. She folded hers, taking out the remote from her uniform pocket. She was lucky the washroom was close enough to where she had dropped her jacket, or the distance between the remote and the collar may have inadvertently sent Mak a shock.
She would have to be more careful in the future and have the remote adjusted. She wanted to trust him, felt that she did, but she truly had not known him long enough to go without it quite yet. She didn’t think that his compliance was an act, but she would be prudent. Though she felt that she was giving her heart away, her practical streak remained.
Kira lay her uniform on the chaise so that it would not wrinkle. She only had to wear the jacket one more day tomorrow for the conference, then she could stuff it back in her bag and get it press-cleaned on board the ship.
“Come, my Mak, time for bed. Your sleep clothes should be in the dresser. Feel free to use the washroom before we settle in.” She smirked, remembering the morning’s wake-up call.
He smiled at that and did so. Kira motioned him to sit on the chaise and went to complete her own evening routine and change into one of her loose shirts that she wore to bed.
She looked at the bed, wondering where she should make him sleep and if it would make much of a difference to tie him to the cot below the bed, or to the bed itself. Finally concluding that it really wouldn’t, she motioned him to the bed. He seemed surprised but lay on his back on the mattress. She motioned his wrists and ankles to the bed restraints and buckled them once he complied. He didn’t complain, laying there silently, watching her. She made sure he had enough loose in the restraints to not pull at his muscles. Turning off the lights, she settled into bed, wrapping her body around his and covering them both with the light bedsheets. She lay her cheek on his pec and draped a leg across his.
“Is this okay?” She whispered, resting her hand on his abs.
“It’s perfect.” He kissed her hair. Kira drifted to sleep to his slow breathing.
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This time, when Mak woke before her, he lay soundlessly, letting Keira sleep. Clearly, she was not a morning person, and although his right arm was numb from her lying on it having shifted during the night, he wouldn’t complain.
He turned as much as he could without waking her and watched her sleep. He found her just as mesmerizing asleep as awake, just a bit different, in a softer way. 
When he saw her interact with others in a professional manner, she was serious, commanding respect. When she was in a more intimate setting, with him or with Macy, she was completely different. Her smile changed her demeanor completely.
Now, with her face expressionless in its rest, she looked almost vulnerable. He bemoaned not being able to trace her face with his fingers. He knew, of course, that though she may appear delicate in her sleep, she was far from being weak. He admired her strength, her integrity, and her determination. In the short time he’d known her, she’d shown him enough of her character to have earned his respect.
He closed his eyes, remembering the previous night. His thoughts turned to the heated moments they shared. He couldn’t help himself. His cock stirred, making a tent in the light blanket that covered them both. He remembered the taste of her, how passionately she’d ground on him, wishing he could wake her to kisses.
He almost laughed out loud when he suddenly imagined her yelling at him for waking her up before the alarm rang. He doubted she would enjoy being woken up early, even for a bout of love play. He lay there, at rest, savoring the quiet moments and waiting for her to wake up.
When the alarm finally rang, he felt rested, serene. Kira woke and silenced the alarm with a voice command. She readjusted herself on his chest, looking up at his face as she stroked his chest and stomach. Mak smiled at her, wondering how she felt after last night, what she was feeling. Was she feeling just as goofy happy as he was?
His dick was certainly glad she was awake, but though her hand ventured close, she didn’t stroke him.
“Time to get up,” she said, giving Mak a lazy smile in response to his.
“I am most certainly up,” Mak joked, wiggling his eyebrows.
“I can see that. Although I appreciate your enthusiasm, I suggest you save it for when we have time to make use of it.”
Kira rolled over and got up, then promptly released his restraints. She went to the washroom and came back a few minutes later, looking refreshed.
Mak was sitting on the bed, rubbing first his ankles, then his wrists. A whole night tied up left him sore in the places where the restraints attached. Kira noticed and made a desolate face.
“Feel free to use the washroom and change. I’ll get dressed and order breakfast.”
Kira went to get her datapad and came back to sit on the chaise lounge. Mak went to get ready, as she had suggested.
He showered, indulging in the luxury bath products provided by the hotel. Mak rested his head on the shower tile, letting the water run down his hair and his back. He thought back to a similar moment, right after Kira had brought him here, when his state of mind had certainly not been in the same place. Was it possible that it had only been days? Could he be any more grateful, any more relieved to have her in his life now?
If he were in an ordinary relationship, he could see himself staying with her, building something. Would she even consider him as a person, as a partner, with his status as a slave? But then, what choice did he have? If he left, became free, there was no guarantee he could build something of himself worthy enough to woo her. There would be no guarantee that she would still be available and want him after the time it took to do so elapsed. He might not even find her again. The universe was a big place. She could be lost forever to him if he left. So, he would have to make sure to stay. She had already promised him she would not sell him. He would have to place his trust in her. He resolved to show her that he could be good for her, just as she had been nothing but good to him.
He dressed and rejoined her in the bedroom. She had dressed into her uniform and seemed immersed in what she was reading, laying on the chaise with one leg bent at the knee. When she heard him walk in, she looked up.
“I’ll have to leave you in the nooks again today during my conference. I’m sorry,” she said, desolate.
“I understand.” He knew she couldn’t change the hotel’s policy.
“But this time, if anything happens, tell them you’re mine, that you’re Admiral Kot’s property and that I won’t be happy if you’re mistreated. Don’t hesitate to throw my name around to protect yourself. It should dissuade them from doing anything unpleasant. Understand?”
“Yes, Mistress.” He smiled at her offer. She smirked at his response.
Someone knocked at the entrance door and Mak went to answer. As expected, it was the concierge with their breakfast. Mak drove the cart to the marble table between the couches and arranged the dishes. Kira joined him and sat down on her side.
He poured her coffee the same way she had taken it the last time, heavy cream, two sugars. He had made sure to remember.
He poured himself some coffee as well as she had allowed it the day before and settled on his couch. He would wait until she chose what she wanted. She looked up at him and raised an eyebrow.
“Go ahead. We don’t have that much time,” Kira waved at the food and busied herself with her own breakfast, sipping her coffee from time to time. He refilled her cup when it got low.
Mak helped himself to a second plate and ate his fill. He knew whatever they didn’t eat was placed back on the tray and removed from the room. He still felt it was a waste and had almost wanted to hoard the leftovers the first few times, but now that he was with Kira, he almost felt secure in knowing there would be a next real meal.
Macy knocked when he was about to start cleaning and he paused what he was doing to let her in. Kira had already finished her meal and was busy on her datapad.
“Hey, gorgeous. Did you have a good night?” Macy stroked his pecs as she walked past him.
“I did have a good night, thanks,” Kira replied, smiling at Macy.
“I wasn’t asking you! Not that you aren’t gorgeous, but I was asking this fine male specimen of yours. Then again, you seem in a good mood, so it just confirms that the two of you did indeed, have a good night.” Macy winked at him and Mak smiled at her conspiratorially. They both joined Kira on the sofas. Mak hurried to serve Macy a juice from the tray, like last time, and sat back down.
“So, last day of the conference!” Macy nudged Kira.
“Finally! You would think that with my amazing crew approval rating, I’d be exempt from it. But no, I have to pay an outrageous amount to be here and not even enjoy the facilities with my bestie.” Kira pouted.
“And what facilities you are missing! That massage was amazing. The beach is perfect. Smooth, gorgeous sand, beautiful waiters, luscious surrounding flora. I can’t wait for when you’re out of there and we can both luxuriate in the waves and roast our butts lounging on the shore. I wouldn’t mind taking one of those waiters back to the room, if you know what I am alluding to.” Macy wiggled her eyebrows.
“Oh, stop, you’re making me drool and I just ate.” Kira giggled.
“No, no, no. You don’t get to drool over my fantasy waiters when you have hunk-of-the-year here with you. If you don’t know what to do with him, I can always show you.” Macy made a grabbing motion with both hands.
“Hands off, he’s all mine.” Kira laughed, swatting Macy’s hands away playfully.
“Fine. Be a bore. I’m off to the said beach. Going to lie around and read that new steamy romance that just came out. Let me know when you’re done and come join me!”
Kira saluted Macy with two fingers as Macy stood and left them. Mak quickly put everything away. They left the tray outside the room and took the elevators down.
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When they arrived at the nooks, Kira made sure to warn the guard to stay on his good behavior.
“After yesterday’s fiasco, I sincerely hope you will all do better today. Please make a note that he belongs to Admiral Kot, and I will be supremely disappointed if anything happens to him again. He already took a shower, so make sure he doesn’t get forced into another one today. He is to be left alone and not bothered until I come back for him. He can do whatever he wants, as long as he’s not hurting himself, which he wouldn’t do anyway. Don’t touch him, don’t use the remote unless absolutely necessary, which shouldn’t happen. Make sure the temperature in his nook is not freezing like yesterday.”
Kira took a deep breath, reviewing her mental checklist of everything that had gone wrong the last time.
“Yes, Admiral. Duly noted. I will make sure the next guard on duty is aware.”
“Thank you. I expected better service from this establishment than what I’ve received so far. I hope to have positive comments today,” she warned.
The guard nodded, taking the remote from her hand and leaving it in the appropriate place with her name.
Mak stood quietly beside her during the exchange, staring at the floor. She turned to him before leaving, caressing his cheek and chin, and raising his head towards her. She kissed him before turning and leaving him for the day. She knew he must be surprised. It was rare that owners demonstrated affection like this outside of a sexual encounter, but she felt something between them, something more than just the amazing physical connection they had.
With those thoughts occupying her mind, she returned to the conference room, taking the same seat at the back of the room that she had occupied the day before. Looking at the documents in front of her, she noted that most of the day would be spent listening to a guest speaker who specialized in workplace psychology.
Kira had to agree that certain portions were interesting enough. She could admit that she could become better at delegating to certain crew members. She did a fairly good job of training them up to the commander positions, but with her and Macy’s roles fairly ingrained in the last months, she hadn’t thought much about succession planning and potential help for more directional tasks.
She was thinking of one of her commanders, Valeria, who had shown her valor on their last major mission. Perhaps she could train her to cover Macy from time to time. Kira was sure that Macy was not looking to become an Admiral. She had joked often enough that she was at the high of her career and could now retire, having made Captain. Macy had no wish to change crews, nor to replace Kira, and perhaps having some more free time would help her find her true passion. Kira knew it was not to lead a ship.
Unlike herself, Kira knew Macy didn’t yearn for a position of command and mostly stayed on to remain close to Kira, and not have to answer to anyone else. If there was one thing they had in common, it was their wish to determine their own fate and not have to bow down to rules and societal norms they disagreed with. That had been the whole reason Macy had gone into training and pushed to climb the ladder.
The speaker also gave useful tips on creating bonding opportunities between the crew and ideas for team-building activities, offering, of course, her own services to moderate such events. It was, after all, necessary for the crew to care for each other, especially when some missions could lead to life and death situations, where strong ties could turn the tide.
After that speaker, a representative from a popular hologram designing company presented some of their new models. Kira had modded three hologram rooms on her ship. The first time she had modded the room, she had only been able to afford the basic realistic 3D environment, albeit with sound. She had saved for a long time to have the one.
Now, with many successful and profitable missions under her belt, Kira had been able to add other senses to the first room, as well as add two other rooms that were fully equipped for all senses and sensations.
The floors and walls moved, so that it felt like you walked for hours, your surroundings changing, while in reality, you’d only have been walking or climbing in place.
One of Kira’s favorite settings was the rainforest. She could feel the rain fall on her face, drenching her, could smell the earth and plants around her, could hear the animal sounds, could feel the soft ground under her feet.
The rooms helped forget you were stuck on a ship for months on end. It helped to be able to escape to a beach, even a fake one, feel the warmth on your skin and the sensation of tanning, if you so choose to. To feel the sand between your toes and the waves lapping at your feet. If you felt like being immersed in a colder environment, you could even go to a mountain cabin, surrounded by a snowy forest. You could drink a hot chocolate beverage while reading a book in a cozy armchair while the fireplace crackled in front of you, warming your feet.
Kira shopped for new environments from time to time as companies competed to create better immersions every year. The added variety made the crew happy, as they had something different to discover. This time around, the representative suggested a few of their new models.
One of the options was a racetrack with luxury race cars. The representative made sure to specify that there was no risk of injury as the person actually just sat in place while everything around them moved. They insisted that it was safe, and the only potential injuries they had noted were because the situation was so realistic that one of the testers had launched himself towards a wall.
They had corrected that issue, but still had to disclose it, it seemed. Now, if there was a crash in the mod and the user did that, an airbag expanded to catch the person before they could hit the sides of the room. Kira found it interesting that the representative took the time to specify this, but she could see a few admirals nodding, and it seemed to be one of the most popular mods. She could understand why.
It may not be the one she herself found the most interesting, but she could already name a few on her crew who would. She added it to her list of purchases for the day. After all, why not benefit from her time here? At least she would get ten percent off her purchase. The models were expensive enough as it was.
Kira knew some ship owners outside the fleet had customized their holo-rooms and added pirated mods, which were much, much cheaper, but they could be prone to hacking, and Kira would never risk the safety of her crew to save some money.
There was no guarantee that the hacker would only be able to affect the holo-room and not the ship in its entirety.
She added to her list a romantic atmosphere mod with candles and roses, where the user could choose a dinner or bedroom setting.
The rooms on her ship were auto-sanitizing so there was no worry to leave crumbs or bodily substances behind. Kira managed to convince herself she was getting this one solely for the crew, as they did have a few couples on her ship. Not all admirals allowed the crew to mingle, but she saw no harm in it if everyone was committed to their jobs and handled any arguments in a mature way. She certainly did not purchase that model for herself and Mak at all. Not at all.
She added to the list an Old-World high-rise observatory overlooking a big park in the middle of a city which you could access, the scenery changing as you walked about the enormous park. She also got one of a mud bath and hot springs with crystal blue silica waters. Having spent a small fortune, she decided to limit herself to those four.
The conference broke for lunch and Kira headed to the dining room with the rest of the admirals. She took her seat at the table and noticed that this time, the room was less occupied than the previous times. Some likely took the option of going back to their rooms until it was time to resume the course.
This time, she recognized a few people at her table, including Lorena, whom she had spoken to at the cocktail. Lorena sat in the seat to her left, the seat to Kira’s right was unoccupied, the placeholder listing a name Kira did not recognize.
They were well into their main course and political discussions when a nervous-looking concierge approached Kira.
“My deepest apologies, Admiral, but there is a matter that could require your attention.”
Kira’s mind immediately went to Mak. The concierge was quiet enough, but she saw Lorena lean in. The concierge continued.
“You left instructions that your slave not be disturbed and that was followed. However, he is being visited by another admiral, and we just wanted to make sure this was compliant with your wishes, as we had no such mention in our notes.”
“Indeed, it is not. You were right to call upon me.”
Kira felt uneasy. Why would another admiral visit Mak? Was Mak being approached to betray her? Was he a spy? Her thoughts immediately went to what had been said in Mak’s presence, if there was anything he could have heard or seen that could be used against her. He had seen the ship, but the areas he had seen were fairly ordinary. Why else would he get a visitor, another admiral at that…
“We apologize for the inconvenience, but as this is another admiral, we could not enforce him to stop and came to get you as soon as possible.”
Stop what? Kira excused herself from the table and hastily followed the concierge to the nooks, noticing that Lorena joined her. Kira didn’t mind. If there was a foul plan afoot, she would rather have either backup or an additional presence as proof.
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Kira had been so detailed with the guard that the man had followed her orders to the letter. Mak was left alone, not that he dared do much, just in case. At least the room was warmer than it had been the day before. Mak took some time to stretch and even did a small workout. He didn’t overexert himself as he didn’t want to sweat and wear wet, smelly clothes for the rest of the day.
It seemed that the guard took Kira’s instructions very literally, and when he passed with the gruel cart, he walked past Mak without stopping. Not that Mak minded, he told himself. Kira would be here at the latest tonight. He would eat then. Still, Mak had to reassure himself it was fine. He had eaten like an Old-World king these past few days, and he trusted she would be back for him.
A short time later, Mak saw the guard pass back, this time stopping at his door. He was not alone, accompanied by the rude admiral Mak had met at the cocktail the day Kira had bought him. Mak sat up on his cot, surprised to see the guard opening the glass door to his cell, albeit with reticence. He was even more surprised when the admiral confidently strode in and told the guard to leave them, that it shouldn’t take long. The guard obeyed, though glancing back at them, unsure.
Mak remained still as the admiral approached him.
“That little bitch thinks she’s better than everyone. She sleeps with a slave, knowing she could never be enough for a real man, refusing me! Me! First time I see her flaunting a slave. I may not be able to touch her, but for some reason, she’s into you, and I think fucking you up will fuck with her.”
Mak didn’t answer, not wanting to push the man in front of him to violence any faster than that deranged gleam in his eyes insinuated.
Mak internally debated his options. Should he defend himself? What chance did he even stand against the admiral, who likely had years of combat experience on him, in addition to being in better shape? And if Mak did defend himself, the man was still an Admiral. Mak was certain that this alone would doom him, even if it were self-defense.
Having arrived at that dejected conclusion, Mak didn’t react when the admiral stepped closer and grabbed him, flipping him over on the bed.
Mak felt heated shame at what was about to happen. It was that night all over again and he could once again do nothing against it. Kira had promised it would never happen again. Somewhere deep inside, he knew this was not her fault, but right now, he felt too hopeless to think otherwise.
Mak only stiffened and endured, trying to contain his emotions when he felt the man behind him shuffle with their clothing. Resolving to stay strong, he barely flinched when the man encircled his throat with his hand, squeezing, and whispered into Mak’s ear.
“It’s no fun if you want this. I didn’t realize you were just a whore who took what anyone would give. I thought you were special to her.”
Mak barely made out the meaning, steeling himself for what would come next.
But it never came.
In the heat of the moment, Mak hadn’t heard the door swoosh open. He hadn’t registered that they were no longer alone until he heard Kira’s enraged voice.
“What in the blazing Stars do you think you’re doing?” Kira must have shoved the other admiral away from Mak, as he felt the man’s hands drag off his throat. Mak scrambled to pull up his pants and face the room, holding a hand to his neck where the man’s grip was sure to leave a bruise.
The nook felt crowded with Kira, the other admiral, and Mak in the room. The female admiral Kira had talked to at the cocktail stood at the door, the guard and another hotel employee watching nervously from behind her.
Kira stood with her back to Mak, placing herself between him and the wretched man. Mak’s anger was mitigated by his relief that she had kept her promise. He doubled his resolve to stay strong, to be worthy of her, even when he had doubted her and felt that she had abandoned him.
The other admiral arranged his clothing, looking cocky and not at all worried about what he had been about to do.
“My dear, I was just going to sample him,” reasoning with her. “No need to get defensive, you know we all share.” He smirked haughtily.
Mak could only see her back, but he saw how tense she was, her fists closed tight. Before Kira could respond, the other female admiral that Mak remembered Kira calling Lorena, responded.
“Does this mean that you sneak around fucking everyone’s pets without us knowing? Truly, Tar, asking is one thing, but going at it without the owner’s permission is despicable. Get your own pet! Or are you too broke to buy one?”
“I have one from Orchidea-Prime, I’ll have you know!”
The man puffed his response as if the heaviest blow in the situation was the doubt cast upon his own ability to buy slaves.
“Then go use her! Why are you stealing away to use Admiral Kot’s pet? Or is it the fact that he’s male that excites you? You were always on your high horse about same-sex relations. Maybe you decided to try it in hiding? You don’t have to, you know, there are plenty of brothels that will accommodate even you!” Lorena taunted him.
Kira watched, exhibiting a level of restraint Mak doubted any ordinary person could show. Finally, it seemed that Kira had found her tongue.
“Leave, Tar, and never come close to what is mine again or I will not be as lenient. I do not share, especially with the likes of you.”
Tar narrowed his eyes at her but turned and pushed his way out of the nook without further comments.
A big part of Mak was disappointed that Kira would not take any tangible action against the admiral who had been about to rape him. Another part still was just relieved that the situation had gone no further and that it would soon be over.
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“What an asshole,” Lorena grumbled. “Crisis averted. We should get back. I don’t want to lose two days’ worth of continuing professional education credits by being late because of that cesspool of a male.”
Kira nodded but couldn’t bring herself to leave Mak here again. He clearly was not safe here.
“Thanks for having my back, Lorena. You go ahead. I’ll ask my Captain to stay with Mak until the end of the conference. I didn’t want to bother her on vacation, but with everything that’s happened, I feel I must impose, even if it’s just for the few hours left.”
“I understand. See you upstairs.”
Lorena gave Kira a leisurely two-finger salute and walked away. Kira passed the guard, who handed her Mak’s remote, seemingly contrite.
Kira messaged Macy asking her to meet her in her room as soon as possible, apologizing for the rush.
She and Mak had barely sat down on the sofas when Macy knocked at the door and Kira let her in, gesturing for Mak to stay seated.
“Well, that was certainly quick,” Kira looked at her friend inquisitively.
“I was having lunch in my room,” Macy shrugged in response.
“Alone?” Kira nudged her, wiggling her eyebrows with a knowing smile, noting Macy looked a bit disheveled.
“Are we ever truly alone? Now that is the real question,” Macy replied sneakily. Kira knew then that no, Macy had not, in fact, been having lunch alone in her room.
If lunch had even been what Macy was having. However, in her rush to get back downstairs, Kira sadly had no additional time to goad answers out of Macy.
“Well, I am very sorry I interrupted. I’ll tell you all about it when I come back, but I must get back down to finish the course. Can you please stay with Mak until then? I’ll make it up to you.”
“I take it the nooks are not as comfortable as they look?” Macy raised an eyebrow.
“Not at all. It seems they aren’t safe from assholes,” Kira answered grimly.
Just before turning around and leaving, she handed Macy the remote to Mak’s collar and added, “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”
Kira hurried out of the room and back to her seat, just in time for the conference to restart. She couldn’t pay attention to the rest of what was discussed, having Mak and that asshole Tar on her mind. How dare he? How dare he! And then to act like it was nothing, and just brush it off!
She had been fuming, had debated if she should attack him then and there. Kira had quickly approached the situation just as she would have a potential battlefield. What were the worst and best possible outcomes? What were the potential consequences?
She knew what she would gain from pounding into Tar. Revenge, the feeling of having protected Mak, Mak’s trust, the pure pleasure of kicking the asshole’s ass. She had little doubt she would come out on top in this encounter, even with his heavier weight.
She was well-trained and knew how to use his bulk against him, but she would have to have been careful in the cramped space. Kira honed her skills daily back in the ship’s training rooms, the odds were good. However, if she gave reign to what she truly wanted to do…
Infighting between admirals was highly discouraged. She could probably get away with a disciplinary warning considering the circumstances. However, that would come with a grounding, punishing her whole crew for weeks to months on end, depending on how quick she would get a hearing and how lenient the jury would be. Considering Tar likely had some friends on the council, she doubted they would both lose less than three months.
Not only that, but because Mak would have been at the root of the “disagreement” between two admirals, she would likely have been ordered by the council to sell him or permanently “get rid” of him to remove risk of future issues. None of the options were even remotely acceptable to Kira.
It had taken everything in her to restrain herself, to let Tar leave that room without a scratch, but no matter how much she wanted to, she could not let her emotions reign when the consequences could be so disastrous.
Her assessment having reassured her that she had taken the correct course of action, Kira’s attention returned to the room, where the conference was thankfully drawing to an end. There was an acknowledgment portion and then closing remarks.
Finally! She stood as everyone made their way to leave, thinking she would rush out of the room, but was stopped a few times with questions by the younger admirals she had met the previous day. Why couldn’t they have asked these yesterday? Kira grumbled inwardly, but maintained a pleasant manner, not letting on to her sole wish of getting out of there.
When she eventually exited the room and walked towards the elevators, she saw a young admiral approach her with a determined look on his face, his gorgeous, tiny female slave in tow.
Kira sucked in a breath, bracing herself for what he could possibly want. She didn’t recall meeting him in the previous days, but his face looked somewhat familiar. Had he been one of her suitors in the past? She’d had her share of young and ambitious men, with nothing but words backing up their promises, yet suddenly, nowhere to be found when action was needed. As it turned out, her initial guess was incorrect.
“Admiral Kot, my apologies for bothering you. I just wanted to say that some of us heard about what happened in the nooks and wanted to express our complete dissidence with the way your slave was treated. It was disrespectful and shameful, and we wanted to extend our disapproval.”
He extended his hand to his slave and she walked into his gentle side embrace, a shy smile on her lips. He kissed her head and rubbed her arm reassuringly. Kira was more than a little surprised at the public display of affection towards her, but pleasantly so. It seemed her profession was not completely doomed just yet.
“I thank you for letting me know, Admiral…?” She lengthened the last syllable, asking for his name.
“Maynard, second of the name,” he replied proudly. Ah! So she had met his father then, a proud older admiral who still followed the ethical code of conduct. It seemed he had taught his son well.
“Glad to meet you. How is your father?” She asked politely.
“The pleasure is all mine, Admiral. My father is well, thank you for enquiring. We are all trying to nudge him slowly to retirement, but he is stubborn, I’m afraid.” The admiral joked good-naturedly.
“May the Stars bless him with good health and safe flights. Thank you for stopping by. I must let you go, as I am awaited elsewhere.”
Kira truly wanted to get back to Mak now, the urge almost more than she could bear. The younger admiral nodded and pivoted to let her pass, still embracing his female.
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Mak had stayed seated on the sofa when Kira left him in Macy’s care.
“Are you alright?” Macy asked gently as she sat next to him.
Mak flinched, not expecting her compassionate tone. Not after his previous interactions with her where she had warned him into good behavior, and not with how she was usually boisterous in Kira’s company. He couldn’t bring himself to speak just yet. He had been quiet since the nooks.
His elbows on his knees, Mak rested his head in his hands and exhaled. Was he alright? Nothing had happened, really. Kira had appeared right in time, looking like an angry, avenging Goddess. He sent his thanks to the Stars.
He felt Macy’s hand pat his back, but that did not comfort him. In fact, he stiffened, finding it even more difficult to relax. She was not Kira. Macy seemed to notice his reluctance and gave him some space, shuffling to sit on the sofa across from him. After a few moments, she spoke to him.
“She likes you, you know,” Macy mused out loud. “She won’t let anything happen to you.”
Yeah, if she can, he thought. Mak grumbled mentally, when in reality, he wanted to scream at his helplessness. What if she wasn’t there, like today? What if she hadn’t made it in time? He knew it was not fair to put that on her, but it didn’t stop him from feeling this way. He didn’t respond.
“It’ll be better once we’re back on the ship. No one would dare do anything to you.”
He remained silent, his head bowed. She contemplated him, then added solemnly, “I have your back, Big Guy. I’ll stay with you when she can’t.”
He looked up at her then and saw her determination. He almost believed her.
Macy fidgeted with his remote, making him nervous that she would accidentally trigger something. His fixed gaze must have betrayed his thoughts as she stashed it into one of her jacket pockets, apologizing, abashed.
She stood and walked towards the sofa where he was sitting, and he thought she might come back to sit next to him, but she fidgeted with what Mak had thought were the controls to the buckles near the sofa. He resigned himself to being tied once more, but she just looked above his head, detaching something from the controls.
He looked up behind him and saw that she had turned on an entertainment screen embedded in the wall. Sound now resonated from around them as the broadcasting channel played.
“You can come sit on this side and watch with me. I promise I won’t touch you,” Macy patted the spot next to where she sat across from him. He joined her, trusting her to this extent.
She reviewed the most recent entertainment options. The hotel room was not equipped with a fully immersive movie experience, but it was 3D. The projectors extended out from the ceiling and walls, bathing them in the scenery of the movie. They couldn’t touch, feel or smell, but the room around them had dimmed and the background changed and glowed as the story unfolded.
Macy selected an action movie about cyborgs, apparently based on true events. Mak found he could relate. Though they looked almost perfectly human, they were not viewed as such, had no rights, and were overall disdained and discriminated against, if not outright hated.
The movie portrayed the cyborgs trying to escape the government as the evil side, trying to gain freedom from their cruel masters by selling industrial secrets putting the population at risk. Mak thought it was likely to be at least partially propaganda, to keep people distrustful of the cyborgs.
After all, having been a slave, Mak knew what it was like to be told what to do, with no hope, no way out. The cyborgs were in the same situation, except they risked their lives, and received nothing but hate and spite in return.
In the end, as he had expected, the cyborgs were put to death, the agent had “saved the day” and received a medal of valor for serving his government. It left Mak with a sour taste in his mouth, reminding him that he had not eaten since breakfast and was getting hungry.
Macy was flipping through the next options, undecided, when Kira came back into the room. Mak turned, assessing her. She did not seem any happier than when she’d left. She approached and plopped herself between him and Macy.
“You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to,” Macy said right away.
Kira looked at him, and he felt she was asking for permission with her eyes. He nodded, agreeing for her to share what had happened with Macy. Kira leaned into him, taking one of his arms and wrapping it around her, indicating she wanted to be held. He turned sideways to accommodate her in this position, pulling her against his chest and wrapping both of his arms around her. It seemed they both needed the comfort right now.
“It was Tar,” Kira started after settling in and taking a deep breath. “The arrogant piece of shit. We were on break for lunch, and I joined everyone in the dining room. One minute I’m talking to the other admirals, and the other the concierge comes in and brings me down to the nooks, saying someone is “visiting” Mak. So, I get there, and who do I see trying to…” she stops, and Mak feels it’s for his benefit. “It was Tar. I was sure I would jump him there and then...”
“Oh, shit. Are we grounded? Are you going to be okay? Will Mak?” The questions confused Mak. That was not the reaction he had expected from Macy.
“I restrained myself,” Kira deflated. “I am glad I did. Had I not, the best outcome would have resulted in Mak sold or killed, the crew grounded for months.”
“Stars, Kira, you are a stronger woman than I am. This is why you’re our Admiral and strategist. I would have reacted first, paid for it later.”
Mak felt guilty about his earlier thoughts about Kira not avenging him by attacking the admiral when she’d found them. He hadn’t known the risks, the possible consequences. Now, he was grateful for her restraint. He leaned forward into their embrace, smelling her hair, feeling so much safer now that she was back.
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Kira was so glad to be back, to see that Mak did not seem broken. She knew that had she arrived just a few moments later, it may have been too late. Feeling him breathing behind her, his arms wrapped around her, gently squeezing, she felt comforted. At the same time, she wondered if the roles should not be reversed right now, with her providing reassurance.
“What now?” Macy asked.
“Now, we try to enjoy the next two days off before returning to work. If I were a psychic, I would say that I foresee some beach time, delicious food, and good company in our future. You’ll have to show us what you’ve discovered here.”
Mak’s fingers, hidden behind her entwined hands, were tracing tiny infinity signs on her stomach, effectively distracting Kira.
“But you’ll have to come back tomorrow morning to do that because I have plans tonight,” Kira said, a naughty smile on her lips. Macy smirked.
“Alright, I know when I’m not wanted. I’ll come back for breakfast. Have an extra cup of coffee ready for me.” She slapped her thighs and stood. Macy fished out Mak’s remote from her jacket pocket, placing it on the marble table as she walked out of the room, leaving Kira and Mak sitting alone on the couch.
Kira detangled herself from Mak’s grasp. She sat sideways on the sofa, one ankle under her thighs, turning to look at him. She placed her hands on each side of his face, gazing into his eyes, silently pleading for him to be alright.
She didn’t know how to ask, didn’t feel like what came to mind was ever the right thing, so she just held him, feeling awkward in her observation of him.
“Kira,” Mak exhaled and paused. “I’m OK. You came just in time. I’m uninjured.”
He caressed her cheek with the back of one of his big, strong hands.
Kira almost scoffed. Uninjured. Physically uninjured was not the same as unhurt mentally and emotionally. She would never leave him in one of those places again. He would always stay with her now, she vowed to herself. If she had to set him free to ensure his safety, she would.
She shifted her hands from his cheeks to the back of his neck, intertwining her fingers, and leaned in to kiss him softly on the lips. Mak ran his palms over her back, pulling her closer against him.
Without breaking their kiss, Kira changed positions, placing one knee on each side of his thighs. His hands continued their exploring caresses, leaving her breathless.
“Mak, I want you,” Kira gasped.
“Yes, Mistress.” She smiled heatedly.
Every time he voiced those words, it was like they had a direct link to Kira’s core, stringing her tight, igniting her desire.
They helped each other out of their clothes, rushing to get naked. As soon as they had everything out of the way, Kira, already incredibly wet, impaled herself on his rigid member. Kira decided there that hearing him groan out in pleasure was one of her favorite things in the universe.
Mak’s hands on her hips encouraged her as she started slow. Soon, she couldn’t take it anymore and set a strenuous pace. Kira covered his hands, guiding him to aid her. He quickly understood and she let go, placing one of her hands on his shoulder, the other sliding between her legs to touch herself.
It didn’t take her long before she was moaning along with the erotic sound of their skin slapping. Almost there, she sobbed out his name repeatedly until she couldn’t take it anymore, letting go with one long howl.
Suddenly feeling shy, she hid her face in Mak’s neck, licking and sucking on the sensitive skin there. Kira kept rolling her hips, catching the waves of the aftermath of her orgasm. She felt Mak’s fingers dig into her butt as he let out his own groans of release, throwing his head back on the couch. Mak never let go, kneading the skin he had been gripping, then caressed her back.
They stayed entwined, taking their leisure in the aftereffects for some time. Finally, when Kira felt she could no longer ignore how sticky she felt, she decided it was time for a shower.
Slowly raising off Mak, she stood and extended her hand to him. She scooped up his remote as she walked towards the bedroom, Mak in tow. Dropping the remote on the bedside nightstand, Kira led him to the bathroom.
They showered together, lathering each other. Mak gently washed her hair, giving her scalp mild scratches. Turning around, Kira returned the favor, scratching his back when she was done with his shorter hair. She tousled it as she motioned the water off and turned on the dryer.
Exiting the shower stall, she pulled on a bathrobe and handed one to Mak. He picked up their clothes carefully. Kira made her way to her datapad and ordered dinner. She ordered an extra serving of dessert, determined this time not to steal Mak’s even if she wanted a second portion for herself.
She lounged on the chaise while Mak sorted their dirty clothes into the appropriate piles. She was done with this set of her uniform, having more casual clothing for the rest of her stay. When he was finished, she motioned him to her and scooted forward. He slipped behind her, and she rested her back on his chest. His arms went around her once more. She was starting to have favorite cuddling positions with him, she noted absentmindedly to herself. She raised her eyes to stare at his face, tracing his square jawline with her gaze. His stubble darkened it, leaving a sexy five o’clock shadow.
Kira was astonished when she realized that it was the first time that she took the time to appreciate his good looks. Of course, she had noticed that he was appealing from the first, but she hadn’t really put thought into the specific attributes she found alluring. She continued her perusal, drawing her notice to his straight nose and his full eyebrows sitting atop striking grey eyes sparkling with mirth.
“Appraising what you bought?” He asked. She was enthralled as his smile reached his eyes.
Kira crinkled her nose. “Maybe.”
“Do you like what you see?” He asked, his smile naughty. Kira thought he knew exactly how much she liked what she saw.
“You know I do.” At least, Kira hoped he knew by now. Not that she had been outspoken about it, but she hoped that her actions spoke louder than the absence of her words.
“Was the price worth it?” He asked.
She hoped he was still asking it good-naturedly, as his facial expression implied. She raised her hand and caressed his jaw.
“Every credit.” She whispered, replying honestly. When she had purchased him, she couldn’t have imagined what she would do with him. Now, she questioned if she could ever once more go without him.
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To say that he was relieved with her answer was an understatement. Mak had, of course, noticed it when she had started perusing him. He decided to poke fun at her, knowing she was currently satisfied with his performance. He was proud that only a tiny sliver of doubt entered him when he’d asked if he had been worth the credits.
Lounging like this with her in his arms was bliss. Even after what had nearly happened. He could almost forget; pretend they were alone and there was no other reality outside this room. His musings were short-lived as the sound of the doorbell resonated in the room. Their dinner had arrived.
She followed him into the main room as he rushed to get to the door. He would set everything up, determined once more to keep his position. Not that he thought of it as a position so much as maintaining his luck and staying in her good graces. He rolled the cart into the room and unloaded the various plates, as was becoming usual. She sat graciously on her couch, waiting without interrupting his work. Finally, he sat on his side and waited for her to start.
“Let’s see if I remember what I ordered. Wild game mini meat-pies, crustaceans in ombré sauce, sautéed spiraled root vegetables and steamed exotic rice blend.”
Before she could begin, he asked, “would you let me serve you?” Mak tried to bring any value he could.
“Actually, I prefer picking my own food.”
She must have seen the brief look of disappointment he hadn’t quite managed to contain as she quickly followed up, “but I’m sure I’ll need assistance with other things. Please, help yourself.”
Mak nodded. Not much he could do right now, here, in a luxury hotel where almost everything was already taken care of.
Kira picked out what appealed to her and beckoned him when he had once again waited until she was done. They ate quietly, enjoying the food. Mak took pleasure in every morsel, helping himself to a few meat-pies, to Kira’s delight, if the look she gave him was anything to go by.
When it was time for dessert, Mak noticed there was a teapot and three dessert plates. He could surmise, by Kira’s enjoyment of their previous meals, that she had decided to indulge. He placed two plates on her side, took one for himself, and poured each of them some tea. Dessert was a trio of crispy, rolled-up crêpe cookies, each stuffed with a different filling. The first one, he noted, looked like sweet cherries in syrup. The second was a light green cream. Upon tasting it, Mak decided it tasted slightly nutty, but he couldn’t name precisely which nut it could be. Most flavors were manufactured nowadays. The third was, of course, chocolate, with a dollop of whipped cream on top. Kira finished the first plate rather quickly, having opted to eat with her hands. Mak followed suit, finishing almost as fast.
Enjoying a sip of the smooth tea, Mak watched with fascination as Kira reached for her second plate. Taking the time to savor the second portion, Kira seemed to be better able to contain her moans this time. Perhaps she had preferred the previous desserts, Mak thought with lighthearted desolation.
“I have to say, my favorite is the pistachio one. I thought it would be the chocolate, because, of course, chocolate! I stand corrected.” Pistachio. That was the nut he couldn’t place. He had to agree, it had been the best out of the three.
Once they were done, Mak quickly put the plates away, placed them back on the cart, and pushed it out of the room into the corridor. Kira scooted over and waved him to her side when he finished. He sat next to her at one end of the sofa, full and content. Happy? Yes, happy, he realized. When was the last time he’d felt happy? Not in years.
She moved down the sofa and lay on her back, her head on his thigh. He looked down upon her, deciding not to contain his urge to run his fingers through her hair.
“Mak, if you could do anything now, what would you do with your life?” He froze for a moment but resumed his stroking as he truly thought about it.
He thought about his previous captain and how he had served on his ship for a few years. How he had gotten lucky that he was not sexually compatible with the captain’s species and how most of the crew was the same as the captain. He thought about how he’d managed to have it easier than some other slaves may have. Some things had still happened, but he tried not to think about them.
The years before that had been worse.  At first, he had been rebellious, in denial. After some time, and after being tired of always getting beaten, his will to fight back had deflated, and he’d concentrated on just surviving.
Now, what did he want? The first answer that came to mind was that he wanted to stay with her. He was starting to feel again. Not just feel for her, which were making themselves more and more known, but just feel in general. He had hidden himself away for so long, trying to protect himself from daily abuse, remaining stoic no matter what.
Besides, what would he truly do? His mechanical knowledge was likely obsolete. He wouldn’t be able to get on a crew without relearning a lot of it. However, just thinking about leaving her and setting off on his own once more seemed not only daunting but just… Unthinkable. He wasn’t certain of much in his life, but he was sure he wanted to explore where this, what they shared, what they could have, was going. And so, that is what he answered.
“I would stay right here, with you,” he said, looking down at her face, hoping his earnest expression showed her just how sincere his answer was.
“In this resort?” She asked, teasing him with a smirk.
“Anywhere you are,” Mak answered, resolute.
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Kira knew she was beginning to feel more for Mak than she had for any male in a long, long time. So, in an act of selflessness, she’d resolved to ask him what he wanted, determined to make it happen. His answer caught her off guard.
She’d thought, hoped, that maybe he was also feeling something towards her. In the past, she had at times thought so with other men, and it had either not been as serious as it had been for her, or they had called her delusional.
When Mak gave his answer, she prayed he was being truthful. How could she be certain? Was he just saying that because she held the power in their dynamic? She had offered to set him free, and he had chosen to stay. She hoped he knew he wasn’t obligated in returning what she was feeling, just because of his status. She bit her lower lip as the possibilities ran through her mind.
Ah, Admiral Kot could plan an invasion with determination yet place Kira in front of this emotional dilemma and there seemed to be too many unknown variables for her. Finally, she resolved not to let her self-doubt take control. Nothing prevented her from asking him the question again in a few weeks, or even months. The only thing she risked was her heart, she thought, dreading the outcome.
She hummed in response to his sweet declaration. Closing her eyes, she savored his strokes. With him, she felt cherished, taken care of. She could get used to this.
Kira suddenly felt the brunt of the long day catching up to her, feeling bone tired. It had been an emotionally draining day. She could only imagine how Mak felt after everything that happened, or almost did. She decided to call it an early night.
“Bedtime?” She asked him.
“Yes, Mistress.”
Did he know the tingling it gave her? He must, for he used the term too often for it to be innocent. She rose slowly from the sofa, and walked to the bedroom, followed by Mak. She dropped her robe on the chaise.
He followed suit and lay down on the bed just like last night. The remote was still on the bedside table. Kira put it in the drawer, deciding to trust him without buckling him to the wall tonight. She was generally a light sleeper anyway, so she would know if he reached for it, deciding to flee. Though why he would do that when she had offered him his freedom willingly, she had no idea.
She lay down beside him, wrapping herself around him possessively, a leg across his thigh and her arm over his strong chest.
Soon, her eyes drooping and lulled by his breathing, she fell asleep to sweet dreams of Mak and her, living happily on her ship.
This time, she awoke before Mak. As little as she usually liked mornings, she found she was enjoying lingering in the warm bedsheets with him. She hadn’t shifted much during the night, her leg still draped across from him. Her arm, however, had slipped lower, her hand hanging from the side of his torso.
Reminiscing about their play the night before, Kira felt mischievous, wanting to tease him this morning. Slowly, she raised her hand and traced her index finger over his nipple. She felt him wake with a small jerk and smiled naughtily up at him.
“I’m so sorry for waking you,” she said slyly.
“Somehow, I very much doubt that,” he replied huskily, returning her smile. “And I must admit, I am not sorry about it at all.”
Under his unwavering gaze, she glided her fingers down his torso to his growing hard-on, keeping her touch light and teasing. After a few featherlight touches, she wrapped him in her hand and pumped him steadily until his breathing grew labored. Her head was still on his pec, her lips so close to his nipple that she couldn’t resist.
Licking her lips, she gave him a tentative lick and heard his surprised moan. She looked up to gauge his reaction and noted he had enjoyed that. Bringing her lips back to his nipple, she pressed a kiss and licked again languorously.
She saw him getting closer and closer to blowing and decided she would give him what he needed without further teasing, pumping him faster. Finally, he tilted his head back and groaned, his release shooting on his abs. She smiled mischievously.
“What a mess you made! We need a shower!” She crinkled her nose in good humor.
“My deepest apologies, Mistress. I was overtaken by you.”
“Do I hear a complaint?” She raised an eyebrow.
“Absolutely not. Please feel free to overtake me at your discretion.”
“Don’t doubt that I will,” she said, walking her fingers over his chest, then tapping his nose once with her index finger.
“At my earliest convenience,” she added. She heard his breath catch, finding it delightfully adorable. Turning away, she rolled off him.
“Join me. I’m sure you can make yourself useful washing my back.” He did.
In the shower, the steam rose as they lathered each other up. It was an intimate scene. She could get used to this, Kira thought.
Mak started by washing her hair, running his fingers through her tresses, lightly scratching her scalp. He then rubbed her back, lathering soap across it and massaging her shoulders.
She was so relaxed by his touch that she barely realized when his hands slipped around her, cupping her breasts and teasing her nipples. Her silent gasp escaped unbidden as one of his hands made its way lower, his middle finger landing perfectly on her clit.
His slow circles became faster, more insistent in their demands of her body. She extended an arm to her side, bracing her palm on one of the shower walls as her chest rose and fell breathlessly. Her other hand reached above and behind her, wrapping around the back of his neck as she moved her hips to the rhythm of his strokes.
Water rivulets flowed down her hair, her back and side, keeping her warm yet shivering from his touch. Soon, and perhaps too soon, his ministrations drove her to her own orgasm. She let out a long moan as she came, grateful for his strong hands and support as she almost slipped down in a puddle of wobbly limbs.
He gently turned her to face the side of the stall, placing her hands on the wall. For a second, she wondered if he would continue their sexual encounter, but she felt his hands roam across her body, soaping her up. Turning to look back at him, she saw him kneel, softly cleaning between her nether lips, washing away proof of their intimate moments. His tender aftercare made her feel treasured.
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After the way she woke him up, Mak had wanted nothing more than to return the favor to this amazing woman. He still couldn’t believe she had found him. Stars, how his luck had turned. He made sure to wash her gently yet thoroughly. Kneeling behind her, her asscheeks were too tempting to resist a taste. He left little nips and kisses on each cheek. After some time, she wiggled away from his grasp, giggling, and they finished their shower.
Once they were both done in the bathroom, they dressed in casual clothing. Kira told him she would order breakfast and message Macy to notify her they were “decent” and ready for company. She made him want to be anything but.
He followed her to the living room, where they lounged around until the doorbell rang a first time with their breakfast, and a second time when Macy joined them, dressed just as casually as them.
This time, there were three plates, cups, and three sets of cutleries, he noted, setting the table for all of them. Next, he places the variety of dishes in the middle and poured each of them their coffee the way they liked it, earning a smile from Macy as she tasted it.
“Mmm, just the way I like it,” Macy approved. “Good job remembering, but I hate to break it to you, Big Guy, we have some great beverage replicators onboard the ship, so you’ll have to do more than that to stay relevant,” she teased. Not knowing how that hit home with his own internal questions about his relevance, she continued. “Not that we have real coffee, but still. Good thing you have other qualities,” Macy winked at him, emphasizing the last word.
He felt himself blush. He knew she had meant it as a joke, but it got him wondering once again how he would remain useful to Kira, how he could make her want to keep him. Was what they were developing enough? What if it was just sex for her? Would he still be enough?
Macy sat next to Kira, relegating him to his usual seat across from them. As always, he waited for them to help themselves, noting which options seemed to be their favorites to make sure there were leftovers after he made his own selection. Kira had ordered a little extra to compensate for Macy’s presence, he noticed. Once again, everything tasted great.
They ate in relative silence. He knew Kira was not a morning person, and it seemed the two friends had known each other long enough to have an unwritten rule about conversation before coffee. It was wise, in his opinion, a sign of their friendship and deep understanding.
He refilled Kira’s coffee twice before they were done with breakfast. Macy had opted for a bottle of juice the second time, and he dared to also reach for one. By now, he doubted that Kira would refuse it to him, but old habits die hard, and he made sure to move slowly. When nobody reacted, he relaxed and sat back in his seat, enjoying his juice.
Mak cleared the table when they were done, leaving the cart outside the room. He had barely rejoined them at the sofas when a knock surprised him. He turned to answer the door. The concierge stood at the entrance and handed Mak a shopping bag. Mak frowned, confused, but figured Kira must have ordered something. He closed the door, thanking the concierge, and brought the bag to her.
“Oh, you can keep that. You’ll need to change into those swim trunks before we head to the beach shortly,” Kira explained.
“Thank you, M… Admiral.” He caught himself quickly, not wanting to call her “Mistress” in front of the Captain. Her reaction to him using that word had not gone unnoticed by him, and he tried to reserve it for when they were alone to savor it. He enjoyed being able to pull the sensuous responses out of her.
“Should I go change now?”
“Might as well. I’ll go change too so that we may go. I am looking forward to soaking up as much of the sun and beach as we can today.” Macy also stood.
“I’ll meet you back here in a few minutes. Just going to change in my room and then we can head out.”
Kira and Mak both headed to the bedroom to change, making quick work of it. Mak discovered that the bag he held contained blue swim shorts, a short-sleeved shirt, a long towel, beach shoes, a cap, and sunglasses.
In the meantime, Kira had changed into a shiny teal two-piece swimsuit. Mak felt the heat rise in him at the sight, along with a possessive feeling of jealousy that any other male could see her in this state. Realizing he was probably staring longer than was proper, Mak averted his gaze.
Kira wrapped a gauzelike aqua skirt around her sensuous hips, only somewhat hiding her glorious thighs. Mak swallowed, trying to contain himself, remembering the feel of her asscheeks between his teeth. This day would be torture, he now knew. Kira slipped on big sunglasses and donned a sun hat as well as sandals. She handed him a beach bag.
“My stuff is already in there. You can add your towel in there.” He followed suit and carried the bag.
Macy joined them shortly, equally attired for a day in the sun. Although her attire was just as tantalizing in revealing more than it hid, Mak had eyes only for Kira.
They all set off, taking the elevator to a floor he had not visited yet, marked as “beach access”. The corridor on that floor opened to a huge glass door that slid open as they approached. Once outside, he almost froze. The scenery was gorgeous!
He had never thought that he would visit such a place, even when he had been free. It had certainly been above his pay grade. The moist heat of the day hit him almost like a blast as he exited the building. His feet almost immediately sunk into the soft, warm, pristine, pink sand. What looked like Old-Earth palm trees and other exotic trees and greenery grew further away from the shore. The water itself was a crystal-clear cyan color and he could make out the few tiny, colorful fish in it.
Along the beach, a multitude of well-distanced lounge chairs lined the shore, some with shade makers replicating palm leaves. Even as early as it was, some of them were already occupied. If he had the means of staying here for leisure, he’d certainly have made the most of every minute of this haven.
Further away, he saw a cabana bearing a sign announcing it as a bar and restaurant, and another one further away indicating it was a spa, likely where Macy had gotten the massage that she had mentioned the other day.
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As they arrived on the beach, Kira closed her eyes, inhaling deeply, enjoying the clean air. Stars, what a difference from a ship’s recycled air! Even with the superior filters she stocked on her ship, this fresh air was still incomparable. She savored the light breeze in her hair and the warm feeling of the sun on her exposed skin. This… this was the life!
For a very brief moment, Kira asked herself again why she had so empathically refused to become a trophy wife when she could enjoy days like this every day. Then again, remembering the kind of company she would have to keep, and especially the kind of husband she would likely have to marry, that thought quickly negated itself.
Opening her eyes and bringing herself back to the present, she noticed Mak was standing slightly behind her, waiting, while Macy had made herself comfortable on one of four lounge chairs pulled close together. Kira took the chair to Macy’s right, motioning Mak to take the one to her right. An empty chair remained to Macy’s left.
Kira asked Mak to hand her a towel from the bag and covered the chaise lounge with it, directing Mak to do the same. She lay down, activating the invisible UV protector shield on her hat. That way, she was not worried about getting burned, and the shield automatically adjusted to the strength required to make sure she got a tan but not a burn, per her selected programming. She explained to Mak how to turn it on and adjusted his, as he had looked at her with curiosity and explained he had never used one.
It was still early, and Kira didn’t feel much like talking. She just wanted to enjoy the heat and the breeze. Closing her eyes, she relaxed, her body going slack. Kira was not one for naps, there were always more urgent things to do, but right now, she thought, she could let herself indulge in one.
Sometime later, a sculpted, bare-chested cabana boy passed by to take their drink orders. He took Kira’s order, barely looking at Mak, only flashing a glance at his slave collar with disdain. Kira ordered a fruity drink for herself and Mak, liking the idea that it was presented in the fruit itself. It looked cute in the advertisement, with its colorful, stripy straw and tiny ornamental umbrella. She wondered what could have been the use of that umbrella in the Old-World, being so small. The drink was advertised as having been known as a “Piña Colada” back then. Try as she might, she could not come up with a logical response.
When the waiter approached Macy’s side, Kira noticed that he acted very familiar with her and… was Macy flirting with him? Kira had only heard the end, as the sound of the waves had covered the rest but from Macy’s demeanor, it seemed so.
“I’ll have the same as yesterday,” Macy winked at the cabana boy.
“My pleasure,” he practically purred in reply, a heated look in his eyes.
He walked away to the cabana, presumably to get their order ready. He brought back their drinks, handing them to the right person. Then, surprising Kira, he laid down on the lounge chair on the other side of Macy.
Macy seemed to have expected that, as she turned to face him and traced his bare chest with her finger. The man smiled at her, putting his hand on her waist. Macy leaned in to kiss him and from what Kira could see, grabbed his butt. Well, it seemed her captain had had fun in the last few days without her, Kira thought. Of course, she was a grown woman and could do whatever she wanted. They were on vacation, after all. Mak looked surprised to see Macy in such a display, but wisely kept any possible comments to himself. Leaning back in her chaise, Kira sipped her drink then closed her eyes and tried to ignore the sounds of their kissing.
After some time, Kira had to resign herself to the unfortunate realization that the nap she was hoping to take would not happen. She just couldn’t fall asleep with the sounds of Macy making out. Kira wasn’t even sure if she was disappointed, and she had to admit to herself that perhaps she was even just a tiny bit turned on. Turning to Mak, she concluded he must be in the same situation if the half-mast in his shorts was anything to go by. Kira smirked at him but didn’t comment. Macy was an alluring woman; Kira knew it herself.
“Mak, would you hand me my datapad please, it’s in my bag.”
Mak blinked and promptly obeyed, donning a noncommittal facial expression and an almost forced relaxed position on his chaise.
Kira browsed her datapad, checking in on the ship, and ordering a few things to be delivered there for Mak. He had decided to stay, and Kira was committed to making him comfortable. She would find him something to do on the ship so that he felt useful. They had a training room with virtual courses that she could assign him.
She was already thinking about what he would be good at and enjoy. He had mentioned he’d been a fleet mechanic at some point in life. Perhaps he would like to update his skill set in that domain. If not, Kira was sure they would find something else. She realized she was already imagining them a life together on her ship, bringing him into her medium to long-term plans. Well, it was good to be prepared, she thought, and if he changed his mind… The only thing that would truly be affected would be her heart.
It was getting warmer as the day advanced, Kira noticed, and decided it was time for a dip in the inviting cyan water. She stood, handing her datapad and hat to Mak, and removed her shirt.
“You can put the datapad and our hats away, let’s go for a dip.” Mak was quick to comply, seemingly excited at the idea of cooling down. He took off his shirt, glasses, and hat, carefully placing them on the chair.
She almost forgot about his collar, but then at the last second, asked him to pass the bag to her. Taking it out, she changed the range outside of the regulation parameter. She was technically not supposed to be doing this as ranges were regulated in public spaces, but Kira didn’t see a way for Mak to come with her for a swim otherwise. Besides, she was fairly sure he would not leave, and absolutely sure she could keep him in line or overtake him, should he try. It beat the alternative of taking the remote into the water and risking a wave washing it away. Dropping the remote back in the bag, she left it on her chair.
Kira and Mak walked towards the shore, the sand smooth under their feet. Macy didn’t join them, still engrossed with her cabana boy.
“Can you swim?” Kira asked, doubting he could.
He confirmed her assumption. Few people knew how. Swimming was mostly an activity practiced by the upper class, as it was unlikely that others would have access to a large enough body of water to swim freely. Most clean oceans and lakes had been claimed for resorts or private use. As for rivers large enough to swim in, they were usually too active or too polluted to be used enjoyably for such an activity. Some smaller planets or outposts had calmer rivers, their poorer residents using them for washing, but the rivers themselves were too narrow and often also too shallow to swim in.
The waves were not too high and quite gentle, Kira noted. Still, she would be careful and keep an eye on Mak. They entered the water together, Mak only slightly behind her. She extended her hand to him, beckoning him to join her. When he reached for her, she didn’t let go. Together, they walked further and further into the water until it reached Kira’s chest. Mak, being taller, was not in as deep.
Kira pulled Mak closer. She wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist, hanging on to him. She gasped, feeling his growing erection pressing against her core. With the warm water surrounding them, it almost felt like it was pulsing against her. She gyrated against his member suggestively, Mak’s hands going to her back to steady her.
If he had known how to swim, Kira would have likely taken this opportunity to do some very naughty things in the water, encouraged by the soft waves. However, not wanting to take undue risks, she restrained herself from impaling herself on Mak despite her own wishes. Not realizing that she was pouting, Kira was surprised when Mak took her lower lip gently between his, nipping her before kissing her deeply. She returned his kiss sensuously, Mak catching her moans with his eager mouth.
Despite Kira’s best intentions to remain virtuous, Mak seemed to have other plans as his hand dipped into Kira’s bathing suit bottoms, teasing her clit. Unbidden, Kira’s thoughts went to Macy’s moans and noises earlier. It didn’t take long for her to come, riding a wave both inside and outside her body. Still hanging on to Mak, Kira hugged his neck, a mellow feeling overtaking her.
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Mak was a little anxious stepping into the ocean at first, especially after Kira had asked him if he could swim, reminding him that the vast ocean could be risky if he were not careful and went too far. He made sure to stay close, holding her hand, but making sure it seemed casual and not too hard of a grip. Sure, he was anxious, but also quite excited to be out in such an expanse of beautiful water.
It felt incredible. Clean, fresh, warm, comfortable, surrounding… Mak took a few moments to savor the new feelings. It was certainly different from taking a bath, which he’d only recently had occasions to take. Even before becoming a slave, baths had been rare as ships didn’t usually have full baths but rather misters or showers.
Now, sinking into the sand and moving with the waves, led by the enchanting woman ahead, Mak felt like he was in some kind of fairy tale. Her hair flowed behind her, the breeze lifting it like in an advertisement. When she turned his way and smiled, his chest constricted from the sight. He was under a spell she had no knowledge of having cast.
As she pulled him closer, climbing him and wrapping her arms and legs around him, Mak couldn’t help his growing erection. It did not go unnoticed, as he felt Kira move against him. Sucking in a breath, he wrapped his arms around her, supporting her.
Stars, this woman would undo him. She held back from going further with her touch, and Mak almost protested but restrained himself to only a groan. Unable to resist her pout, he leaned in to nibble on her lips. He decided that if Kira was not going to take them both further, he would at least bring her to completion.
He slid his hand under her swimsuit bottoms. Mak loved how responsive she was to his fingers, loved the look on her face when ecstasy overtook her moments later, loved how she trusted him in her afterglow, hanging to him.
He tenderly washed away any proof of their sensual activity, his fingers lightly caressing between her nether lips. Kira shuddered in his hold, still sensitive there. Mak was no longer worried about the water around them. The waves were so calm, perfect accomplices to the sensuous ambiance. He leaned his head against Kira’s and closed his eyes, enjoying the moment and committing it all to memory.
At some point, Kira turned her head and looked up into his eyes with a hazy smile.
“I could stay like this forever,” she said.
“Forever is a long time. I have a feeling you might change your mind around lunchtime,” Mak replied jokingly.
“Now that you mention it, if I can’t have you as a snack, we might as well get one at the cabana. Let’s go ask Macy if she’s interested in joining us.”
Kira slipped her legs down from where they had been wrapped around his waist. She slid her hands down his neck to his chest, staying there a few seconds, running her tongue across her lips. But then, to Mak’s disappointment, she seemed to decide it was best to abandon her naughty thoughts. She smiled knowingly, took his hand, and lead him back to the shore.
They each lay down on their chaises, letting the sun dry them. Macy briefly acknowledged their return, only temporarily taking her lips off the cabana boy whose roaming hands explored more than just the appropriate places. The man glared at Mak, staring him down haughtily. Mak wondered what his problem was.
“Macy, after we dry, how do you feel about lunch?” Kira asked.
“Sounds good. I’ll go take a dip myself then if we’ll be heading back in for a break soon. It’s getting hot out here,” Macy winked. Mak had no doubt she did not only mean temperature-wise. Macy pulled the cabana boy behind her, rushing into the water as it splashed around them. Kira shook her head at her antics, chuckling.
Mak closed his eyes, enjoying the rays of the sun and the growing warmth on his skin. Having never enjoyed something quite like this before, he had not known what he was missing. After today, if he had to go back to his life the way it had been before, Mak knew a part of himself would always miss this feeling of pure wellness and contentment. He’d once heard someone talking about having something they called “winter blues” when they were stationed on a cold planet. Mak couldn’t quite fathom what was so bad, as they were mostly indoors, and the station was fully equipped. Having experienced this today, he could now understand.
After some time, Macy and the cabana boy made their way back to lie down on their chairs. Mak thought she looked more relaxed and could only assume that what they had been doing in the water was not so different from what had occupied him with Kira.
They too lay around drying, somehow managing to keep their hands off each other, Mak thought, smirking.
“What are you laughing at?” The cabana boy shot at him. Mak was surprised that he was being called out. He had noticed the cabana boy had not been the nicest towards him when he had waited on them but figured he would ignore it.
When Macy had invited the cabana boy to join them on the other chair, Mak still felt he was no one to comment on this. Now, it seemed the cabana boy was not so happy that Mak had looked at them.
“Nothing, sorry,” Mak answered quickly.
“Yeah, you better be. The likes of you have no right to look at their betters like that.”
Mak gasped, the comment bringing back the reality that he was still a slave. He barely saw Kira’s eyebrows shoot up as Mak lowered his gaze to the sand. At that moment, Mak felt lower than dirt. The feeling of having nothing, being nobody, came back with a vengeance, reminding him of his “place”.
“Is something wrong?” Macy asked, turning to look at Mak, then at the cabana boy.
“I just can’t believe slaves would dare stare like that. He clearly hasn’t been beaten enough to know how to behave.” He said, feeling perfectly justified in his comments.
The cabana boy did not seem to realize that he was alone in his outrage, Kira and Macy clearly not sharing his sentiment. From the corner of his eye, Mak noticed them stiffen and share a look.
“I think we’re done here, boy,” Macy dismissed him.
“What? I thought we were going for lunch?” The man complained.
“Changed my mind. Thanks for your time. I’ll leave your tip when we settle the tab.” Macy waved him away.
Mak felt Kira’s hand on his chin, raising his eyes. He looked up in time to see the cabana boy shuffle off, huffing in frustration.
“I don’t understand,” Mak dared ask.
He expected Kira to answer but instead got a reply from Macy.
“I told you, Big Guy, I got you. Even if it means letting go of sweet cheeks there. He wasn’t worth it anyway, just a passing distraction.” Macy winked at him.
Mak was flabbergasted. He wasn’t sleeping with Macy and yet she had let her arm candy go without a second glance because the man had been rude to Mak. He barely knew how to feel and knew not at all how to react.
“Thank you,” he murmured, humbled.
“Big Guy?” Kira asked, turning to Macy for clarification on the name.
“What can I say, he grew on me, I gave him a nickname,” Macy shrugged seemingly nonchalantly. From the look Kira and Macy shared, it seemed to be anything but. It gave him a tingly feeling, a sense of belonging, of acceptance. Something he never thought he’d feel again.
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It meant something, that Macy had accepted him. Macy never liked any of the guys that Kira had dated, and for good reason. She was usually a good judge of character. What did it say of Kira that the first guy Macy approved of was Kira’s slave? Kira decided not to think too much about this, and instead asked “so… lunch?”
They all stood, their skin had had time to dry in the time they had been lounging around. Macy and Kira both put on their wraps. Kira pulled out a top from her bag, while Mak put his shirt back on. Picking up their stuff, they all headed to the cabana restaurant where a waitress led them to a table on the outdoor deck.
Kira ordered a bit of everything for the table, deciding to pick up the tab for lunch. It was mostly seafood and salads, as that was the typical fare at this cabana. Everything was fresh and delicious. They ate quietly, enjoying the sound of waves and the birds sitting in the exotic trees near the deck. Kira looked out, noticing a trail leading into the trees.
“You feel like a walk after this? Could be nice out there.” Kira pointed to the trail.
“Sure but let’s change into better shoes. I’d prefer also wearing clothes that cover more than my boobs,” Macy quipped.
“Sounds good. I’ll get the tab.” Kira took a last sip of juice and stood.
“Hey, could you add a hundred credits on there and tell them it’s for the cabana boy? He earned it before he opened his stupid mouth.” Kira accepted. Macy always paid her back but they had the kind of relationship where it wouldn’t be necessary.
“Stupid men, who open their mouths to speak nonsense, the bane of our existence, right?” Kira grumbled good-naturedly, shaking her head.
“Mmm, you’ve kept this one around. He must have done something right with his mouth,” Macy teased, wiggling her eyebrows. Kira giggled.
“To be fair, yes, he absolutely has. He’s smarter than most though.” Kira winked at Mak, stroking his cheek. He looked abashedly at her.
She paid the tab and they set off back to their rooms to change. They decided to meet at the elevator when they were done, agreeing to make it quick. Kira and Mak changed into comfortable clothes. Kira handed him two water bottles that the hotel complimentarily provided in the bedrooms and pocketed Mak’s collar remote. Kira was actually looking forward to exploring the flora a little more. It looked so beautiful, and she was quite excited to get moving. She was starting to miss her workouts.
She led them at a brisk pace back to the trail. They set off through the trail that started near the cabana. It was wide enough for them to walk side-by-side at first, clearly having been carefully manicured for the pleasure of resort guests. Further in, the trail narrowed to a one-person width.
Macy walked behind Mak, who walked behind Kira. It was their usual marching order when they were with their crew, Kira leading and Macy often closing the march, unless the group was too large, and she was needed for immediate consultations with Kira.
Kira was enjoying the walk, slowing to a more leisurely pace, embracing the nature surrounding them. The exotic birds did not shy away from them, whistling their songs. Little marsupials sprang from branch to branch above their heads. It felt like they were in one of those nature documentaries about tropical locales.
Glancing behind, Kira saw Mak and Macy looked just as enchanted by their stroll. After some time, Kira asked if they should head back now, as they had ventured quite some way. Turning around, it was now Macy that led them, Mak and Kira following. She absolutely did not steal glances at his broad shoulders and shapely butt during their walk back. No, she definitely did not…
What an amazing day, Kira thought. Her muscles felt warmed up from the walk, and she was overall really relaxed from the ocean, and how Mak had played her like an instrument there.
“You know what would end this day perfectly?” Macy asked, turning her head so that they could hear her. Not waiting for a reply, Macy answered her own question. “A massage.”
Kira had to agree, it did sound nice. Back at the hotel, they agreed they would go to the resort spa next, after taking a shower and changing into clean loungewear. Kira slipped Mak’s remote into her lounge pants pocket.
Once again meeting at the elevators, Macy led them to the spa where she had previously enjoyed a massage while Kira had been busy at the conference. They checked in at the front desk, giving their room numbers to the receptionist.
“I’m sorry, Admiral but you must check in your slave in the nooks at the hotel, as we don’t have holding facilities here,” the young girl told Kira.
Kira saw Mak stiffen next to her. She had almost forgotten about it. No way was she leaving him there again if she remotely had a choice. Thinking fast, she asked, “what if I pay for a massage for him. He’d be a client, and could have a massage bed next to mine, right?”
The girl seemed to be at a loss but then acquiesced. They were led to the massage rooms, Kira and Mak were placed in one room and Macy in another. Instructing them on where to leave their clothes on hooks nearby, the attendant bid them undress and lie down. Mak looked a bit nervous but didn’t say anything.
A few moments later, their massage therapists arrived, a pair of Dirubians. Macy hadn’t been kidding when she gushed about the four-handed massage. Dirubians were a species that had four arms, two on each side. The male and female were both attired in the resort uniform and appeared professional. The man approached Mak, and Kira noticed Mak stiffen.
“I’d prefer a male therapist, please,” Kira said before they could take their places.
“Very well,” the male inclined his head and walked in her direction. After that, Kira saw Mak relax, and she could finally do the same.
With the therapist’s hands beginning their work, Kira tried to let go, to consciously loosen her muscles. It took some mindful effort on her end. She had not been for a massage for quite some time and had quite a few knots to relieve. However, after some time, she forgot about anything other than how good it felt, melting into the incredible touch.
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Mak thought he would just sit around on one of the spa couches in the waiting room while Kira got her massage. What he had not expected was when the receptionist had asked he be sent back to the nooks. He had been hoping to be done with the horrid place. However, when he realized that there would be no other way, he had almost resigned himself to the inevitable before Kira asked if he could also get a massage.
He looked up at her in disbelief. He knew this was an expensive resort. The price of a massage was likely close to what she had paid for him in the first place. Still, when he laid down on the massage bed and saw the four-handed male approach him, he couldn’t help the apprehension that overtook him, remembering his trauma. Kira, the Stars bless her, had likely seen it and asked the male to massage her instead. He relaxed as the female’s hands started with a light touch, deepening into a tissue massage. He almost groaned when he felt his muscles loosen as she kept working the skin on his back.
Kira closed her eyes, a relaxed smile on her lips. Mak concentrated on remembering the therapist’s movements, determined to at least try to recreate this for Kira once they were alone. He would use this as an expensive learning opportunity and perhaps she would get some use out of him, he thought, only somewhat derisively. After some time, he found it hard to concentrate and just savored the feeling. The massage was soon over, and they headed back to the resort.
“That was amazing. Thank you, Macy, for making sure I didn’t miss out on it. Now I feel like mush.”
“You are most welcome. You feel like getting a drink at the bar before dinner?”
“Sure, why not. I could finally get one of those layered fruity drinks I saw advertised.” Kira gushed.
Mak followed along a little behind, resuming the role of a dutiful slave. He had to admit he also felt quite relaxed, a lot of the pent-up stress he had been carrying drifting away. He felt safe in Kira and Macy’s company.
When they reached the bar, Kira asked for a booth for them. He looked around and noticed that a few admirals he had seen on previous occasions occupied the bar, some accompanied by their slaves. Mak observed, trying to gauge how he should behave. Some slaves were sitting on the provided cushions near the seats, some were sitting on the chairs next to their masters.
The maître d’hôte led them to their booth and Mak was relieved when Kira waved him to slide to the booth’s center. He was glad she was considerate, that she had even noticed, and although she had not given him reason to think otherwise in her previous treatment of him, it was nice to be treated so much better than he had in years.
He slid into the middle of the booth bench, followed by Kira who sat on one side, and Macy who closed him in on the other. Kira swiped her hand over the table, raising the holographic menu. She swiped through the drinks, pausing on the ones that looked sweet and fruity.
“Aha! This one!” She stopped at a six-layered multicolor drink served in a long glass.
“You sure you don’t want another brandy?” Macy taunted.
“I think I’ve had enough Ambrelian brandy to last until the next event, thank you very much.” Mak smiled at Kira’s expression. He knew by now that it was far from her favorite drink, having been obligated to it at the cocktail, and likely at other such events that attracted the admiral crowd.
“Mak, what do you want?” Kira slid the images his way. It took him by surprise, and he looked back at Kira to make sure she was serious.
“I… I can have water,” he stumbled over the words. He looked around, noticing that only one other slave had a drink, and it was water.
“Nonsense. We’re having a drink together, Big Guy.”
Macy swiped the menu towards her and commented on certain drinks, asking Mak what he preferred, going through the options of sweet, salty, spicy, sour, and other flavors they offered. Mak felt shy about voicing a preference. They all ended up getting the same thing as it was the signature drink of the bar, and he had honestly wanted to try it, though being initially deterred by the price tag.
They entered their order, and a few minutes later, a very scantily dressed waitress served them their drinks. Mak noticed how she got leered at by other male clients. Knowing that she was probably obligated to dress that way for work, and how it must feel to be stared at like a piece of meat all day, he barely contained his shudder. At least she got paid for it, he thought, remembering his own unpleasant experiences.
Kira took a sip, and Mak shifted his attention to her, expecting her to moan. How she could be so serious and closed off as an admiral, and yet so genuine in his and Macy’s company, Mak was still amazed. 
His gaze glued to her plump lips, as they encircled the straw, and of course, his mind right away went to her lips wrapped sensuously around his dick. Lost in his sudden fantasy, Mak almost missed the smirk on those luscious lips. It drew his look to her eyes. She’d caught him staring. Blushing, he drew his eyes back down to her drink.
“So, Mak, what do you think?” Macy nudged him, impishly asking him about the drink. She knew full well he hadn’t yet tried it, as the layers were all still intact.
He drew his attention back to his own glass, pulling it closer and taking a sip. The price matched the taste, he thought. It was a good drink, so many flavors blending perfectly together. He wondered how it was possible to draw from all the layers at the same time. There must be something special about the straw, he thought.
“It’s really good,” he replied shyly. Macy was also sipping her.
“Mmm, so worth it. A tropical paradise for the tastebuds,” Macy declared.
He couldn’t have said it better. And he hadn’t... Suddenly, he felt inadequate. He knew he generally didn’t talk much. Mostly, it was because anything he would say could possibly be used against him. As a result, he was no longer used to loquacious discussions. Would Kira get bored of him because of this? He decided he would make a conscious effort to express himself more. Carefully. At least on safe subjects. In the meantime, he would enjoy the feeling of being treated as a normal person.
Sitting between Kira and Macy on the tall, cushioned booth bench, Mak almost felt like this was a regular evening out with friends. They were including him in their chit-chat about the resort, the rooms, and the amenities. At first, he wondered if he would be able to keep up with the conversation but they seemed to consciously keep the topics light so that he could participate. He truly appreciated their thoughtfulness, feeling included.
“So, tomorrow is the last day. What’s on the menu?” Macy asked.
“You’re the tour guide. Anything else that would be interesting here?”
“If you enjoyed today, we could do the beach again tomorrow morning, followed by a pink mud wrap. I heard it leaves the skin silky and moisturized for weeks.”
“Mmm, that does sound nice. Let’s meet up around eleven o’clock. I want to sleep in, have breakfast and check in on the crew in the morning. Then, we’ll go relax.”
“Deal,” Macy replied. They resumed their chat, discussing inconsequential banalities.
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After the bar, they went back to their rooms. Macy left them to their own devices in Kira’s suite. Kira dropped the beach bag by the sofas and ordered a light dinner.
Kira had noticed some admirals remained at the hotel past the conference as well and had thrown looks their way at the bar. She didn’t feel like going to the formal restaurant setting and dragging Mak along to that. It would certainly not feel as free as the more casual bar atmosphere had and she didn’t want to live through a potentially antagonistic encounter. Moreover, the drink they’d had was surprisingly strong and Kira felt lethargic after their relaxing day.
The food was once again delicious but Kira’s eyes were closing on their own, leading her to suggest a quick shower and an early bedtime.
Mak seemed just as relaxed as she was and quickly agreed. She led the way to the bedroom, undressing as she went and dropping her clothes on the chaise lounge in the bedroom. Mak had followed her into the bedroom, undressing as well. Kira noticed he seemed to be less inhibited around her lately. Maybe it was just the effect of the massage, she thought.
“You go shower first,” she told Mak. He nodded once and proceeded to the bathroom.
In the meantime, Kira quickly checked on any urgent messages she may have. Nothing drastic popped up, her crew having everything in hand. She noted, satisfied, that all shift changes happened timely, everyone having obeyed her orders.
Mak soon came out of the bathroom naked, and Kira looked up from her datapad to acknowledge his presence. She motioned for him to lay on the bed.
He complied, taking the same position he had in the past days. It was their last night at the hotel and she would forego cuffing him once they were on board her ship, she vowed to herself. After all, so far, he had done nothing to instill doubt.
Besides, she had offered him freedom. He could leave anytime. She gently tugged for extra length and made sure he was comfortable before going to take her own quick shower.
She joined him in bed, wearing just as little as him. Wrapping herself around him, Kira wondered if she should just unbind him. She knew her thoughts were unconventional. Most would not think twice about having a bound slave. Of course, most would not have that slave sleep directly on the bed with them either. Even companion slaves had their own room aboard ships, although she wouldn’t know what went on behind closed doors. As Kira had never had a personal slave, she had always used that room as extra storage. She might have to rethink that with Mak onboard but perhaps that was better discussed, to take his preference into account.
Was she already planning for more? She knew she was developing feelings for him more than what was proper. Then again, when did she ever care about what was proper? Her aunt would have choice words about this, she was sure but she couldn’t spare enough energy to care. She just hoped that Mak was on the same page. With such thoughts, she fell asleep.
Hours later, upon waking, was surprised to remember her dream. Mak had been standing behind her seat in her ship’s navigation room, supporting her. Then, after she gave orders to her crew for the next shift, he followed her for a steamy night of action in her bed. She woke up as dream-Kira cried out from her orgasm. Real Kira was almost embarrassed to find herself wrapped around Mak, her pussy shamelessly grinding against his thigh.
She looked up at his face, sure her blush betrayed her sudden bashfulness. Of course, he was awake. Yet he hadn’t made an effort to wake her, and from his smug grin, she thought he was probably enjoying her embarrassment.
Was he, now? She’d show him! She looked down and confirmed he was indeed hard from the spectacle she had made of herself.
Kira untangled herself from him, only to mount him and without further preamble, sunk herself on his ready member. Her steamy dream had certainly made her wet enough to take him without preliminaries.
His look of surprise and his masculine groan was delicious. She rode him in silence, touching herself. Soon, she found herself peaking. She had been more than ready for the very real orgasm, the scene so very similar to what she had just dreamed. She took a few seconds to ride its wave, lying on his chest, breathless.
She missed his touch on her back and thighs, remembering he was still bound. She rose once again above him and stared at his sweet smile. She knew he hadn’t come but she wasn’t done with him. Once more, she built up the rhythm, starting with sensuous, slow movements. Then, settling into a faster pace, she brought her fingers back to her clit.
She rode him to her heart’s content. He was close, his groans getting louder. She was cresting again too, and when he finally came with a roar, she was right there with him, a long moan announcing her satisfaction. Once again, she lay on his chest, catching her breath.
Sliding off him to his side, she looked up to see the calm expression on his face, eyes closed, clearly basking in the moment. She smiled, glad he had also enjoyed himself. Kira quietly slid off the bed and checked the time. 9 AM. Perfect.
She went for a shower to wash off the sweat of their morning’s activities, taking her time with her hair. Her shower last night had been a quick affair due to how relaxed and limp she’d felt. This morning, she felt energized. In fact, riding Mak was a great way to start the day, she thought. Maybe this would even be their new routine. She was sure he would have no complaints about this, she smiled to herself while soaping up.
Once done, she changed into clean loungewear and went to unbind Mak from the bed.
“I’ll be working for the next hour or so. Then we can have breakfast. Feel free to shower and do whatever you want in the meantime.”
He nodded, stealing a kiss from her before he walked off to the bathroom, leaving her lounging on the chaise with her datapad.
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Kira got to work, first doing a quick check-in and going through a few messages. The councilman she had persuaded earlier at the conference had come through. She saw that the mission for the third quadrant was posted with her name as a priority pick. Kira quickly selected it, confirming her ship would undertake the mission.
Next, to inventory. Although Macy usually took care of inventory for the ship, Kira took the liberty of ordering an extra refuel before departure. She had not yet fully debriefed Macy on their future mission to the third quadrant, so Macy would not have known to restock the extra fuel so soon. They would usually travel a little lighter considering stations were available in most inhabited quadrants. However, the third quadrant was more sparsely inhabited and generally a bit wilder than the others. This was probably one of the reasons if the tip Lorena had received turned out to be true, that a planet in that quadrant had “mysteriously” disappeared.
She noticed Mak exit the bathroom and go to the second room. Soon, she heard him breathing hard. When she peeked out of curiosity, she saw him working out, dressed only in sweatpants. She had wondered how he had kept his body in such shape. At first, she’d wondered if it was mostly due to the forced restricted diet of the nutrient gruel but his muscle definition had to come from more than that. She greedily watched his movements, feeling like a voyeur.
Shaking her head at herself, she went back to the other room and continued her work. Kira reviewed the ship’s supplies, adding a few extra purchases to them. She noted that Macy had done a good job restocking the replicators and other supplies needed by the crew. As Macy didn’t yet know about the certainty of them undertaking the more remote travel, and with current inventory being fairly well stocked, she would not have needed to add to what was already on hand.
Kira further replenished the inventory for the ship’s “store”. As a rule, Kira’s crew did not pay for necessities, such as food and board. She knew other Admirals charged for their replicators, providing only the mandatory free food bars or gruel, and water. Kira, however, did not believe in saving costs on her crew’s meals and wellbeing.
Mealtimes were often gathering times, good for team building and socializing, which built stronger rapport and therefore better collaboration. As such, she could see only positives out of that expense. Besides, she was eating right along with them.
Most other items, the crew members bought themselves on their various stops. However, from time to time, it was difficult to frequently stop, like when they were in certain areas of space such as the scarcely populated third quadrant. In those times, the crew had access to the ship’s “store”, which was essentially a small convenience store where Kira offered, at cost, basic items like hair and skin products, personal hygiene, and feminine products for those blessed by Mother Nature’s monthly visits.
Some women had chosen to get a shot to avoid them altogether, which was the most effective contraception on the market but that would require a second shot to remove the first one’s effects. Considering how nomad their profession was, Kira understood the reluctance of going that route. There was no certainty that they would even still be in the same quadrant as the initial practitioner providing it. If they were not, they would have to trust that another would have the same brand in stock, possibly having to shop around for it.
In Kira’s position, it was not too bad because she could decide they were turning the ship back to where she had gotten it. However, if someone was a starting crew member, she could understand how difficult the situation could be if circumstances suddenly changed. Most crews had high turnover and it was not rare for a crew member to be grounded somewhere, waiting for a new ship to pass by and grant them a working position.
She and Macy had both gotten the shot early on, knowing they would remain together and would be able to get it reversed as needed, promising each other to go back if one of them ever decided to bless this universe with a mini-me.
Kira also purchased real chocolate whenever it was available, although that she kept for her personal reserves as it was quite costly. It could sometimes even serve in an exchange, sweetening a deal, and had once even swayed a reluctant trader. Considering the grandeur of the resort they were currently staying at, Kira was not surprised to find a dealer with a healthy stash of chocolate. She ordered a reasonable quantity for delivery directly to her ship. The crew would know to do a check for both weight and quality, making sure that everything ordered was indeed delivered.
Kira ordered two extra sets of crew uniforms with her emblem on them for Mak, just in case. She thought she could find him some work. Her idea of him learning some useable skills onboard resurfaced. She doubted he would want to remain as just a concubine. Shew knew that, if the tables were turned, she certainly wouldn’t have wanted that for herself. On a whim, she also bought Mak a decorative collar, soft cuffs, and rope so that she could remove what he was currently wearing and have a set for play.
Soon enough, she was done and ordered their breakfast. Kira went over to the second room, sat on the couch, and unabashedly stared at Mak finishing his workout. Delicious. She had always found a sweaty post-workout male attractive. Kira made a mental note to spar with Mak once they were back on her ship. She already knew how it would end.
Licking her lips from her wicked thoughts, she looked on at Mak’s body performing countless pushups. He looked up and caught her gawking. Keeping his gaze locked on hers, he lowered and raised himself slower, smirking.
“If we hadn’t just had sex, I would think you were flirting with me, Mak,” Kira said, breathlessly.
Mak paused on the rise.
“You look at me with such hunger I fear it is you who looks ready to succumb to want. I am but a humble slave to obey my Mistress’s wishes.”
How was she more out of breath than him, she wondered, almost panting at his smooth reply.
Kira wondered if she should take this opportunity and enjoy his body once more. She was becoming a sex fiend, she berated herself. Before Mak, it had been such a long time. Her body was probably just getting its fill of male company, and she was certainly thinking of getting her fill of Mak right now. Alas, her thoughts were interrupted by the door. That would be their breakfast.
Mak jumped up from his pushup position and went to answer it while Kira was still daydreaming of his glistening muscles.
Her daydream was cut short, however, as Mak almost reached the door but crumbled in pain right before touching the handle. Kira watched him writhing on the floor, his hands reaching for his collar. Of course! She had usually been so careful with the remote but it did not have that long a reach and she remembered she’d left it in the bedroom.
Rushing for it, she sprinted to the bedroom, fishing the remote out of the pants she had been wearing the day before, and pressed the button to stop the shocks.
She quickly returned to Mak and saw that he was consciously slowing his breathing to get through the remnants of the pain. She kneeled by him, running her fingers through his hair, and moving it out of his eyes.
“I’m so sorry! Are you alright?”
He looked up at her with glassy eyes, still incapacitated, and Kira felt her chest constricting for him. At least he didn’t look angry at her, she thought.
The doorbell rang once more, and Kira rose to get the breakfast cart. She tried to block the concierge from seeing Mak lying on the ground but he must have caught the sight.
“Will you require further services?” he asked, looking away from Mak’s direction.
“Not at this moment, thank you.” Kira ushered him out and went back to Mak. She reached him and helped him up, supporting one of his arms.
“Thank you, I’ll be fine in a few moments,” he said but he did not remove his arm from Kira’s hold. She led him to the sofa and guided him to sit. Once he was sitting, she pulled the cart over and set the food in front of them.
“I could have served the meal, I’m fine now,” he said. She didn’t answer but poured them both some coffee, then helped herself to breakfast, knowing he wouldn’t do so until she had.
She noticed his hands shook as he selected food, and coffee sloshed around in his cup when he attempted to lift it. He seemed to change his mind about having a sip, to avoid spilling it. Kira decided not to comment but felt guilty about this.
She should have at least gotten the distance permanently modified when they had last been on board her ship. She knew it was possible, but she did not know how to make this adjustment permanent by herself, having never needed to do such a thing. It would have required some research. She vowed it would be one of the first things she would do once on board, if not remove the collar altogether.
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They ate in silence. Mak barely noticed the food’s flavors. He still felt the lingering effects of the collar’s shock. The distance shock had standard programming at a maximum setting to make sure the slave was incapacitated and unable to escape if it was ever activated. He knew it was not Kira’s fault. He also knew from the way she had looked at him that she thought it was. That look alone endeared her to him even more.
He was trying to show her he was fine. Mak would have felt better had she let him serve her but yet again she was the one serving him. He felt awkward and useless, hoping to find other ways to please her.
When he reached for the coffee and saw it was precariously sloshing in the cup, he decided to wait for his hands to stop shaking before trying again, not wanting to appear weak, or worse, spilling the precious liquid. At least he was sure Kira would not punish him if that were to happen. Still, he knew the drink was expensive and did not want to waste it. He rubbed his hands on his sweatpants, suddenly feeling cold, his sweaty clothes clinging to his recovering body. He was looking forward to a hot shower after breakfast to warm up.
They finished eating and Mak put everything away, rushing to do so before Kira had any ideas about doing it herself. She noticed and smirked at his enthusiasm.
“Feeling better?” She asked.
“Yes, much.” He nodded. “If you don’t mind, I’ll go take a shower?” He phrased it as a question, just in case.
“Sure. I’ll make sure the remote is close enough that this doesn’t happen again.”
“Thank you.”
She rose and followed him to the bedroom, remote in hand. He took a quick shower, knowing they were to meet Macy soon. When he got out of the shower, he heard both Kira’s and Macy’s voices in the other room. He dressed quickly to join them, overhearing Kira’s side of the conversation.
“I felt so bad, Macy. Poor guy was lying on the floor in pain. His hands were shaking the whole time we were eating.”
Although he didn’t hear Macy’s reply, her tone was reassuring. He decided to make himself known, standing in the bedroom’s doorway.
“It wasn’t your fault, admiral. I am fine now, as you can see for yourself.”
He raised his hands to show they were now steady. He saw Macy was hugging Kira. She released her and turned to him.
“Hey, Big Guy. You sure know how to start the day! Let’s hope the rest of our last day off goes much smoother.” He smiled. He knew she was trying to lighten the mood.
Kira looked him over and saw he was wearing the same loungewear he had on yesterday.
“We’ll go get changed for the beach. Help yourself to whatever is left from the breakfast cart if you want, Macy.”
Kira stood and joined Mak in the bedroom.
“You should change into beachwear but bring a change of clothes. You can stuff it in the same bag as yesterday.”
Kira pointed at the bag now lying near the chaise. She must have already prepared her things, he thought, as he saw a bathing suit and shawl lying on the chair. They both quickly changed and rejoined Macy.
The rest of the day was calm, almost a repeat of the previous day. They had a relaxing time at the beach, minus the cabana boy. This time, there was no sexy time in the ocean, but Kira still held on to him, hugged him, and wrapped her legs around his waist when she was sure it was shallow enough for him to hold them both up.
That was followed by a delicious lunch at the beachside restaurant hut and a mud bath in the evening. The mud bath had been an interesting experience. Kira had once again asked for Mak to be treated as a client, and he was surprised when the staff complied. They were cleansed then wrapped in the planet’s mud and minerals, left to marinate in the mixture for some time, then washed off. This was followed by some kind of oil being massaged into their skin. Mak felt pampered his skin smooth and renewed. Overall, an unusual feeling for him.
They also repeated their outing at the bar, trying a few different cocktails this time. If he was being honest, the drinks were getting to him. They were quite strong, and he had not had alcohol in quite some time now.
Mak felt so accepted in Macy and Kira’s company, that he almost forgot about the collar incident when he had needed to go relieve himself but Kira, even drunk, had not. She grabbed his upper arm, stopping him from walking off. She must have been quite affected by it, Mak thought, and he was so overtaken by feelings of gratitude that his eyes watered. He pulled himself closer to her, her hand still on his arm, and looked into her beautiful eyes.
“I thank my lucky Stars every day that they have put you in my path, that you purchased me that day, and been so kind to me. I can’t tell you enough how much you’ve come to mean to me. If I could keep you in my arms forever, keep you happy, I would. I would do anything you ask of me, anything to keep you smiling and looking at me like I mean something to you too.” The drinks, he decided, the drinks were making him bear himself to her, saying everything that had been on his mind when sober.
“Oh, Mak. You do! I don’t know how that’s possible; we’ve only known each other a few days but I feel like it’s been much longer. Stay with me?” It seemed he was not the only one affected. He hoped more than anything that this was Kira speaking and not just the alcohol.
“There’s nowhere I’d rather be.” Remembering why he had gotten up from the bar booth, he amended, “except maybe the bathroom before I embarrass myself even more.”
Kira laughed and slid off her seat. She joined him as they went off to seek the restrooms together. The distance between the two restrooms was small and there was no issue with each of them using their respective stalls before rejoining Macy. The moment they were back, Macy commented.
“You guys are so romantic, despite the whole peeing yourself thing. Admiral, I didn’t know you had it in you to proclaim such feelings.”
“Shh, Captain, don’t tell anyone, that’s top secret.” Kira slurred. She must have realized she was beyond drunk as she tried to place her finger on Macy’s lips and missed.
“I think it’s time we called it a night,” Macy said, also standing. “I already paid.”
She walked them back to Kira’s room. Mak had his arm around Kira, helping her walk back. Kira collapsed in bed right away. Macy removed her clothes while Mak shucked his, wobbling on his feet. Macy had seen everything that first day anyway, and he was not shy.
Macy tucked Kira in and bound Mak loosely to the bed. At first, he wondered if she’d be able to but then remembered his previous despicable trash of a captain had keyed her into his collar, just in case. It was the last thing he thought about before a deep sleep overtook him.
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Kira awoke with a pounding headache, feeling nauseous. Sliding off the bed, she rushed to the washroom and threw up. Why had they not yet invented alcohol that did not give hangovers? For all of humanity’s advancements, you would think men would already have found that! Once done, Kira rinsed her mouth, trying to remember what had happened last night. She rarely drank so much. Macy and she had a rule that when one got this horribly drunk, the other had to remain in control. It seemed it had been Macy’s turn to be the responsible one, as Kira did not remember making her way back to the bedroom, and certainly not undressing.
Looking in the mirror, Kira felt like she looked. She brushed her teeth and showered, leaning against the stall, groaning. At least the hot water was a nice relief. She had the presence of mind to remember Mak and thought he would also want to wash up, or at the very least relieve himself.
She found him bound to the bed. As Kira didn’t remember doing it herself, it must have been Macy’s doing.
“Morning,” Kira sighed.
“Good morning, beautiful.” Mak’s husky voice replied. “You mind untying me? I really need to use the bathroom.”
Kira walked over released him and stepped away, giving him room to maneuver around her. He was out a few minutes later, washed up and clean. He certainly looked better than she did.
While he was in there, she had started packing up. She usually wrapped everything up carefully, separating clean and dirty clothes but she honestly did not feel like the extra effort this morning. Not only was it early and they had to check-out, but her head was pounding. She had, of course, not packed anything for this, as she had not initially planned to get wasted on this trip.
Mak had started emulating her, folding his things too, being careful to not make much noise. How considerate of him. Just as Kira finished that thought, she heard a loud knocking coming from the door. Kira groaned. The audacity! It could only be Macy.
Kira left Mak to continue packing and opened the door to a much too cheery Macy.
“Hello, sunshine! What a lovely morning it is!”
“Eugh,” Kira answered with only a sound.
“How is my favorite hung-over not-morning-person?” Macy asked, her voice overly joyful.
Kira tried to glare at Macy, but even that hurt her head. Macy seemed to notice it, as she let out a much too high-pitched giggle for Kira’s sensitive ears. Once again, Kira only groaned in reply.
“Lucky for you, I got just what you need.” Macy shook a pill capsule between her thumb and index. Thank the Stars, Kira thought.
“I also took the liberty of ordering breakfast, which should be here shortly.”
“You know I love you,” Kira mumbled, taking the pill Macy offered.
“Finally, more than a groan! She loves me, she really loves me!” Macy made a theatrical, touched facial expression, bringing her hand to her chest.
Food arrived and Macy set everything up while Kira went to offer a pill to Mak.
When Kira entered the bedroom, she saw that Mak had not only folded all of his things but had also neatly arranged the ones she had just shoved back into her bags. The only thing left out was the uniform she would be wearing today. He had already changed into what he would be wearing, his bag ready.
“You want a hangover pill? I don’t know if you drank as much as I did, but I was unable to function.” Mak hesitated, but then nodded once. Kira popped the bottle and handed him one. “The remote is in the pants I was wearing yesterday. Grab it and let’s go have breakfast.”
Remote in hand, he followed Kira back to the living room where Macy was already enjoying her coffee.
“I have to say, I’ll miss the java,” Macy said, inhaling the aroma of her coffee.
Kira took a sip of hers. First things first, she thought, enjoying the taste.
“You won’t have to miss it. I was approached by a replicator representative and got a free care package with what he claims to be near-identical coffee recipes worthy of a barista. A new edition!”
“You’re kidding!” Macy looked so excited.
“No, I wouldn’t joke about something I know you hold as sacred as coffee,” Kira replied with a smile.
Kira enjoyed the food, savoring every bite. Her replicators were good, but she already knew she would miss the novelty and the flavors she had discovered on this planet. She would just have to come back, she vowed. Besides, after her confession to Mak yesterday, this may just be the birthplace of their relationship and they might want to visit it again to commemorate it someday.
Checking-out was a quick affair. Mak had carried all their bags down. It had been some time since she had not had to be responsible for her own things, which was at the same time liberating, and a little uncomfortable from being so unusual. She had gotten a discount to “compensate” for the fiasco in the nooks, and it had already been applied to her account. She took note of the amount, already thinking of creating an account for Mak where he could start saving credits if he ever needed them in the future. She could start him off with these. Considering the actual cost of the stay at the resort, it was not an insignificant sum. She also checked that parking had not been charged, as there had not been room at the resort parking and they had promised it would be on the house.
The walk back to the ship was also a quick one. There was no leisurely market stroll, no shopping around. Rather, they set a quick pace, and Kira made sure to use an alternate route that did not pass through the area where Mak had been sold.
Once they were back on the ship, she assumed her admiral role right away, asking for a headcount to check everyone was on board. She was glad to hear her whole crew was on board on time. They were usually punctual, but there were sometimes unforeseen circumstances.
She arranged for Mak to get a body and eye scan for the ship accesses, which was done immediately.
On her way to the navigation bridge, she stopped at her quarters to drop off the bags Mak was still carrying. She had noticed the looks her crew threw at Mak. She would need to discuss with Mak what he wanted so she could introduce him properly to the crew. She would avoid the topic with her crew for now. First impressions were important.
When they were alone in her rooms, she turned to Mak.
“We need to lift off. I’ll be back once that’s done, and we can talk. Feel free to settle in. I’ll leave your remote here in the meantime to make sure there are no accidents.”
“I won’t touch it.” He said defensively.
“I’m not worried about that. Although the ship is practically new, considering the speed we go, we still feel some of the takeoff. I would suggest strapping in for the first few minutes when you hear the notice.” She pointed to one of two retractable seats near her closet. She’d never used them, having always been on the bridge at takeoff, but she knew they were there.
“Other than that, the ride should be smooth. We’ll be passing a quieter section of space, so it should be calm almost until their destination. I’ll be back soon. Please stay in this room. The bathroom is through that sliding door over there.” Kira pointed. Mak nodded and Kira left to the bridge.
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Kira left the room to resume her duties as admiral, leaving Mak with the bags in his hands. She had not given any orders other than strapping in for takeoff. To make sure he knew what to do, he went to the pullout seats she had pointed at. The seat was a manual pullout, which made sense in case of malfunction. He pulled one out and saw the straps, which were also self-explanatory. Satisfied he could reach it and buckle up quickly when the time came, Mak turned back to study the room and looked each section over.
It was a large room for a battleship’s personal quarters. Even for a cargo ship, it would have been large. This looked like the standard Intergalactic Coalition model, he searched his memory, but probably a newer model than what he remembered from his courses. He had learned some of its mechanics back in school. Maybe he could somehow use that knowledge if he even remembered it right.
He looked at the door they had come from and saw a closet on one side and another full wall storage compartment. On the left of the closet were the two pull-out seats, then a sliding door. Next to it was the sliding door of the bathroom. Another small closet occupied the corner. The bed was against the wall facing the door. The last wall contained another full wall storage unit. In the middle between the door and the bed, Mak knew there was usually a foldout table and chairs that would rise and unfold from the floor. He saw the markings on the floor confirming this. Storage was a precious commodity on a ship, and Mak noted Kira’s room utilized all the space available for it. It was truly her home. He would take care of it for her, he vowed. He also saw the bags of purchases they had left in her room a few days ago after their trip to the market. He sorted them as well, knowing that most people preferred clothes sanitized before the first wear, just in case. Mak took the bags of new clothes with him.
He knew that on this ship model, this bedroom came equipped with a sanitizing machine in the bathroom. He went there and put down the bags. At least from his previous masters, he had well learned to clean a ship and cleanup for the crew, including using clothes sanitizing machines. He sorted Kira’s dirty clothes, making sure to read all the labels and separate them accordingly. He started a cycle with the right settings and dry sequence, and set the next batch next to the machine, leaving his dirty batch for last. He had the next piles of new clothes sorted and ready when he heard the notice to prepare for takeoff.
He strapped in, bracing for departure, which was much smoother than expected. On the previous ships he had been on, takeoff was always a jarring affair. Which part of the smoother ride accounted for a skilled pilot and which for the newer ship model, he couldn’t say, but this was the best he had experienced.  
Sometime later, he heard the notice stating it was now safe to unstrap and continue their activities. He checked on the clothes, which had indeed had time to finish their cycle. This sanitizing washer was faster and better than the ones he was used to, too. This would make the washes a breeze! He set the next cycle and took the finished one to Kira’s bed. He was aware of the remote lying in the bedside box near the bed, where Kira had left it, but he had no need for it. He hadn’t lied to Kira when he’d told her he would not touch it.
He felt bad snooping around her closets, but how else would he know where to put away her clothes? Once he found what he was looking for, he did not search the other storage areas and stayed away from the second door, as Kira had told him to stay in this room.
He found that her uniforms were stored in the closet in the corner between her bed and the washroom, and her casual clothing was in the closet next to the pullout seats. The first batch he did was the casual clothes, to confirm that the sanitizer’s functions worked properly. He made sure to fold the clothes in a similar style to the one she was already using, having studied the clothes that were already in the closet. The second batch was also casual clothes but in different styles, including underwear and swimsuits. He located where these would go, also in that same closet.
Having nothing else to do while waiting for the sanitizing cycle, he sat on the seat he had used and waited. Would this be his life now? He would not complain if it was, he promised himself. Sure, it was not the most interesting, but if she kept him as hers alone to use, he could take care of her needs. He could help around the ship if she let him. He’d wait to see how the crew treated him.
Old doubts resurfaced. Would she change how she treated him now that they were on her ship, and he had no way to escape? His anxiety spiked at the thought, wondering if it would be just as bad as his previous servitudes. No. He refused to believe it. He’d developed feelings for her, and he thought she had too. One did not treat someone they had feelings for as bad as he had been treated by his previous masters. He had to stop comparing her to them. She had never forced him to do something he didn’t want to do. She wasn’t like that.
His thoughts were interrupted by the soft sound of the sanitizing machine signaling the end of another cycle, and he went to start the last of her washes, the uniforms. He folded the casual clothes, underwear, and swimsuits in the closet, noting how organized she already was, even with the smaller items. Everything was neatly folded. Would she even need him? The thoughts ate at him. He couldn’t stop himself from ruminating, his emotions running from hot to cold. His thoughts were only interrupted by repetition of the next cycles of washing, hanging, and folding. When all the clothes were done, he just folded his batches and left them on the bed, not knowing where to put them away. He didn’t dare look through the rest of her storage.
He was bored, but that was a good problem to have, he thought. Better than being overworked and bone tired. He remembered days with his last piece of turd of a captain. He had been running around the ship, cleaning after everyone, scrubbing the floors and walls down, doing the dirty work nobody wanted, and then assisting with some of the more dangerous tasks like replacing some of the corrosive batteries and cleaning the air ducts. Some vents had not even been shut down before he had been sent in.
He shook his head, trying to get the bad memories out of his head. Finally, the door to the room swished open and Kira walked in. He looked up from his seat to see her face set in a neutral expression. This was the admiral. Suddenly shy and brought back to feeling servile, he drew his gaze down to the floor and remained silent, waiting for her to acknowledge him.




61. Kira

 
Takeoff was smooth and Kira thanked her pilot for the good work. She knew sometimes that breaching atmosphere could be bumpy, but she also knew she had one of the best pilots in these four quadrants. The woman beamed at the compliment. Most of Kira’s crew was female, partly due to the sexism still rampant amongst other admirals, and partly to Kira’s fair reputation. It was easier to attract top talent when the admiral was known to be fair and non-violent to their crew. The fact that she got to hire top female talent was also partly circumstantial to some other admirals sometimes automatically rejecting candidates due to their sex.
A few pressing matters required her attention before heading back to her quarters. This had never been an issue as she had never had anyone waiting for her there. Now, she almost felt guilty for leaving Mak there alone for so long, but it could not be helped. She answered the questions that came her way. She gave her orders, one of which was to organize the new purchases she had made remotely and send her and Mak’s purchases to her quarters. Her crew had waited for her to be back to sort what went where, as the purchases were unusual.
She marked the boxes that needed to be sent to the ship’s “shop”. She also ordered the new holo-rooms to be scanned for viruses, just in case, as was standard procedure, as well as the new food and beverage replicator programs to be checked and loaded. She ordered the replicators restocked with the new ingredients, knowing once her crew heard about the new recipes, they would be excited to try them, and she would not want them to be disappointed with an empty ingredient socket. For some, she knew, it would be the highlight of their day.
Finally, having exhausted the current items that required her attention, she headed to her room. The door slid open and closed behind her. As she entered her room, she saw a pile of folded clothes on her bed. She never left anything on there, liking to always have a clean bed. She turned to look at Mak, who was looking at the floor. Why did he look down? Did he have something to feel guilty about?
“Hi.” She got his attention. “What’s that on the bed?”
“My clothes. I washed them but didn’t know where to put them, so I left them there for now.”
“Oh. Good. You can store them here.” Kira pointed to a section on the right of the door. “I should probably do mine too.”
“I already sanitized yours and put them away.” He looked up, his eyes hopeful. At first, Kira felt shocked that he would go through her things, but then thought he was probably just trying to make himself useful.
“Thank you, that was very thoughtful of you.” He smiled, relieved, and she knew she had been right about that. Thinking she should probably give him some room to store his own things, she looked around, inventorying what she had and what could be moved. That would probably depend on if he would want to sleep in this room, or in the adjoining smaller slave quarters that she currently used as storage. She turned to the console near the door and selected the setting for the table to pull out from the floor. Once that was set up, she motioned Mak to one of the chairs there. He pushed back the pullout seat he had been sitting on and joined her at the table.
Kira placed her arms on the table, crossing her fingers. She took a deep breath before looking at him and started her speech. She had worked through her talking points earlier.
“As I’ve told you previously, I’ve never had a slave, and I have to say I’m not too keen on keeping one.”
She saw his expression sour and spoke the rest quickly lest he doubt she would keep her word about letting him stay on.
“The crew is not used to seeing one with me either, and I don’t want to send them the wrong message that I would condone slavery. Therefore, I decided that instead of changing the range on your collar, I would remove it altogether. However, that means that I require absolute certainty from you that you will remain civil, not endanger any of us, and of course, not sabotage anything on board. There is surveillance across the ship, so know that anything you do outside of this room will be recorded and martial space law applied to any misconduct. Can you agree to these terms?”
He visibly exhaled and acquiesced.
“Yes, absolutely. You have nothing to fear from me. I am no risk neither to you nor to your crew.”
“Great. Now that that is settled, you have a few choices. There is currently no room for any extra crew members as we are at full capacity, but you can stay with me, as promised. I know I was drunk when I said it, but if you want, you can stay with me in my room, in my bed. If not, and there is absolutely no obligation to sleep with me, the slave quarters through that door have a bed and you can choose to sleep there.” Kira finished, waiting on his verdict.
She had not noticed that she was nervous about discovering his answer, her feelings making themselves known. She worked hard at ignoring the pang in her chest, wondering if he would prefer sleeping alone even after all they had shared.
He looked down at the center of the table.
“If you don’t mind, I’d like to stay with you.”
He didn’t look up when he answered. Was he sincere? Was this just shyness or did he truly feel this way? She had to make sure. She knew she held the dominant position and wanted to make sure this was genuinely his choice and not the answer he thought she wanted to hear. She bent her head, catching his eyes.
“You’re sure?”
“Yes, Mistress. If you’ll have me.” She smiled. She loved it when he called her that, and she now thought he used this when he was being intimate or sincere as if it was a protective cloak over them. She could understand that need, and felt empowered by his submission and felt protective.
“I’ll be happy to have you.” She smiled sweetly, and he smiled back shyly.
“Next up is the question of what you would like to do with your life. You of course have the option of staying on as a concubine for now, as that is what would have been your initial role had you remained a slave. However, I would like to offer you the options that I would have liked to have myself, would I have been in your position. We have a training room on board. You are welcome to use it to bring your knowledge up to date. You mentioned you had previous mechanical experience, and you are welcome to update that. If you would rather learn new skills, you can also do that.” He looked up at her, a surprised and eager expression on his face.
“I would very much like to be useful again. I could definitely update my mechanic skills. Will you have work for me on the ship?”
“I’m certain we can find something. We like to keep the ship in good shape overall.”
“That would be amazing. Thank you. Thank you so much.” He took her hands into his and looked at her, expressing his gratitude with his words and his eyes.
She almost felt like it was too much, like she wasn’t doing anything extraordinary. Then, she amended that perhaps in her mind, she wasn’t, but in any other ordinary person in this galaxy, she probably was.
Kira stood and went to the box near the bed containing his collar remote. It was quick work to release him, but Kira made sure to triple-check she was pressing the right button, afraid to accidentally incapacitate him. She did the same to his cuffs.
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Hearing the collar click off and the cuffs fall off his wrists was a sound Mak never thought he would hear. Bringing a free hand to his now naked neck, Mak slipped the collar off. Placing it in the middle of the table with the cuffs, he stared at them, unable to move or articulate anything for a few moments. He let it sink in, a part of him still wondering if this was real. Looking up at Kira’s lovely eyes, he hoped she saw what this meant to him.
“Thank you,” he rasped, too emotional for anything more. She nodded in response, her hand reaching out to the back of his neck.
“Your skin is irritated here.” Her fingers glided gently across his neck.
Kira moved away from the table, coming back with a tube in her hand. She dabbed some healing gel on her fingers and smoothed it on his skin where his rash had never heeled. He knew the collar kept rubbing on there, and his previous captain had never cared enough to give him anything for it, much less take off a collar to use healing gel. Soon, his skin was feeling much better, and he was sure the healing gel had taken care of most of the issue.
“There. Are your wrists okay?”
He turned them over. The insides were a bit raw, but not as bad as his neck had been. She rubbed some gel there too. He responded almost immediately to having her this close, catching his breath as she leaned over him. She gave him a knowing smile but then stepped away without further comment.
“Come on, I’ll show you around and introduce you to the lead mechanic.”
He stood and she led him out of the room, selecting the control for the table to retract back into the floor on the console near the door on their way out. She snagged the cuffs and collar from the middle of the table before it descended back into the floor and placed them in a drawer.
Once outside of the bedroom and pointed to the right.
“Navigation bridge is straight ahead that way. It’s where Macy and I usually spend our days. The first door to the right is our meeting room, the second door is a washroom, and the last door straight ahead is the navigation bridge. You probably won’t be in that area much. The room right across from ours is Macy’s. Between the navigation bridge and Macy’s room is what we call our ship’s “shop”. It’s a place the crew can come buy, at cost, basic items like hair and skin products, personal hygiene stuff, and sometimes little treats, depending on what we find on our stopovers. If you ever need anything like that, let me know.”
She turned left from the bedroom. There was a storage compartment the next door over from the bedroom, and a similar one next to Macy’s door, then a corridor. Mak followed, paying attention as she explained the layout of the ship. He knew the basics from back when he had studied similar models in school, but each ship had its own little specificities, and some rooms could change usage depending on the ship’s owner and ultimate purpose.
That was how he knew that the storage next to her bedroom that she had not mentioned likely contained weapons, as that was what was usually stored in that space on a warship. The corridor doorway, he knew, also had a blast-proof retractable door that would slide down from the ceiling, sealing off this section of the ship in case of invasion. If that happened, the whole section could detach and become its own, smaller ship. Kira’s version of the “shop” was usually where extra food stock was stored for just such a scenario. He was certain she was always prepared and had no doubt that a section of that room was well stocked if that were ever to happen. It was regulation, after all.
Kira turned into the next corridor on their right, pointing to the right side of the hall.
“The first three rooms are hologram rooms, fully equipped for all senses. There is no charge to use them, but there is a signup sheet and a maximum use time of one hour per use and thirty minutes during peak times. Those were the first two hours before and after a shift change. In general, in non-conflict circumstances, we rotate on three shifts a day, eight hours each.”
Mak didn’t know what surprised him the most, that she didn’t charge her crew for using the hologram rooms, or that there were three shifts a day and not two. Most ships he’d been on all had twelve-hour shifts. It was cheaper for the admirals to save on personnel costs, as you could hire two people to do the job instead of three. Most crews hated it because by the end of it, they were so tired that all they wanted to do was sleep. Even then, most had to put in extra hours as “volunteer work”. Those were unofficial, of course, off the books, leaving them unpaid for those hours, not even accumulating the usual benefits related to active work hours.
Kira showed him how to use the hologram room and how to select a program and the senses he wanted. The room immediately changed. The setting appeared so realistic, including smells and sounds. The walls and floor melded into what the setting was supposed to look like.
Kira had selected a high-rise observatory with a view of a big park and tall buildings around it. Mak could feel the cool wind caress his cheek, hear the birds flying by, sense the moisture in the air and smell its crisp scent. It felt so real!
“And that’s how it works.” Kira turned off the hologram, bringing Mak back to reality.
The controls were fairly intuitive. Although these rooms had existed back when he had first served on a ship, technology had advanced much since, and he had never experienced a full sensory holo-room. Mak had to admit he was quite excited to try.
“The fourth room closest to the corridor is the training room and where I believe you’ll be spending most of your time. The room across all of these is the gym. You’re welcome to use any of these.”
Kira pointed at the rooms, waving her hand near the control panel to open the doors as she went. Mak peaked into each room, nodding to the people using them. He was also very excited to use both the gym and the training room.
The training room had three booths with seats, separated from their neighbors, allowing for a private learning experience. Each seat came with a noise canceling headset equipped with virtual reality accessories to provide hands-on experience all within the educational program. Mak was impressed with the state-of-the-art equipment. Kira seemed to not spare any expense for her crew.
Kira turned back to the corridor where they came from and pointed at a door right across the hallway that they had just been in. “That’s the common room. The crew spends time there relaxing, playing cards and such.” She slid the door open, showing him the room and waving at her crew to remain seated when some rose to salute her.
The next few hallways to the right were crew quarters, she told him, multiple doors on each side of the corridors. From his quick calculations, it seemed that she had quite the crew on board, which made sense as this was a well-equipped warship.
The double doors to the left of the crew quarters led to the galley and dining room. She waived the doors open and led him to the replicators, showing him how to select a meal, then how to select a drink on the beverage replicator. There was a certain order to it all. The counters started with a tray and eating utensils station. The cupboards above that held the plates and bowls, as well as glasses and cups. Next came the meal replicators where one selected their meal, then the beverage replicators.
Mak was impressed by the selection. He also noted that Kira did not charge for the use of the replicators. He knew most crews had to pay out of pocket for anything other than the requisite gruel or meal bars that ship owners were obligated by law to provide. He wondered if anyone on board Kira’s ship even ate those.
Kira chose her meal first, showing him how to scroll through the options and select the size and quantity. Then, she waited patiently while Mak admittedly took some time to decide what to eat. What did he want? It was a tough choice. He now knew the next meal was coming, and he had had some amazing food back at the resort, so he finally chose something that looked good without perusing all the options. He settled on a pasta bake au gratin.
Next came the beverage machine. Kira had grabbed a glass earlier from the cupboard and he had done the same, so they looked at cold beverage options. He chose an exotic-sounding juice. Then, they settled at a table with a few of Kira’s crew still lingering around.
“Hi everyone, this is Mak. Mak, this is Amelia, Keg, Mira, Jasper, and Valeria.” They each motioned a salute to him as they were presented.
“Nice to meet everyone,” Mak said politely to his new crew members.
He kept their gaze, meeting their eyes, though it was hard at first to not resort to his old habits and look down. He had to remember he was no longer wearing a collar, no longer beneath everyone. They may outrank him, but he was no longer a slave. It would take some time, but he would work on his reaction.
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Kira glanced at her team, glad that this gang was the one in the galley at the time. They would not ask questions about where he came from. Besides, she was sure the gossip mill had already worked its way, and everyone knew that Mak had first worn a slave collar and now didn’t. Kira knew her crew would be kind, but this gang specifically would be a good first contact.
“Keg and Milana are our weapons specialists, Keg for melee and explosives, Milana for long range.”
Mak could kind of see that. Keg was a big, burly man. Mak was not at all jealous of his ability to maintain a full beard, he thought. Mak had always had to shave his, but then again, he wasn’t sure his beard would grow as majestically as Keg’s. Mak nodded in greeting.
“Amelia is our communications specialist. She coordinates our teams on missions, conveying transmissions. Valeria is one of our commanders, so right under Macy in our hierarchy. She usually leads our ground missions. And Jasper is just the man we wanted to see, our lead mechanic. Jasper, Mak used to be a mechanic in his old life, and he’ll be honing his skills in the training room. If you have some enhancements or repairs he can work on, feel free to let him know.”
“Will do, Admiral. Although he’ll need a data watch for that.” Jasper gestured with his chin to Mak’s empty wrist.
“Right. Macy’s at the helm, but once she’d done, she’ll get him set up. Could you spread the word he’s our new crew mate and that he’s to work on mechanical jobs?” Kira said. They all nodded.
“Thanks. Mak, feel free to dig in. We don’t follow meal etiquette on the ship unless we have official visitors, which is rare.”
Mak looked at his meal and started eating while the rest of the gang resumed their conversation. Kira ate slowly, joining in the discussion from time to time, giving Mak time to acclimate himself to the others.
When they were done, she showed him where to dispose of any organic matter and where to place the items that needed cleaning. The dishes and utensils were stacked neatly inside a dishwashing machine that sanitized everything on the spot, ready to be put back in the cupboard a few moments later.
Once they were done, Kira led him back to the corridor and they continued their tour.
“To the right is the armory then the cargo area. To the left is our machinery and vehicle storage area. Through there are also other rooms that we hopefully won’t need to use, like the brig.” Turning to look at him, she asked, “Are you tired?”
“No, I’m okay.”
“Alright, let’s go meet some more crew members then.”
Kira led them to the common room, hoping it would be a bit fuller now as it was past mealtime and not yet time for the next shift. The moment they entered the common room and the crew saw them, it went quiet. Kira took the opportunity to introduce Mak.
“Hi everyone, no need to get up. This is Mak. He has joined our crew and will be helping us with mechanics. I’m sure you’ll give him a warm welcome.”
Kira saw some surprised faces and some smiled. She joined one of the busier tables, Mak sitting across her in the other available seat.
“You guys playing Shelly?” Kira asked. Shelly was a common card game, not too different from Old World Poker.
“Yeah, we are. Want to join the next round?”
“Mak, you know how to play?” Kira asked.
“He’d have to have been living under a rock not too!” One of the guys pitched in.
He had a replicated beer set in front of him. Alcoholic beverages were allowed in the common room. An beverage replicator stood on the counter of one wall. However, Kira limited her crew to two drinks a night. She did not tolerate drunkards but knew that some liked a little something to unwind in the evenings.
Kira didn’t react to the man’s comment. Better not to jump to Mak’s defense at every little comment, she thought, or he wouldn’t get much respect. Thankfully, Mak said he did indeed know how to play but had not in a while.
“We’ll go get a drink while you guys finish up this round,” Kira said, standing.
Mak followed her. She reached for a cocktail glass and ordered a creamy digestive drink, standing by Mak while he chose something for himself. He scrolled through the menu for a while. He looked back at the table they were joining, then settled for a citrusy beer. Kira noticed it was likely due to most of that table having a beer. Perhaps he thought he would better fit in if he had what everyone else was having.
“You know, you can have whatever you want right?” Kira insisted. Mak lifted his beer to his lips, tasting it.
“I haven’t had a beer in so long. I forgot why I disliked it, and now it seems I don’t hate it so much.” He smiled sadly.
“Okay, if you say so.” Kira looked at him askance, wondering if he was being sincere.
They rejoined the group and the next dealer shuffled and distributed the cards. It was rare that Kira played cards with her crew. She was not a big fan of them, nor was she very good, but she would join them if it meant getting Mak settled in easier.
They played for credits, and she’d paid for both hers and Mak’s buy-in. It wasn’t much, the crew knew she didn’t allow excessive gambling. She’d capped all gambling at five credits per game. It was a token sum that anyone could afford.
As she predicted, she got eliminated in the first round. Mak on the other hand was still in the game, even if he claimed not having played in a long time. She had no doubt he was telling the truth about it, considering his recent past, but he played so well she wondered just how good he had been before. He didn’t win this game, but he came a close second.
They played a few rounds and Mak even won one of them. Kira was always eliminated early, but she found she was not that disappointed about it, as she got to watch Mak laugh and enjoy himself. He looked happy and carefree. Like he was coming out of a shell. The crew seemed to accept him too, one of them even giving Mak a friendly smack on the back when he won.
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Mak couldn’t remember the last time he had enjoyed himself in the company of other people, Macy and Kira excluded. He couldn’t fathom just how much his life had changed, all thanks to the amazing woman sitting across from him. When he wasn’t concentrating on the game, he would catch her observing him, her cute smile warming his heart.
Although she truly wasn’t good at the card game, she stayed, keeping him company. He knew the reason she stayed was to get the crew to accept him faster, and he was grateful for her presence. As the admiral, she probably had a load of work that could have kept her busy.
She could have left him to his own devices, yet she stayed, making sure he was welcomed and not alone. He was sure of his feelings for her, now more than ever. She proved herself to him over and over. How would he prove himself to her, he wondered?
“Alright, I’m done after this game,” Kira said, picking up her cards at the start of a new round. She soon lost, but remained seated, waiting for him. He’d slowly learned the others’ tells and was sure that next time, he’d be better. Mak didn’t win this round, but he already felt much more confident, both in his skills and as a person.
He finally felt like a real person, a real man again. It wasn’t just the game. It was the fact that Kira had slowly pulled him out of his hellhole, fed him, and nurtured him. He almost laughed when he thought about it, realizing that it had taken a beer in his hand and a game of cards for him to notice that he felt this way. Was that really what had defined him as a man? No, he thought, looking back at Kira. It was all thanks to her. He was all in, for her.
The game ended and Kira stood, Mak following suit.
“You can stay if you want, I’ll just head back to the room,” Kira motioned him back to his seat.
“Oh. No, it’s fine. I’ll head back too,” Mak said.
“Whose room is he staying in? I didn’t know we had free bunks.” One of the crew asked.
“We don’t. He’s staying with me.” Kira said without hesitation. Her voice didn’t waver. Once again, Mak heard the room hush, some commenting on it with a whisper.
Kira didn’t address it, turning and leaving the common room. Mak followed in silence, this time, his head held high. It wasn’t the same as following her as a slave. This was more like following her as a crew member. It felt different to Mak.
Back in the bedroom, Kira pulled the table up from the floor and typed something on her watch then turned to look at him.
“Macy should be along soon to bring you a data watch which will allow you to talk to and message the crew. She’ll also bring you a datapad. You’ll be able to use that to read, and it’s hooked up to our knowledge bank.”
They sat at the table, waiting for Macy, who soon joined them.
“All good at the helm?” Kira asked.
“Nothing to report. The trajectory is set, no known issues.” Macy announced. Kira nodded.
“Alright, Big Guy, let’s get you set up. Which wrist do you want this on?”
Mak extended his left hand.
“Great choice. Easier to type that way if you’re right-handed.”
Macy then explained how to use the data watch, letting him know all the crew was already input in his contact list and showing how he could set up favorites. She also showed him how to pull up some of the apps on there, including his internal credit account. His credit account. Mak was surprised to have been granted one, even more so to see an amount in there. He had certainly not expected anything, especially not an amount as high as what he read. He did a double take, doubting the accuracy. He looked at Kira, confused.
“That’s the equivalent in standard currency to what the resort gave as a discount for what happened to you in the nooks. I felt like it was rightfully yours. You can use it on anything you like, whether here for games with the crew or in the ship’s “shop”, or once we create you a bank account, externally.”
Mak was shocked. He had not expected such generosity. When she had paid for their games, Mak had felt guilty when he lost, knowing it was her credits he was gambling, but now, he was just unable to comprehend this.
“Thank you,” he managed to mumble, his through clogging up. Seeing his unease, Macy continued her explanations.
“Next up, the datapad. I’m sure you already know how to use this, mostly, right?” Macy asked.
Mak acquiesced silently. Macy showed him some of the more recent apps, those most used by the crew, and some games she had installed on there. She also showed him how to look up more apps or materials to read.
The pad was not connected to the galaxy’s internet, but Mak didn’t mind. This was enough. Besides, who would he be reaching out to? He left that question alone for the time being. Finally, Macy was done with the technological info session.
“Thanks, Macy, have a good night!” Kira said.
Mak also wished her a good night, looking at his watch and seeing the time, he noted approximately when Macy finished her shift.
“I’m going for a shower, then I’ll be reading in bed. As long as you don’t wake me up when I do fall asleep, you’re welcome to use this time any way you want,” Kira said.
Left to his own devices, Mak stayed sitting at the table, exploring his newfound toys. He then approached the storage that was now his closet and pulled out some loungewear he would change into after his own shower, which he took once Kira was back from hers.
Once out of the bathroom, he noticed that Kira had retracted the table and chairs back into the floor, and was now lying on the bed, reading from her datapad. It was such a homey sight. Mak paused at the entrance, watching her.
“Come on, join me in bed,” Kira said without pulling her gaze away from her reading.
Mak did as she suggested, noticing she was wearing sleepwear. He thought back to the first time they had met, and her flowing pink shirt that read “I’m amazing in bed - I can sleep for hours”.
He had washed it earlier, but she was wearing something else, and he wondered if she avoided the shirt to spare his memories. If so, it was quite thoughtful of her.
When he had pulled back the covers, he noticed this one was also a long, loose sleep shirt. It was dark blue and had pictures of ships flying over a planet. It read “counting ships”, which he thought referred to the Old-Earth expression “counting sheep”. Mak smiled. It seemed Kira liked irreverent or humorous sleepwear.
He slipped closer to her. Lying on his side, he wrapped his arm around her waist, nuzzling her neck with his face. Kira sighed softly and put her datapad away in the box next to her side of the bed. She turned to him and eased into his embrace. They lay like that, just holding each other for some time, Kira’s head resting on his arm.
Mak felt no need to turn this sexual. After the emotional roller coaster of the last days, he just felt like holding her. He let it sink in, that all this was real. That he could stay right here with her, forever, he hoped.
Kira squeezed her leg in between his and he opened his thighs to let her adjust to a comfortable position. She slipped her arm behind his back, stroking him gently up and down. It felt comforting, reassuring and safe. Mak wanted to return the feeling, repeating her motions. Soon, they fell asleep just like that, their bodies wrapped around each other.
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The days eventually looked the same. Mak would spend the day in the training room, while Kira would plan the mission they were about to undertake with Macy and her other advisors.
Then, in the evenings, they would join her crew, sometimes dining with them, other times playing Shelly. Well, mostly Mak playing Shelly and Kira watching Mak.
She had gotten a little better at the game, but she also didn’t want the crew to learn her tells and expressions. These might be useful as an admiral in a dangerous situation, and she wouldn’t want to let them down if it ever came down to needing to use secrecy. It could potentially make a difference in a life-or-death situation.
Other times, they would sit in her quarters with Macy, just talking. Macy and Kira used to have these kinds of private moments all the time before Mak came along, sitting on Kira’s bed in their sleepwear, talking about everything and anything.
Now, Mak mostly joined them. He would sit with his back to the bed rest, Kira between his legs, resting her back on his chest. It was so intimate, and their conversations sometimes turned heated. Kira even wondered what Mak thought of Macy, as she sometimes noticed the looks Macy would throw them.
More often than not, the nights would end with hot sex with Mak. Kira loved his enthusiasm, and when he called her “Mistress” with that gleam in his eye, he knew he had her, and she did not mind it in the least. They played games where she would tie him up to the bed with the padded cuffs she had gotten back on the planet where they had met, and take him, just like in the beginning.
At first, she had wondered if it would be awkward because of his time as a slave, but Mak encouraged her. They had, at some point, had a serious conversation about it and he confirmed he enjoyed it, as long as there was no doubt that it was only for the fantasy. Kira could not agree more.
Then, one day, when they were cuddling in bed alone, she dared ask.
“Mak. What do you think about Macy, sexually?” Kira bit her lower lip, anxious for his answer. Did she want to know? He looked at her, seeming to analyze her expression before responding.
“Kira… You know that what we have, no one could replace. I love you and you are it for me. Am I attracted to Macy? I would lie if I said that sometimes when we have our late-night talks in bed, I don’t think of us, all three of us together. But my feelings, my heart, belong to you, and you alone.”
“So, if we were to invite Macy to share with us, you would be happy about it?” Kira asked. Again, he took his time in responding, looking her over before replying, as if assessing if this was a trap. She could understand why he would think that.
“If it would make you happy, I would definitely not decline the opportunity to have two beautiful women in my bed.” Mak nuzzled her neck.
“Hey! I thought it was my bed!” Kira complained jokingly, poking him in the chest.
“Yes, Mistress, of course, it is. How could I say otherwise?” Mak looked at her heatedly.
“That’s right, you should know your place!” Kira put on a comically stern expression.
“Forgive me, Mistress. I shall remember that my place is in your bed, on my knees, with my face between your legs.” Mak kept up their play.
“And don’t you forget it! Now make your Mistress come.” Kira rolled on her back and spread her legs, allowing him access. She knew Mak loved this, going down on her every chance he got.
Soon, she was quivering and did not hold back her moans. The room was soundproof, and Kira let go, screaming. Mak lapped her up, not stopping when she came. He kept licking, gently at first, then building up her second orgasm, sucking on her sensitive clit.
By the time she came a second time, she was more than ready for him and pulled him up, aligning with her entrance. He slid inside her with ease, a groan slipping his lips. Kira loved the sounds he made. She moved her hips in time to his long, full strokes.
Kira braced her arms on his shoulders. She couldn’t take the slow rhythm anymore. She wanted more. Pulling on his shoulders and pushing him back, she showed him the pace she craved, and he obeyed until she screamed out once more.
“Yes! Yes, oh, Mak!”
Sated, Kira dropped her arms to the bed above her head, no longer able to hold them there after so many orgasms.
Mak smiled, bringing her wrists together and holding them down gently above her head with one hand.
“You’re at my mercy now, Mistress.” He leaned down and kissed her tenderly. She knew he hadn’t come yet. Now, she knew. He had been waiting for this, for her body to be too weak to protest his game.
She had never let another man dominate her. It went against everything she was. But with Mak, there was no fear. She knew where they stood, knew this was for play and that he would take care of her. She realized then that this was why she had never let go. No man had been worthy of her letting go. No man had made her feel secure in his arms, that he would respect her limits, that he was strong enough to protect both her body and her heart, from everything, when she was this vulnerable. Mak was it, Kira realized.
“I’m never letting you go, Mak,” she whispered, unable to form more than that in her current state.
“I never want you to,” he whispered back in her ear.
Then, rising back above her, he said “But right now, I think it is I that am not letting you go.” Mak smirked, resuming a slow, sweet pace, still holding her wrists trapped above her head. She looked up at him, smiling. Kira was sure she had a stupid, totally in love grin on her face. Mak rode her until finally, he shuddered and groaned his release.
“Stars, I love you, Kira.” He whispered, his lips caressing her ear. He stayed on top of her, his weight on his arms until she wondered if he would fall asleep like that. Not that she would complain. She felt safe and warm in his embrace. Finally, he rolled off.
“Thank you for indulging me.” He said, smiling at her. She knew he meant about letting him hold her down, dominate her.
“Anytime, handsome.” She replied, surprising herself when she meant it. “I’ll go hit the shower.” She rolled off, heading to the washroom.
She saw him get up from the bed. She knew he would now change the sheets. At some point a few days ago, Kira had mentioned that she hated to sleep on wet sheets after they had vigorous sex, and ever since, Mak would change the sheets whenever that happened. Stars, she loved this man.
She took her time in the shower, washing off his come and scrubbing her skin. She brushed her teeth and hair. Looking at the woman in the mirror, she saw a different Kira than she’d been just weeks before. She looked happy. Smiling to herself, she exited the bathroom.
Sheets in hand, Mak went to start the sanitizing cycle while he took a shower. Kira snuggled into bed, inhaling the crisp scent of clean sheets. By the time he was back, Kira was asleep, waking only a few moments to feel him slip behind her, spooning her.
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Mak fell asleep, blissfully content, his woman in his arms. He could no longer think of Kira as anything else. He realized, as the days passed, that he no longer permanently felt the pressing need to feel useful, to make sure she found something she needed from him.
They just were, and it was like magic. Sometimes, they could just share a look and one would know right away the other’s thoughts. He had never believed such a thing could exist. He knew women read romance novels about such relationships, but he’d always thought them fairy tales for adults.
Now, with Kira, he’d found his, and from the way she looked at him and spoke of her feelings with such emotion, so had she.
Still, he worked hard on his training. He didn’t want to be a dead weight. He didn’t see himself as a concubine, and he didn’t want to give that impression to the crew either.
Most of them treated him with respect, including him in their card games and being overall nice to him. He spent time away from Kira during the day, and often sat at lunch with different groups, depending on whose shift started when.
He’d grown close to Keg and Milana when he was sent to fix a tank and they had supervised his work.
He’d then even admitted his respect for Keg’s beard, mentioning he could never grow such a full one himself. Keg had showed him some of his favorite weapons. Mira, not letting herself be excluded, also jumped in and showcased a few chosen pieces.
Following that bonding, Mak spent an hour each day with them, learning from them in addition to what he learned in the training room. He felt that if the knowledge was ever needed, he at least would not be totally defenseless.
They had also become his gym partners. Often, when one was on duty, the other was off, and Mak found he enjoyed gaining back his physical form. Milana might look feminine, but she certainly packed a punch, and he had learned it the hard way while missing one of his blocks.
“Oh shit! We better put some gel on it before the Admiral sees it and I catch flack for it!”
“I’ll be sure to protect you!” Mak laughed, sweaty from the workout, even though his eye was already shutting.
“Yeah, you and what army? She’s never been this close to a guy. Everyone knows not to puck you up.”
Milana rushed him to the sink to wash his face and apply the gel. It was a lifesaver if Mak was honest. He too had no wish to see Kira turn on a crew member because of him. He knew what respect he currently held was still new and fragile and didn’t want them to think he would run and hide behind her if anything happened. At least with Milana and Keg, he felt confident the friendship was real.
Mak had also reached out to Jasper, the lead mechanic, to ask for easy tasks, at first. Then, with each success, he’s honed his skills and grown more confident. Jasper gave him more and more complex jobs. Mak liked to believe that they had also become friends. Maybe it was naïve of him to think so about these three, but after so many years without anyone to call friend, he felt optimistic.
In between development courses, learning about weapons and combat training with Keg and Mira, and working with Jas, Mak managed to spend some time experiencing the hologram rooms. Every time, he was amazed by how real it felt. Sometimes, certain scenes tugged at his heart, making him want to draw Kira in and experience them with her.
One day, in the section marked as “recent additions”, Mak discovered a particularly romantic scene of a restaurant setting, complete with roses and candles. He had felt compelled by it and started planning away.
Food and drinks were permitted in the holo-rooms, as long as everything was kept as pristine as it was when they had entered. The cleaning bots did most of the work, but the user had to make sure nothing remained and that all plates, glasses, and utensils were brought back to the galley.
Mak carefully perused the menu of the replicators when he had some time and when the galley was not busy. He selected the meal and drinks with care, having researched what was considered a romantic dinner on Old-Earth on his datapad. He had picked filet mignon beef, accompanied by garlic mushrooms and scalloped potatoes, for their main meal, selecting a corresponding red wine.
He knew Kira loved her elaborate desserts, but this time, he would pick something tried and true, going with chocolate-covered strawberries and champagne. He had seen steamy scenes of what couples did with those strawberries and already had his designs set on Kira’s body.
He had sent a save-the-date to Kira’s calendar, marking it as “date with Mak”. Kira had asked him about it incessantly, but he had remained mysterious about what they would be doing, only telling her that she would see.
He was glad the date was fast approaching, as he had learned that Kira hated secrets and surprises. The last time she had asked, he’d had to resort to silencing her with his lips, then trailing them down her body to make her scream and forget her questions. Not that he minded. She was his favorite flavor.
Finally, the day of their date arrived, and he led Kira, blindfolded, to the holo-room. Macy had made sure to clear their way so that the crew didn’t get a sight of their blinded admiral. She had dressed up in a sexy black dress and black flats. He could see the outline of her nipples under it and knew she was bare beneath it.
Once in the holo-room, he removed her blindfold and let her take in the romantic scene, their food already set on the table. Dessert rested on a cart not far from the table. Her eyes shot around the room, observing everything. Kira turned to look at him, teary-eyed.
“Oh Mak, it’s lovely. Thank you. No one has ever gone to such effort for me.”
Kira looped her arms behind his neck, bringing his face down to hers for a long kiss. Mak felt warm satisfaction at her reaction. When she let go, he led her to her seat, pulling the chair for her as he had seen done in the videos he had studied. The wine was already poured, Mak having prepared and double-checked everything so that he would not have to leave the room. After all, they only had an hour here.
Mak described what they were eating.
“Filet mignon beef, accompanied by garlic mushrooms and scalloped potatoes.”
He remembered when Kira used to be the one to name the food she had ordered back on the resort. How far they had come from that time when he was always tied to the sofa. Now, he was only ever tied for their sensual games, and he was all for it.
They ate in silence, surrounded only by the sound of the violin and piano music Mak had selected for ambiance. Kira seemed absorbed by their meal and the atmosphere, her eyes remaining teary. When the time came for dessert, Mak turned Kira’s chair away from the table and pulled it closer to him. He pulled the dessert cart closer as well and picked a chocolate-covered strawberry, bringing it to Kira’s lips for a bite. She smiled.
“Are you going to hand feed me dessert now?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
Mak looked at her with all his love as she sucked on the strawberry, juice dripping on her lower lip from her bite. Putting the leafy top into the plate for rests, Mak worked the straps at the top of Kira’s dress off, leaving her breasts bare.
He licked first one then the other nipple sensuously, taking them into his mouth and blowing on them. Taking another strawberry, he brought it to Kira’s mouth again. She bit into it, but this time, Mak only let her have half of it. Bringing the other half to her nipple, he brushed against each nipple in turn, then brought his lips to them, licking once again. He finished the left-over half and repeated the play with another strawberry until there were no more.
By the time the strawberries were gone, Kira was panting with need. She hadn’t moved much, letting him play out his fantasy. Leading her to a standing position, he removed the rest of her dress.
Handing her a glass of champagne, he let her take a drink before taking the glass back and laying her down on a soft blanket he had prepared for the occasion. He took his own glass. Kira looked up at him, a question in her eyes.
He dripped some of his champagne over her chest, licking it off. Kira moaned. Dripping the champagne lower and lower, Mak’s mouth followed the rivulets down to what he really wanted to taste. Setting his glass on the floor not too far, he went down on her.
She was so wet, so eager already. Mak had no words, no thoughts to express how much he wanted her right now. He had not undressed at all, still wearing the white button shirt and black dress pants he had worn. His lips remained on her, lapping at her honey while his hands worked at his trousers’ opening. He had also gone commando, considering how he had planned to end the evening.
Sliding into her, Mak let out a sound of satisfaction. Nothing felt better than Kira sheathing him. He loved her slowly, showing her with his body just how much she meant to him. He looked down at her face, her mouth open in a silent moan, Mak felt this must be what people had called “Heaven” back in the Old-World.
Mak didn’t know how long they were coupled this way, slow, loving, but they reached their peaks almost simultaneously, Kira finally pulling on him to move faster as she was reaching her ecstasy. Mak’s only wish, if the Stars ever granted it, was to be lost to such moments of endless pleasure with Kira forever.
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Wow! Coming down from the feelings she had just experienced with Mak, Kira felt drunk with pleasure. Not from the drinks, as they had barely had two of them. She wondered how Mak had managed to get a total of four alcoholic drinks on his own, as the replicators did not allow more than two per day to be dispensed to one crew member.
Now that her head was clearing, she was also surprised they had not been interrupted by the next holo-room user. She was certain it had been more than an hour, and the holo-rooms were in demand. This must have taken some planning, and Kira valued that Mak had spent the time and effort to romance her.
They stood, adjusting their clothing. Then, they spent a few moments setting the room to rights. Mak picked up all the plates, glasses, and utensils, putting them on a tray to bring back to the galley.
“Wait for me? I’ll be right back,” he said, giving her a kiss before exiting the room with the tray.
Looking down at herself, she could understand why he would ask her to stay here for now. She certainly did not look like the Admiral. Kira adjusted her dress and her hair. While waiting, she double-checked they were leaving the holo-room clean. Kira set the room to an extra air cycle, making sure that all scents of their sensual activities were aerated from the room.
Checking who the next reservation was, the mystery of why they had not heard a knock on the door from the next user was solved when she saw Macy’s name on the reservation that they were currently under. They had indeed passed Mak’s hour.
That sneaky Captain of hers! That was likely how Mak had gotten four alcoholic beverages too. She would have to thank her for her help. Kira truly felt romanced. That night, they fell asleep in each other’s arms again, blissfully happy.
The next day, Kira caught Macy in the navigation bridge and pulled her away for a private chat in her quarters while Mak was in training. She approached her with her idea of a threesome with Mak. At first, Macy had been hesitant.
“Are you sure, Kira? I don’t want this to impact our relationship. I love you; I really like Mak, and I don’t want to ruin what we have.”
“I’m sure. If you want. I want to share this with you. Some nights when we’re all cuddled together, I hold myself back from pulling you in with us. If it happens naturally, I don’t see why we should fight it. It’s not like we’ve never done something like this before, just us two.”
And they had, before Mak, on a few occasions, explored each other. Space could be a very lonely place. It was safer for a woman to stay with who you knew, especially at their hierarchical level, to avoid any misconceptions and give any ideas of favoritism.
It was also much cheaper than to go careening off to pleasure planets every so often. Not that they didn’t stop there from time to time for the crew. In the end, Macy agreed that if it happened naturally, she would not say no.
A few nights later, it did happen. They had been sitting in bed chatting. Mak massaged Kira’s shoulders, kissing her neck, and Kira had in turn turned Macy to sit in front of her and massaged her. What started off innocently enough soon turned heated, Kira sharing kisses between them.
Kira maneuvered Mak to lie down on the bed and positioned Macy on top of his mouth. He’d eagerly eaten Macy out while Kira rode him, while she and Macy caressed each other until they could no longer move slowly enough for their building orgasms.
Mak gasped for air as Macy rode his face and Kira moved with much enthusiasm above him. Had his cock ever been harder, Kira wondered? Their feminine, sensuous moans filled the room as his were swallowed by Macy’s nether lips.
Soon, they crested. Macy first, screaming her pleasure. She got off Mak’s face and flopped on one side of the bed, languorously watching Kira and Mak continue.
Kira looked down at his wet lips, his gasping yet pleased expression. Reaching down, she circled her clit with quick movements, searching for the elusive orgasm. He reached for her bouncing breasts, and she let him hold on to them as they both reached their satisfaction.
It had been blissful. Everyone had been tired out by the end of it, satisfied, content. They’d fallen asleep right there, Mak in the middle, Kira close to his chest, Macy hugging his back. They’d woken up a limb salad, and Macy left early for her next shift.
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The trip to the third quadrant would take another week, at the least. Kira did not want to push the ship, taking a slower pace getting there. This allowed them time to set up their plans and alternatives.
As they got closer, Kira spent more and more time with Macy and Valeria discussing contingency plans and what they could possibly find when they arrived at the site of the rebellion in Mira-prime.
They spoke about first determining who the rebel group was, getting a headcount, and finding out who led them. Next, they would need to find out more about their motives and aspirations.
This would confirm their approach, whether they would attempt negotiations or go the more typical route of the Intergalactic Coalition and simply send troops to take out the insurgents like most admirals would. Valeria called their two intelligence officers in and explained the information they were looking to obtain. Once they were debriefed, they were dismissed and sent to work.
Then, Kira had made sure the three of them were alone and the privacy enhancer blocking all possible spyware was turned on when she revealed that she had gotten a tip about a planet that had possibly been wiped from all maps but was being exploited, its people abused.
It would have been located somewhere in the vicinity of Mira-prime, hence why they were undertaking this mission. It seemed implausible, if not impossible, for a whole planet to just disappear.
She also ordered her crew to monitor their surroundings, to ascertain that they were not being followed. Lorena had seemed concerned about surveillance, so Kira was not taking chances with her crew’s lives.
So far, nothing was disturbing on the radar. Once they breached the third quadrant of space, it would be easier to notice as there was overall much less space traffic in that area and anyone following them would be seen even to the naked eye for quite some distance, even more to their radars.
A few days later, Kira found out that Mak had already been helping with some of the mechanical up-keeping and upgrades, in addition to still taking care of her personal items. She hadn’t asked for it, but he’d insisted. It wasn’t too much effort, so she hadn’t put her foot down refusing. Besides, it was nice being the one taken care of for once.
One night, after a particularly long day, Mak surprised her in the evening with a massage. He had guided her to lie face down on the bed and warmed massage oil in his palms before rubbing her back gently.
Then, he straddled her lower back and kneaded first her shoulders, slowly stroking down until he reached her lower back. After some time, Kira felt so relaxed, she forgot about her worries and just enjoyed his hands on her body.
He leaned in and whispered next to her ear. “Did I remember it right? Was it as good as the massage at the resort?”
“Mmm. Yes, but they had two extra hands,” Kira mumbled.
“I guess I’ll just have to work twice as hard,” Mak murmured, resuming the massage.
“I’m not complaining. You can practice on me any time,” Kira replied, closing her eyes.
By the time she felt Mak join her for sleep in bed, her brain barely registered the slight dip of the mattress.




69. Mak

 
Mak was getting stronger each day, better at his tasks, and learning more and more. His sparring with Keg and Milana was going well. Jasper gave him more and more complicated tasks. Mak found pride and satisfaction in something every day, which was a welcome change from the last few years.
Kira was coming back late these past few days and he knew she was discussing the upcoming mission, but it was currently on a need-to-know basis. She still came back each night and they spent it in each other’s arms. Sometimes, they were too tired to do anything more than hold each other but Mak found he especially enjoyed that.
With so much free time, Mak found himself more often than not splitting his time between the gym and the training room. He took a few advanced courses on mechanical engineering and programming, already having a few ideas for upgrades. He thought he could program new options into the replicators, and maybe even into the holo-rooms, though working with so many different senses and sensations would be much harder. He might start off with something simpler like the food.
As for the gym, he was working on getting definition on his shoulders, arms, and abdominals. He noticed those were Kira’s favorite parts, where she stared at the most. Who was he to deny her the view, he thought smugly.
Mak was already planning their next “date”, exploring the holo-room possibilities. One day after she finished a bit earlier, Kira had brought him to one of the rooms for a barefoot walk on a beach setting, watching a beautiful sunset. Then, they had taken what felt like a “mud bath” and relaxed in a hot spring with crystal blue silica water. It was beautiful and calming. It had almost felt real.
Tonight, he took her to a mountain cabin. They would sit beside the sizzling fireplace, cozy up under covers with a cup of simulated hot chocolate. Mak just felt like snuggling and being close to her. He found the long day without her had made him feel lonely today. He longed for the times when they had spent all day together. Maybe after this mission, they could take another few days off. Was it too soon to ask?
They were sitting, watching the snow fall outside the log cabin window when Kira decided to let him in on what to expect the next few days.
“Mak, we’re about to land on the planet where we have a mission to quell an ongoing rebellion. You will stay on board. Valeria, as Commander, will lead the ground mission. It may turn violent. I would rather you spent the most time possible in our room.” He nodded his understanding.
Of course, he was not a trained soldier, he knew he would not be much use on such a mission and knew that she would worry about him if he were anywhere close to the action.
“If you’re elsewhere and hear the siren, you should try to make your way to our room. That’s the safest place on the ship. The room has a double lock and would take some time to force open, which should give the remaining guard time to reach it. There is armor and a few weapons under the bed. If you need to, use it, but be careful. Don’t take any risks with your life. If you’re close to a fight, put your ego aside and try to de-escalate the situation. Run if you can.”
She had started the explanation with a strong voice, but Mak could hear the emotion rising.
“I’ll be careful,” he promised and kissed her hair.
He had been well along with his self-defense classes with Keg and Mira. They had taught him that if he could escape a fight, he should always try to do so first. Then, if it was not possible, to fight.
“I want to stay with you, but I’ll be pulling long hours either on the bridge or in closed talks,” she said.
“I’ll be okay, Kira.” He knew what her job entailed by now. He would not be the reason she didn’t do it fully and to the best of her capabilities. Lives were at stake and she was their leader. It was one of the things he admired about her.
She was worried about him, and Mak could understand. Between them both, she was the one with more experience. That didn’t stop him from worrying about her as well.
“You be careful too, my Admiral. I just found you. I don’t want to lose you.” Kira looked up at him, smiling tenderly.
“I love you, Mak. I don’t want to lose you either.” She caressed his cheek.
Soon, Kira fell asleep on his shoulder, and he tried to remain immobile so that she could get some rest. She had been working such long hours lately. When their holo-room time was up, Mak picked Kira up gently and carried her back to their room.
Kira blinked a few times at the movement but went back to sleep when she saw it was Mak moving her. He tucked her in, covering her with their blanket. She had already been wearing sleepwear at the holo-room, and Mak didn’t undress her, not wanting to fully wake her.
Kira’s data watch went off a few hours later, calling her to the navigation bridge. They were approaching and were ready for landing on the planet. Kira quickly changed into her uniform, leaving Mak to sleep in.
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“Let’s go through this again,” Kira said. Macy and Valeria were the only ones currently present in the conference room, finalizing. They had planned everything. Their crew was ready, and the pilot would begin to descend as soon as Kira gave the go.
“We land, descending within the next minutes. It will be early morning, still dark on the planet. We land here,” Valeria, her Commander, pointed on a map a site away from the industrial portion of the main occupied city.
“Alpha team moves forward to confirm our intelligence and see if most of the city is indeed resisting, or at least not collaborating with the rebels. If possible, they engage minimally and take the rebel leader. Beta team circles around and awaits instructions, providing backup to the Alpha team as needed. Gamma team establishes a perimeter around the ship, remaining cloaked. Minimal guards remain on board, just enough for security purposes.” Kira nodded at Valeria’s summary.
Their intelligence had come back stating the city was besieged, but that most of the people there were coerced and were not actually part of the militarized coup. Kira wanted to limit civilian impact but wanted to check that what they had been told was correct first. If so, she’d try to get the heads of the rebels while limiting civilian involvement.
They had planned that Valeria, as Commander in charge of the ground mission, would lead the Alpha team. Beta team would also respond to Valeria’s command as they would either retreat or eventually join the Alpha team for any action.
Macy would remain with the Gamma team. Kira would remain in this room with Amelia, their communication specialist, to give her orders and oversee the operation.
Kira was confident in her team. Valeria was experienced, having led many such ground missions, and was good under pressure. Macy’s team usually provided backup was needed. In this case, they would ensure their perimeter was secure, and that the ship remained safe in case a retreat was needed.
“May the Stars guide our steps,” Kira said, giving the go.
It would be a quick atmospheric breach, as they were going for both speed and stealth. The three of them strapped in, hearing the pilot’s ship-wide message to prepare for rough entry and landing, and assume their positions. Kira had earlier explained to Mak how to use the pullout seats for landing that were integrated into their room walls, which he already knew from take-off, and she knew he would now be strapped in, in their rooms.
Once they landed, everything happened very fast. Macy and Valeria both left to lead their teams. Amelia joined Kira in the room, assuming the helm of communications. Kira put on a headset as well, and they all went through checks to make sure they heard all the teams. They made sure they had a separate channel for each team leader and one for all of them together.
The teams each confirmed they were ready. Kira briefly thought she should perhaps have left a helmet for Mak to communicate but he should be staying in their rooms and not need to be involved at all. Besides, she could always call his data watch if needed.
Amelia activated the screens, essentially turning the walls around them into a 360-degrees view of the ship’s surroundings. Everything looked clear. They had landed, as planned, in a small clearing surrounded by forest on all sides.
Macy’s team would exit first to ensure a perimeter before Alpha and Beta teams would exit for their mission. Amelia sent all the crew’s helmet video streams to the side walls and sent Macy’s video as the main one in front of them.
“Moving out now, Gamma team going on radio silence,” Macy said, motioning her team to exit the ship. They would now remain quiet unless something happened, as they ensured that the coast was clear and that the surrounding area was unoccupied.
Kira watched her crew exit and slowly advance in different directions around the ship. So far, they detected no other movement. Once Macy’s team was in place for a few moments, Kira gave the go for Alpha team. Valeria’s team moved out. Amelia brought the Commander’s helmet stream up center so that Kira could follow along. Kira watched intently. Everything looked quiet.
Valeria’s team arrived by the city outskirts, taking position behind industrial buildings. Kira ordered a scan of any potential surveillance. If there were active cameras, they needed to know where they were located. The Commander’s team scanned the area, coming back with a 3D map.
Kira was reassured that most of the equipment used was quite dated and would be easy to incapacitate with a wide-range signal. She knew that by doing so, they would alert the rebels, so their timing had to be just right. Amelia calculated the blind spots and sent the map to Valeria’s team, guiding their movements.
They spotted a warehouse that was guarded by two men who looked bored. A quick sweep of the area showed this was the only building that was physically guarded this way. Whether it was the rebel’s hideout, or as Kira suspected, where they kept their weapons, they would need to take it out.
Kira ordered the hit. They were to keep the men alive if possible, preferring to limit fatal force to when absolutely needed. Kira had found on her missions that rebels were often disgruntled locals, and rarely outright violent terrorists.
Valeria motioned two of her men to position themselves at the sides of adjoining buildings and creep closer using the blind spots. Once they disabled the guards, their stealth would likely be short-lived. They would need to secure the building and would disable the cameras at the first sign that they had been discovered.
“We’re in in the warehouse.” The Commander quickly debriefed on what they found. As Kira suspected, these were weapons.
Alpha Team swiftly secured the area and moved on to the city itself. Beta Team would stay hidden in the blind spots and watch the warehouse in the meantime.
Alpha Team moved slowly, trying not to disturb the citizens, so as not to cause havoc. They stealthily hid in alleys. Soon, they found the large house that had been reported by their intelligence officers as being where the leaders were likely to hide out. Once in place, Kira ordered to kill the cameras and for Alpha Team to move in. The operation itself was quick. They stunned all the occupants with a rapid shot, arresting them.
“Admiral, come in,” Valeria called.
“Go for Admiral Kot,” Kira responded.
“The leader isn’t here,” the Commander announced.
Kira’s blood ran cold. Was their intelligence wrong?
“Ensure the building is secure, perform a second and very thorough search of the building. Check for explosives.” Kira had a bad feeling, and she usually trusted her instincts. Minutes went by as Kira watched her Commander’s team sweep the area.
“Building secure, you were right, there was a bomb. Quite rudimentary. We already disabled it. The rebels say there was only the one. They seem to tell the truth and don’t seem suicidal. We’ll resume questioning about the leader while we secure the area,” Valeria reported.
Kira felt like they were missing something. Macy’s team was still quiet. Kira moved to the side to sift through the camera videos of her crew. The city was still dark, but the sun was about to rise, making them easier to see.
Kira saw movement on a few of Macy’s team’s cameras. She told Amelia to expand those videos and alerted Macy. Two of Macy’s men went to investigate. It seemed to have been some kind of native animal. They retreated to their positions soon. Kira went back to the crew videos, surveilling the next steps.
Beta Team remained at the weapons cache, and some joined the Alpha Team at the main building. Alpha Team then moved on to secure the city and look at other possible sites where the leader could be holding out at.
Hours later, they had the city secured, but still no sign of the leader. What were they missing? Kira wondered about it again while she and Amelia took turns eating a quick meal bar while concentrating on the video feeds.
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Mak slept in. Kira had left early to coordinate the landing and the mission. He was soon woken by the pilot’s message stating all crew was to strap in for landing as it may be rough. Mak buckled up in one of the pull-out seats usually hidden within the wall of the room.
This was a rougher landing than the last time they had breached the atmosphere. He knew it was likely due to the stealth and haste this mission required. Once they landed, the pilot gave the all-clear to disengage from the landing seats.
Mak stood, hid away the chair, and changed into a crew uniform. Kira had made him some customized uniforms with her emblem. He had found it cute that she laid claim to him and was proud to wear the “Admiral Kot” patch on his suit. Property of Kira, he smiled, loving it.
He waited for the mission teams to leave the ship, not wanting to be in their way. He peeked out of the bedroom a few times to check on their status. Once he saw they had all been gone for some time and the ship had grown quiet, he made his way to the galley to have breakfast.
He would eat and come right back to the room, just as he had promised Kira. He had bacon and eggs with toast, as well as a sweet milk coffee. It had become one of his favorite breakfast options. What man didn’t love bacon? He didn’t linger, only taking the time it took to eat before he made his way back.
He was about to open the door to Kira and his quarters when a piece of fabric was glued to his face, covering his nose and mouth. He tried to scream, but as he took in the breath to do so, he saw everything go dark, losing consciousness.
The last thing he thought was how pathetic it was that he had trained and trained for the last weeks with Kira’s crew and yet couldn’t even defend himself near their own quarters. He hoped Kira could forgive him for his incompetence and not blame herself for his death.
—
Mak woke up groggy, slowly coming to himself. He couldn’t see anything but felt his arms were tied behind him, most likely to the chair he was sitting on. Stars, could he not catch a break in life? Could he not just have a few quiet years with Kira by his side, somewhere on a beach?
He must have given himself away, his captors seeing he was awake, as the hood over his head was suddenly pulled off. Mak blinked a few times from the sudden change in brightness.
“Ah, the famed Admiral Kot! Not so brave now that you are tied to that chair, are you?”
The man who had removed the fabric spat in his direction, his spit landing on Mak’s pants.
Disgusted, Mak wondered what the man was talking about. Admiral Kot? They thought he was Kira? Mak remained silent. If they thought he was Kira, it meant that Kira herself was likely safe. Better they keep believing it. He may not have been able to fight off his abductors, but he’d be damned if he let them get any information out of him.
“Where are your men stationed?” The man asked, bringing a map forward.
Mak didn’t answer. The man punched him across the face. Mak felt his lip cut from the blow, blood pooling in his mouth. He spat the blood to the side, glaring at the man.
“Where? How many?” The man asked again, punctuating each word with a punch to Mak’s ribs.
“I’ve heard about you, you know? The famed Admiral Kot. You’re supposed to be some kind of hot shot? You don’t look like much. Don’t worry, we’re very motivated. We’ll make you talk. Might have to rearrange your face a bit, but that can be arranged.”
Mak kept up the stoic façade. They would get nothing from him. Not that he would have been able to answer them, even if he would have wanted to.
Even if he did, he would not have given Kira away. He could take the beatings. If there was one thing his time as a slave had taught him, it was how to endure the thrashings. He must have not contained his smirk very well as another punch landed across his eye, soon closing it shut from the swelling.
If he had to give his life, the Stars had at least given him a few perfect weeks in the company of the most amazing woman he had ever known, let alone the only one he had ever loved.
At some point, the man had switched to a thin blade he poked into one of Mak’s thighs. The violent inquisition went on until Mak lost consciousness once again, this time from the pain.
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“We have your admiral. Surrender, or we’ll kill him.”
Kira paused and replayed the video once again. When she first heard the voice recording where the rebels said it with such assurance, she’d almost laughed at their stupidity. Until they received the full thread, with video.
She recognized that uniform. Mak. They had Mak. He was tied to a chair, his head covered by a rough fabric bag. From his posture, he looked knocked out, his muscles relaxed and not supporting him at all.
How was it possible? He had agreed to stay on board the ship, and she was certain he wouldn’t just decide to leave. Yet, she could not deny it was him. She had made that uniform for him herself, attaching her own patches to it.
She had found it cute back then. It had been a romantic gesture, she’d thought, showing him that she cared about him and that they were together, a couple.
Now, she realized that these patches were likely to be the reason behind Mak being mistaken for being the Admiral Kot.
“Amelia, get me a location, now!” Kira commanded.
Where were they? She looked again at the video, trying to pinpoint the surroundings. Amelia was working furiously beside her while Kira sent out the video to Macy and Valeria, asking for input on where they thought Mak could be held based on what they had seen out in the field.
Quickly, Kira engaged a ship-wide sweep for any possible hostiles. If Mak had not left the ship, which she knew he wouldn’t do, then they had taken him right here. She alerted the on-site guards to be extra vigilant and let them know that the ship might have been breached. Kira sealed off the section of the ship from the Admiral quarters to the bridge, per protocol in case of a hostile breach.
Then, Kira played the whole video once again.
“We have your Admiral. Surrender, or we kill him. You have an hour to leave our city. We will contact you again with the location of your Admiral once we confirm you have retreated.”
There seemed to be background noises in the recording.
“Amelia, layer the recording, listen in for background noise. Compare that to all outputs from our team’s sounds. Mak should have a data watch if they didn’t remove it. Try and track it.”
Amelia obeyed, running the requested analyses.
“I have a hit on the watch, Admiral! Sending the location to the Commander now.”
Kira felt a surge of relief. Maybe it was just the watch, but it would at least give them a trail to follow.
Soon, Alpha Team rerouted to the location of the watch. She heard Valeria tell everyone to expect a trap and tread carefully. As Kira suspected, the location was just where the watch had been thrown.
However, Valeria’s team did a sweep and found tracks. They followed those for some time and realized they crossed close to the location of some of the crew on Macy’s team. Kira remembered the animal that had been dismissed as a false alarm earlier. They had probably used it as a distraction. How had they gotten onboard?
“Admiral, I’m moving in on something,” Macy whispered.
Amelia sent Macy’s helmet video to the main screen. There was a camouflaged building. Right there! It had been close to the ship all this time! How had they missed it?
Once they were out of this, Kira would order a full review of their intelligence and double-check their scanners. Were there jammers they had been unable to avoid? Something had slipped passed them and she wanted to make sure this didn’t happen again.
Concentrating on Macy’s feed, Kira saw her slowly creeping close.
“Commander, the Captain is approaching a structure and may need backup.” Amelia sent the location to Valeria, who quietly assigned a few people to follow.
Kira saw Macy take out a guard, silently dragging him down and into the bushes. She went after a second guard, just as Alpha Team took out the two on the other side. They were quiet and were unlikely to have been heard. Amelia did a sweep for surveillance equipment. There were no cameras here. The team signaled they were ready to proceed and Kira gave the go.
There were only six men in the big tent. Macy and the Alpha Team quickly overpowered them. Kira saw through one of the helmet streams that the man who had first sent the video was there. Then, Macy turned, and Kira saw Mak on her video. Her heart squeezed tight in her chest.
He was still tied to the chair, still unconscious, but this time, his uniform was bloody. The hood he was wearing had wet patches around where his eyes and mouth would be. Kira clenched her fists, praying to the Stars that he was alive.
Having secured the building, Macy approached Mak, gently peeling off the hood. Kira brought her hand to her mouth, silencing a sob. Poor Mak. He was in bad shape. He would need stitches, if not surgery. Stars, what had they done to his face? Macy was taking care of him, but Kira could no longer look, helpless as she was from the communications room.
“Bring me the man from the video, secure the rest. Keep them alive if possible,” Kira seethed, commanding the crew on site.
“Amelia, review the feeds and find out how this happened,” Kira ordered her communications specialist.
“Already done, Admiral. There!”
Amelia pointed to a crew member that had been incapacitated from behind when they were distracted by the wild animal. One of the rebels had quickly donned his headgear and then likely changed uniforms, so the switch was barely noticeable on the camera feed.
“Send someone to retrieve our guy. And bring me the imposter.”
They would beg for mercy if Mak died, for Kira would rain down upon them the full power of her wrath should that happen, she vowed.
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Mak awoke once more, with no notion of how long he had been out. The hood was back on, and he felt it glued to his still-bleeding face. The men were talking in low tones somewhere near him.
He counted about six different voices, the man who had questioned him earlier among them. They were agitated and sounded angry. Good, Mak thought. If they were pissed, it was probably because Kira was winning.
He remained quiet while they spoke, as immobile as possible so as not to give himself away, though it was extremely hard with the pain he was in. He wondered if he was as immobile as he thought, and if the throbbing he felt on his face was visible or just a sensation.
He overheard bits about a warehouse having been taken and losing a big portion of their weapons. Mak smiled, the movement painful from the cuts on his face. He barely contained his hiss.
Then, almost faster than he could register, the men yelled and what sounded like a very short fight ensued. Was it over? Was it Kira? Mak didn’t have to wait long to get his answer.
Someone approached him, their steps light, and gently peeled off the hood from his head, careful of his injuries.
Mak had never been so happy to see Macy. At least what little he could see, with one eye glued shut from swelling and the other grimy from blood and tears. He’d have been happier to see Kira but Macy was definitely a close second!
He smiled at her, this time not containing himself and grunting from pain. Looks like the cuts on his face were still raw. Peeling off the hood had reopened some of them and Mak could feel them bleeding. Macy gave him a pitying smile in reply, looking him over.
“You came for me,” he whispered.
She reached around the chair and untied him, bringing his hands forward. Macy rubbed his wrists where he had been bound, bringing back circulation to his hands. His fingers tingled in response. She then cut through the restraints against his legs as well as his waist and helped him stand.
“Of course, we came for you! Did you think Kira would just let you go? Like this? Besides, I told you, I’ve got your back, Big Guy.”
Macy nudged him gently on what seemed to be an uninjured spot.
Mak swayed and Macy caught him, wrapping one arm around his back and the other maneuvering then holding his hand on the other side, over her shoulders.
“Sorry about that. Let’s get you back to Kira and into our healing bay. I’m sure she is more than ready to have you back. She’s been relentless with her orders. You’ll have to promise to be the buffer between her and the rest of us plebs! I don’t know what we would do without you,” Macy joked, laying it on thick.
Stars, Mak was ready to see Kira again too. Had it only been hours? Less than a day, he was sure. He was so emotionally drained and tired, but he tried to stay strong. He felt proud that he was able to keep the tears he felt in the corner of his eyes at bay.
Macy offered to get him a stretcher, but he refused. He could walk. With assistance. At least Macy was gracious enough not to point that out. She walked him back to the ship, holding him up as he limped back.
They were shallow cuts and stung, but they weren’t deep enough to cause muscle damage, he knew from experience. There were just so many of them, he probably looked like a jungle cat had attacked him.
“There she is!” Macy exclaimed.
It drew Mak’s gaze from the ground where he was meticulously watching his step, to where Kira stood at the entrance of the ship. Arms crossed in front of her chest, legs wide, she looked lethally angry.
If looks could kill, all the rebels would have immediately dropped dead. Her eyes alternated the deadly stare between two points behind him. She could barely look at him.
“Bring Mak to my bedroom, Captain. Then, please ensure our new guests get the best accommodations we offer.” Her merciless tone made it clear that their “guests” would not enjoy what came next.
Mak felt more than saw Macy nod as they passed Kira as they entered the ship. Would she not look at him? He knew he was banged up, but he would heal, hopefully back to almost what he’d looked like before.
Dread settled in his stomach. Was this it? Had he misjudged her? Would she not want him if he was damaged? Well, more damaged than he had been. As she had remarked to his previous piece of space trash of owner when they had been negotiating him, Mak hadn’t been in “optimal” condition even when she had first purchased him.
He barely noticed when they reached Kira’s quarters. Macy pressed the controls to pull the seating from the floor, sitting him in one of the chairs.
“She’ll be here soon. She’ll tend to you. I have to go settle our prisoners in.”
Macy quickly exited the bedroom, leaving Mak to lean over the table holding his face in his hands and placing his fingers on the few relatively undamaged areas.
He had barely been sitting there a few minutes, his mind reeling, going from everything that had happened to Kira’s reaction, when she walked into the room.
He lifted his head to take in her expression from the one eye that he could still somewhat see. She approached, sitting next to him. She no longer seemed as angry, her face softened, her features compassionate.
Kira raised a hand to his cheek but stopped just before touching it. Her lower lip trembled slightly, her eyes tearing up. He almost reached for her hand to press it against himself, even if it would hurt. He would bear the burn just to feel her, to know she would still touch him, that she was not disgusted by him. She broke the silence with her soft voice.
“My poor, poor Mak. Don’t worry, we’ll get you fixed up and back to your handsome self soon enough. Those bastards!” She said, looking over his bruises, her hand floating beside his face as if she was afraid to touch him.
Mak exhaled, reassured. He knew they were together, a couple, but he’d had a sudden fear that she’d leave him if he was broken. He had been so careful to not look fragile before, too. So careful to not let his bad experiences affect his reactions and time with her.
Now that he was as broken on the outside as he sometimes felt on the inside, he had been terrified she would set him aside as too much trouble. Maybe his thoughts were unreasonable, but they had been running through his mind, especially after the way she’d looked at the entrance of the ship. Now, he realized the look had not been for him. The look was her admiral face for the prisoners they had taken in. The way she looked at him now, this was the real Kira, not the Admiral. The compassion, the love, the gentleness. This was the Kira he knew.
“Come.”
She extended her hand, palm up, and stood. He took her hand and rose, his ribs complaining. She must have seen him sway as she immediately came closer and assisted him.
“You want a shower first or the med bay right away? You might have broken ribs or internal bleeding. Might be safer to get you to the med bay first thing. I didn’t realize how bad it was, but in this light, it looks… Oh, Mak, I’m so sorry,” she said, her voice breaking.
He looked down at himself. He was dirty and could smell himself. He knew the med bay would likely take days. He cupped her cheek in his hand.
“It’s not your fault,” he said, his voice low. Then, answering her initial question, he said, “shower first”.
He decided he wanted to feel clean as soon as possible. He was thankful for her forethought of suggesting the shower, even if she thought it unwise. He couldn’t stand his own smell anymore. It reminded him of his days as a slave. He knew he’d be miserable in the med bay if he smelled this way, let alone be repulsive to her, he thought.
She led him into the shower and helped him peel off what was left of his tattered clothes. Her actions were swift yet gentle, practiced. He wondered how often she’d had to do this in the past, whether with her own body or helping someone else in a similar situation.
Had she done this for another male? A twinge of jealousy hit him. He almost laughed at himself. He was jealous of the possibility of an unknown, injured male. It felt stupid, ridiculous.
She started the shower and Mak hissed from the contact of the disinfectant soapy water with his wounds. He endured, plastering his palms on the shower wall, and grinding his teeth.
Kira stood next to him, fully clothed, her uniform soaking up as she helped him wash. Had he doubted her? He shook his head at his misgivings, masking the motion as voluntary by rinsing his hair.
Kira tenderly dried him off, bypassing the air dryer’s strong setting. Back in the bedroom, she led him to sit on the bed. From his good eye, he watched her walk to his dresser and take out the most comfortable clothes he owned. She dressed him, keeping her touch light, her compassionate gaze following her actions. She quickly rinsed and changed into a dry uniform herself, as Mak waited for her on the bed.
Kira walked him to the med bay. Her crew milled around the hallways, busy with their tasks, but cleared the way as soon as they spotted Mak and Kira. Med bay was not as crowded as Mak would have believed, considering the operation he was sure had just been completed.
Upon their arrival, one of the medics pointed to a bed. Holding his ribs, Mak lay down with assistance from Kira and the medic, who rushed to help them. Everything hurt. His thighs had stopped bleeding, the shallow cuts had hurt, but were thin enough to not be significant. His face was probably the worse off.
Kira stepped away but he grabbed onto her hand.
“Please don’t leave,” he whimpered, his voice breaking. Mak hoped he didn’t sound too pitiful, but he didn’t want to be alone right now.
“I’ll stay to see you settled in,” she replied in a soft voice.
Kira gave him a thin smile. He knew it was unreasonable of him to ask any more of her. She had a ship to run and a crew to check on.
“Thank you,” he managed to reply, hoping his fears of abandonment were just unreasonable thoughts due to the trauma of the moment and that she wouldn’t be detaching herself from him while he lay in the med bay.
The medic hovered over him, working swiftly around Kira who kept hold of Mak’s hand. He hooked Mak up to multiple machines, wires hanging around him. The man placed a mask over Mak’s mouth and nose. Mak knew he would go under sedation soon. He would be enclosed in the stasis case. He hated the feeling, dreaded waking up inside the transparent coffin, alone. Finally ready, the medic nodded to Kira.
“I’ll see you soon, Mak. Be strong. I love you,” Kira said. Mak squeezed her hand in reply as he was doused to unconsciousness, his mind replaying her last words on loop until he almost believed them.
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Kira tucked Mak’s hand close to his body. The medic lowered the med bed’s top over a comatose Mak to ensure he healed quickly and completely. He reassured Kira it should be the case, but that it would take at least a week. She thanked the medic and stepped away from Mak. It was so hard to do. She couldn’t think about letting him go, and yet, she had to.
The churning anger came back and grew in waves announcing a vicious hurricane of emotions. She checked on the rest of her crew, starting with the ones in the med bay. Mak’s injuries were by far the worst, considering he had been tortured. Tortured.
It should have been her. She was the one they had been after, the one they had confused Mak for. She was sure he hadn’t told them that, either. Her brave Mak. She glanced once more at him before leaving the med bay.
The crew that had not needed medical attention was either eating or in their quarters, likely cleaning up too. They were used to this and didn’t need her orders. Kira wanted answers. First, she went back to the communications room to check in with Amelia.
“Any further insight on how they got Mak?” She asked.
“There.” Amelia showed her the surveillance video depicting the scene.
It showed a man getting past security wearing their crew uniform, the same that had been grabbed off their own man during the animal distraction. Their guy had been picked up and treated for a mild concussion.
The man in the video had observed Mak eating breakfast in the galley. He had waited. Once Mak stood and walked back to Kira’s quarters, it was likely the confirmation he’d needed.
He took out an adhesive cloth and stuck it over Mak’s mouth and nose which must have contained a substance like chloroform as Mak seemed to have blacked out right away. Then, the man sneaked Mak off the ship when the entrance lookout patrolled on the side. Kira, unfortunately, had to admit that he was good.
“Did we find him?”
“No, Admiral. We found the discarded uniform and helmet, but not the man.”
Kira slammed her hand on the table, making Amelia jump, instantly feeling bad. She didn’t lose her temper. Mak’s state was affecting her.
Kira looked at her tired communication specialist. She needed to hire another so they could work in shifts.
“Thank you, Amelia. You’ve done enough today. Go rest a while. I’ll need you for the next part soon enough. Just set everything to automatic monitoring for now.” Her communication specialist stood, saluted Kira, and exited the room.
Next stop, the brig. Kira heard them before she saw them.
Macy stood strong, observing. Multiple cells were occupied on the left. On the right, the isolated and soundproof cell where they usually held more dangerous prisoners, held the man from the video who had vowed to kill Mak. Surprisingly, Keg was also in the observation room, looking pissed.
“Decided to come along for the show?” Kira asked him.
“Saw what they did to Mak. I knew you’d come for your piece. Thought I’d lend you a hand. Or fist.”
At the mention of Mak, Kira ground her teeth. She knew Keg and Mak had grown close, but it seemed she hadn’t known the extent of their friendship.
As much as she wanted to pummel the man chained in the next room, she had a ship to run and didn’t want to waste her time in the med bay healing from broken bones. It may be wise to leave it to Keg.
Kira and Keg entered the soundproof room and approached the man.
Keg turned to her, awaiting directions. Kira pointed to her eye, remembering Mak’s had been swollen shut. Keg nodded and punched the man in exactly the right way to mimic the injury. What was that Old-World saying? An eye for an eye? The man’s head rebounded from the hit.
“Where’s your leader?” She asked calmly.
“You’re looking at him, bitch.”
This time, Kira simply motioned Keg to continue, who didn’t seem to mind at all to oblige her once more. In fact, he looked happy to have creative freedom in his punishment. He punched the rebel in the ribs.
“You? Well, that explains why this whole little setup was so easy to overtake.” He glared at her.
“Fuck you!” He spat at her, landing on her uniform shirt.
The man had spit reach. Gross. Kira pursed her lips in disdain but didn’t bother wiping it off. She’d sanitize the whole thing later anyway.
“Intel says the leader was the mayor. That you?”
Kira was fishing. She knew it was said to be the dock master as he had access to block exports, which was the main issue for the Coalition. The man’s silence was greeted by Keg’s fist across his face. The man spat out blood to the side, then answered.
“Your Intel is crap. I’m the dock master.”
So, it was him after all. Kira shrugged in response as if that information didn’t matter to her.
“It’s over. We captured the buildings and disabled the bombs. And you’ll be lucky to even get sent to the mines for life. Or would you prefer the whorehouse?”
She let that sink in with a moment of silence, then continued.
“Why did you do it? Why rebel, plant bombs, block cargo?” Kira asked.
Finding out the motive usually explained rebel efforts. She tried to summon an inkling of compassion within herself, as she would have done on previous missions had Mak not been tortured.
She had read the debrief prior to the mission. Had they not obstructed the ports and blocked cargo, the Intergalactic Coalition would probably not have responded with force. At least not at first. Blocked cargo was bad for business, and the Coalition liked its business fluid and lucrative.
The man’s head hung low, seeming resigned.
Keg stepped in, raising the man’s head by his hair. The leader glared at her, assessing. Then, just as Keg would’ve gotten another resounding hit in, the man spilled.
“Because you Coalition scum treat everyone like shit. We know what you did to Jiva. We refuse for Mira-prime to be next. We’re not disposable slaves!” Kira’s ears perked up.
“Jiva?” She didn’t remember hearing that name. Could it be the planet that Lorena had mentioned?
“Yes, Jiva, you bitch, the Jiva you Coalition trash enslaved and destroyed! Friends, family, all gone! Dead. For what? Minerals? So that people like you could line their pockets with blood money?” The man seethed, staring Kira down.
“What minerals?” Kira had to ask. If she knew what kind, it could point to who would benefit most from their harvest and transformation.
“Is that all you care about you Coalition scum? Minerals?”
Keg stepped in, another punch to the ribs accentuated his threat.
“Answer the question. And don’t insult the Admiral again.”
“Admiral?” The man blanched, a contrast to his growing black eye.
“Admiral Kot, at your service,” Kira mock bowed.
“I thought the man we captured was the Admiral,” the rebel leader muttered.
“You thought wrong. He’s my consort. And as you’ve so graciously rendered him indisposed, I am very close to deciding to return the favor.” She smiled evilly as the man audibly gulped.
“You will answer all of my questions in a polite and sincere manner, or I will do to you and each of your men what you did to him before I pass martial law judgment.” The prisoner blanched. Kira may have gone easier on him had he not tortured Mak, but she found she had little empathy left at the moment.
“Now, what kind of minerals?”
“Obsidian, Gold, Carnotite… Migrisian,” he breathed out, subdued.
Migrisian. Stars! This was not good. And whoever had access and production to it had had a whole planet hidden away, mining the dangerous, poisonous, and radioactive mineral for who knew how long. When treated properly, it could be used in medicines and air purifying treatments even in the most hostile environments. It could hypothetically make an inhospitable planet habitable, in large enough quantities. Treated in other ways, it was beyond deadly. Once, in the long ago past, it had been used during war. The leaders at that time had congratulated themselves on such an effective weapon before they saw the destruction with their own eyes. Dropped in a certain liquid form into a population’s water supply and it decimated the people within hours of ingestion, burning them from within. It was odorless and untreatable by any filter other than ones made from the same mineral. Push it into the air conduits in a modified gas form and people dropped dead like flies.
The one time it had been weaponized, it had been so utterly destructive, wiping out an entire species, that the whole Intergalactic Coalition had agreed on a ban, never to allow its use again.
Stars, Kira prayed whoever had had access to the planet hadn’t had a chance to transform it yet. If the coalition found out about this, Kira would not even be surprised if they ordered the explosion of the planet themselves. She must have looked utterly shocked, as the rebel leader chuckled dryly.
“You didn’t know. The mighty Admiral Kot didn’t even know! The fucking Coalition fucks their own people over too, don’t it?”
Kira turned to Keg, motioning him to follow her out of the room. They left the rebel leader tied to the chair, in a better condition than he had left Mak, but Kira might still need him to be able to speak, after all.
They walked back to the observation room where Macy had watched from.
“Both of you, I need your absolute silence on this. No one can know yet. Lives may depend on it.”
They both nodded. She knew she could count on them. Even with the incredibly horrible news bomb that the rebel leader had just dropped on them, she knew they understood the implications and possible casualty risks, especially if the ones keeping the existence of this planet so quiet found out.
Stars, what would she do? Had Lorena known? Was that why she’d sent Kira? If she had known, Kira thought she would have been here herself with a full armada at her back.
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Kira headed back to the rebel leader. Something was nagging at her brain. Keg followed her, but remained off one side, casually leaning against a wall.
“You said the people are dead. How would you know? It could be that the planet got isolated, maybe enslaved, but that wouldn’t mean that everyone is dead.”
“Oh, they’re dead.”
“How would you know?” Kira repeated, punctuating her words.
“Because we saw it all. At night, we used to be able to see Jiva from here. Like a moon. Then we saw it die. We thought it was shooting stars, or asteroid storms or something. We almost went on lockdown. It passed by, too far from us. But then, we never saw Jiva again. There is no other explanation. It had to be Jiva exploding.”
Kira kept her facial expression neutral. Inside, she reeled, horrified, wondering once again if the Intergalactic Coalition themselves had ordered it. Thinking about such a massive loss of life was unbearable.
She needed to tell Lorena. Although how Lorena would prove this, Kira did not know. Maybe Lorena could analyze the space around this planet for traces of Migrisian.
Lorena had seemed to think the planet still existed, had just been removed from the maps. Now, Kira wondered if it had been wiped out completely and covered up, as the rebel leader seemed to say. But who would have that kind of power?
If it was the Coalition’s doing, they must not have known that it had been visible from this planet. Otherwise, whoever took care of Jiva would likely have set his next move on this planet, Mira-Prime.
These rebels, maybe even the whole planet, would never make it out alive if they spoke about Jiva this way and word got out. Kira headed back to the rebel leader. He raised his head when she entered the room.
“How many of you know about this? How many saw it happen?”
“All of us. You can’t silence a whole planet!” Kira blanched. They had a sword hanging above each of their heads. If word got out, they were all dead. She tried to think how she could help spare a whole planet’s population. Finally, she responded to the rebel leader.
“No, I can’t silence a whole planet. But you will have.”
“Why in the Stars would I do that?” He asked, incredulous about her request. She could understand his reaction. After all, that was contrary to what he had been fighting for with his rebellion.
“You’ll do it if you don’t want to doom everyone here to a fate like Jiva,” she told him. He still didn’t look convinced. She explained her reasoning.
“Let me spell it out for you because you clearly didn’t think it through before your little rebellion. If Jiva was taken out, it was likely to cover up the Migrisian.” He nodded. Good, at least so far, he understood.
“Whoever covered that up doesn’t want it to be known there was any Migrisian in the first place because it’s highly illegal and dangerous. Now, here you are, an entire planet claiming not only knowledge of Jiva, a planet which no longer appears on any map I’ve seen, but also that Migrisian was being forcefully mined on it, and that you’ve seen what may have been the planet being blown up. And you’re saying this is the Coalition’s doing.” She waited a few seconds for that to sink in.
“Jiva was wiped from maps?” He asked, seemingly confused.
“Yes, as if it never existed. I didn’t know about it until you told me its name and there was no other planet listed on this quadrant’s map as neighboring yours. This quadrant of space is so sparsely populated and unvisited that hiding a planet would likely not even be that noticeable. Hiding two, this one included, would likely be not much harder. What did you think would happen to you and everyone here? You are putting yourself in danger, in exactly the situation you were looking to avoid, by rebelling.” Again, she paused, letting him digest her words.
“Right now, it doesn’t seem like whoever is behind this knows that Jiva or at least its destruction was visible from here. You’re lucky I called dibs on this mission or this whole planet might already have been blown to bits.”
The man listened to her, his expression changing from angry, to shocked, to incredulous, then finally, to resigned. Kira took that as a sign to press her advantage.
“So, here’s what we’re going to do. You and your merry group will go back to your daily lives and make sure you make everyone understand to never mention neither Jiva and its explosion nor the Migrisian ever again.” He balked at her words but didn’t contradict her, so she continued.
“I’ll do damage control and hopefully no one has heard your claims outside of Mira-Prime. If and when another Coalition officer comes around, act with respect and deference so they will have no reason to question anything. Say that Admiral Kot graciously obliterated the rebels and that the planet is safe once more. Act as if nobody knows anything and everything is normal. Can you do that?” He deliberated in silence for a few moments, then answered.
“Yes.” He cocked his head, aiding her, then asked softly, “why are you doing this?”
“I’m giving your people a chance to survive.” She answered in earnest.
“No, I mean why are you helping us? Why are you helping me? After what I did to your consort?”
Of course, Kira was still furious about that. She wanted to be by Mak’s side even now. But helping people in situations like this was not only her job but her calling.
“Because you may deserve my wrath, but the children and other innocents of this planet do not. I will not doom them for the actions of you and your men, as despicable as I find them.”
Kira was about to head back to the observation room when she remembered.
“Oh, and one more thing. I want to know who jumped my consort.”
“Why? I’m the one who ordered it, the one who beat him.”
Kira spun back his way angrily, getting in the man’s face, her hands leaning on the rebel’s tied forearms.
“You didn’t beat him, you tortured him! Tortured! You didn’t even have the right person! You could have killed him, and it wouldn’t even have been the person you were after!” She screamed in his face, furious.
The man recoiled, trying to get as far as he could away from Kira while still being tied to the chair.
Kira was feeling the weight of her guilt. Her poor Mak. All because people were stupid and didn’t get the right information. It had always played in her favor in the past, that people usually assumed Admiral Kot was a man, underestimating her when they finally met her.
This time, she couldn’t stop the guilt, knowing it was her fault that Mak had been mistaken for her. She knew these were the risks of her profession. She undertook them fully. Mak did not. She knew that if it had been her in Mak’s place, she would probably not feel this angry. But Mak was innocent in this. At that moment, she wondered if she was more pissed off at the rebel leader or herself. Her poor Mak.
Still, she reassured the rebel leader. “I won’t kill your man.”
“What guarantee would I have?” He asked a legitimate question.
“I haven’t killed you, have I?” Kira replied, stepping away from him and folding her arms in front of her.
“Not yet.”
“Who is he?” She repeated. Keg approached them as the man wasn’t cooperating. The rebel remained silent, only grunting when Keg’s fists connected.
“Who?”
“No.” The man panted but refused to answer.
Kira found it strange that after they seemed to have previously arrived at a mutually agreeable conclusion, the man suddenly refused to cooperate. She motioned for Keg to wait as he was about to swing another punch.
“He’s someone close to you, isn’t he?” Kira addressed the rebel. He looked distressed. Family, then, she guessed from his reaction.
“A brother?” The man didn’t flinch. No, then. She assessed the man’s age.
“A son,” she decided.
“I bet if we looked where you live, we’d find him.”
The man’s demeanor suddenly changed, and he begged.
“Please. Please, no. He’s just a boy, barely a man. He just came back from a mandatory military tour, thinks he’s so good after a year of escaping being cannon fodder. We’re just lucky he came back alive. Please. I’ll do anything.”
Kira wondered about that. The video showed a masculine figure, but it was too grainy to determine the age.
In any case, she had her answer. She left the room, motioning Keg to follow her, the man screaming and begging her on her way out. They rejoined Macy in the observation room. The man’s head slumped back to his chest, defeated.
“Find him,” Kira told Macy, crossing her arms across her chest.
Macy nodded in response, already moving away to gather a team to fulfill the order. If he was truly that young, he had done a good job at jumping Mak, Kira thought.
While Macy was searching, Kira went to look over the rest of the prisoners, Keg on her heels.
Her Commander had taken over in this area and came over to report as soon as Kira entered the section. Her information corroborated what Kira had gotten out of the rebel leader, learning nothing new. She also confirmed they had taken care of all the rebel facilities.
Kira dismissed everyone non-essential and headed back to the med bay to check on Mak. He was in stasis, healing. Not that she expected any change within the hours, but she was not a patient person.
Finally, the night was catching up to her. She asked Macy to message her if there was any news on the son of the rebel leader, telling her that Kira would be in her quarters if needed.
After a quick rinse and throwing her clothes into the sanitizer, Kira fell into bed, alone. She had not been alone in bed in quite some time. It felt disconcerting, unusual, and empty. Already, she missed Mak terribly.




76. Kira

 
Two days passed before Macy’s team had any luck finding the rebel’s son. He hid and switched up his location a few times. Finally, they had dragged him into the ship, subdued. The mission Commander on site had decided to use a sedative as the young man have been kicking, biting, and cussing when he had been apprehended. They left him in an interrogation room next to his father, without connecting the two rooms. Kira and Keg joined shortly after he regained consciousness. Kira stepped forward, her voice calm.
“I’m Admiral Kot. The one you unsuccessfully tried to abduct.”
He glared at her in response from the chair he was tied to. Kira studied his face, looking the man over. Was he still a boy, as his father claimed? He did look young. Considering the mandatory military tour on this planet started at seventeen, Kira thought his father might have been right to plead for his son. By her calculations, he would barely be eighteen. He had a solid build though, which would explain why the security camera showed a man’s figure. Dressed in uniform, it would be hard to tell a difference.
“You’re a woman,” he said, squinting his eyes as if it was a contrary statement.
“I am. You abducted my consort.”
The young man flinched. Although Kira was still pissed, her anger had had time to deflate some while working on getting the planet back on track.
“Was it your idea?” She asked, wondering what he would reply, if he would blame it on the rebels, on his father.
“It was.” The smug look he gave her made her wonder.
“Your dad didn’t put you up to it?” She pushed.
“My dad?” His voice cracked. Kira looked him over. She was sure he looked paler.
“Your dad. The rebel leader. The dock master.”
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“That’s ok. We have him already; you don’t need to protect him. I’m not terribly happy with either of you.”
“Fuck you! You’re lying! You can rot in the middle of an asteroid field for all I care!”
Keg approached, leaning menacingly over the tied young man.
“Watch your mouth, boy. She’s the only thing between you and the mines right now. Better yet, how do you think a pretty boy like you will fair at the whorehouse?”
The young man blanched with fear, looking more juvenile than he was, as he was suddenly forced to contemplate his bleak future.
“What do you suppose we do with you?” Kira marched a few steps to one side, tapping her finger to her chin.
“Let us go.” He croaked.
“It was quite clever, the distraction with the animals, the quick switcheroo with the uniforms. Where did you learn it?”
“I had a good mentor on my mandatory rotation. I read a lot on tactics.”
“So, it was all you?” She asked.
“Mostly. I got lucky with the animal considering how many of you there were.” The young man was smart, she would give him that.
“Clearly not lucky enough, or you wouldn’t have gotten the wrong man.”
“He had an Admiral’s patch and was about to enter the Admiral quarters. It should’ve been him.” He shrugged. That comment, the nonchalance of it, brought her fury back.
“No, you dipshit, it should have been me! And now he’s lying in medical after being tortured by your father while you’re sitting around here unharmed, running your stupid fucking mouth!” Kira let her frustration out, screaming.
She breathed in and out, calming down. The young man at least had the presence of mind to look contrite at that. She left the room with orders to untie the young man and put him in the brig with the others.
Kira blew out a heavy breath. She had found the culprit, had them all arrested, and now needed to decide their fate without letting her anger run rampant. She couldn’t let it affect their sentencing, otherwise, she was no better than all those other admirals she considered unworthy of the title.
It was her right, as the Admiral on the mission and the chief Coalition officer in the quadrant at this time to dispense justice as she saw fit. Other admirals would either put them to death or send them to the mines or the whorehouse for life.
Although right at this moment she didn’t feel like it, she knew that she would go easy on the young man. On all of them, if she were honest. Their methods may have resulted in Mak getting hurt, but she couldn’t let her personal feelings ruin a whole planet’s chance of survival.




77. Mak

 
Finally awake, Mak lay bored in the healing bay for days. It felt unending. His eyes were also healing so he couldn’t even watch vids like everyone else often did. The medic had found that one of his eyes had popped vessels and would take some time to heal.
The other eye had to rest or be used only minimally, so as not to disturb the healing eye’s movement. Macy had passed by a few times to keep him company. So had Keg, Mira, Amelia and even Valeria.
Some of the guys he’d played cards with passed by to wish him well, but they were all on duty. The ship was a whirlwind. Although the more violent part of the mission seemed to be over, they were still working on stabilizing the planet and reassuring the Coalition.
Most reassuring of all, Kira divided her time between work and staying with him. He knew she was stretching herself thin, but every time he would suggest she go rest, she denied him, preferring to spend time with him than to sleep. She came to see him every evening after work. She only ever had a short rest, sleeping a few hours. Then, she woke, came back to see him, went to work, and came back for each evening meal.
How she did it, he didn’t know, but it endeared her to him so much more. Knowing she was there for him throughout the healing, that she still wanted him despite the pucks to his face, reassured him. He didn’t know what he would do if she hadn’t come to see him in the med bay. Even now, clouds of doubt sometimes flew by in his mind, blown away every time she crossed into the med bay.
Today, he didn’t have to wait long for Kira to come back to him. Time had passed, but it could not have been a whole day. He looked up at the clock above the doors. It was not time for her to be here yet.
However, Mak was elated to see her early. To say that he had some anxiety about not seeing her after what happened was an understatement. The fact that she spent time with him and refused to leave him even upon his insistence was a balm to his battered soul.
A few more days, the medic had told him. Only a few more days and he would be able to leave the med bay. He was looking forward to so many things. Most of all, he was looking forward to holding Kira in his arms, cuddling her before falling asleep together. The memory of them snuggling, her lovely butt nestled just right to his front, had kept him warm while she had been away, leaving him with a very inappropriate boner in the middle of the med bay. It was better than the alternative. Of being left completely alone.
He tried not to worry her, but he often woke from nightmares. The worst part, he thought, was that the nightmares were not limited to having been recently abducted.
In some, he relived moments of his past that he had thought he’d long ago gotten over. And yet it seemed his mind did not want to let go. So far, he had gotten lucky not to wake up screaming, and at least the episodes never happened when Kira was around, as he made sure to be awake at those times. Part of him dreaded the moment he would sleep in her bed and wake her up because of it.
The day soon came that Kira escorted him back to their room. She was so careful with him that he was almost annoyed. Every time he was close to feeling this way, he would remind himself that it was just another expression of her love.
That night, they had showered and gone to bed. She snuggled up to him, being the little spoon to his big spoon. He thought she would fall asleep, still considering him an invalid, but she seemed restless. She turned over, looking at his face in the pale glow of her clock. Her fingers caressed his cheek.
“Stars, I missed you,” she whispered, her voice overwhelmed.
She tentatively kissed his lips. The touch was so soft he barely felt it. Reaching for her, he caught her lips. They lay on their side, kissing, their free hand caressing each other’s back. Mak’s hand reached her hair, tugging her closer.
Kira’s hand trailed down to his pants, rubbing his manhood through the material. She knew he was hard. He had been hard ever since she’d pressed her ass to his groin earlier. She must have felt it. It certainly had not gone down since they’d been kissing passionately.
“I want you. Can you take it?” She asked breathlessly.
Of course, he could! Right now, he could fly!
“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered in reply, hoping the words would bring back the memories of his eagerness and push her to intimacy.
“Mak, I’m serious.” She stopped her movements, looking at him soberly.
“I am being serious. I can take it. And I am forever your slave, Mistress.” He reassured her. He reassured himself too. He knew he never wanted to be free of her.
“Are you? Forever my slave?” She teased, trailing her finger across his lips.
“If you’ll have me. Will you keep me, Mistress?” Mak asked huskily, gently sucking her finger.
“Mmm, I don’t know. Where’s your collar?”
Mak pushed away and stood. Kira lay sideways, holding her head up in one hand, arm bent, observing him with curiosity.
Reaching one of the storage areas, Mak pulled out the decorative collar, soft cuffs, and rope she’d bought, back on Cena-2. He had known exactly where she had stored them.
He approached the bed and kneeled in deference. He extended the items in his hands, looking at the floor.
“Are you sure?” Kira asked, breathless, her fingers on his chin raising his head to study his eyes.
“Yes, Mistress.” He looked her in the eyes and responded, never having wanted anything more. Kira took the soft collar from his outstretched hands, slowly unbuckling it and bringing it to his neck. She tenderly buckled it in place, kissing his lips once it was attached. He kissed her back for all he was worth, trying to convey his happiness, how reassured he felt.
“You want the cuffs or the ropes today?” She asked, as he still held them in his hands.
“As you wish, Mistress.”
“Will it always be as I wish?” She asked cheekily as she caressed his face.
“As long as you’ll have me.” And if he had anything to say about it, it would be forever. She looked him over pensively, a mischievous glint in her eyes.
“I think you’ll need them. After all, you’re just out of the med bay and we wouldn’t want you to hurt yourself by moving too much. On your back!” She ordered, moving over, and giving him room to obey.
As soon as he complied, she got to work, strapping the cuffs, and tying him to the bed. By the time she was done, he was so aroused he hoped she wouldn’t tease him too much. His fears were unfounded as it seemed that she too was ready.
Straddling his hips, she stroked him, brushing him against her wet core. She was so wet for him, so ready. It wasn’t long before she led him inside, seating herself. Stars, she was gorgeous! How had he gone so many days without her?
She rode him gently at first, as if afraid he would break. For a few moments, he wished he had use of his hands to slam her hips on his, make her move faster. Alas, as he was tied, he could only enjoy the view of her bouncing breasts and her open-mouthed expressions as she came.
Once she came down from her high, she kept riding him, bringing him closer to his own release. She bent down, whispering in his ear breathlessly, without stopping her movements. “You’re mine, Mak.”
“Yours,” he replied huskily.
There was not a doubt in his mind that he was hers. She owned him, mind, body, and soul. She kissed him, then sat back, riding him hard until they both came, so close together. She rolled off, lying exhausted beside him.
Kira took a few moments to unbuckle him, putting the ropes and cuffs in the box on the bedside table. She reached for the collar, but he stopped her fingers.
“No, leave it on.” He asked, softly. “I want to keep it.”
He felt safe with the collar, a confirmation
that he was hers and she’d take care of him. It was soft enough that he barely felt it, and it didn’t irritate him at all. It felt completely different from the pain collar he had worn as a slave.
Lying back in bed, she caressed his cheek.
“I love you, Mak,” she whispered before closing her eyes.
“I love you, Kira,” he whispered back, unsure if she heard him as she fell asleep. At that moment, he never wished to take the collar off.




78. Kira

 
Kira was so grateful Mak was doing better. They were closer than ever. Although, frankly he had become needier since his abduction. With anyone else, it would probably have been annoying. With Mak, she relished feeling needed.
She’d fallen for him. Kira spent as much time as she could with him, without compromising her duties. They had fallen into a routine once again and she was grateful for it. At least it restored a sense of normalcy to their lives.
Mak had refused to take the collar off, even when he walked around the ship. He’d told her it was because he had no shame in showing everyone he was hers, screaming it even. They’d known what he had started as. A slave, bought and paid for.
Now, he told her, he’d felt freer than ever in her collar. It was only ornamental, of course. Kira had released him and meant it, and although they did play the Mistress and slave in bed, he was a free man.
From time to time he removed it when he worked on the ship, mostly on dirty, mechanical jobs. He would also remove it should they exit the ship or when they would be on a stopover somewhere.
But when they were alone, he would often ask her to put it back on and tie him up. It was no hardship. In fact, she enjoyed their games very much, and Mak was very imaginative when he put his mind to it.
They resumed their dates in the holo-rooms and most of the time, it was Mak who chose them. He took care of her, and she took care of him, each in their own way. 
They had set up everything at Mira-Prime with the rebels. Everyone was collaborating and they understood their silence was their lifeline. If anyone talked, they would all die. It seemed like a strong motivator. After a discussion with Mak, he had agreed he didn’t want to seek further retribution for his injuries. Kira and Keg had done enough damage and the mission came first, he’d said.
Sneakily, he had managed to buy her a surprise gift. One night, while they were still on Mira-Prime, Mak came back with a wrapped package in his arms. Kira had, of course, provided him with a bank account and deposited his earnings in it. When he’d given her the package, saying it was a gift, Kira had felt giddy.
He’d already given her so much, but this was special to him, she could tell. She guessed that it was because he’d earned the money for it, whereas before, he wouldn’t have been able to, as a slave. Unwrapping it, she found a nightshirt. It was bright pink, a very similar bright pink to the shirt she had first given to cover him that first night she’d bought him.
She smiled, tearing up. She looked up from the shirt to his face. He looked anxious, motioning her to unwrap it fully. She remembered that old shirt had said “I’m amazing in bed - I can sleep for hours”. Biding his request, she unfolded the material, holding it in front of her. It read “Best Mistress Ever”. She couldn’t contain the tear that slipped down her cheek.
“Do you like it?” He asked shyly.
“Oh, sweety. I love it,” she replied, her voice shaking with emotion.
Putting the shirt aside, she tugged at his hand, leading him to bed.
“Let me show you how much.”
She showed him just how much until they were both sweaty and tired and so content neither of them could imagine themselves with anyone else ever again.
—
Kira had agreed to meet with Lorena on an outpost in the second quadrant to transfer what she knew. It was too dangerous both to her crew and to the people on Mira-Prime for the same person to undergo both this mission and the inquiries into the Migrisian.
Lying in bed in Mak’s arms, Kira was thinking about the nightmares Mak had from time to time. He tried to hide it and likely thought she didn’t know, but she’d noticed.
A large part of her wanted to hold him tight and reassure him of his safety. She hesitated because he clearly tried to hide it. She’d even investigated any help she could potentially provide, scrolling through courses in the training room earlier. However, it was not her field of expertise and he deserved better than someone with a quick training that would basically only be able to ask him how he felt about it. She resolved to suggest he see a professional, which she proposed that night when they lay cuddling.
“Mak.”
“Hmm.” He nuzzled her neck with his nose, leaving kisses behind her ear.
“I know about the nightmares.” He stilled and exhaled.
“I’m sorry,” he said, almost whimpering.
“What? Why would you be sorry?” She turned her face to look him in the eyes.
“I don’t mean to be a bother.”
He hugged her close, hiding his face in her hair, tearing up.
“Oh, baby…”
Kira turned her body completely towards his and cupped his face in her palms.
“You’re not a bother. I love you.”
She kissed him tenderly on the lips.
“I’m just not equipped to help you. And because I know that, I would ask if you would like to talk to someone who is?”
“I don’t know if I can,” Mak whispered his answer, his lips quivering.
“It’s okay,” she whispered back, petting his hair. “You could try. It might help. Would you consider it?” He nodded slightly, silent.
He rested his forehead against hers and just held her. That night, all they did was sleep, but Kira held him close, and it seemed to hold the nightmares at bay.
Some nights were passionate, others, when they both came back to their quarters exhausted from their day, were intimately tender. Always, they expressed their love for each other, Kira providing her strength, support, and reassurance, Mak, his love and submission. Both promising to be each other’s’ forever.




Epilogue

 
Kira hired a psychologist, figuring she could keep one on staff for Mak, as well as for the other employees as needed. Her ship was well staffed, and she’d spun it as a perk, a tax-deductible expense. They would be picking up the psychologist at the next outpost they stopped at. Kira had already paid for her travel expenses to meet them there.
The crew was always excited about a layover. Kira had once again received a bonus for the quick resolution of the rebellion, the planet’s representatives having informed the Coalition of the rebels’ demise, indicating they had been executed.
The dock master’s son had asked to join Kira’s crew, and after consulting with Mak, Macy, and Valeria, they had taken him on as a grunt. He could work his way up. He’d been clever enough during his abduction stint that Kira felt he could be useful.
Of course, he had been informed that if he ever did anything like that again, or did anything against anyone on the crew, they’d chute him off into space. Sufficiently subdued, he agreed and had been on his best behavior ever since, already having apologized profusely to Mak.
Kira and Mak kept going on their dates, each outdoing the other in trying to find something creative to do.
Kira had noticed that Macy tried to give them their space, that she had been a bit more reserved than usual. She tried to make her feel welcome and made sure to make time for her but couldn’t help feeling that Macy felt like a third wheel in Kira and Mak’s relationship. Kira truly hoped Macy found someone who could make her feel like Mak made Kira feel. Like she was the only woman in his world. She prayed to the Stars that Macy also got her happy ending, just as she and Mak had gotten theirs.
The end




ABOUT THE AUTHOR

 
Luna lives in Canada, where she grumbles about the cold during the winter months and wishes for a pool during the summer. Armed with a keyboard and a decaf mocha, she loves spending her evenings reading and imagining stories about galaxies far, far away.
For years, she has been envisioning worlds where women could truly be the strong, independent, bad-ass heroines, and where men would not need to do all the saving but may in turn need saving.




ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

 
Dear Reader,
Thank you so much for reading my book!
I’ve often felt that strong women in a more dominant role were not written enough about in romance novels. I hope that this book (and future ones!) shows that women can be heroes and saviors too!
With this book, I wanted to share a world where women could be strong and independent yet loved and loving. Where they could save and protect their men and be the dominant ones in their relationships. Thank you for sharing this world with me and making it all possible.
I hope you enjoy reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it. Publishing it is a dream come true.
If you enjoyed it, please leave a review!
Macy’s story is coming up next in “The Captain’s Compensation”!




The Captain’s Compensation

 
Maverick
When one of the orphans that Maverick takes care of is about to be ruthlessly punished, Maverick takes the blame. Finding himself in servitude to Captain Macy Swift was not how he expected to serve his penance. Maverick risks everything to save the kids he took under his metaphorical wing. Will his sacrifice be enough?


Macy
On a self-pitying walk on the outpost, while waiting to meet a Coalition Admiral, Macy certainly doesn’t expect to catch a thief or to find herself as the temporary warden of self-sacrificing Maverick. She can’t help but be drawn to his loyalty and compassion. When they must leave the outpost on Macy’s next mission, will Maverick forgive her for tearing him away from the kids?




SNEAK PEEK - The Captain’s Compensation

 




1. Maverick

 
Maverick spotted young Charlie’s pickpocketing target and his blood ran cold. He had hoped that, because it was later in the day, Charlie would be more inconspicuous.
Observing him now, Maverick knew Charlie would not make it. The target seemed aware, although her minimal movements did not give her away. There was no way to warn Charlie without making a commotion that might just make this worse. Maybe Maverick was being paranoid, but the whole situation felt off. Would Charlie notice? Mave tried whistling their warning signal, but Charlie didn’t hear it.
From his hiding spot, Maverick watched with woeful anticipation as Charlie reached out and tried to pickpocket the Coalition officer. He knew the moment Charlie had been made.
The officer’s slender shoulders stiffened slightly, almost imperceptibly. From his vantage point, a horrified Maverick saw it all happen, as if in slow motion.
Charlie’s arm extended, his fingers barely touching the officer’s vest. The officer’s hand swiftly caught Charlie’s wrist. She turned around, holding him in place. Maverick was about to create a distraction to allow Charlie to make a run-for-it when the Judge appeared. Damn! They were screwed!
The Judge hated them. He’d been assigned to this sector about a year ago and was ruthless. The previous Judge had been more lenient towards children, but this one didn’t care. This Judge simply applied adult sentences to everyone. All he seemed to care about was lining his pockets with his share of the catches.
Charlie was in trouble. He had barely turned ten and he was already on his third offense with this Judge. With the previous one, Maverick wouldn’t have been as worried, but as this Judge didn’t believe in juvenile sentences, Maverick was terrified for Charlie. On his third offense with this Judge, Maverick had gotten the flogging of his life and he had just turned 25! Not that counting birthdays mattered much once you reached 18 and had the adult sentences apply.
The very few times his bunch had managed to steal a cake for someone’s birthday, it had been a risky affair. So, Maverick saved those attempts for the younger ones.
Maverick took care of “the kids”, now that he was the oldest one around, or he tried to, anyway. With no real jobs to be found on their bleak outpost, they stole what they could and took the rare, odd jobs they could find.
It was a hard life, but it could have been worse. They had a permanent hovel, hidden away in an abandoned building. They were even lucky that the roof above their part was mostly intact. They had blankets, and most days, they had food. It wasn’t a lot, and more often than not, it wasn’t enough to feed everyone until they were no longer hungry, but it was something.
Not many on this outpost cared for orphans. People had their own misery to deal with. Even those generous enough to share couldn’t share often, considering the state of the rundown outpost. The big market where they usually managed to steal their daily meals may have better off merchants, but Maverick’s section of what passed as a town certainly did not.
At least no one from his gang had been resigned to go to the whorehouse, which on this rock, could have been possible even at a young age. Once you got caught in there, you rarely made it out. From the drugs to the trauma, Maverick didn’t know anyone who got out of there sane and healthy, or even just alive for that matter.
The Judge exchanged a few brief words with the Coalition officer and grabbed Charlie roughly from the officer’s grasp. Maverick approached discretely to eavesdrop on what the Judge was saying, as the officer stood there with her arms crossed, looking angry.
This would not help Charlie’s case. Sometimes, if the victim was lenient, the Judge would follow suit. Not that Maverick had much hope from this Judge, he thought, as he maneuvered himself closer to the trio. The Judge already knew Charlie, but by his “protocol”, he scanned Charlie’s face. The officer was about to turn away to leave, but when the Judge shook Charlie by the arm, she froze.
“Third offense you little rascal! You’re off to a flogging!”
“No! Please!” Charlie cried and struggled, trying to run, but only succeeded in hurting himself.
Maverick couldn’t take it. He knew what would come. He’d lived it not that long ago. He knew the agony of that flogging. The Judge used a fire whip, which left you raw and burning for days. He himself had been lying on his stomach for nearly a week after his own such experience. He’d only made it because his gang had helped him with cold compresses and brought him what food they could scavenge. He knew that pain and he couldn’t take the thought of it being inflicted on Charlie’s little body. He saw the officer saying something to the Judge, but his blood was rushing to his head in fear, and he didn’t hear her words. Barely thinking, Maverick walked out towards them.
“I’ll take his punishment.” He said loud and clear, so there would be no doubt who he was talking to.
“Maverick, no!” Charlie kept trying to wrestle out of the Judge’s crushing hold.
“Hush, Charlie.” Maverick turned back to the Judge and the officer, who looked at him in surprise.
“I’ll take his punishment.” He repeated. The Judge smirked.
“You will, will you?” The Judge asked snidely. Maverick nodded in response, already dreading the burn of the flogger. The Judge scanned his face, making Maverick stiffen.
“You passed your third offense, boy. This would be your fourth. The mines or the whorehouse?” The Judge asked casually as if it was simply a question of selecting a meal option. His evil smile belied his nonchalance.
Maverick held back a shudder. Both these options were lucrative for the Judge. He would get a cut from any “work” at the whorehouse, as well as from the mines. If Maverick went for the mines and struck out on his luck, the Judge might make more. If not, the whorehouse made more credits.
“I thought you said flogging?” Maverick stared in disbelief, his blood running cold. What the Judge suggested were the worse punishments there could be, for heinous acts or repeat offenders of dangerous crimes. The old Judge had almost never used them, only for rapists.
“Oh, did you enjoy it last time? It’s the kid’s third offense. Your fourth. I think whorehouse. Keep it local.”
“The mines. Please, not the whorehouse,” Maverick quickly stated.
“I’ll make sure they work you extra so that the good Captain here can get her share of what your merry band of thieves would have stolen. Teach you rats not to bother decent folk!”
Maverick choked on his response. He knew anything he would say would only make it worse. Just like when he had insulted the Judge during his last flogging, which had earned him an extra ten lashes.
The officer, who had seemed shocked into silence, chose that moment to make herself known.




2. Macy

 
Macy had gone on an evening walk. After the ship landed, she had told her boss and best friend, the renowned Admiral Kirana Kot, that she would go clear her head on a walk and that she would be back before the night shift started.
She didn’t bother changing out of her uniform, as she would go right back to the ship for the night.
They were staying a few days, as usual, enough to make their purchases and their rounds. At least that was the official version.
They were also here to meet another admiral to transfer confidential information they had discovered on their last mission. They had quelled a small rebellion on Mira-Prime, a planet in the remote third quadrant, but had made a gruesome discovery. It seems someone had obliterated a planet neighboring Mira-Prime, and somehow managed to make it disappear from all maps as if it had never existed.
That, combined with the rebel leader claiming that the neighboring planet had Migrisian mines, a very dangerous and lethal mineral, amounted to very suspicious circumstances.
As Macy’s crew was the one to have discovered the situation, they could not investigate further without creating suspicion. This was the reason why they were to meet another Admiral on this desolate outpost, to pass her the torch, in a way.
These past few weeks on the ship, Macy had felt smothered. Kira was ecstatic with her new man, Mak, and Macy was very happy for her. Mak was a sweetheart. The big guy was a marshmallow inside, albeit a very shapely one on the outside, and was just the best man she could imagine for her friend.
She knew Kira did everything she could not to make Macy feel like she was the third wheel, but she couldn’t help it. In a closed environment like the ship, even with Kira’s best efforts, Macy didn’t feel like before. Everything was going well, and Kira was being so considerate. She was the best boss and friend anyone could hope for.
So why did Macy feel like something was missing? Macy groaned at herself.
“What is wrong with you?” She mumbled to herself. “Get it together woman!”
She walked on, ambulating in the market of the outpost. The market was less busy now, the daily sales mostly concluded. Businesses were winding down for the night. The only stalls that remained busy were the ones that stayed open a little later for ready-to-eat food and convenience items.
She was doing a great job feeling sorry for herself when she suddenly felt something was off. She was well trained enough not to ignore those feelings, as they could make a difference in self-preservation.
She felt like she was being watched, her senses tingling. A few moments later, she felt a very light, almost imperceptible touch at one of her pockets. They were good, but she was perceptive, her training obliged.
She smiled to herself and grabbed the thief by the wrist. She lost her smile when she looked down and saw the tiny wrist in her grip belonged to a young child. She softened her hold and was about to let the young one run along when she saw the outpost’s Judge approach.
She hadn’t seen this Judge before, but she knew what they looked like. The uniform was the same across all Intergalactic Coalition planets and the Judges were assigned rotations or could choose permanent locations.
The Judge grabbed the kid’s arm from her forcefully.
“I see you caught a thief!” The Judge exclaimed snidely.
“Oh, I’m not sure he was going to rob me. Maybe he was lost and was just reaching out to ask for help.”
“You are too kind, Captain,” the Judge said as he noticed her insignia. “But this one,” he said, punctuating his words by shaking the kid by his wrist, “is a known thief.” It happened. They were on a poverty-stricken outpost, after all. The Judge scanned the kid’s face.
Macy was about to turn away and let the Judge deal with his duty when he said “third offense you little rascal! You’re off to a flogging!”
A flogging? Macy recoiled, screaming internally. Who flogs a child? A child that barely looks over ten years old at that!
The little one struggled and cried out.
“Surely, he can be let off with a warning?” Macy asked.
“I didn’t really catch him in the act of anything, it’s only a supposition that he was reaching for more than just my hand.”
The Judge was about to respond when a man about her age appeared before them.
“I’ll take his punishment,” the man said, his voice clear and unwavering.
In her shock, Macy stared at him, wondering who the kid was to him. A flogging is a serious thing to take for another, especially as Macy noticed the fire whip on the Judge’s belt. The kid screamed for the man not to do it, but the man, Maverick, as the kid had called him, just shushed the boy.
Surely, the Judge wouldn’t go through with this, flogging the man instead of the child when he could let them both go with just a warning?
No. It was worse. Macy was once again shocked when the Judge instead scanned the man and proposed to send him to the mines or the whorehouse! She was flabbergasted, stunned into immobility.
The Judge didn’t relent.
“Oh, did you enjoy it last time? It’s the kid’s third offense. Like I said, your fourth. I think whorehouse. Keep it local.”
What was happening? Macy just couldn’t believe it. For something as minor as an attempt at pickpocketing, the kid would have been flogged and this man, who was trying to save the boy, was to be given the worse punishment available? She couldn’t believe this Judge!
“The mines. Please, not the whorehouse.” The man begged, a defeated look marring his otherwise good-looking features. He wouldn’t be spared at the whorehouse, not with that face and those striking eyes!
“I’ll make sure they work you extra so that the good Captain here can get her share of what you would have stolen. Teach you not to bother decent folk!”
Oh no, he didn’t! That got her out of her shock and into outrage! That despicable excuse for a Judge would not be using her as justification for his appalling judgment!
He was not letting the case go, so Macy used the only thing she could think of that would overrule the Judge.
“Judge, I call on my right as a Captain-ranked Intergalactic Coalition officer to obtain compensation in nature.”
The Judge, who was still gripping the young boy by the wrist, looked at Macy with astonishment. It was rarely heard of for officers to take compensation in nature, as they were seldom planet-side long enough to “enjoy” it, and they would have to obtain prior approval from their commanding officer to bring an extra mouth to feed on board a ship.
However, Macy precisely knew their current weight restrictions and onboard provisions, as she was responsible for them. She also knew that Kira would not tell her no, especially when she herself had actually bought a man on their last planet-side excursion.
Macy realized she would never live this down though, with all the poking she had done to Kira over her “purchase”. Still, there was no other way to save this man from one of the worse punishments he could get. The mines or the whorehouse. What nonsense! She shook her head. Finally, the Judge responded.
“Captain, are you sure? I’m certain we can make it beneficial to you with the whorehouse owner. I know him personally, he’ll make sure you get a good number of credits out of him.” Macy had no doubt he would, the bastard!
“I’m sure,” she confirmed, the firm tone of her voice making it clear she would brook no argument.
“You have a soft heart, Captain.”
He turned towards the man, who was still standing there, looking derelict. The Judge let the young boy go only to take a standard slave bracelet out of one of his pockets and hooking it to the man’s wrist. He then turned to Macy to give her the thin remote. She already knew how to use it. It was similar to the remote Kira had received with the “purchase” of her man. Had it only been months ago?
“And you!” The Judge pointed a finger at the resigned man.
“You better serve the Captain well! If I see you here before at least six months of service, or she writes you up a complaint, I’ll make sure your face is plastered on the Judge’s network for direct execution.” The man nodded silently, looking at the ground.
“Not that I am in any way limiting your rights to a longer restitution, Captain.”
The Judge turned to Macy, bowing.
Macy was about to argue that six months was too long, but figured it was better to let the Judge cool off. He was still holding the kid but let go when she looked down at where he was grasping the boy’s upper arm.
She would just bring the man back in six months, making sure to arrange a rotation back on this outpost at that time.
The Judge saluted her and walked away, albeit unhappily, having finished his business with her. Well then. How would she explain this to her Admiral, who she had good-naturedly teased just weeks ago for her own acquisition of a male?
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