
[image: ]

Copyright Page

Reclaimed by the Commanders: A Sinful Military Reverse Harem Romance of Obsession, Orders, and Surrender
By Natalia Rosewood
All Rights Reserved ©2025 Natalia Rosewood.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Author’s Note: All characters in this story are fictional and 18 years of age or older.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: Arrival at Ghost Zone Alpha

Chapter 2: Commanding Eyes

Chapter 3: The Captain’s Cold Voice

Chapter 4: Stripped of Protocol

Chapter 5: The Rules Are Theirs

Chapter 6: A Touch That Threatens

Chapter 7: His Voice Is an Order

Chapter 8: I’m Not in Charge Anymore

Chapter 9: The Interrogation Room

Chapter 10: He Watches Me Change

Chapter 11: One Glove, One Command

Chapter 12: Bound to a Steel Bed

Chapter 13: The Quiet One Speaks

Chapter 14: Nothing Stays Professional

Chapter 15: My Body Learns Obedience

Chapter 16: The Uniforms Come Off

Chapter 17: Punishment Detail

Chapter 18: The Colonel’s Threat

Chapter 19: I’m the Mission Now

Chapter 20: Their Touch Is Law

Chapter 21: Orders and Obsessions

Chapter 22: Tactical Positions

Chapter 23: No More Resistance

Chapter 24: Behind the Closed Door

Chapter 25: Marked by Their Hands

Chapter 26: He Makes Me Say “Yes”

Chapter 27: Security Footage

Chapter 28: Mission Redacted

Chapter 29: My Lips on the Line

Chapter 30: One Word—Mine

Chapter 31: Every Order, a Game

Chapter 32: Obey or Break

Chapter 33: When They Lost Control

Chapter 34: My Loyalty Shifted

Chapter 35: Punished for Wanting

Chapter 36: The Strike Team Returns

Chapter 37: I Choose the Commanders

Chapter 38: They’ll Kill to Keep Me

Chapter 39: My Place Is Here

Chapter 40: The Commanders Who Claimed Me

Sign up for Natalia Rosewood's Mailing List

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Arrival at Ghost Zone Alpha
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The rotor blades screamed overhead, slicing through the thick, sweltering jungle air like a war cry. Each rotation sent a violent tremor through the steel belly of the chopper, shaking the rows of metal benches where I sat, clutching my orders tighter than I clutched my breath. Humidity wrapped around me like a second skin, soaking into my uniform before I even stepped out of the aircraft. Below, a crude landing pad carved into a sea of tangled green foliage marked the edge of known territory. And beyond that? Nothing but shadows and secrets.

I was supposed to observe. That was the mission. An internal oversight operation, sent deep into Ghost Zone Alpha—a covert outpost not even the top brass liked to acknowledge existed. My job was to assess the command structure of an elite black-ops unit operating well beyond protocol. But the classified files hadn’t prepared me for the terrain, or the scent of heat and aggression in the air, or the very real sense that something here didn’t want to be found.

The moment my boots hit the ground, I knew this wasn’t going to be what the manual described. There were no salutes. No welcoming committee. No pretense of professionalism. Just a few armed men at the perimeter, eyes shadowed beneath helmets, posture loose in that way men only held when they were too dangerous to care. The wind from the chopper lifted dust and the scent of jungle rot into my lungs. I blinked against it, tightening my grip on my duffle bag.

A soldier—barely that, more a wraith in combat fatigues with eyes too old for his face—approached me without speaking. His gaze raked over me, unimpressed. Maybe amused. Maybe something worse.

“Lieutenant Harper?” he finally asked.

“Yes,” I said, keeping my voice calm, clipped. Military.

He gave me a once-over, then turned. “Follow me.”

No further pleasantries. I didn’t expect any. The jungle swallowed the path behind him, forcing me to keep up. My boots crunched against gravel and dirt, the only sound aside from the distant growl of wildlife and the low electric hum of the perimeter fence. The compound revealed itself in pieces: camouflaged bunkers hidden beneath netting, sandbagged walls, steel doors etched with rust. Everything felt temporary and permanent at once—built to last, ready to vanish.

We passed soldiers—if that’s what they still were—lounging with the kind of laziness that came from power, not disobedience. Eyes followed me. Not with interest. Not even with curiosity. With calculation. As if they were measuring the softness of my skin against the metal of their world.

My escort stopped in front of the largest bunker. “Command is inside,” he said, and disappeared back into the compound before I could ask anything more.

The door was unmarked, heavy steel with no window. I hesitated only a second before I pushed it open.

Inside, the light was dim, filtered through slats and thick air. The scent of oil and sweat was stronger here. The hum of servers or maybe generators pulsed low and steady. And in the center of the room stood the first man.

He was tall. Immense. Wearing a tactical shirt rolled to the elbows, revealing forearms corded with veins and ink. His eyes were steel—no, colder than that. Like they’d seen fire and death and come out the other side bored of both. His face was all sharp angles and silence, and his mouth barely moved when he spoke.

“You’re the observer,” he said.

It wasn’t a question.

“Yes, sir. Lieutenant Lila Harper. Sent from—”

“I don’t care who sent you.”

My breath caught.

“You weren’t requested. You weren’t approved. And your presence here is a mistake.”

I straightened my spine. “I’m under direct orders to evaluate command functionality, sir. I’ll stay out of your way.”

He stepped closer. “No, Lieutenant. You won’t.”

A door opened behind me before I could respond.

The second man entered like a storm. Where the first was cold, this one radiated heat. Tension. Rage. His build was leaner, his face more angular, lips curled in a smirk that didn’t reach his eyes. He stopped next to the first commander and looked me over like I was already stripped bare.

“This her?” he asked, voice low and amused. “The brass thinks this little thing can evaluate us?”

“She’s here now,” the first one said.

The second man stepped closer. “What’s your specialty, Lieutenant? Paperwork? Or screaming?”

My jaw tightened. “I’m here to observe. That’s all.”

“That’s what they all say,” he murmured, and his gaze dropped lower.

I took a breath, steady and shallow. The temperature in the room felt like it rose ten degrees.

Then came the third.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t even move like the others. He entered without a sound, his presence quiet but suffocating. Hair dark and slicked back, eyes darker still—obsidian, watching everything and giving nothing. He leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, a shadow in the shape of a man.

Something inside me twisted.

The first commander stepped into my line of sight again. “Here’s how this works. You’ll be assigned a bunk. You’ll eat when we tell you. Move when we say. You don’t write reports. You don’t leave this zone. You’re here because someone decided to test us. That was a mistake.”

“You’ll follow our commands,” the second one added, voice a velvet blade. “Every one.”

The third man said nothing. But his eyes held me like a vise.

This wasn’t a military operation. This was something else. Something older. More primal.

They didn’t want me here. They didn’t trust me. But more than that—more than their cold glares or territorial posturing—I saw something else in their faces.

Possession.

Not yet. Not entirely. But something that said I’d already been marked.

My heartbeat thrummed as they stared at me in silence. Like a prize dropped at their feet. Like a weapon still sheathed.

I came here for duty. Discipline. Documentation.

But in that moment, I felt the first unraveling of all three.

They were not men. They were storms.

And I was in their path.
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Chapter 2: Commanding Eyes
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The bunk they gave me wasn’t a room. It was a cage.

Four steel walls, one cot bolted to the floor, and a narrow slit of a window so high I couldn’t see out of it. The light overhead flickered like it was tired of being on, casting long, shifting shadows across the concrete. There was no door handle on the inside. Just a keypad on the outside, blinking red.

I stood in the center of the room, duffle bag at my feet, the realization blooming cold in my chest: I was being contained. Not welcomed. Not quartered.

I was being watched.

Not just metaphorically. There were cameras in the corners—tiny, matte-black dots that tracked every movement with the quiet judgment of an unblinking eye. No privacy. No sanctuary. Just steel, sweat, and silence.

I didn’t unpack. There was nothing to unpack, really. A uniform, a datapad I’d been ordered not to use, a toothbrush. Nothing that made this space feel like mine.

Because it wasn’t.

A buzz cut through the air suddenly, mechanical and sharp. The door hissed, unlocked, and swung open without warning. A shadow filled the frame.

He was taller than I remembered. Broader, too. The first commander. The cold one. The one whose voice still echoed in my head like the crack of a rifle.

His gaze landed on me like a blow. Slow. Deliberate.

“Follow me.”

Two words. No room for argument.

I fell into step behind him, my boots echoing in the narrow corridor. He said nothing as we walked. The walls here were different—lined with reinforced metal, some places rusted, others marked with scratches I didn’t want to look at too long. Doors lined the hall like cells. I didn’t ask what was behind them.

He stopped in front of a wide set of double doors. Keyed in a code I couldn’t see. The lock disengaged with a loud clunk, and the doors opened inward to reveal what looked like a command center—only stripped bare of all decorum. Three screens. A large table. Several high-backed chairs. And him.

The second commander.

He lounged in one of the chairs, his legs spread wide, a combat knife in one hand, twirling it between fingers like it was part of him. His eyes flicked to me the moment I stepped inside.

“Well, well,” he drawled. “The little lamb joins the wolves.”

The first one gave him a look. A silent warning, maybe. Or a challenge.

I stood at attention, unsure what was expected of me. My hands itched to do something—salute, speak, move—but instinct told me to stay perfectly still.

The quiet man—the third—was already in the room.

I hadn’t seen him enter. He stood against the far wall, arms folded, eyes locked on me like he was watching for a crack to split open.

The tension was physical. Heavy. Charged.

“She follows orders well,” the second commander said, a smirk tugging at the edge of his mouth. “That’s a good start.”

“She’s not here to follow our orders,” the first one said. “She’s here to watch.”

“Same difference,” the second murmured.

The third remained silent. But I felt his gaze move. Like fingers brushing skin.

I cleared my throat. “Sir, with all due respect, I’d like to begin my evaluation. I’ll need access to—”

“No,” the first one interrupted.

I blinked. “I’m sorry?”

“You’ll need nothing. You’ll ask for nothing. You’re on our schedule now.”

“You don’t get it yet,” the second one added, rising from his chair, knife still in hand. “You’re not in charge. You’re not independent. You’re not neutral. You’re ours. For however long we decide to tolerate you.”

I felt heat rise in my cheeks, but I kept my voice steady. “This wasn’t how the mission was described. I was promised cooperation.”

“You were promised lies,” the cold commander said. “You’re in Ghost Zone Alpha. Cooperation doesn’t exist here. Control does. Obedience. Survival.”

He stepped closer, towering over me. His hand rose—not fast, not threatening—just enough to brush a strand of hair from my cheek. I didn’t flinch. But my heart raced.

His voice was low. Measured.

“Understand this, Lieutenant. You’re not here to observe us. We’re observing you. Every breath. Every glance. Every mistake.”

The second commander moved behind me without a sound. I could feel his presence like heat on my back.

“She’s scared,” he murmured. “I like that.”

“I’m not scared,” I lied.

The first commander’s eyes narrowed. “Good.”

The third commander finally moved. Just a step. But it was enough.

The others fell silent as he walked forward, stopping just inches from me. His face was unreadable, carved from shadows and restraint. He didn’t speak. He simply stared.

And then he reached up—slowly, deliberately—and touched my jaw with a single knuckle. It was featherlight. A ghost of a touch.

But I felt it in my bones.

Something passed between us. Not emotion. Not power. Something older. More primal.

He tilted his head, as if cataloging a specimen. As if weighing the worth of my existence.

Then, just as quietly, he stepped back.

“She’ll do,” he said. The only words he’d spoken since I arrived.

The first nodded.

The second grinned.

I stood, frozen, unsure what they meant. Unsure what I’d just been judged for.

“Dismissed,” the first commander said.

I turned to go. But the door was already closed. Locked. I hesitated.

“Where am I supposed to—”

“Wait,” the second commander said.

I turned back.

He held out a file. A thin, battered folder with my name on the tab.

“Read it. Memorize it. Burn it.”

I took the file.

“And Harper?” he added as I turned away again.

“Yes?”

“Don’t close your door at night.”

The words dropped like a blade.

Back in my cell—because it was a cell, no matter what they called it—I opened the file.

It wasn’t about the mission. It was about them.

Profiles. Censored histories. Psychological flags. Unverified allegations.

Three names. Three redacted pasts. One undeniable conclusion.

They weren’t commanders.

They were predators.

And I was the field mouse sent to their den.

The last page was blank except for one phrase:

Observe, report, survive.

I stared at it for a long time.

And then, slowly, I reached for the small lighter tucked inside the folder’s back pocket.

The flame caught quickly.

But the heat in the room had already begun long before that.
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Chapter 3: The Captain’s Cold Voice
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Sleep didn’t come. Not because of the heat or the narrow cot or the hard walls that seemed to breathe with me in the dark, but because I couldn’t stop hearing his voice. That voice—detached, deliberate, cruel in its precision. The kind of voice that never had to shout to command silence. The Captain. The cold one.

I didn’t know his real name yet. He hadn’t offered it, and I hadn’t dared ask. There was a structure to this place, but it wasn’t printed in a manual. It was carved into the glances between soldiers, the gaps between words, the bruises on the new recruits. You learned the rules by surviving them.

The camera in the corner glowed red in the dark, unblinking.

I lay awake on the cot, still in my uniform, fists clenched in the fabric of the blanket, thinking through what I’d seen in the file. The profiles were riddled with inconsistencies. All three commanders had redacted service records, missions marked “decommissioned,” and psychological assessments that were more warnings than evaluations. One had once led a squad into a firefight that wasn’t authorized and didn’t end. Another had gone missing for six weeks on assignment and returned with no explanation. The third—there was nothing. Not even a name.

And yet they were here. In charge. Not punished. Not removed. Protected.

Or abandoned.

I turned over, staring at the ceiling. Outside, the jungle murmured with life—creatures that prowled, slithered, screamed into the night. And under that wild chorus, the soft mechanical hum of surveillance.

Then came the knock.

Two sharp raps, deliberate.

I sat up, heart thundering. The door clicked open before I could move.

He stepped in like he owned the air.

The Captain. Pale eyes, darker now under the low light, glinting with something sharp. He didn’t carry a weapon. He didn’t need one.

“You’re up,” he said.

“I wasn’t asleep.”

“I know.”

He stood in front of me, motionless. His presence pressed against me even without touching.

“You’ll accompany me to the range.”

I blinked. “Now?”

He didn’t answer. He just turned and walked away.

I scrambled to follow.

Outside, the base was quiet, save for the occasional distant pop of a rifle echoing through the trees. The sky was ink black, the stars swallowed by the thick canopy. I kept close, my boots sinking slightly into the damp earth as we headed toward the far edge of the compound.

The range was lit with dull yellow floodlights, casting warped shadows across targets lined against sandbags. A few soldiers were still there, silent and methodical, firing off rounds without talking. No chatter. No instruction. Just focus.

He led me to an isolated lane and stopped.

“Pick a weapon.”

I hesitated.

He gestured toward a table lined with firearms—rifles, handguns, even a combat knife, glinting under the light.

“Don’t waste my time, Lieutenant.”

I reached for
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