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Chapter 1






I watched the massive cruise ship on
the display in the tiny control center of the Charybdis. The screen
showed the ship as it cut through the dark ocean like a hot knife
through butter on its way to Hawaii with sonar pinging out ahead of
it to warn the pilot of any threats to the bulky ocean-going
beast.

We were behind and below
the liner, The Pacific
Pineapple, in my brand new
submarine.

Okay, it wasn’t
‘new‘ new
it was actually the ‘old as hell but
new to me‘ type of new. Mancipium had
purchased the twenty-plus year old vessel from an arms dealer who
specialized in arranging for old ships in the navies of southern
Asia to be decommissioned and then either ‘scuttled’ or outright
misplaced. From the design and the few remaining non-English
markings, I would put my money on it being from Pakistan. After
extensive modifications, a new paint job to make it blend in better
with the seawater, several weeks of training for me, and a day of
implant modification for the Tanyas, we had put out to sea and were
currently on an assignment for the company.

Now I watched for my target through
the slightly shaky feed, which was on extreme zoom. One of the many
refits had been the installation of a powerful camera to the
periscope for better observation, and the image was currently
projected on the large screen of the command-and-control room. On
the monitor I saw two figures moving slowly along the rearmost area
of deck twelve, where the children’s pool lay. Since the area was a
falling hazard, there was a set of eight foot tall railings around
it to keep the kids safe, but it was nothing a determined adult
couldn’t scale.

Being after midnight the pool was
closed, and the lights were out so the two forms were mere
silhouettes in the light coming from the active areas of the
vessel.

I watched the pair get to the rearmost
edge of the ship and start kissing and groping each other, before
the woman pulled a small wine bottle from her purse. She opened it
and drank several long gulps before kissing her partner again. As
she did so, her right hand moved to the neck of the bottle she now
held behind the young man’s back and dropped something into
it.

The kissing went on for a moment or
two before she offered the bottle to her paramour, who chugged from
the bottle until it was empty.

Tossing the glass receptacle
overboard, the two made out for a few minutes until the man seemed
to lose his balance.

Helping him regain his footing, the
female wrapped his chest with what appeared to be a wide belt and
then went to work helping him climb the safety fence. Once the pair
were at the top, she tossed her purse overboard and then climbed
over the topmost rail, pulling her lover after her.

Now on the outside of the rails she
peeled off her dress, revealing a simple yellow bikini underneath
and grabbed his wrist, prying it loose before shoving the now
panicking male away from the rails and out into the open
air.

As soon as his flailing form was
airborne, she dove off after him, and the two hit the cold ocean a
dozen meters apart. Within seconds the man floated to the surface,
supported by the belt under his arms, which had inflated to become
a simple life preserver. The woman swam to the surface on her own
and joined him.

“Okay Red,” I said to my doll.
“They’re in the water, let’s go retrieve them.”

“Aye, Captain.” Red responded crisply
as she manned the navigation and propulsion controls.

I had the girls call me captain while
we were on the sub because it was traditional, and it sounded
better than ‘master’ which was the default for brainwashed dolls
like them.

The Charybdis had gotten a lot of
automation upgrades during the refit, and now only required two
people to operate, which was an enormous improvement over its
original six-person requirements. For the most part, we just needed
one person monitoring the ship’s systems and scanners while another
person operated the helm. In a pinch, one person could run the ship
so long as things were going smoothly, like when making a straight
run on the surface.

My red-haired Tanya lookalike was
acting as the helmsman, or was it helmswoman? Helmsslave? Whatever
the term should be, she was it and I was monitoring.

As we moved closer to the bodies in
the water, Red brought the Charybdis up to break the surface of the
sea and positioned the top of the sub’s hull just above the
waterline. I left the command and control center and climbed to the
upper deck to open up the forward access hatch, pulling on a
balaclava mask before I stepped out onto the wet surface of the
submarine to help Blue Tanya, who was blond at the moment, in
getting the target into the ship.

The boy she had thrown overboard was
seventeen going on eighteen and skinny. His five-foot-ten frame had
little muscle and even less fat, so even soaked in saltwater I was
able to hoist him over my shoulder and carry him down the ladder
into the Charybdis without too much effort. Moving past the pair of
forward torpedo tubes I had insisted we keep in case of trouble, I
carried him to the halfway point of the upper deck where the old
crew bunks had been replaced with a trio of six foot by six foot
cells.

With Blue’s help, I stripped the
semi-conscious boy out of his clothes and helped him into a simple
yellow jumpsuit as he mumbled, “Linda? What’s going on... Where are
we?”

Blue stroked the boy’s dark hair and
told him, “We’re safe, Charles, just relax.”

He did, but not because she had
comforted him. The roofie she had slipped into the wine finally
took full effect and he passed out.

Once he was locked away, I went
through the kid’s garments. His phone had died in the saltwater and
his wallet held a few hundred dollars plus a half dozen cards. The
wallet and clothes went back up topside where I tossed them into
the water. Maybe someone would find them, maybe not. If they were
found it would just add to the illusion that he fell overboard and
drowned.

The cash went in my pocket. I wasn’t
poor by any stretch, but cash was always spendable. Currently, my
personal accounts held more than half a million in U.S. dollars,
and that was after paying off the RV earlier in the year. I’d
collected one hundred and twenty thousand for grabbing the pilot,
Victoria, before taking on this new position of ‘aquatic
acquisitions agent’, and my boss, who I privately called Mr
Stoneface had transferred the balance of Doc Shotty’s accounts to
mine for removing him as a problem during that
operation.

Once the hatch was closed, I called
down to Red and had her change course to take us to the rendezvous
point. Moving at thirty knots underwater, it would take a good
eight hours to get there, I planned to shave an hour or so off that
time by breaking the surface at the halfway point which would let
us move at about forty knots. Thirty knots was about thirty-five
miles per hour or fifty-five kilometers per hour. Moving along the
surface would allow the engines to push us faster and forty knots
was a tad over forty-six miles per hour or seventy-four kilometers
per hour.

Back in the brig, Blue was dying her
hair back to the azure color I preferred. Once she had applied the
dye and wrapped her head, I spoke with her.

“Report.” I commanded.

Giving me a salute, she responded,
“Yes, Captain. As instructed, I boarded the Pacific Pineapple in
Los Angeles under the name Linda Ackerman and observed Charles
Randolph and his two-man security detail.”

The kid had body guards
because he was about to become rich. His parents had done well as
lawyers and invested in several tech startups that went big. His
dad, Kevin, had been behind the wheel when a tractor trailer slid
across the highway during a torrential downpour, killing them both
and putting the kid in the hospital for weeks. Charles had been
thirteen at the time, and his father’s younger brother had stepped
in to care for the kid until he came of age. Now someone wanted him
dead. The most likely candidates were his guardians, Uncle Joe
Randolph and Aunt Bethany who had control
of the kid’s inheritance.

That was my theory anyway, the
contract had called for the kid to die in an accident but director
nine, AKA Stoneface McIncharge, had asked me to insure the boy was
delivered to our people alive instead.

Blue continued her report, “His
security detail was lax, and it was easy to arrange an innocent
looking meeting at the pool on the second day, where I began his
seduction. As instructed, I led him on, feigning interest that day,
and then allowed him to invite me to dinner on the third day. A
stroll around the deck led to a make-out session, but I rebuffed
his further advances, claiming it was uncomfortable being watched
by his guardians. Today he agreed to meet me in secret, sneaking
away from his watchers and meeting me on the Lido deck near
midnight.”

I nodded, and she went on, “I drugged
small bottle of wine and once the effects took hold, convinced him
to climb the security fence and pushed him overboard and then held
onto him until you arrived, sir.”

“Were you able to stage your room
before you left the ship?” I inquired.

“Yes, Captain.” She nodded, “I wiped
away all of my own prints and then left the hairs you provided in
the hairbrush and touched many things with the gloves you gave
me.”

The hairs and gloves had come from
Mancipium Enterprises, the company that paid me to kidnap people. I
was fairly certain I knew their plan, Stoneface hadn’t been too
worried about keeping me out of the loop. He had given me the
gloves with fingerprints etched into them along with the hairs and
a photo of a pretty young blond that he wanted one of my dolls to
make herself up to resemble.

Blue had changed her hair color and
style, added contact lenses and used makeup to make herself look
similar to the girl in the photo while aboard ship.

“Did he fuck you?” I asked my slave
girl.

“No, sir.” She replied without a hint
of embarrassment. “He wanted to, of course, and I dangled the
possibility of intercourse in order to motivate him to join me on
the Lido deck, but he never got past groping my
breasts.”

“Good.” I congratulated her. I
preferred to keep my living sex dolls for myself.

“Has my sister been caring for your
needs, Captain?” Blue asked as she washed the dye out of her hair
and began to dry it. “If you are feeling restless, I would be happy
to service you orally, vaginally or anally.”

Ah, the wonders of modern technology.
The brain implant that had turned the twins into my sex slaves
insured that they were always looking for ways to serve me and make
me happy.

“Red has worked hard to make up for
your absence,” I informed her, “But my cock has missed your mouth,
come and get it reacquainted with you.”

Blue finished drying her hair and,
with her now neon blue locks, knelt in front of me and unbuckled my
belt. She pulled down my pants and planted a series of kisses on my
dick, starting at the head and working her way down to my balls.
Taking my testicles between her lips, she gently massaged them with
her tongue as my manhood stiffened under her ministrations. Once I
was good and hard, she took me in her mouth and began caressing my
shaft with her tongue as she slid her face down my cock and back up
again.

Both twins had the same sexual
programming, but I preferred blowjobs from Blue, I wasn’t certain
why. Maybe it was the way she hummed as she sucked me, like she was
doing now. Maybe it was just a psychological thing, and my
subconscious had randomly decided that Red was for fucking and Blue
was for sucking.

As my adoring slavegirl worked to
extract my cum, she bobbed her head while humming a tune I
recognized as the old 1980s song, ‘I Love Candy’. I almost laughed
since her mother had been a toddler when that song was a hit. I
wondered idly where she had picked it up.

When she sensed that I was
nearing climax, Blue shoved her face down to the base of my shaft,
her nose buried in my pubic hair while the tip of my dick brushed
the back of her throat. Holding that position, her tongue undulated
under my rod and she did a sort of gurgling laugh that sent some
amazing vibrations down my shaft, triggering my
orgasm. I jizzed down her throat, and she swallowed dutifully. A
doll has no gag reflex unless the customer wants it to have
one.

When I spurted my last drop in her
mouth, Blue licked me clean and then gently returned my softening
penis to my pants and awaited further instructions.

“Go relieve your sister, if you are
still on duty at oh-four-hundred, break the surface and increase
speed to maximum.” I instructed her.

She stood up, still wearing just the
yellow bikini, saluted me and confirmed, “Aye, Captain.”












Chapter 2






Knowing my ‘guest’ would be out for a
couple of hours, I made my way down to the lower deck where Red met
me with a cup of coffee prepared just the way I liked
it.

Red was wearing the crimson one-piece
jumpsuit and sneakers that were her ‘on the job’ uniform aboard the
sub. It was functional, comfortable to wear, and I could get her
out of in quickly if I wanted to fuck her, which I often did. It
had been half a year since I had abducted the twins and paid the
company to convert them into my personal sex dolls, and I still
enjoyed banging them constantly. Maybe it was because they both
looked like my favorite porn star, or maybe it was just that when
you own two gorgeous slaves you can bone without any romantic
nonsense, you tend to do it a lot.

I sat at the tiny table inside the
small mess area that took up one corner of the room. A queen-sized
bed took up a large chunk of the space of what had been the galley
and captain’s quarters before the remodel. Now it was all one room
with a small toilet in the corner beside the door leading to the
command and control room.

Living in the motor home for extended
periods had prepared me for the tight quarters, but it still felt
cramped inside this pressurized tube. The thing I missed most being
at sea was a solid internet connection. Sure I had a satellite
system that could connect when we were on the surface, but the
speed wasn’t great and you couldn’t stream much of anything. Not
that I was hurting for entertainment, Mancipium had installed a
fifty-five inch TV on the wall behind the mess area and provided me
with a game system and a RAID drive filled with terabytes of movies
and shows to entertain me. I had everything from documentaries to
hard core porn to choose from, but no way to access news easily. I
was used to checking news feeds daily, mostly to track the progress
of the false trails I had left after snatching some person to be
converted into a doll, but also to keep up to date on events. I
liked to be informed and besides, a natural disaster or a big event
often presented opportunities to grab some attractive girl to sell
as a basic bimbo doll.

I drank my coffee while Red stood by,
awaiting my commands. Once I finished the cup she took it from me
and washed it before setting it on the drying rack and asking, “Did
my sister perform adequately, sir?”

I smiled, the twins were basically one
brain in two bodies since they had the exact same programming,
making them essentially interchangeable. Red wanted to insure her
other half had done well. If Blue had screwed up then both of them
would feel they deserved punishment for failing me.

I allayed her doubts, “Yes, she did
perfectly. We have the boy in the brig, intact and unharmed. In a
few hours we’ll deliver him and our first mission for the boss will
be a complete success.”

She smiled, “Would you like to
celebrate by fucking me, sir? My asshole is quite tight at the
moment and my pussy is always eager to receive you...”

“I’m good,” I told the eager doll,
“Blue drained my balls a few minutes ago and I want to get a nap in
before the meetup.”

“Of course sir,” She said, content
that I was happy with her twin’s actions. “Shall I leave you alone
or would you like me to keep you warm?”

One thing about the submarine, outside
the engine room, it always felt chilly to me. The girls probably
felt it too, but they didn’t complain because their programming
kept them from bitching about minor discomforts. They would only
voice a complaint about being too hot or too cold if it threatened
to damage them in some way.

I waved her toward the bed and she
stripped out of her jumpsuit and slid her naked body under the
covers as I moved to join her, shedding my clothes until I wore
only my boxer shorts.

As I settled in and queued up a movie
I had seen many times, she snuggled up to my side and gently
stroked my torso, running her fingers through my chest hair. At
five-foot-two with thirty-two-C breasts, the Tanyas were my wet
dream, and I let Red soothe me to sleep as the movie played on the
screen.






I awoke several hours later with Blue
standing over me, “Sir.” she said, “Charles is awake and demanding
to speak with you.”

I sighed and sent Blue back to the
command room before I dressed and put on one of the ‘Guy Fawkes’
masks I had for meetings like this.

When I entered the brig, Charles was
standing at the cell door, looking like he was going to explode
from anger.

“What the
HELL do
you think you’re doing? Do you have any idea who I am?” he
demanded.

I sighed, “Of course I know who you
are dipshit, I didn’t go to all this trouble to kidnap some random
douche-bag teenager off a cruise ship.”

“You will let me out of here and
return me and to the Pacific Pineapple immediately!” he ordered,
then added, “Where is Linda? What have you done with
her?”

“Linda is the one who helped me abduct
you, bucko.” I informed him. “She’s one of my girls and she’s the
one that drugged you and tossed you overboard. Or don’t you
remember that part?”

Charles looked confused, “No, I...
we... we were walking around the pool, then I was here. You’re
lying, you have her somewhere!”

I reached for the intercom and called
out, “Blue, come to the brig.”

Less than a minute later she entered
wearing her own azure jumpsuit and sneakers.

Charles looked at her and pleaded,
“Linda? Help me, Get me out of here, whatever he has on you I can
help you! We can be together!”

I snickered, then said, “Slave, strip
and show this knucklehead what he’ll never get to
touch.”

Blue quickly removed her clothing and
stood naked in the same spot, posing for her captive audience until
I snapped my fingers, at which point she came over to me and I spun
her around to face Charles.

“See,” I said as I snaked my right
hand around her waist and moved it down toward her hairless crotch,
“She’s my toy. I own her completely. Everything she told you,
everything she did or let you do was calculated to put you in a
position to get you off the ship.”

Charles stared at us, his face a mix
of desire for Blue’s body and horror that he had been so easily
manipulated.

I slid my middle finger into Blue’s
slit and began to massage her clit. She moaned and pressed herself
against me as I stimulated her.

Looking back at Charles as I fingered
Blue, I told him, “See kid, someone wants you dead, and they hired
my bosses to arrange for you to die at sea.”

Realizing he wasn’t really hearing me
because of the erotic display, I stopped pleasuring my slave and
sent her back to her duties with a curt command.

When she was re-dressed and gone, I
pulled a folding chair in front of the cells and sat down. “You
see, Chuckie, you’re worth a lot of money. But if you die, someone
else gets all that cash. Now I can’t say for sure who it is, but
I’d guess it’s your aunt and uncle.”

Charles looked at me, stunned. “No,
they’ve been looking after me for years. They even supplied
security guards and bought me this cruise as a birth...day...
gift...” he trailed off as the implication hit him.

“Yeaaaaah,” I said. “I’m sure they
took good care of you, but did they ever once show you the books
for the family fortune? You know, just to assure you that
everything was on the up and up?”

The betrayal on his face was clear as
he shook his head.

“I thought not.” I said, “You see,
they don’t give me the details on these jobs, but over the years
I’ve learned to read between the lines. Your auntie and uncle have
probably been embezzling from the funds your parents left behind
and the only way to cover it up would be for you to never collect
on the trust they left you.”

I stepped over to a small
wall safe and opened it, removing a manila envelope and an out of
date tablet computer. I opened the envelope as I spoke, “Once you
turn eighteen, they wouldn’t be able to stop you from
accessing the accounts so they decided to have you killed for the
money. The good news is that my boss has seen fit to offer you a
way to get out of this and bring them to justice for the low, low
price of a few million dollars.”

“That’s almost ten percent of the
trust fund!” Charles argued.

“Maybe, then again, it might be more
than that, depending on how much Uncle Joe and Aunt Bethany have
already spent. But I guarantee you it’s worth it. You’ll still be a
multi-millionaire when you turn eighteen in a few days and you’ll
have this great made-up story about how you escaped certain death
at the hands of your evil relatives.”

Pulling out the photograph in the
envelope along with a few notes, I handed the picture to him. It
was the photo Stoneface had supplied for Blue to use as reference
for her make-up, “Look familiar?” I asked the reeling
boy.

“It kind of looks like Linda... or
whoever she really is.” he acknowledged.

“The girl in the image is the real
Linda,” I said, scanning the notes that were in the envelope. “She
works for your uncle at his office. Right now your uncle and aunt
are on separate vacations this week which are obviously intended to
establish solid alibis and Linda has the week off.”

Reading further in the notes, I
smiled. “It seems Linda will be unaccounted for during her vacation
and Uncle Joe is going on a hunting trip with a guide in my
company’s employ. As such, neither will have a strong alibi since
the guide will be mysteriously missing when the police go to
interview him.”

Charles looked at me,
confused.

I shook my head. Kids theses days, no
critical thinking skills.

Explaining it to the pipsqueak, I
said, “A very public ransom is being set up, one your uncle will
have to pay to avoid exposing his role in your kidnapping. Once the
money is collected you’ll be released, whereupon you’ll explain to
the police that you were kidnapped by Linda and at one point you
saw her and Uncle Joe kissing and then fucking through the window
of the office where you were being held.”

I handed him a sheet of paper which
had photos and a detailed description of an office his uncle rented
out as part of his real estate business. The office was currently
empty and would make a fine place to hold someone in
secret.

He looked at the sheet
dumbly.

“I know it’s a lot to process, but
you’ll need to get it all down before your release. If you go by
the script, you’ll get to be a hero, you’ll get whatever’s left of
your money, and they’ll go to jail. It’ll be like a disney movie.”
I told him.

He sat on the bunk in the tiny cell
and nodded slowly. He was still in shock so I offered him the
tablet, “Here, this will help you pass the next few hours until I
drop you off. Its got some games, a few books and a couple of
movies loaded into it.”

He reached out and took the device,
then skimmed over the media files, “The Accidental Super-villan?”
he asked as he looked over the book titles available to
read.

“Oh, whoops, I thought I deleted that
series, it’s not for kids. Try the Hobbit instead.” I told him as I
turned to leave. “See you in a few hours, Charlie.”






Three hours later, the sun
was rising to the east of the Charybdis and we were approaching a
tweendecker cargo ship with Japanese flags. The ship bore the
English name ‘Taiho’ and sat unmoving in the water. As we got
within sight of it I ordered Blue to fire up the communications and
connect with the ship. Radio silence was the order of the day
until we
made the rendezvous since those signals
carried for miles out here.

As she activated the encrypted systems
she paused, “Captain, there is a message in the queue. Were you
sending an email?”

“No.” I said, “Belay my last order and
let me see the message.”

Nodding, she canceled the handshake
process and pulled up the message logs. Awaiting transmission was
an email addressed to someone with an FBI.gov address with copies
marked to go to someone in the California state SBI, as well as
several more addresses that were probably other
authorities.

I opened the message:

‘Help, I’ve been
kidnapped by a man and a woman and am being held hostage on a boat.
Use the routing tags on this message to find my location. This is
not a drill. Emergency code 2X4B-523P.’

It was signed with Charles’
name.

The little shit had hacked the sub’s
systems and tried to rat us out.

“Dammit!” I swore. “Blue, reboot the
system while I go have a chat with our guest.”

“Aye, Captain. It will take several
minutes and establishing communications will take several more.”
Blue informed me as I left C & C.

I pulled on the Fawkes mask as I
stomped into the brig, growling, “Hand it over
shithead.”

Charles looked at me innocently, “But
I’m not done reading about this ‘Mastermind’ guy.”

I stuck my hand through the bars of
the cell, “We found your message before it went out, nobody’s
coming to rescue you. Last chance, hand it over or I’ll come in
there and break both your arms.”

Charles’ eyes went wide, and he passed
me the device which I promptly broke in half over my knee, just in
case he had hidden something else in its software.

Carrying the broken tablet, I moved to
the forward hatch, snatching a set of waterproof signal flags and a
pair of high-powered binoculars from a receptacle on the wall
beside the ladder as I climbed upward.

Climbing out onto the
surface of the submarine, I tossed the halves of the tablet into
the water and shook the flags out. I made a few ‘hey you look here’
motions with them and then began using the naval signal flags to
send a simple message: ‘Systems
compromised. Stand by.‘

After the third repetition, I used the
binoculars to look for a response.

A sailor stood on the deck
of the Taiho, and when he saw me looking, he signaled back with his
own flags, ‘Message
received.’ then he added,
‘Titanic’.

I sighed, they wanted to do the call
signs despite the fact that it was nearly impossible for someone
else in a submarine to be approaching them at this time in this
location.

Fine.

I signaled back,
‘Monitor’, and
waited while the sailor responded with ‘Bismark’ and I countered with
the final famous boat in the sequence, ‘Love’.

The sailor lowered his flags and spoke
into a walkie-talkie. He must have given his captain the all-clear
because smoke belched from the stacks and the cargo vessel lumbered
toward me.

Climbing back into the Charybdis, I
called to the girls in the command center, “Once we are up and
running, get us next to the Taiho.”

It was time to deliver Charles to
Mancipium.







Chapter 3






It took about fifteen minutes to get
the two vessels aligned, and while the twins were maneuvering the
Charybdis into position, I went to get Charles.

He was reluctant to go with
me, but realized he had little choice. As I bound his wrists with
the plastic restraints, he asked with a hint of fear, “Are they
gonna brainwash me
like you did with the fake Linda?”

Hmm, maybe he could figure things out,
at least when there wasn’t a hot naked chick in his field of
vision.

“Nope,” I told him. “The process
doesn’t work on brains that aren’t fully developed, so you’re safe.
If you were a few years older then it would be a possibility, so
count yourself lucky.”

Charles looked somewhat relieved by
this news as I marched him to the ladder and made him climb up and
out onto the deck of the sub.

The Taiho’s crane lowered a
simple steel platform that measured a couple of meters on a side
with one meter high walls to the deck of my boat. I opened the
crude gate that had been cut into one side and ushered
Charles into
it. When the gate clicked shut, they lifted
the box up and swung us onto the deck of the cargo ship.

“Permission to come aboard?” I asked
with a smile.

“Granted.” The sailor who had signaled
me said with a slight accent. He was a lean Japanese man, about
five and a half feet tall, with the dark complexion of someone who
had spent a lot of time in the sun.

Pushing the kid out of the box, I
announced, “One Charles Randolph, presumed dead but still alive and
kicking.”

“And hungry.” the boy added, sounding
annoyed.

The sailor shrugged and produced a
tangerine from a jacket pocket and tossed it at the kid, who caught
it and stared at it.

I laughed, “Ask and ye shall receive.
Next time, wish for your own harem girl.”

To the sailor, I said, “Don’t give him
access to any electronics, he hacked my communications system and
tried to call for help.”

The sailor snorted, “Hope he can read
Japanese, then. The only magazines we have onboard are not in
English.” He looked at Charles, “Going to be a long four days for
you, but we’ll teach you how to play Mah Jong and Kabu so you don’t
get bored.”

As the sailor escorted the kid away,
his captain approached me. He was a few inches taller than his
subordinate and wore a well used Japanese Maritime Self Defense
Force uniform, minus the usual name and rank markings. The S.D.F.
outfit looked like the one worn by the character on the
‘Crackerjack’ boxes, although the Taiho’s captain had swapped the
traditional headwear for a Yomiuri Giants baseball cap.

I saluted and said, “Agent
two-two-seven, Captain of the Charybdis. Nice to meet
you.”

“The ‘Ka-rib-dis’ eh?” the other man
said, pronouncing my boat’s name in a smooth voice that reminded me
of the Asian guy from that old space exploration show where the
captain ended up in a lot of fistfights. “I wondered how to say it
without mangling the name. Thank you, I am agent two-sixty-four,
captain of the Taiho.”

We shook hands, and he asked, “Did the
collection go well?”

“It did.” I responded succinctly. “The
frame is in place for relatives and my crew has transmitted the
report now that our systems have been rebooted and
checked.”

“Good, good. Director nine will be
pleased.” Captain two-sixty-four said.

“I’m curious though, why all the
effort to pull this off?” I asked, “The payoff doesn’t seem to be
worth it.”

“I’m not privy to the details, but I
believe Director nine has a personal interest in the boy.” my
fellow captain replied.

I turned that over in my head.
Director nine, or Stoneface McIncharge, didn’t strike me as the
sentimental type, but he did give me the impression that he was a
man who paid his debts with interest. Maybe he had owed the kid’s
parents for some favor before they died...

“He also indicated that this was a
good test of your skills, he spoke highly of your ability to
relocate people. Per his instructions we are to refill your fuel
tank and refresh your supplies.” the captain added as one of his
crew dragged a large hose with him into the crane-box, while
another pushed a hand truck loaded with cases of foodstuffs in
beside the hose-toting man. Once they were situated, the box was
again lowered down to the Charybdis.

“Thanks,” I said, and I meant it. One
of the things that had been done to the ship was to remove the two
rear torpedo tubes to expand the diesel fuel reserves. The
Charybdis now had a range of around thirty-two hundred kilometers
or two thousand miles on a full tank. As such, we were running low
after following the cruise ship from Los Angeles for the past few
days.

“Here is your next assignment.” the
captain said, offering me another manila envelope.

Normally I took time off after a job,
but it wasn’t like there were a lot of places to relax out in the
middle of the Pacific.

While his men restocked the submarine,
we chatted. Two-sixty-four had retired from the Self Defense Force
at age forty and had been working for Mancipium for the past few
years, hauling cargo and smuggling dolls back and forth between the
US. and Japan. His men were loyal and were paid well to keep quiet
about the secondary activities of the ship. If you didn’t know he
was trafficking slaves, you’d probably think he was just a normal
guy who liked commanding a ship, did his job well and loved
baseball. He confided that he tried to schedule his arrival and
layover time in California to coincide with Major League ballgames
so he could attend.






After an hour, the
Charybdis was ready to head out, and I returned to the ship where I
noted the scent of flowers in the air. When I got to the captain’s
cabin, which was the only cabin really, there was a bouquet of
roses on the mess table with a note that read:
‘Congratulations.’

Huh.

Shaking my head at the expense and
frivolity of the gift, I opened the manila envelope and looked over
the next job.

According to the briefing, I was to
locate a private yacht, kill almost everyone on board and sink it.
Not that big a deal. Then I read who would be aboard, Senator Clive
Brown and his family.

Now, I really disliked that asshole.
He had toured the base where I had been stationed during my
black-op days and acted like he was a big supporter of the troops
and our work in the middle east, then he went back to Washington DC
and voted to cut our funding. In my opinion, he was the poster
child for slimy politicians.

Brown liked to present
himself as a pious man who was a self-made millionaire before he
was elected to office, but in reality both were
falsehoods. He was one of those fuckers who used his religion as an
excuse to be nasty to people he didn’t like, and as for making his
own fortune, he only sort of did that. He was born late in his
parents’ marriage, and his mother had a stroke shortly after he
graduated college. Supposedly this was due to the great recession
wiping out her company’s pension, leaving her without an income in
her rapidly approaching retirement years. Clive took the life
insurance payout and invested it in fracking and shale oil
companies just as crude prices skyrocketed. Two years later he sold
off his energy shares and bought a lot of property when the housing
market was just beginning to recover, he’d then made a killing
renting or selling the houses he bought. He was a predator, the
kind of guy who’d see a need and then extort those who needed what
he had to sell for every cent he could get away with.

He got into office by pushing his
religious beliefs and promising to cut off foreign allies unless
they ponied up to pay for US military aid. Needless to say, he was
very popular in the bible belt. None of his supporters paid any
attention to Sylvia, his much younger trophy wife, or the fact that
his real estate company seemed to make a lot of extraordinarily
profitable deals around the time he was casting votes in the
Senate.

The public had begun to take notice of
his daughter during his second term. Courtney Brown had made a name
for herself as a god-fearing bible-thumper who opposed LGBTQ rights
and condemned that community for breathing the same air she did.
Her vitriol stopped short of calling for them to be burned at the
stake, but only in public. Even though she was only nineteen, they
saw her as an up and comer in DC. While she probably wasn’t going
to run for office, she’d almost certainly get a job on an ultra
conservative TV network as soon as she graduated from the
all-white, all-girl college she attended. It didn’t hurt that she
was pretty, blond and well endowed.

I looked over the rest of the file.
The yacht the Senator and his family were going to be on was owned
by an oil corporation through a shell company. I’m sure it was just
a coincidence that the Senate was voting on new laws to restrict
pollution created by companies like that next week.

The boat was named ‘Contango’ and was
a little longer than the Charybdis and much better appointed, with
a pilot and engineer to operate it, plus a chef and a housekeeper
to keep the guests comfortable. Personally I’d have preferred to
capture the vessel for sale but the orders were clear, sink her
with all hands aboard, except Courtney. She was to be taken to a
meeting point about fifty miles off the coast of California and
handed over to someone there. The notes said she was to be
delivered untouched and sober, so no fucking her, not even a
blowjob, and no drugs.

The first restriction wasn’t that odd,
but the no drugs thing was damned strange. It would complicate
things, but not terribly. Since it was supposed to look like an
attack, I didn’t need to worry too much about a cover story, I just
needed to pick a scapegoat and leave some incriminating evidence at
the scene. Since the boat would be sunk, graffiti would be the best
option, and I decided that ‘Greenwar’ would make a fine
patsy.

Greenwar was a militant organization
which had spun off from one of the more peaceful Eco-groups and was
chocked full of people who were tired of getting nowhere with
protests. The ‘green warriors’ as they called themselves, had taken
to bombing logging operations, sabotaging heavy machinery and
intentionally cutting pipelines. While I could appreciate their
hands-on approach, their actions usually did more harm to the
environment than the companies they targeted.

I was just finishing up with the file
when Red entered the room carrying a silver tray, upon which sat a
bottle of eighteen-year-old scotch and a set of glasses.

She placed the tray on the table and
poured two fingers of the golden liquid into the glass before she
offered it to me. She then poured half as much in a second glass
and took it for herself.

The single-malt smelled wonderfully
expensive, and it should be since it was one of the bottles I’d
taken from the pedo Rudyard before I’d exposed him to the press and
the feds. The last I’d heard, he was awaiting trial and being kept
in protective custody, which meant solitary confinement to prevent
the other prisoners from murdering him before his trial.

I’d set off quite a shitstorm with
that job. It had come out in the weeks that followed that Rudyard
had been on the FBI’s radar, but once they had an excuse to raid
his place; they had confiscated his computer and had managed to
connect him to a half a dozen other child molesters. Now Rudyard
and his circle of friends were all facing enough charges to keep
them in jail forever, and the media attention insured nothing would
get swept under the rug.

I felt kind of proud of that, I’m an
bad man and I know it, but even an evil man can enjoy doing a good
deed now and then.

Taking the glass, I raised it in
salute. “To our first success at sea.” I said.

“May it be only the first of many.”
Red responded, clinking her glass to mine.

We drank, and the scotch burned in a
pleasant way going down. Red had no reaction as she drank her
portion. I’m sure a lot of people would wonder why I would waste
two hundred dollar a bottle scotch on a doll, but a toast wasn’t
really a toast if only one person drank.

As she moved to clear away the
glasses, I handed her a yellow note square, “Set course for these
co-ordinates and pull four grenades from the armory along with my
combat shotgun. I’ll also need a coil of the high test line, duct
tape and some fast drying spray paint, green if we have
it.”

She nodded, “Aye, Captain. I’ll get
right on it, unless you have any other needs that I should attend
to first.”

“I’m good right now,” I told my
perpetually horny toy.

She left the cabin
to begin assembling the items I’d need
as I stared at the photo of Courtney Brown. She was pretty, and she
knew it. She was also a bitch of the first order and, supposedly, a
virgin. Something told me that last part wouldn’t be true for long
once she was delivered.












Chapter 4






It took the Charybdis almost three
days to reach the Contango. During the day we stayed underwater to
avoid any satellite photos or wandering eyes from the crew on
freighters, and at night we ran on the surface for better speed. I
entertained myself with the twins, reading some recent news
magazines that were in the care packages the Taiho crew had
delivered, and planned my upcoming assault.

We caught up with the Contango in the
early afternoon, and I ordered my dolls to keep us low and quiet.
We were still a good ten kilometers from the boat, but there was no
need to risk being spotted or pinged by any sonar that might or
might not be present. After a quick peek to make sure it was the
correct target, the Charybdis dove to the ninety meter mark, which
was about as far as we could go without running into the
continental shelf out here.

I set the twins to monitor things and
took a nap. It was important to be well rested before an
assault.

When I awoke it was past ten at night
but I waited until two am to attack. Ideally everyone would be
asleep and if someone was awake, they should be damned tired at
that point.






The Charybdis broke the surface
slowly, and with no lights it was practically invisible in the
darkness.

Exiting the craft in my wetsuit, I
carried a waterproof sack that held my gear as I slid into the
water with Red following behind me. The bag held several rolls of
duct tape, green spray paint, two silenced pistols, a stun gun, the
grenades, high tension wire, night vision goggles, radio jammer and
a Saiga twelve-gauge combat shotgun with a ten round magazine
loaded with slugs.

Doc Shotty would be proud of
me.

Beside me, Red swam in her own wetsuit
but carried no gear.






Making our way
through the calm waters, I found a ladder at the rear of the craft
and we slowly extracted ourselves and my bag from the cold sea. I
slipped on the goggles and powered them up and, with the world
tinted green, began the hunt.

The deck plans from the manufacturer
showed that the bedrooms could be accessed through the vehicle bay
in front of me. The bay had a pair of two person water craft in it
and it was tempting to just grab Courtney and drop the grenades on
the way out, but I needed to be methodical, this had to look like a
planned attack and murder of the crew. I attached the items I had
brought along to my suit and gave Red the stun gun, a pistol and a
roll of tape.

“Wait by the door to the living
quarters, I’ll call for you when it’s time to act.” I instructed
the doll. She saluted and moved to take up her position as I
slipped up the stairs to the main deck and then to the upper deck
where the controls were located. It took only a few moments to
disable the radio, to be certain there would be no cry for help on
a backup system, I turned on the jammer and set it to maximum
power. It wouldn’t last more than a couple of hours at that
setting, but that would be more than enough. I stashed the jammer
inside the first aid kit and left to begin the hard
part.

As I exited the control room, I heard
a faint snoring sound behind me. Moving to investigate, I found
Sylvia Brown, the senator’s trophy wife, asleep on a lounge chair
on the sun deck behind the control room. There was an empty bottle
of expensive wine on the table behind her and an unused wine
glass.

It was obvious she had come here to
get drunk and hadn’t bothered with pretense. I guess Clive was as
shitty to his wife as he was to the voters. But I wasn’t going to
look a gift horse in the mouth and peeled a few strips of tape off
my roll as quietly as possible, timing the pulls to match her
snoring. When I had a good sized gag ready, I slapped it over her
mouth and then pulled her off her makeshift bed and pinned her to
the deck.

Quickly taping her wrists and wrapping
her hands, I moved to her ankles and bound them as well. For good
measure, I ran a strip around her head to hold the gag on. Once she
was bound, I taped her to the lounge chair to keep her immobile.
She came awake during the chair binding, but was so drunk that her
response was mostly just lolling her head in confusion.

With Sylvia restrained, I
tossed most of the other deck chairs overboard and took out the can
of spray paint. The bosses wanted this to look like a reprisal
killing, so I needed to leave the false flag calling
card. Painting a tree with a pair of crossed swords beneath it with
spray paint wasn’t as easy as I thought it would be. To make sure
the message was received, I added ‘death to the traitor’
underneath. It would have to do, and the paint should be dried
enough in ten minutes to not wash off when the ship
sank.

Moving back to the living quarters, I
gripped the shotgun and let myself in, moving through the short
hallway to meet up with Red. I gave her hand signals, and she
slipped into the room to the left where the cook and cleaning woman
should be while I took the right to get the pilot and the
mechanic.

The men were sleeping on bunk beds in
the small room, and it took only a few seconds to put a bullet into
each of their heads. The silenced pistol made a ‘clack’ sound that
was about as loud as a mechanical staple gun. The mechanic started
to wake up just before I put him down, and then they were no longer
a threat.

I heard a matching clack from the maid
and chef’s room, but only one. When I exited to the hall, Red
emerged, and I gave her a questioning look. She held up a single
finger which was odd. There were supposed to be two people in that
room. Maybe the oil company had skimped on the help.

Moving to the larger rooms, I sent Red
to grab Courtney while I dealt with her papa.

Slipping into the room, I discovered
what had happened to the other crew woman. Clive was fast asleep in
his queen sized bed with a Latino woman curled up next to him. I
didn’t know if she was the maid, the chef, or just some hooker, but
suddenly Sylvia’s drunk state made sense. Her husband was fucking
around and worse, he was doing it right in front of her.

I had planned to simply shoot Clive
and his wife, but now I thought that he shouldn’t be given a quick
death. The hooker/maid/chef woman was another matter. The gun
clacked once, and she was dead. The noise woke the Senator, and I
held the gun to his face as I growled, “Get up, shit
stain.”

In shock, Clive moved to obey and I
flipped up the goggles as I activated the light on the side of the
headset and shined it in his face. I don’t think he quite realized
I had just killed his fuckbuddy, because he demanded. “What’s going
on here, do you have any idea who I am?”

“Of course I do, Clive.” I replied,
“You’re the guy who’s fucking the crew like you’ve been fucking the
voters. Now turn around and lets go up to the sun deck.”

Clive was in his boxers but tried to
intimidate me, anyway. “Now look here, I am a US Senator! If it’s a
ransom you want, I can pay it, but if any harm comes to me or my
family, there will be hell to pay.”

I stuck the pistol into a strap on my
wetsuit and unslung the combat shotgun, pointing it at his face.
“Shut up and march or you’ll be eating a twelve gauge
slug.”

Realizing he wasn’t going to talk his
way out of this, Clive did as he was told. As we entered the small
hallway I saw Red taping Courtney’s hands behind her back through
the door of the girl’s room. The girl was dressed in a long
nightgown and looked terrified.

Clive saw her too and started to
protest, but held his tongue when I poked him in the back with the
shotgun.

As I marched him up to his wife he
stammered, “L-look, whatever you’re being paid to kidnap us, I’ll
double it if you let us go.”

I forced him on a deck chair and held
him at gunpoint as I waited for Red to get done. Glaring at Clive,
I said, “You’re scum, Senator. The worst of the worst. I’m a
criminal, but I’m honest with myself about it. You, on the other
hand, pretend to be pious and noble while you take bribes and cheat
on your wife.”

Red came up to the sun deck and
informed me, “She is ready for transport, sir.”

“Good,” I commended her, “now tape
this asshole down.”

Red began wrapping Clive’s ankles with
tape, then looped the tape around the lounge chair before she moved
to tape his hands and then used my roll to finish tying his chest
to the chair. When she moved to gag him, I stopped her.

“No, I want him to be able to scream.”
I told her as I pulled out the pistol and executed his wife in
front of him.

Clive gurgled a sob, but it
sounded more like he was afraid for himself than pain
at seeing his wife die.

“She’s dead because of you, Clive. The
crew is dead too. Soon, you’ll be dead, because you are a bad man,
Clive. You see, bad men like you don’t fear good men, because the
good guys play by the rules. I’m not a good man Clive, I’m a bad
man. I work for bad people and you’ve made them mad.”

“You son of a bitch!” Clive said when
he found his voice again. “You’ll burn for this! They’ll catch you
and they’ll leave you to rot in prison for the rest of your
life!”

“Unlikely.” I told him, then something
clicked in my head and I said, “I gotta ask, is Courtney really
your kid? I mean, you’ve got dark brown hair and your wife’s hair
is black. Courtney is also taller than her mother. How did you get
a tall, blond daughter? Did Sylvia fuck some Swedish dude on a ski
trip?”

“Fuck you!” was his reply.

Shaking my head, I told him, “Not that
it matters, she’s going to be sold as a sex slave, anyway. When the
authorities find the bodies in the cabins, they’ll assume hers was
lost at sea. I just wanted you to know that your legacy ends here.
Have a nice rest of your life, asshole. All ten minutes of
it.”

I left the Senator and ignored his
shouted threats and obscenities as I went to collect
Courtney.






Courtney was struggling to escape the
duct tape that held her when I entered her cabin and scooped her
up. She was five foot eight and weighed a little over one-twenty so
it wasn’t hard to toss her over my shoulder and cart her out to the
tiny dock at the back of the ship where I positioned her over the
front seat of one of the watercraft.

Turning to Red, I told her, “Take her
to the sub and wait for me.”

Red nodded and climbed on the jet ski
behind Courtney and started the engine as I pushed the button to
raise the dock and allowed the mechanism to lower their ride into
the water.

I went back through the cabin area to
the engine room where I duct taped the grenades in strategic
positions and ran the high tension wire through the pins. The
explosives should sink the ship, but to be certain I emptied a full
magazine of slugs into the floor, penetrating the hull and allowing
water to begin seeping in before I returned to the dock and climbed
onto the other jet ski and hit the release button.

As I moved my ride out of the dock, I
gave the wire a hard yank to pull the pins. I made it about thirty
meters before there was a resounding BOOM as the grenades all went
off at about the same time. When I turned on the night vision
goggles, the Contango was already beginning to sink and I could
make out Clive struggling desperately to break his bonds before he
drowned in the cold waters of the Pacific.

I turned my back on the scene and sped
over to the Charybdis, where I helped Red wrestle Courtney inside
and put her in one of the tiny cells.

Stage one of the mission had been
accomplished quickly and efficiently. While I had killed plenty of
bad people in the mid-east, I had usually tried to avoid collateral
damage, mainly because it caused a lot of bad press. ‘Collateral
Damage’ was the term the military used for civilians being killed
in a conflict or operation. This had been more like the black ops I
ran where the orders were ‘no survivors’. Personally, I felt like I
had the country a service by removing a corrupt leader before he
could do any more damage.

Clive had earned it. As for his wife
and the crew, well she had hitched her wagon to him and the rest
knew who they were working for and what was going on, so they were
hardly innocent.






Now it was time to deliver the
goods.












Chapter 5






Courtney turned out to be a royal pain
in the ass.

Once we were underway for the
rendezvous point, I had sent the twins to cut her free of the tape
and clean her up. The bitch had gotten feisty and started swinging.
Now Blue sported a black eye and Red had a set of scratches on her
face from little miss bible-belt.

The twins had gotten her under control
and shackled her, but Courtney had spent the past few hours
screaming her lungs out in the brig. She started with angry demands
to see her lawyer and reminding me who her family was, then she
moved on to demanding to know what had happened to her parents, and
now she was up to quoting bible verses.

She reminded me of those asshat
preachers you’d get in some cities that would stand at busy
intersections and scream sermons at the cars that were stopped at
red lights.

Admittedly, those guys didn’t look
like Courtney. She was currently naked in her cell, wearing just
the shackles, and looked like she was in one of those ‘girls behind
bars’ type of porn movies.

I was really tempted to go up to the
brig and chloroform her, but didn’t want to violate the orders I
had been given. A stun gun wasn’t against the ‘no drugs, no harm’
rule though.

Retrieving the stunner from the
armory, which was really just a waterproof storage locker, I headed
up to the brig to shut that girl up.

When I got to the brig, Courtney
immediately launched into a string of insults and curses calling in
question my lineage, species and sexual preferences.

I ignored her as I went to one of the
remaining lockers in the room and found the gags. It took a moment
to find the one I wanted. I was a heavy duty model, with a short
dildo built in that went in the wearers mouth and four straps with
a lock.

Turning to Courtney, I snagged the
cell door keys off the hook on the wall across from the cells and
unlocked her cage.

I half expected her to make a break
for it, but she continued yelling at me.

“Bring my soul out of prison, that I
might PRAISE, thy name! The righteous shall compass me about, for
thou shalt deal bountifully with me!” she screeched.

“Shut the FUCK up!” I shouted back as
I jammed the taser to her gut as I held the trigger
down.

Her preaching suddenly turned to cries
of pain as the jolt ran through her body and her muscles froze
up.

I might have held the trigger a little
longer than necessary... Okay, I absolutely did that, and when I
let off the trigger and she dropped like a marionette with its
strings cut.

Slipping the stun gun in my back
pocket, I hauled the twitching girl up on the short bunk that was
bolted to the left side of the cell and shoved the dildo-gag in her
mouth. Pulling two of the straps around either side of her head and
then fitting the other two over the top on either side of her nose,
I connected them all to a small ring in the back and put the lock
in place to keep them from being removed.

Courtney could breathe around the
plastic cock in her mouth, but she’d be unable to enunciate with
her jaw blocked from moving and her tongue pinned under the
phallus.

“Much better!” I declared as I stood
up. “A fool lets fly with all his temper, but a wise person keeps
it back.”

Courtney looked up at me and I saw
pain, anger, and annoyance in her eyes.

“Yes, I can quote the bible too.” I
noted. “A foolish woman is clamorous, she is simple, and knoweth
nothing.”

As her muscle spasms abated she
grunted something through the gag that sounded like
‘mother-fucker’.

I reached down and pinched
her right nipple as I said, “But I suffer not a woman to teach, nor
to usurp authority over the man, but to be in
silence.”

“It’s funny how you bible thumping
cunts never seem to listen to the parts of your book that tell you
to shut up, kneel at the feet of men and obey them without
question.” I sneered. “Just so you know, no one is coming to rescue
you. Hell, no one will even know you’re alive. In a day or two a
search will start for the Contango and they’ll find the
bodies.”

I paused and smiled at her as her eyes
widened in shock. “That’s right, you missed most of it, but the
short version is everyone else on the boat is dead. I executed
everyone except your dad.”

Her eyes showed a spark of hope, which
I squashed by adding, “I left him tied to a deck chair to drown as
the ship sank.”

Despair was now etched across her
face, and she began to cry and blubber into the gag.
Good.

“As for you, someone has a special
fate waiting at the end of our trip.” I told her as backed out of
the cell and locked her in, “Personally, I’m hoping it involves
cutting your tongue out.”






Once I was back in my cabin, I
stripped down and called for Red to join me, leaving her sister to
run things.

“Aye, sir. How may I serve you?” she
asked as she entered the room.

“Mode change, new mode - adoring
girlfriend.” I commanded.

“Mode changed” she responded in a
monotone. Then her stance relaxed and her head tilted to the side.
“Rough day, honey?”, she asked in a voice that projected affection
and empathy.

I nodded, “Yeah, the merchandise is
problematic and I need to relax.”

“I know just how to relax you,” she
said with a smirk, “lie down while I get the oils.”

Nude, I lay face down on the bed with
my head on a pillow as she slid out of her jumpsuit and picked up a
bottle of massage oil from a small basket on the
dresser.

“Here we go, lover.” she purred as she
straddled my back and warmed the oil in her hands before applying
it to my back.

Dolls have a lot of standard
programming for entertaining their owners, but whoever decided that
they needed to know how to give a proper massage deserved a bonus.
Red’s fingers pushed and pulled at all the right spots and I felt
the tension abate as she worked her way down my body, starting at
the neck and going all the way to my ankles before she instructed
me to turn over.

As I did, she noted my flaccid penis.
This was a relaxation massage, not a sensual one - although she
could do those too. She gave it a light stroke with her index
finger as she said, “I’ll get to this muscle last.”

Red repeated the process on my chest,
arms and legs before she began rubbing my dick into
rigidity.

“Feeling better?” she asked me coyly
as she ran her fingers along the length of my rising
manhood.

“Much.” I responded, and it was true,
the rest of my body felt great, only my cock had any tension in it
right at that moment.

“Gooooood.” she purred. “Now I need to
use my special method on this bit.”

She lifted herself up and then dropped
onto my cock, impaling her pussy on me. She was warm and wet and
deliciously willing as she began to ride up and down on
me.

“Ooooh yes,” she moaned, “That’s
right, give me that dick, lover.”

Her vaginal muscles squeezed and
released my rod as she moved, and her moans were just the icing on
the sex cake as she slid up and down on it.

It didn’t take long for me to blow my
load in her and when I was done she slid off me and cleaned my dick
with her tongue before snuggling her slightly sweaty body up beside
me.

“I think I drained the last of the
tension out of you...” she whispered.

“That you did, Tanya.” I replied as I
drifted off to sleep.






I only got about two hours of rest
before Blue shook me awake.

As I snapped back to consciousness,
she stated, “Courtney is trying to kill herself.”

Fuck.

Nude, I leapt from the bed and charged
up the ladder to the upper deck and ran into the brig to find my
guest banging her head against the bulkhead at the rear of her
cell.

Snarling, I grabbed the keys and
frantically unlocked the door as Courtney staggered back for
another head bash. Before she could complete the action, I grabbed
a handful of her blond locks and pulled her backward.

Spinning her around, I found her face
bloody and her eyes glazed. She had split her forehead and possibly
broken her nose during her moronic attempt at suicide.

She gurgled something unintelligible
through the gag as her eyes rolled up into her head and she
fainted.

Dammit. This could endanger my
delivery. She was supposed to be unharmed.

Red entered the room as I lay the girl
out on the bunk. Red had slipped on her jumpsuit and looked at the
mess. “Oh hell, honey.” she muttered, “What do you
need?”

She was still in girlfriend mode, but
that was fine.

“Get the trauma bag and some towels.”
I instructed her.

She moved to obey and soon I was
cleaning the blood off Courtney’s face with a damp towel while Red
was staunching the flow of blood. I had to remove the gag to clean
her up and get at the wound and realized the gag had probably
prevented her from hurting herself more. Its leather straps would
have cushioned the impacts slightly.

Once the blood stopped oozing from the
wound, it didn’t look quite as bad. Head wounds always appeared
worse than they were due to the amount of blood they tended to
produce.

I cleaned and disinfected the cut on
her head and used a field kit to sew up the wound. Hopefully, it
wouldn’t leave a scar.

Once the work was done, I attached her
manacles to the bunk supports to render her immobile. Then I had
Red get me the chloroform. Orders be damned. If I wanted to get her
to the delivery without further incident, I needed her to stay
asleep.

Once Red and I had finished cleaning
up the mess Courtney had made on the cell wall, I gave the girls
instructions to swap out positions in the control room every two
hours until I awoke, adding that if Courtney woke up, to put her
out again. I wanted no more shenanigans from that girl.

Sleep took a while to claim me again,
and when I awoke it was nearly noon.






Red was on duty while Blue slept, and
after I donned my jumpsuit and shoes, I grabbed a breakfast bar and
a cup of coffee before I entered the command and control
room.

“Good morning, dear.” Red said,
smiling sweetly at me. “Did you finally get some rest?”

Oh, right. She was still in
‘girlfriend’ mode.

“Mode change, new mode - obedient
slavegirl.” I commanded.

“Mode changed” she responded in a
monotone.

“Report.” I said through a
yawn.

“The Charybdis is on course for the
meeting location and we are ten meters down, moving at thirty
knots.” she said crisply. “Blue sent the notice and estimate of
delivery time before sunrise. We should make it to the destination
in another nine and a half hours, allowing for higher speeds after
sunset, which should occur at seventeen twenty-one
hours.”

“Nice.” I said. “Has the prisoner
given us any more trouble?”

“No sir,” Red replied. “Blue noted she
was awake and struggling at ten hundred hours and put her back to
sleep after turning the conn over to me.”

That was good. With luck, that bitch
would stay out until close to the delivery time. I finished my meal
bar and ordered Red to get some sleep. The dolls could operate
without sleep for much longer than a regular person, but there was
no need to push them. I could watch over the Charybdis by myself
for a while.






It was nearly sunset when I saw
Courtney beginning to move on the monitor that showed the brig. I
decided it was close enough to the drop off to prep her, so I woke
the twins, putting Blue in command and control while Red
accompanied me to get Courtney ready.

We entered the room and Red went to
get the items I needed while I let myself into the cell and began
getting the merchandise out of the shackles.

When she was free, I pointed to the
toilet and said, “Use it now. It will be awhile before you get
another chance.”

Courtney looked confused and stared at
me.

“I’m not leaving, and I’m not turning
around.” I told her. “Get over it and do your business or I’ll be
forced to give you an enema.”

That motivated her.

She moved to the toilet and
sat down, closing her eyes and lowering her head as she tried to
ignore me.

It took her a minute to get over my
presence, but eventually she managed to void her bowels and clean
up. Once she was done I marched her out into the room and held her
by the shoulders as Red wrapped the girl from ankles to shoulders
in eighteen-inch wide cellophane. After the third layer was on, Red
pulled out the heat gun and got it running.

Courtney had seemed confused by the
mummy wrapping but started to shake when the heat gun made the
plastic contract and form itself to her body.

Muffled cries of alarm came from the
gag as I removed it and tossed it into a bucket for later
cleaning.

“Ahhh” Courtney croaked as the gag
popped out. “What are you do-oof!”

I kept her from finishing the question
by stuffing a foam ball in her mouth and layering clear tape over
her face to keep it in place.

When Red was done, I stepped back to
admire our work. Courtney was precariously balanced and looked like
a shrink-wrapped toy. Which was appropriate.

She was breathing through her nostrils
and had to take shallow breaths since her chest wasn’t able to flex
under the plastic that now encased her.

With the Tanya’s help, I put her on
the bunk and we used a few bungee cords to hold her in
place.

“Now then,” I said, standing over the
mummified strumpet, “You’ll be safe and secure until we deliver you
to your owner in a few hours.”

“Uhhnuh?” Courtney grunted through the
gag.

“Yep. That’s why you didn’t go down
with the ship, someone wanted you alive.” I told her, knowing the
knowledge would torture her as much as her family’s
deaths.

“Huuu?” she asked.

“No clue.” I replied. “Doesn’t matter
to me in the slightest, anyway. Maybe someone your poppa fucked
over wants you as a trophy, or it could be you’ll be given as a
gift to some third world dictator. Not my problem. Have a nice
rest.”

I left her in the cell with the door
open as a taunt. Red had bound her expertly, and Courtney couldn’t
move a muscle from her shoulders down to her feet. She couldn’t
even get off the bunk right now.






Four hours to go and then she wouldn’t
be my problem anymore.







Chapter 6






It was a bit past twenty-one hundred
hours, or nine at night, when I signaled the massive yacht using
the periscope light. The beam was tight and wouldn’t be seen unless
you were at the correct angle to the Charybdis.

In Morse code I sent, ‘Package ready
to deliver.’

After a few seconds a light on the
ship flashed back, ‘Collection boat en route.’






“Take us up.” I told Red, and a few
seconds later we were floating on the surface of the ocean as a
small speedboat approached.

Leaving her and Blue in the C&C, I
went to the brig and got Courtney off the bunk and carried her up
the ladder over my shoulder. Once we were on the deck she tried to
beg me not to do this, at least I presume that was what her muffled
words meant.

When the boat was close enough, I
carried her aboard and dropped her in a seat, but as I turned to
leave, the pilot engaged the motor.

“What the hell?” I asked. This wasn’t
part of the plan. I wasn’t carrying anything with me besides a
knife that was strapped to my leg. I had no way to call the twins
and update them.

“Boss wants to see you, and I have to
make sure you don’t run off before the inspection is complete.” the
guy said in a rough voice.

God dammit. I had little choice but to
go along, so I tried to look on the bright side. At least I could
explain the head wound this way.

The super-yacht that floated near us
was ridiculously large. The speedboat had its own dock at the rear,
and the pilot ordered me to carry in the goods.

With no real say in the matter, I
hefted Courtney up and carried her inside, following the
pilot.

Inside the ship was another boat. I
shit you not. There was a small pleasure craft inside, floating in
its own little bay, and I could see a mechanism to open the side of
the yacht to allow it to exit.

“It’s for supply runs.” The pilot
muttered in answer to my unasked question.

He led me to an elevator. Yes, a
fucking elevator. It was big enough for four people so we weren’t
cramped and I noted there were six buttons on the panel. He pressed
number five, and we rode up as ‘The Girl From Ipanema’ played from
overhead speakers.

Fucking hell, this client was rich
with a capital ‘R’.

The elevator doors opened, but the
pilot made no move to exit. Figuring he was waiting for me, I
stepped out into a lavishly appointed room.

Everything was white. The floor was
marble, actual fucking marble on a boat, and the sheets of it were
huge too, not the small tiles. Each marble slab was at least five
feet on a side. The furniture looked to be white leather, and the
wood paneling on the walls was pale enough to be eggshell. The
furniture was sparse and made the room look enormous. There was a
crystal chandelier and a well-stocked bar toward the far side of
the room, with a white bar top and white bucket seat stools that
appeared to be leather as well.

A woman sat on a leather couch, she
was tall from the look of her and I pegged her at five foot ten.
She looked to be about thirty and was thin but modestly endowed, I
could see that much through the open front of her business jacket.
She wore a black suit, cut to show off her feminine features, with
a black silk vest underneath the jacket. Her black heels were a
good four inches high, and she held a brandy glass in her right
hand that contained a pinkish liquid. Her features were sharp but
attractive. While I wouldn’t call her beautiful, she was definitely
striking. Her hair was a light brown color and hung down to one
side of her neck and fell far enough to cover her left breast. Her
face was impeccably made up, every eyebrow hair in its place, and
her lips were painted a few shades darker than her olive skin
tone.

In her left hand she held the black
leather loop of a leash, the shining silver chain ran down to a
chrome collar around the neck of a Japanese woman. The woman wore
the collar, expensive-looking silver heels that were five inches
high and nothing else.

The pet lay on her side with her
lovely head on her owner’s thigh. Like her mistress, the girl was
tall, probably five foot nine and had skin that would make any
model jealous. She was also hairless below her ears. Her dark hair
was longer than the woman with the brandy, going almost to the
small of her back, and her tits were pert and teardrop
shaped.

I must have stared a moment to long,
since the suited woman gave me a short, tinkling laugh.

“I see you’ve notice Kiki,” the woman
who had to be the client said. Her voice was deep for a woman, and
a little husky. She sounded like a woman who gave orders and they
were obeyed on pain of death.

She continued, “Sadly, she is not for
men. She made a mistake eight years ago and I’ve been punishing her
ever since.”

She looked down at the slave girl and
said, “Tell this male what you did, Kiki...”

Kiki raised her head from her owner’s
leg and said, “I called my mistress a filthy dyke at a senior year
party in college.”

“Yes, you did,” the woman in black
confirmed. “And for that, I bankrupted your family and had you
kidnapped and brought to me. You’ve been my pet ever since.”
Turning her gaze to me, she added. “Kiki was a virgin thanks to her
family being strict about such things, and I decided she’ll never
be penetrated by a phallus and will not experience any orgasms as
part of her punishment.”

“Where do you
want this one?” I asked the client, not really caring about her
power trip.

The client raised an eyebrow, “Not
even a little bit curious? I’m impressed. Most males get a hard-on
at the sight of Kiki. Mmmmm, perhaps I’ll have you stick around for
the unwrapping.”

Setting her glass down, the client
stood and approached me as I set Courtney on her bare feet, holding
her steady for inspection. Kiki crawled across the floor on all
fours behind her owner. I’m sure the view from behind her would be
spectacular, but wasn’t in a position to check.

“Mmmmm” the client said again as she
looked over the package in front of her. When she noticed the sewn
wound, she focused a stern look at me.

“I wanted her unharmed.” she said
coldly.

“And I took her unharmed. She tried to
kill herself while in custody. I had to drug her to keep her from
repeating the process.”

“Did she now?” The woman asked,
seeming to be amused by the prospect. She took Courtney’s chin
between her thumb and forefinger. “A good christian girl like you
committing a mortal sin like that? Tut-tut. You tried to deny me my
revenge, that will earn you even more punishment.”






Looking at her prize, the client
smiled like a shark, “Do you remember me, Courtney? Your father was
holding one of his boring fundraisers six months ago, and I said
you were turning into a beautiful young woman. You saw Kiki on my
arm and threw your drink in my face and then you called me a
‘lesbian whore’.”

Courtney’s eyes were wide
now.

“Yeeeees,” the client said with a
gleam in her eyes. “For that I’ve had your parents executed and you
will join Kiki as my pet, but that’s not all. I’m going to make a
few movies with you and some choice males and release them on the
internet. Not only will you be my sex slave for the rest of your
life, not only will you eat my pussy and Kiki’s on a regular basis,
and not only will you have caused the deaths of your family, but as
the final insult your reputation will be trashed ‘posthumously’
when these recordings show you fucking people in exchange for
donations to your father’s campaign.”

Wow. This woman really was
evil

I decided it was time for me to go,
“Am I done here?” I asked.

“Mmmm not quite.” she said. “I want
something from you for your negligence.”

‘Ooooh boy. Here we
go.’ I thought.

The client looked back at Courtney,
who was crying again. “Rape her for me.”

“Excuse me?” I said, caught off my
guard at that request.

“Rape. Her.” She repeated slowly.
“Once she’s been processed, she’ll have no choice but to obey and
suck or fuck any male I choose. However, I want her first time to
be violent and memorable. I’m not having her personality erased. It
would spoil the fun. So take that knife of yours, cut her out of
her wrapping and fuck her, no condom, and I want you to come inside
her. If she gets pregnant, then so be it. I plan to breed her
later, anyway. The final punishment for her and Kiki will be to
bear daughters to be raised to replace them as my slaves when they
get older.”

Holy hell, this woman
wasn’t just evil, she was fucking Satan. She made Charles Manson
look like Mister. Rogers by
comparison.

I kept my thoughts to myself as I
pulled out my combat knife and made short work of the plastic wrap
that encased Courtney.

After nearly five hours bound up, her
muscles gave out and she collapsed to the floor, shivering in the
cool air.

“You want me to do her right here
on the floor?” I asked.

Laughing, the woman said, “Oh, I do
like you, but no.”

Stepping back to her couch,
she pressed a button on the end and a section folded back into a
daybed as she stepped behind it with Kiki in tow. “Take her
virginity here and do not be gentle.”

I hauled Courtney to her feet as she
shook her head and grunted ‘no’ through the gag over and
over.

Dropping the sobbing girl on the
flattened couch, I unzipped my jumpsuit and let my gaze wander over
Kiki, who was much sexier than Courtney right now.

The Asian petgirl was staring at my
dick as I got hard and the client scolded her, “Now Kiki, you know
you can’t ever have one of those not even when I breed you. We’ll
use artificial means for that. Although perhaps I’ll let you fuck
Coco here with a strap on later.”

Looking down at Courtney, she smiled
and tapped a long fingernail between Courtney’s eyebrows. “That’s
going to be your new name, Coco.”

I poked a finger into Courtney, or
Coco and her cunt was dry so I fingered her for a minute and
despite her emotional state, she eventually got slick enough to
bang.

I mounted Coco and fucked
her, hard. I felt her hymen break and blood oozed out as the client
clapped and commented, “Ooooh lovely, she
was a
virgin after all.”

It didn’t take too long for me to
reach my climax, I just looked at Kiki and imagined I was porking
her instead of the crying college girl underneath me. Idly, I
wondered what her name had been before she’d offended miss
moneybags. Kimberly? Kirsten? Komiko? Kyomi?

I continued to pound Coco’s slit as I
got close to coming in her. I’d taken plenty of unwilling women
over the past few years as a doll hunter. But never under orders.
It made the situation a little weird.

When I was done I climbed off the
broken girl and the client pointed me to a bathroom to clean
up.

When I returned, Kiki was nose deep in
Coco’s crotch, licking the cum and blood off the whimpering
girl.

“Sorry about your couch, I doubt the
blood will come out.” I told her.

“I don’t want it out.” the client
said. “I plan to move this section and make it Coco’s bed. Any
night she’s not chained to my bedpost, she’ll have to sleep in the
stains left by her first rape. Delicious, isn’t it?”

“Sounds diabolical.” I commented
without enthusiasm.

“Hmm.” The client said
disdainfully. “You’re interesting for a male, but you’re not
fun. Fine, you can go. My man will return you to your tin
can.”

Dismissing me with a hand wave, the
client turned back to start inflicting a lifetime of hell on the
newly dubbed ‘Coco’ as I took the elevator down to the
bay.

God damn, that woman was messed up in
the head, and coming from a sociopath like me, that was saying
something.

















Chapter 7






The boat pilot took me back to the
Charybdis, neither of us speaking a word to the other. I just
wanted to get back aboard my sub, send the delivery report and get
the fuck away from the floating psycho ward.

The second the report was confirmed to
have been received, I told Red and Blue to get us out of the area
and head north. There were no new orders, so I was going to see
about snagging a boat to sell.






One reason I had pushed Director nine
to supply me with a sub was the salvage opportunity. With a boat,
it would look suspicious using one vessel to haul away another to
plunder and sell. But with a submarine, I could force the crew off
a ship, either in a lifeboat or by dispatching them and attach tow
lines to the Charybdis. then the sub could pull the craft to a port
where I or the girls could pilot it in and the company would
collect it.

We headed north toward the state of
Washington. If we found a suitable ship to steal, I had the
locations of several drop points at various marinas on Goose Island
in Canada. Mancipium rented a couple of docks at each and all I had
to do was drop a vessel at one and it would be picked up within a
day or so.

Boat theft wasn’t as easy as car
theft, but the basics were the same. Hijack the boat, move it
somewhere, change the name, vehicle ID numbers and manufacturer
information, and then create a fake bill of sale to get a new
registration. The big difference was that instead of stealing a car
worth twenty to fifty thousand and getting ten percent of that
value from a chop shop or re-seller, I would swipe million dollar
boats and get ten percent of the value. Alternately I could hijack
a cargo ship, but those were being tracked far more than personal
water craft and often had armed security, because, you know -
pirates.

With luck, I’d make enough money in a
year to retire from this job completely and spend the next thirty
years on a tropical island, living the good life.






The Charybdis traveled most of the
night to reach an area off the coast of Washington, and I began
looking for a potential target. The best choice would be to find a
boat far from shore, at least ten miles out, and of a decent size.
Had I not needed to sink the Contango, it would have been a prime
target with its high value and small crew.

It took two days to find what I was
looking for, but in the early morning darkness of the second day I
spotted what I was looking for. It was a low slung Merritt, built
for comfort that had been modified to add half a dozen fishing
chairs to the foredeck. It would have been worth a good three
million new, so Mancipium would probably sell it for half that once
it had been given a new name and papers. The current name spelled
out below the rear deck declared the ship to be the ‘Seas the
Day’.

Ugh, someone had a terrible sense of
humor.

One nice thing about a boat-jacking
was that the research was much simpler. Once night fell, the
Charybdis broke the surface, and we deployed the satellite dish to
access registration records and do a quick internet search on the
boat.

My target was
the property
of a private business owner, that was good
since it meant less security. They often fit boats that were owned
by rental companies with multiple trackers while private ones
tended to have just one and sometimes a backup.

I didn’t need any extensive prep work
for this; I wasn’t nabbing a doll; I was stealing an object. All I
would need was to get aboard and take the ship.

I decided to hit the ship immediately.
There was no telling how long it had been at sea or how soon it
would return to port, so while the Tanyas closed the couple of
miles of distance, I suited up.

I was going in alone this time, as I
expected no more than four persons to be aboard, and it was likely
to be only one or two.






Half an hour later I pulled
myself up on the rear deck of the ‘Seas the Day’ and
looked around with my night vision goggles. It was dark onboard.
That was understandable since dawn was still a good hour
away.

Unpacking my combat shotgun and
loading it with a magazine of stunbags, I moved into the main cabin
to find the occupants.

The salon I passed through looked
comfortable with a u-shaped couch facing an entertainment center
that sported a nice eighty inch television screen and had two
massage chairs flanking the couch. There was a bar and a pair of
pinball games as well. Past that was a fully appointed galley, and
then I reached the passenger cabins.

That was where things got
weird.

They were all empty.

The master stateroom, the VIP
stateroom, and the port and starboard standard cabins were all
deserted.

There were personal items in the
master bedroom, I found a phone and wallet on a stand beside the
bed and clothing hung in the small closet.

The wallet held ID and credit cards
for Marcus Nelson, the registered owner of this vessel.

This wasn’t good. Had someone else hit
this boat before I arrived?

I searched the rest of the ship and
came up empty.

Wait, that made no sense. Sure there
were other pirates operating on the water, but why leave the boat?
I supposed someone could have abducted Nelson for ransom instead of
for his boat. His company was worth enough that you could probably
get a couple of million for his safe return, but the ship was worth
millions too. It would make sense to take it as well. Plus, why
leave his wallet and phone?

Shit. Once a ransom demand was sent,
the coast guard would probably go looking for this ship and his
wallet and phone would confirm he had been here.

Fuck.

I had to get this thing out of here,
right the hell now.

Running to the cockpit I started up
the engines and killed the running lights, turning the ship north
by northwest I floored it. Not that flooring it was fast. This was
no speedboat and could only do thirty knots on it’s best
day.

Locking the controls, I disabled the
tracking beacon and the GPS system, then I tossed Nelson’s phone
and wallet overboard.

On a whim, I checked the control
center and found an owner’s manual. Sure enough, listed under
security there was a heading for ‘backup tracking systems’. Ah,
engineers, gotta love ‘em. With the manual to guide me, I found and
disabled that unit as well. As a precaution, I shut off everything
else electronic that I could find.

With the boat locked on its new
heading, I went to the aft deck and used a flashlight to signal
back to where the Charybdis should be following me.

I sent
‘Change of plans.
Follow.‘

In the darkness the
periscope light flashed back, ‘Confirmed.‘

Damn, this was a tricky situation. On
one hand, someone else had dealt with Mr. Nelson and any guests,
but on the other I had no idea how long it would be before someone
came looking for his boat. I might have days or just minutes before
a search began. So here I was, running blind across the waves,
hoping nothing was in my way in the blackness of the night. My
night vision goggles helped, but it was still dangerous. A boat
would have running lights, but you never knew where a partially
submerged object might be.

I spent three nerve-wracking hours
getting the Seas the Day out of the area before I shut down the
engines and signaled the Charybdis again. I could have used radio,
but I wanted to take no chances of a signal being picked up, even
walkie-talkies were suspect right now.

Using the light, I flashed
out, ‘Move to front and
surface.’

‘Aye‘ was the short response
before the periscope sank beneath the water.






Twenty minutes later, I had secured
the towlines to the Charybdis and was descending to the command and
control center when Blue asked, “Orders, sir?”

“Accelerate to half speed and then
take us toward Goose Island, keep us below the waves until sunset,
then take us topside and move us a full speed. Oh, and activate the
sat-link” I instructed her as I sat down in the ‘captain’s chair’
and began a report.

She saluted and sat at her control
chair to get us underway while I typed.

My report stated that I had
acquired a vessel, but the owner was not
aboard, I included my speculation as to the events that had
occurred and my actions to deter detection.

Once the report was off, I took a
nap.






Red woke me a while later.

“Sir, there is a vessel in pursuit of
the Seas the Day,” she said.

‘Shit. Fuck.
Dam.’ I thought as I hustled into the
C&C. The sun was still up, but I couldn’t see a pursuer on the
periscope camera feed.

“Where is it?” I asked.

Blue replied, “Behind us, passive
sonar detected it following us, and it has been gaining on the
Seas.”

I looked at the sonar
screen; it wasn’t much information, but whatever was chasing us was
a little smaller than the Seas the Day, but moving at close to
forty-five knots. At that speed, it would overtake us in another
fifteen minutes. We could speed up, but even at maximum propulsion
on the surface, we’d still get caught within an
hour.

“Release the tow lines, cut the
engines and takes us down.” I ordered.

Red nodded, and I heard a double
‘clunk’ as we released the tow lines and the engine vibrations
faded as we cut forward momentum.

I needed to know who I was dealing
with, so it was time to get wet. I was still in my suit from my
initial visit to the Seas the Day, so I donned a scuba tank,
grabbed the waterproof bag with the shotgun, and threw in two
grenades, the high test line and a roll of tape before I climbed
into the airlock to exit the submarine.

As I swam up toward the surface, the
other vessel got close and slowed to a stop a good thirty meters
from the Seas. From below, the hull looked like that of a small
commercial fishing boat, but fishers couldn’t move that fast. That
meant it was modified and that meant trouble. Pirates most
likely.

I broke the surface beside the bow of
the ship where I’d be out of sight or anyone on board and
listened.

Soon enough, I heard two male voices
above and forward of me on the foredeck.

Voice number one sounded young and
nervous, “What the hell is going on man, Do you see
anyone?”

Voice number two was older
and calmer, “Nope. I can’t see anyone moving and the
engine
is quiet.”

Number one: “There was no one on board
when we left with Nelson, right?”

Number two: “Not a chance, I searched
the place from bow to stern.”

Number one: “Could someone have been
on a dive when we snatched him?”

Number two: “Could be, he was supposed
to be alone, but if there was someone else, why run north? It would
have been smarter to head inland and call for help. This is weird
as hell and feels like a blown job.”

Number one: “I still think we should
radio in and ask for help.”

Number two, sounding annoyed: “No. The
boss said radio silence unless it’s an emergency, this ain’t an
emergency yet.”

Number one: “We’ll need to check it
out and see who’s over there.”

Number two: “Yeah but I’m not
going.”

Number one: “I’m sure as hell not
gonna do it, let’s send titless over.”

Number two: “Yeah, she’s disposable.
Her work on this job is done anyway.”

‘Titless’? I thought to myself as I
quietly taped the grenades to either side of the ship’s bow at the
water line.

I was tying the line to the pins when
there was a splash from the rear of the boat and a form in a pink
scuba suit swam beneath me, seemingly oblivious to my
presence.

Sinking back into the water, I dove a
few meters before I pulled the pins with the line. These guys were
kidnappers and probably armed to the teeth, so I wanted to give
them something else to deal with besides me. There was a pair of
muffled explosions above me and a shock wave rolled over me,
rattling my teeth.

As the pursuer’s boat began to sink, I
swam for the Seas the Day.

I broke the surface, pulled myself
aboard and found myself face to face with the woman in the pink wet
suit. She was unarmed except for a couple of small knives in thigh
sheathes, and she stared at me in surprise. I moved to retrieve my
weapon when I heard voice number two shouting, “Kill that
guy!”

The girl in pink shifted into a combat
stance and came at me before I could get my gun out. She tackled me
and we rolled off the aft deck into the water. Neither of us had
our respirator masks on, so this was going to be a short fight one
way or the other.

She was quick and had a
knife in her hand almost before I noticed it coming at my throat. I
twisted in the water and pulled my own knife, slashing at her
weapon hand. To my surprise, she spun and blocked the strike with
her air tank. I grabbed at the tank and she popped the release to
slip out of it, leaving me holding the heavy container, which pulled me down deeper.

Shit, she was good.

Releasing the tank, I
reached for my mouthpiece. If I had my air supply I would have the
advantage. She realized my intent and
slashed at
the hose before slicing it open.

Fuck.

I yanked the release cord and dropped
my own tank before swimming up for air, even as she did the
same.

We broke the surface more or less at
the same time, and I yelled. “Give up and I won’t hurt
you!”

Silent she flipped her knife into a
combat grip and swam at me.

Gunshots sounded and water splashed
near my head as the two men on the slowly sinking ship started
shooting at me with assault rifles. Time to go back
under.

Beneath the waves, the pink girl
slashed at me as best she could with the water resistance slowing
her down and I had to play defense against her while dodging
bullets that were plunking into the surrounding water. The guys up
top didn’t seem too worried about hitting ‘titless’ as they shot at
me. When the bullets stopped, I was just a few feet from the Seas
the Day aft and I chanced going for my bag.

I popped up out of the water and
pulled myself aboard, laying on the deck while scrambling to
extract the gun from the bag, I spun back around as pink girl
pulled herself up behind me to stab at my heart.

The Saiga in my hands boomed and the
pink clad girl was knocked back into the water, her knife flying
away from her as the stun bag caught her center mass.

Releasing the magazine, I let it drop
to the deck as I cleared the chamber and swapped to the backup
magazine with the slug rounds as the two yahoos started shooting
again. At thirty meters, with the bow of their ship dipping into
the sea, they weren’t very accurate.

I, however, was rated as a marksman
with a long-arm. Two shots rang out from my weapon, followed by a
pair of splashes as two bodies fell into the water.

Taking stock, I stood up and saw the
girl in the pink wetsuit floating on the surface, struggling to
breathe. That’s what stun bags did to a person. They knocked the
wind out of you, sometimes breaking ribs in the process if the
range was too short, but they didn’t kill unless used at close
range and aimed at the skull. I looked around and found a large
fishing net which I threw out over the girl and used it to pull her
aboard the Seas the Day.

I wrapped the net around her, then
used the long cord to secure her and left her on the deck while I
watched the sinking ship for signs of further life.

When the other boat was completely
submerged, I started up the engines and pulled away from the area.
After I had covered a kilometer, I cut the motor and waited for the
Charybdis to surface. When it did, I called over to Red who had
stuck her head out of the hatch and had her re-attach the tow lines
while I dealt with my prisoner.

After making sure she had no other
weapons, I pulled off her goggles and her hood, letting her short,
dirty blonde hair fall out. She wasn’t bad looking, not pretty by
my standards, but not ugly either. Her skin had the tan of someone
who spent hours at the beach regularly, and her brown eyes stared
at me as I stripped off her diving belt and cinched the ropes
around her tighter.

“All right, your buddies are shark
food and your boat is gone. Talk or I’ll toss you overboard and you
can join them.” I told her. I really didn’t want to toss her, not
just because she was valuable as a basic bimbo doll, but because I
wanted to know just what the hell I had stumbled into.

“You are not this unit’s owner or
designated guardian. This unit will not comply.” she said in a flat
tone.

I stare at her, “Excuse
me?”

She replied, twisting in
the net and ropes, looking for a weakness without actually
looking for one. “This unit must complete its mission, This unit must
kill you.”

Oh, fuck me sideways with a
pineapple.

This boat-jacking just kept getting
messier and messier.

The pink suited girl wasn’t a highly
trained combatant. She was some kind a doll.












Chapter 8






Once the Seas the Day was
secure again, I swam back over to the Charybdis with Pink, as I had
decided to call her for now, in tow. Swimming while pulling another
person along with you isn’t too difficult unless they struggle, and
boy did she struggle. Fortunately, the fishing net was designed to
hold a thrashing trophy fish like a SailFin or swordfish, and she no longer had any blades to cut it
with.

Once I had her aboard the Charybdis,
Red dosed her with the chloroform while I held her, I let Pink
breathe the fumes for a good ten minutes before I was satisfied she
was truly out and only then removed the bindings I’d put her
in.

The first thing we did was strip her
out of her pink wet suit with a set of heavy shears. Once she was
nude, I inspected her thoroughly. Pink was five foot-seven, muscled
like a dancer, with a narrow waist, flat buttocks and small
breasts.

That was odd to me, most dolls got
upgraded to at least a C-cup unless the customer was really into
flat women. Pink was barely a B-cup if I was being generous about
it. She also had a tangled mass of crotch fur, which ran counter to
Mancipium standard. Every doll I’d encountered unclothed had either
been shaved, rendered hairless down there via electrolysis, or the
pubic hair was neatly trimmed. Pink looked like a 1970s nude model
with a bush you could hunt a tiger in.

When I was checking her dirty blonde
hair for hidden weapons, I spotted a three inch long, vertical scar
at the base of her skull. More strangeness. I knew there was a
brain implant that controlled the dolls, but the company never left
scars. They used the latest medical tech to make sure there were no
blemishes on their product. Neither of my Tanyas had any scarring
from the implant surgery or the facial modifications they
underwent, minor though they were.

Nothing about this made any sense. I
needed answers, and I needed them now.

After cuffing and strapping Pink to
the bunk in her cell to prevent her from going into suicide mode
when she woke up, I took a few pictures of her face and had Blue
deploy the satellite dish. I didn’t like to be on the surface in
the daylight, but this couldn’t wait.

The connection was slow,
but once I had a proper agent on the encrypted line, I sent over
the mugshots I had taken of Pink and sent the message:
‘How many other agents are working in
my area?’

The response came back:
‘None.‘

I sent:
‘Please double check to confirm. I have
encountered a hunting team with a Doll.’

A minute passed, then the
message popped up: ‘Confirmed, you are
the only active agent in the area. Additional - the product you
photographed is not in our system. Please check lower inside lip
with a UV light to find unit number and send for product
look-up.‘

Huh? The dolls had an ID number
tattooed inside their lower lips?

“Red, find me a UV light.” I told the
red-haired Tanya.

She saluted and left the C&C,
returning two minutes later with a small handheld
blacklight.

“Lights off.” I called out and Red
dutifully switched off the room lights so we were illuminated
solely by the screens.

I waved her over to me and pulled down
her bottom lip, shining the light at it. Printed upside down so it
would be read easily was a number, ‘35826-1’. I stood and went over
to Blue and found her lip was tagged ‘35826-2’.

Okay, then. The dolls had VIN numbers,
or DIN numbers it seemed. I had never heard of this before now. I
hustled up to Pink’s cell and checked her lip.

Nothing.

Well, crap.

I think I knew what was going on
now.

Returning to the C&C, I
sent: ‘Negative on ID
number.‘

‘Please
wait.’ was all the response I got for
several minutes.

When a new message appeared
it read: ‘Unit identified via facial
recognition as First Sergeant Jodie Tristan, USMC -
KIA.’

Well, fuck. Doc had told me he
believed that there were other companies that were making dolls
outside the US, and now I had proof. Pink, err... Jodie was one of
them. The pieces all fit. The scar, the lack of modifications, and
her not having a Mancipium ID number.

It seemed that I had an off-brand doll
in the brig.

I sent:
‘Suspect subject to be a product of
other dolling company, please advise.’

Again it took a minute to
get a reply, then I saw: ‘Check soles
of feet and base of skull for UV markings.’

Another trip to visit Pink/Jodie
revealed a code on the sole of her left foot.

‘Found code -
UMM-103‘ I informed my
contact.

A few seconds passed, then
the agent responded: ‘Unmodified
military model, product of Dorei Corp based in
Japan.‘

There was a pause, then
another line of text: ‘Dorei product
must remain aboard ship when deposited at the marina for collection
and examination.‘

Okay, the company wanted Jodie,
probably to examine her implant. That was interesting, but now I
knew that I had competition out here. I was suddenly glad that I
had insisted we keep the pair of forward torpedo tubes and six
torpedoes. Director nine had been less enthusiastic since those
were sure to get me arrested, but I had made the counterargument
that if someone boarded the ship, I deserved to get busted. I had
wanted them in case of trouble and as an intimidation tactic, but
if this Dorei corp had agents out here, I might have to defend
myself.

Before the other agent
could disconnect me, I sent: ‘What are
the known dangers of Dorei units?‘

I was beginning to wonder
if I had sent the message too late when I got the response:
‘Unknown, Dorei corp unit inferior to
Mancipium, no training uploads. Unit may or may not be hostile. Use
caution.‘

They then severed the connection at
their end, leaving me to sit in the glow of the screens and ponder.
No training uploads meant that Dorei corp relied on straight up
mind control on their dolls. Jodie’s skills had come from her
Marine training and not from programming. It made me wonder if
there was any of Jodie left in the doll she had become.

We had some time left before the
Charybdis reached the island port where I would leave the Seas the
Day and Jodie to be collected. Which meant that I had time to
interrogate her before delivery.






The needle slid into Jodie’s vein and
I pushed the plunger down to deliver the chemical cocktail that
would make her more likely to answer questions. Some people would
call it a truth serum, but that was a misnomer. It was simply a
de-inhibitor, like alcohol, and made the person less able to keep
from saying what they were thinking, again like alcohol.

The stuff I was pumping into Jodie
just worked faster and didn’t require she drink half a dozen shots
of eighty-proof vodka to get there. The vomiting that would come
later along with the headache would also be like an alcohol
hangover only worse.

After giving the drug ten minutes to
take effect, I used some smelling salts to bring the doll back to
wakefulness.

“Uuuughh” she said as her eyes
fluttered open. When she saw me she jerked against the straps and
mumbled, “Must kill...”

“Yeah, yeah.” I sighed. That last
command wasn’t going away soon it seemed. I tried the
straightforward tactic first. “What is your name or
designation?”

“This unit is uniform, mike, mike,
dash one-zero-three.” she responded.

That was interesting. She used the
military call signs instead of the letters for her ID code, that
might work for me if I played to her military mindset.

“Current assignment and base?” I said
using my old military tone.

“Currently assigned to guard posting,
under orders to eliminate interrogator. This unit is based out of
platform romeo delta four zero.” she replied in a flat
voice.

Hot damn, that was useful information,
and I pressed on since the drug wouldn’t last very long and a
second dose would have less than favorable results.

“Date of discharge from military
service and circumstances of departure?” I asked, keeping my tone
firm.

“October twelfth, previous year,
circumstances, abduction and subversion.” she told me.

Well, fuck. She was fully aware of her
condition as a mind controlled slave.

“Name of organization that abducted
and subverted you?” I inquired.

“United States military and Dorei
corporation of Japan.” she answered.

Wait, what?

“Confirm previous statement concerning
abductor.” I ordered her.

“This unit was abducted by Major
Hayden, US Marine Corps.” she said.

“Reason for abduction and subversion?”
I asked.

“This unit was investigating
misconduct on the part of Major Hayden and his staff regarding
local civilian females.” she told me.

There it was. Jodie must have gotten
too close to something and this Hayden guy had to get rid of her, I
was betting he was a recruiter for Dorei. It would be a simple
thing for him to disappear attractive women where he was stationed,
especially if he had a couple of accomplices. If she found out
about it, Jodie would have been duty bound to report it, but
accusing a superior officer of a crime required hard
evidence.

“You found out he was selling locals
to Dorei corp and tried to prove it, didn’t you?” I
asked.

“Yes, this unit attempted to film
Major Hayden trafficking females. This unit was caught, beaten
unconscious and awoke in a facility where it was processed,” Jodie
informed me.

Yep, that sounded about
right. First Sergeant Tristen here had tried to do the right thing
and ended up a doll for it. It wouldn’t surprise me if
Hayden raped her before handing her over
to Dorei. He sounded like that kind of guy.

A glance at the clock told me I needed
to hurry since the drug would wear off soon and I asked, “What will
you after you kill me?”

“This unit will await further orders
pending return to platform romeo delta four zero.” She
stated.

Hmmm, maybe I could work with that.
The Dorei units didn’t seem to be much better than voice controlled
automatons and if I could make her believe she had succeeded in her
current assignment, she might become docile.

I gave Jodie a light dose of
chloroform, just enough to make her groggy, before I loosened the
straps and flipped her over on the bunk with her head hanging over
the edge. After securing her again, I placed a bucket below her
face and went to get the twins.






It took about an hour to set things
up, and when I returned to the brig, I wore a bright white t-shirt
over a set of jeans with a gun belt strapped to my waist and Blue
accompanied me.

Blue unlocked the cell door and
removed the bucket of bile that Jodie had spit up, then left to
dispose of the contents while I stayed behind and unstrapped the
Dorei doll.

“Good news.” I told her as I began
removing the handcuffs. “Dorei has arranged for your return to the
platform.”

Jodie didn’t speak but as soon as her
hands were free she yanked my pistol from its holster and shot me
point blank in the chest twice and then aimed for my head. The gun
clicked, and the slide moved into the empty position as I stumbled
back and fell to the floor, bleeding heavily from the bullet
wounds.

Blue returned to the room, looked at
me and deadpanned, “Oh no. He is dead. You have completed your
assignment. I will remove the body and then return you to the Dorei
corporation.”

Jodie stood in the small cell, still
holding the gun as Blue spoke. Then she dropped the weapon and sat
on the bunk, declaring. “This unit will await its return to its
guardians.”

Blue nodded and collected the weapon
before locking Jodie in again and then dragged my body out of the
room.

Out of sight of Jodie, I
stood up and removed the shirt with the squibs and wiped the fake
blood off my chest and face. The obviously fake death would have
fooled nobody, but the software that was operating Jodie’s body was
only as good as the orders they gave it. Having seen me ‘die’ from
two gunshots to the chest was good enough to satisfy the
programming. Per her training, Jodie had gone for the heart, the
gut, and the brain when she had her chance. Two blanks and two
squibs in the right place insured she had enough visual
confirmation of my ‘death’, the third round wasn’t required and
I hadn’t wanted to stick a squib to
my forehead.

Blue helped me get the last of the
fake blood off, asking, “What are your orders, captain?”

“Continue to the marina to drop off
the boat and Jodie. Meanwhile, I need to look into some things.” I
said.

It was time to do some research on
the competition.












Chapter 9






The trip to Goose Island took us a
couple of days towing the Seas the Day behind us. I had changed my
sleep cycle so I was the one awake at night which allowed me to use
the satellite uplink to do some online research on this ‘RD-40’
that Jodie had mentioned.

With the painfully slow
data stream, it took more time than I would have liked to figure
out that the designation was attached to an oil rig owned by Royal
Dutch Energy. The rig was, according to an oil tracking website,
fifteen miles off the coast of Washington but was inactive and
waiting to be moved to a new drilling site.

Not a terrible location for a secret
slaver base. An oil rig would be a fine place to set up shop to
process abductees. It was remote, yet they could access the
mainland by boat in less than an hour. There was also nearly zero
chance of being noticed since only workers or inspectors went to
places like that, and being inactive meant no inspectors would drop
by unexpectedly.

I considered just
torpedoing the rig; they were the competition after all, but that
would lead to all
kinds of problems and probably get the US Navy
hunting my butt.

When we got close to the marina, I had
Blue maneuver the Charybdis close enough for me to climb aboard.
While she did that, I had Red drug Jodie and once I had the
ex-marine with me on the boat; I disconnected the tow lines and
piloted the craft the rest of the way to the marina and parked it
in the open slip owned by the company.

Being back in something that passed
for civilization, I called the company on the secure phone
Stoneface had given me and reported in.

“Hey, it’s two-two-seven,” I said when
the line picked up, “the items have been delivered to location
GI-fourteen and are ready for pickup.”

“Confirmed two-two-seven. A collection
team will be dispatched.” a man’s voice on the other end
replied.

“Request contact with director nine.”
I added before the other agent disconnected me.

There was a pause, and I was wondering
if they had cut me off when the voice answered. “Processing
request. Hold please.”

The hold music came on and I had to
endure two minutes of a saxophone cover of ‘Smells like Teen
Spirit’ which was enough to make me want to puke. Then the affront
to music stopped and director nine’s deep voice came on the
line.

“Nine.” he said simply.

“Sir,” I told him in my best
‘reporting to a superior,’ voice, “I believe I have located the
Dorei base of operations.”

I gave him the rundown on what I’d
found and then asked, “How do you want me to proceed?”

“I don’t understand the question.” the
director replied.

“Um,” I said confused, “Do you want me
to destroy the platform? Or do you plan to assault it?”

Nine chuckled quietly, “Ah, no. That
would be counterproductive. Attacking Dorei or the platform
directly would lead to investigations Mancipium would prefer to
avoid.”

I got it then. The two companies were
alike, and if I blew the lid off on one, the other could get caught
up in the mess. Time to try a different tactic. “What about Nelson?
I could pull a rescue for ransom like with that Randolph
kid.”

“It’s too late for that.” nine told
me. “By this time Mr. Nelson will have been implanted by Dorei. I
believe they will arrange for his return to the continental US
where he will go back to work and in a few weeks to a few months he
will sell his company to one of Dorei’s legitimate branches, then
he will disappear.”

I turned that over in my head. It was
actually an excellent use of their inferior implant tech. Grab a
successful but not famous person with access to a fortune, mind
control them into handing over their money and then have them
vanish, suicide or die in an accident. In the case of Marcus Nelson
they’d buy his company legitimately and then he’d give the money
back and they could dispose of him.

Still, I didn’t like competition, so I
made one last pitch. “What if I could cause an accident that took
down the platform? I sabotaged oil rigs during my time in the
military. The principle is the same for a sea rig.”

Director nine asked, “Why are you so
adamant to attack Dorei?”

I explained, “Dorei is using American
officers as recruiters. That offends my sense of loyalty and duty.
When I take an oath, it matters. It’s not just words. I’m your man
for as long as I work for you, before that I was a soldier and I
obeyed orders. Major Hayden betrayed his oath and I want to punish
him for that, but I also want to punish Dorei for poaching in our
territory.”

“Interesting.” nine said.

It occurred to me that might have just
talked myself out of this job. There was every possibility that
Mancipium had agents in the armed forces as well.

“Very well,” nine said, “Bring your
vessel into the marina at three AM for refuel and
instructions.”

“Yes, sir.” I said as the line went
dead.

I was going to hunt an oil
rig.






At oh-three-hundred on the dot, the
Charybdis surfaced in the spot reserved for it. A man exited a fuel
truck parked on the dock and fed me the hose to connect to the
tanks.

While the diesel flowed into the
reservoir to top it off, the truck driver handed me a large
envelope and a suitcase, saying, “Per director nine, you are to
plant these items where they will be found after your mission is
complete.”

Nodding, I took the case and the
envelope. I didn’t open either, that would come later. Instead, I
stood with the other man in silence as the pump refilled the
Charybdis’ tanks.

When the fueling was done, I closed
the hatch and called down to Red to put out to sea and then
examined the contents of the items I had received in the Captain’s
cabin.

Three thin, identical books that
looked like employee manuals were inside. They were colorful and in
Japanese. I could tell from the images they were for a company that
processed fish, but otherwise couldn’t make heads or tails of them.
I took one into C&C and showed it to Red.

“Mekajiki Company Employee Handbook”
she translated.

Gotta love language
programming.

“Is there anything in here about
illegal stuff?” I asked my doll.

She spent a few minutes scanning the
contents before informing me, “No, they cover employment
expectations, benefits, and policies.”

Okay so I’d be framing a fishing
company, I went back to my cabin and opened the suitcase. Inside
were an assortment of Japanese porn magazines and memos, also in
Japanese, on company letterhead that matched the logo of the
handbooks. I took the memos to Red, and she told me they detailed
instructions that amounted to orders to conduct illegal fishing and
whaling operations, along with orders to destroy the memos after
reading.

That would certainly annoy Dorei,
since it would bring Mekajiki under scrutiny from several agencies
once they found the fake evidence. Royal Dutch would also have some
explaining to do as to why they were hosting such
activities.

I smiled as I told Red to head for the
drilling platform at best surface speed while I researched the
platform and how to wreck it.

The type of structure I was going
after was a semi-submersible rig. They built the platform over two
pontoon style hulls that were also propulsion units. In a sense,
they were just over-sized ship hulls that controlled the ballast
and could move the platform at a couple of knots per hour. If I
wanted to sink the rig, those would be the target. But that was the
least subtle option.

Once I had the platform under
surveillance, I’d be able to complete plans.
































Chapter 10






It was late at night when Blue woke
me.

“Sir, we are within striking distance
of the target, but there is active sonar in use.” she said as I
disentangled myself from Red and dressed in my
coveralls.

“It figures.” I muttered as
I entered C&C and took my seat in the captain’s chair and told
Blue, “Show me what we’ve got.”

Blue took a seat at her station and
tapped on the keyboard. “We are at periscope depth, five kilometers
from the target.” she noted as an image of the platform popped up
on the main monitor. “Active sonar is pinging once every thirty
seconds, and if we use the diesel engines for propulsion they would
detect us at a range of approximately three kilometers, give or
take.”

Okay, that was bad, but not too bad.
It meant the platform was in more or less a defensive posture. If
they were on high alert, the pinging would be every five to ten
seconds and stronger to cover a wider area. They were probably
wondering what happened to their fake fishing boat, assuming they
had gone back for the ‘Seas the Day’ yet.

My tactical sense pointed out that a
torpedo would be the best option. From this distance I could fire
one and start the platform sinking. A big enough hole would insure
there would be no way to stop it. Sure, it would take a couple
hours for something that massive to go under, but the point here
wasn’t to kill everyone. I really wanted to use the torpedo, but
that wouldn’t fit the frame I needed to set up.

I studied the image on the screen and
through the low light enhancement could make out a pair of
helicopters parked on the platform. One was a small bubble design
that could carry maybe eight people in a pinch while the other was
larger and longer. It was probably a cargo hauler used to ferry
supplies. When empty it could hold maybe thirty people, so once the
shit flew, it would be the likely escape vehicle.

“What have you observed?” I asked
Blue.

Without looking back at me
she answered, “Over the past hour, no vessels or vehicles have come
or gone from the area, there is no radio traffic and other than a
few lights and the obvious movement of a handful of individuals, the platform appears inactive. There is a fishing
boat moored to one support pylon.”

“Right.” I said. “Take us down to
maximum depth and roll us in on battery power. Go slow and run
silent.”

“Aye, sir.” she replied as she
adjusted the controls and the Charybdis tilted slightly forward as
we dove.

My plan was to start a fire, a big
one. Something that would drive the inhabitants away and send up a
smoke cloud that would be visible from the mainland. To do that and
plant the evidence meant I’d need to get onboard, and that would
mean dealing with the crew. I was going to need both of my dolls on
this job, and we’d need to be armed with both lethal and non-lethal
weapons.

While we moved into position under the
rig, I checked the weapons locker and took out what we’d
need.

Three tactical whips were the first
thing I pulled out. These had short metal handles with highly
flexible steel rods that extended out for eighteen inches. Capped
with a marble-sized steel ball, these were excellent for disarming
an opponent while staying out of reach. I’d be carrying the Saiga
with the stun bag rounds, but it would be noisy and thus a last
resort. Each of us would carry a silenced pistol, a hand held taser
and short range pistol taser with three load outs of darts.
Finally, we’d each carry one LED incapacitator.

The LED incpacitators looked like long
handled flashlights with an extra large head. The head was filled
with nearly a hundred small LED lights of differing colors, which
fired in random patterns at high intensity. A second or two of the
flashes in someone’s face would induce headache, nausea,
disorientation and vomiting. There were two problems with the
devices, one was that some people were less susceptible than others
and the other was the power drain meant they were only good for a
few uses before the batteries died.

The plan was to get to the derrick
part of the rig and start the fire after disabling the fire control
systems. While I did that, my dolls would hide out near the crew
quarters and when people started reacting, they’d plant the
magazines, books and memos. Once the blaze was going, we’d beat
feet back to the sub and get out.

Simple in theory, less so in
fact.

Getting close would be difficult. If
the pontoon hulls were sealed, we’d have to leave the sub via the
airlock, swim up in scuba gear, then climb the access ladders on
the pylons. That would make us very easy to detect if they posted a
live look out or had cameras.

The risk of detection was high, too
high.

As I studied the technical
drawings of the rig, Red woke up and spoke, “Sir, do you need
any services
from me?”

By services she meant anything, sexual
or not. Having taken her in the ass before going to sleep, my
libido was calm so I told her, “Come over here and give me your
take on this.”

Red stood up from the bed, nude, and
padded over to the small desk. She leaned over, making sure her ‘C’
cups were on display in my field of view as she studied the
schematics.

“Objective?” she asked.

“Infiltration and sabotage of main
section.” I told her as I eyed her tits, causing my libido to stir
a bit.

Red examined the plans, enlarging
certain areas before pointing at one of the submerged
hulls.

“Here.” She announced. “External
maintenance airlocks are present on each of the buoyancy units.
Inside, an elevator shaft runs up to the main platform.”

I pulled my gaze away from
her lovely assets and looked at where she was indicating. She was
right. There was an access hatch on each of the floatation hulls.
Being exposed to seawater meant there would have to
be manual controls on the outside. We could get in that
way.

“Red darling, You’re one in a
million!” I said.

“Two in a million, sir.” She corrected
me as she straightened up and arched her back.

Again my libido took note. Red Tanya
was still in sex slave mode from before she woke up, so everything
she did had lustful overtones. My dick was getting hard, and I felt
she deserved a reward so I instructed her, “Titjob.”

“Yes, sir!” she said with enthusiasm
as she sank to her knees on the cold steel deck and unzipped the
front of my jumpsuit to get at my cock.

“Oh, it looks like you’re only at
half-mast sir, let me fix that.” Red cooed as she ran her fingers
lightly over my penis. Her nails, like those of her sister, weren’t
long, but they were well manicured and painted to match her hair
color. Those nails scraped delicately along my rod, tracing the
main vein down to the base and back up again as her mouth moved in
close.

Her tongue flicked out and tickled the
tip of my dick a few times as she brought me to full erection, and
then she smiled up at me before she opened wide and engulfed it all
the way to my balls. Her tongue slobbered my meat stick as she deep
throated me for a sew seconds then lifted her head and spat into
her cleavage before wrapping her breasts around my shaft, pressing
them together with her hands and bobbed her torso up and
down.

“Ooooh yes,” she said huskily, “that’s
muuuuch better. Nice and hard like a cock should be...”

I smiled down at her as she
worked. Her tits were soft and warm and slick with her saliva.
I muttered, “Good girl.”

She beamed up at me as she worked her
fun bags up and down on my dick, “I love being your good girl,
unless you want me to be a bad girl.” Pausing a second she
suggested, “Would you like that, sir? Should I drag my sister in
here and slap her? You could spank me then, I’m sure you’d enjoy
slapping my ass...”

She giggled and then started licking
the head of my cock as she descended each time. Between licks she
offered, “I”, lick, “could”, lick, “even”, lick, “eat”, lick,
“her”, lick, “pussy”, lick, “as”, lick, “you”, lick, “punish”,
lick, “me.”

That was it, I was about to come, so I
grabbed Red by the back of her head and shoved her face down on my
member as I creamed into her. She greedily sucked as my jizz filled
her mouth but didn’t spill a drop.

Once the spasms of ejaculate had ended
she used her tongue to collect the last drops and smiled up at
me.

“Very good girl.” I
sighed.

She smiled up at me,
“Always for you, sir. Anything for you.”

Sated, I told Red to dress,
and we joined her sister in the C&C as Blue moved the ship
slowly into place. Once there, I went over the plan with my slaves
as
we ate an early breakfast. I wanted to hit the
platform in the early hours of the morning for a couple of reasons.
First it would be the time when people would be either asleep or
groggy from being up late if they ran a night shift. Second, it
would maximize the likelihood of the fire being seen from a
distance once the blaze was going.






At oh five hundred, we were geared up
and ready to assault RD-40. The twins were in ‘commando mode’ and
each of us carried a waterproof case with our weapons and gear.
We’d moved the sub up under the port side submersible support hull.
It was a simple matter to swim over an open the maintenance hatch
and squeeze the three of us inside. It was less simple to drain the
water out.

The hull had an automatic drain, but
there was a high chance that would set off some kind of alert
topside, so I had to find the manual pump and spend several minutes
lowering the water level by hand before we could enter the hull
proper.

It was cold and dim inside the support
hull, with just a few lights on. I had expected this since the
pontoons wouldn’t be manned except when they were being used to
move the platform or during inspections. It took only a few minutes
to find the elevators that ran up through the pylons, and I pulled
the doors open on both to see if one was ready to go. Standard
procedure would be to have one in the hull and one on the platform
for easy access either way, and sure enough the second set of doors
opened into a simple elevator car. The buttons inside were labeled
in English, Dutch and Japanese, so finding the platform exit level
was easy enough. What came next would be the hard part.

As we rode up to the top, the twins
and I strapped on our gear over the scuba suits and just before we
got to the end of the ride, I smashed the overhead light with the
butt of my combat shotgun so it would be dark inside when the door
opened.

There was a ‘ding’ as the door opened
and a surprised looking sentry stood looking at the dark car, a
cigarette hanging from his mouth.

Red shot him with her taser pistol,
and the barb took him in the collarbone.

The Asian man in the uniform dropped
as the voltage scrambled his nervous system, and as soon as he
stopped jerking, I pulled the barb out of him, handed his radio to
Red, snatched his ID badge and then dragged him into the
elevator.

Blue held the doors open as I jabbed
the lowest level button several times and then pried the control
panel open with my combat knife and cut all the wires. That would
keep the guard out of commission while we worked. The stun gun’s
shock would wear off in a short while, but the elevator wouldn’t
work for him until he repaired the wiring.

I sent the girls to take up their
hiding places while I waited for the other car to return. When it
did, I jammed a piece of metal into the bottom of the door to
prevent it from closing and answering the sentry’s call when he
regained his senses.

I made my way over to the pumping
station, which was easy to find since it occupied the entire side
of the platform and the door to the control room was covered in
warning signs. It was also locked up tight. Silently thanking the
guard, I used his badge to open the door and slipped inside. The
controls were inactive, but they were easy enough to start up, and
once I had power, I checked the status of the reservoir
tanks.

The RD-40, like many floating oil
extraction platforms, processed the oil in house and stored it in
massive tanks that sat high on the uppermost section of the
floating platform. From there they loaded it onto oil tankers. As a
result, even when drained, these tanks held residual amounts of the
black stuff. Residual in this case being about a hundred or so
barrels’ worth that had oozed down the sides of the tanks and
settled to the bottom over the course of months. To the oil
companies, this was an amount that wasn’t worth sending a ship to
collect, but it would burn for hours if someone opened the release
valve and then say, tossed in a flame.

I told the computer to open the
external release valves; it replied that there was no hose
connected and asked if I wanted to proceed. I clicked the
‘override’ on the screen and then threw the breakers on the fire
control systems before I exited to the platform as the first rays
of light were breaking over the horizon.

Outside, oil gushed from the storage
tanks and oozed down to the main level of the platform like a black
waterfall. By the time it had spread across a quarter of the
primary surface area, which was considerable, someone shouted an
alarm.

As a klaxon blared, I slid a flare
round into my Saiga shotgun and fired it low across the spreading
oil. The flare rounds weren’t loud like the slugs of buckshot
rounds, and with a ‘fwizzz’ the flare shot out, skidding across the
pool of Texas tea and ignited the black gold.

At this point, things went completely
to hell.












Chapter 11






Chaos erupted as the fire spread
across the rig, and over the crackling of the flames there were
dozens of people shouting orders, or screaming in panic. It was
everything I had hoped for and more.

The operation on the rig had some
security, but they were trained to handle unruly ‘guests’, not
fight fires. I saw half a dozen people dressed like the sentry we
had encountered trying to fight the fire with hand held
extinguishers. Yeah, good luck with that guys.

Using as much cover as possible, I
made my way to the main control building that had the primary
helipad on top. This would be the second line of defense in case of
a spill. Getting inside was easy enough, plenty of people were
running out and few paid much attention to anything other than
their tasks. Slipping inside, I followed the signs to the main
control room itself.

The room was huge, looking like
something out of a NASA movie and had a dozen people in it trying
to override the valves and re-activate the fire controls, They
shouted in Japanese and English and pounded on control boards as I
pulled out my LED incapacitator and shouted, “Hey!”

Every head in the room swung to look
at me as I slapped my hand down on the row of light switches and
clicked on the device, spraying the room in front of me with the
dazzling array of flashing lights in the semidarkness.

The effects weren’t instantaneous, but
after a couple of seconds, several of the crew lurched, clasp their
heads and one projectile vomited.

I swept the lights around at anyone
who dared look my way until the batteries ran dry after half a
minute and then backed out and found a fire ax mounted on the wall
nearby which I slid between the door handles to lock the men in the
room as they enjoyed the effects of the incapacitator.

It was time to head back to to the
pylons and as I jogged down the halls, I yanked every alarm panel I
could find. The more chaos that was created, the better for
me.

By the time I was at the elevators,
the twins were waiting for me.

“Report.” I demanded as I stepped
inside.

“Mission accomplished.” The girls said
in unison.

“I planted the magazines and some
memos in the senior crew quarters under mattresses.” Red
declared.

“I left the other memos in trashcans
in the offices.” Blue stated.

“Good.” I said as I pressed the button
to take us down to the pontoon hull, “Any resistance?”

Red nodded, “Two crew had to be
incapacitated with the strobe.”

Blue added, “One officer attempted to
capture me and had to be tasered.”

That wasn’t bad at all, and the best
part was to anyone who asked. All three would report being taken
down by a single girl since their hair was hidden under the scuba
hoods.

As we rode the elevator back down, I
listened in on the radio we had taken from the guard, but I had to
have Red translate.

“The pump house is aflame.” she said,
“The people in charge are ordering an evacuation.” Pausing, she
went on, “Someone is asking about the prisoners.” Another pause,
“The commander has ordered that Nelson and someone named
McGillicudy be loaded on the transport copter, the rest are to be
put in the trawler.”

“Well now,” I said, “that could work
in our favor.”

I jabbed the button marked ‘boat dock’
to change our destination and gave the girls new orders. “You two
get back to the sub and head west. I’m going to grab that boat and
see who comes to me, then head out to sea. We’ll meet up five
kilometers from the rig.”

“Aye, sir.” they said in
unison.

The elevator stopped at the dock level
and I exited, taking the incapacitators from the twins. Red’s unit
had half a charge, while Blue’s was still full.






As I had expected, the boat was
unmanned while moored to the pylon, so I slid into the control room
and pulled the cables to the transponder and waited to see who
showed up.

It took nearly ten minutes, probably
because some evil bastard had disabled one elevator, but come they
did. Half a dozen young women in halter tops and white panties
which offset their caramel colored flesh were herded out of the
crowded elevator by two armed guards and they came whimpering
aboard the boat. One guard made the girls sit on the deck and kept
his machine pistol pointed in their direction while the other came
into the pilothouse. He let his weapon hang by its shoulder strap
as he entered, and I took him by surprise.

A blast from the incapacitator
followed by a taser shot dropped him, but his cry of pain alerted
his companion, who spun and raised his pistol. He shouted something
at me in Japanese, which I was fairly certain was an order to come
out with my hands up.

I needed to get closer to him. The
taser pistol needed a new cartridge to be useful, and the
incapacitator might not effect him before he pulled the trigger. So
I grabbed the combat whip and let it extend, holding the handle
pressed against the back of my skull as I stepped into view with my
hands behind my head.

The guard seemed satisfied with my
compliance and indicated that I should approach as he said
something else that made no sense to me. I spoke a fair amount of
Spanish and German as well as some Arabic and Russian, but Japanese
wasn’t in my lexicon.

Before I got within grappling range,
he barked a command that I presumed meant ‘stop there’, so I
did.

He made ‘drop your weapons motion’ at
my holstered pistol, but I shrugged and cocked my head as if I
didn’t understand and said. “I only speak two languages, English
and drunken English.”

Keeping his weapon pointed at my
chest, the guard slowly approached me, intent on disarming me. As
he reached for the pistol strapped to my right hip with his left
hand, I swung my left arm around, the combat whip smashing into his
gun hand with a crunch of breaking bones.

The women screamed as the guard howled
and dropped his weapon. I wasted no time, tossing the whip into my
right hand and then smashing the weighted ball into my opponent’s
forehead, eliciting more screams from the females sitting on the
deck in their underwear.

That blow did it for him. The guard
was either dead or a vegetable now, with his frontal lobe caved in.
As he fell to his knees, I dropped the whip and grabbed him under
the arms.

After relieving him of his badge, back
up weapon and radio, I pitched his body over the side, which led to
whimpers from the assembled captives. Motioning them to stay where
they were, I dragged the other guard from the wheelhouse and
stripped him of his equipment, hat, and shirt before I tossed his
limp body overboard as well.

The shirt was too small to fit me, so
I slit it up the back in order to button it in the front as a
simple disguise and it was then I realized both my dolls who could
translate were back at the sub by now.

Crap.

“Hey,” I shouted at the cowering
throng of girls, “do any of you speak English?”

One of the smallest girls in the group
tentatively raised her hand.

“Speak rittle Engrish” she said with a
heavy accent.

“Good enough,” I told her as I pulled
her to her into the wheel house with me, “you can translate and
tell me what to say to keep them from knowing the guards are
dead.”

Terrified, she nodded and I turned the
radio volume up to maximum as I started the trawler’s motor. The
noise on the radio was a cacophony of overlapping voices until one
shouted a command my assistant said amounted to ‘be silent’. After
that the commanding voice gave orders quickly and succinctly. After
each one was a response of ‘Rikai shita’ which the small girl told
me meant they understood the orders.

After a moment she pointed to the tag
on my shirt and translated, “He say - Okomoto, that is you shirt
man - must drive to Izumo and deriver...” she paused, “the
womens.”

With the door open to maximize the
noise on the line, I uttered, “Rikai shita” trying to sound as
Asian as possible.

The voice moved on to issuing other
orders while I pulled the boat slowly away from the pylon dock as
the helicopters flew away from the burning rig.

I headed west and when no one yelled
at Okomoto over the radio; I felt I had either been overlooked or
the Izumo ship was somewhere west of the burning oil rig. As with
the ship that had pursued the ‘Seas the Day’, this boat had a much
higher powered motor than it should have and it ran across the
water at a fast clip.

As we rode I asked the small girl,
“Where did they capture you?”

She looked up at me, “They say we get
jobs in America. They say we make money as moder. They rie. We put
in cage. Four go, one each day, no return.”

That probably meant that the rig could
only process one person a day. I’d be sure to mention that to
Stoneface in my report.






At the five kilometer mark I killed
the motor of the boat, which turned out to be named the ‘H2O-face’
and waited for the Charybdis to catch up with me.

When the submarine broke the surface,
I maneuvered the boat close enough to attach a mooring line and
told my assistant, who told me her name was Miku, to order the
girls to climb into the vessel.

“You take us to poreece?” she asked,
mispronouncing ‘police’.

“No, but I’ll take you somewhere
better than that oil rig.” I told her. It was sort of true.
Mancipium was much better at mind control implants than Dorei corp.
The six girls I’d brought back would net me over seventy grand as
bimbos, more if any of them fit an outstanding template
order.

Once the last girl was off the boat, I
pushed the throttle to three quarters power and locked the wheel in
place with a strap before I jumped onto the Charybdis’ access
ladder and untied the mooring line.

As I climbed inside I saw the
‘H2O-face’ headed out to sea. It would have been nice to bring it
in, Mancipium could always use a boat like that, but Dorei would be
looking for it so it was better to let that fish get
away.

Besides, I had a fine haul regardless,
and with only three cells, my catches would be packed in like
sardines.












Chapter 12






The twins were just locking Miku in a
cell with another girl when I entered the brig.

Miku shouted at me over the whimpers
and crying of her cellmates, “You no hero, you virran!”

“Yep.” I informed her, smiling. “But I
will take you someplace better. Dorei would have turned you girls
into mindless drones. My bosses will make you into something
better.”

Turning to my dolls, I said, “Blue,
give them ration bars and bottles of water, Red, get us moving
south for now. I need to make a call.”

The pair saluted and moved to execute
my orders as I headed to C&C and took up the captain’s
chair.

Once I had my headset on, I used the
satellite phone to call in and gave my access code. When I was
confirmed I told the agent on the other end, “I need to speak with
director nine, is he available?”

It was early morning where I was but
if Stoneface was on the east coast it could be lunchtime for him. I
sat on hold for a minute while the agent checked, then I heard the
director’s voice in my ear.

“Agent two-two-seven, report.” was all
he said.

“Mission accomplished, sir, you’ll
probably be seeing news about it soon. An oil rig fire should make
for a good headline, and the followup investigation should make for
interesting airplay.” I told him with a hint of pride in my
voice.

“Very good.” he responded. “Was there
something else?”

“Yes sir,” I answered. “I have six
unprocessed Dorei girls that I acquired during the operation. I
need to unload them. Should I go to Goose Island or is there
someplace closer?”

I gave him our current co-ordinates
and waited.

When he came back on the line, he gave
me a set of co-ordinates, then added, “Rendezvous with the
‘Aquadesiac’ there in thirty hours. They will accept your cargo and
restock your vessel. You’ll receive a packet via email within the
hour.”

“Yes sir.” I said as he cut the line.
It was only afterward that I realized there had been no mention of
pay for the oil rig job. Then again, it had been my idea, and I had
insisted on doing the job, so I guess this one was pro-bono. At
least I’d come out ahead with the bimbo fees.

That led me to check the latest
template postings to see if I could get a close enough match on one
of the Dorei girls. There was an order for one Asian in the short
list of templates wanted, so I called up to Blue and told her to
get me the measurements of all the prisoners along with their
names.

Ten minutes later, Blue entered the
command center and handed me a notepad. On it was each girl’s name,
height, weight, breast size and shape, hip measurements, collar
size and inside leg length.

My girl was thorough.

I looked at the list and one girl, Jin
Wada, was a close match to the template order. She was an inch
shorter than the contract called for, but that was close enough for
most jobs. She would also need a boob job to match that client’s
demand, but that was par for the course. Someone was going to get
themselves a geisha out of this operation and that meant I’d
collect a hundred and twenty large for Jin.

I was grinning as I claimed that job
and reported it as complete just seconds later. That might just be
a record within the company. Then again, I bet most second and
third tier hunters checked their bimbos against the template
list.

Once I had the packet from Stoneface,
I gave the order and we cut the connection and sank beneath to
surface before changing course to meet with the
‘Aquadesiac’.

The ship was a legitimate front that
the company ran for fetish enthusiasts. The boat offered convention
cruises for people into bondage, domination, pet-play and the like.
It was a small cruise liner that made a ten day round trip between
Los Angeles and Honolulu. While on board, the guests could indulge
in whatever activities they wished and meet people with similar
interests. I had a feeling it also let Mancipium vet potential
targets for later abduction as well as acting as a delivery point
for ‘product’ as Stoneface referred to the dolls. No one would bat
an eye at a person boarding alone and leaving later with someone
else, they would all just presume that person had found themselves
a partner.






I was starting to doze off when Blue’s
voice came over the intercom, “Sir, something requires your
attention in the brig.”

“It’s always something...” I grunted
as I stood and swiveled my neck to loosen the stiffness in
it.






I entered the brig expecting to deal
with an unruly prisoner, but instead I was greeted with an amazing
sight.

All six of the Dorei girls were
hanging from ropes in a circle in the confined area of the brig.
Each had been stripped and bound with their hands behind their
backs and their legs in open frog-ties. They hung at just the right
level for full access to their orifices and each had a ring gag
holding their mouths open. The circle had them facing each other
with enough space for a person to stand in the center. Oddly each
girl had an eight by ten card pinned to their back ropes with a
number from one to six on it.

“Happy birthday!” both of my slaves
declared in unison.

I hadn’t even noticed that Red had
left the C&C, nor had I realized it was my birthday. One day
ran into another in a submarine at sea.

Red spoke up, “We wanted to do
something special for you, so we came up with a bondage sex bingo
game!”

Blue produced a set of sex dice along
with a standard casino sized die and rolled them in a large metal
pan she had found somewhere.

“Spank, butt, number four.” she
announced.

I found the girl with the four on her
back and slapped her ass hard enough to elicit a grunt of pain from
her.

Red took up the dice and threw them
before saying, “Pinch, foot, three.”

Number three suddenly discovered her
number when I tweaked her inside arch.

Blue rolled again, “Tickle, nipple,
six.”

Six was Miku who complained in muffled
Japanese as I lightly ran my fingertips over her boob.

Red tossed the dice and they came up,
“Kiss, ear, two.”

Okay... I found number two and sucked
on her earlobe, which got her blushing. Maybe she enjoyed this sort
of thing.

Blue threw again and I ended up
pinching the nipples of number four.

The game went on for half an hour
before I told them it was time to wrap it up. I was enjoying the
game and would probably use it on my pets later, but I needed
relief at this point.

Blue swapped out the sex dice for a
single different one and rolled again. “Face-fuck number one.” she
announced.

Pushing my way into the circle, I
found number one and slid my iron-hard dick into her mouth and
began rocking her back and forth as I enjoyed her oral cavity. I
was getting close to climax when Red rolled the dice again and
said, “Anal sex, number six.”

Miku squealed in protest since that
was her number, and she struggled in her bonds as I moved behind
her and spread her legs wider to get at her back door.

As I pressed the tip of my cock to her
anus, I noticed she had been lubed up. A slight sheen showed on the
back door of the other girls as well. My pets had thought of
everything.

I pushed myself into Miku despite her
resistance and began pounding her tight asshole as she cried
through her gag. Once again I was about to come when Blue picked up
the dice.

“No.” I said, stopping her before she
could roll. “I’m fine here.”

“Aye sir.” she said with a
salute.

I went back to violating Miku and
looked around at the faces of the other girls. They were a mix of
fear and relief as they watched me fucking Miku and not them. They
were probably wondering if they would be next.

I came hard into Miku’s ass and then
pulled out of her, my jizz oozing out of her tight hole.

Blue moved over to me with a damp
cloth and cleaned me up. When I was done and limp again, I told
her. “That was a wonderful present. Clean them up and put them
away. I need a nap.”

“Aye sir.” came the stereo
response.

It had been a hell of a morning and a
hell of a birthday.






When we surfaced again after sunset I
sat at the small table in the captain’s cabin, eating a bacon
cheese burger while Blue slowly sucked my dick under the table. I
was surfing the painfully slow internet and checking to see if my
guests would be missed. When I typed in Miku Nakagawa, I found a
translated story about how Diet Minister Nakagawa’s estranged
daughter was reported to be missing. The Diet was what the Japanese
called their version of Congress.

It seemed I had fucked a valuable
prisoner earlier. I considered sending a message to the higher ups
and suggesting a ransom might be better than selling her as a doll,
but opted not to. While a ransom would net me a lot more than the
twelve thousand bimbo fee, the drawback was that she’d undoubtedly
report her multiple kidnappings and her treatment at my hands.
Better for me if she got implanted and sold to some
customer.

Of course the company would probably
find out about her during her processing, but that might not
matter. After all, Dorei had been the ones to abduct her, not
me.

As I came down Blue’s throat I decided
that I was already in it hip deep with Miku, so why not go for the
gusto. Once Blue had crawled out to collect my plate, I told her
“Bring me number six on a leash.”

Blue nodded and left the room,
returning a few minutes later with Miku Nakagawa, her hands cuffed
behind her and a steel collar around her neck connected to a
six-foot chain.

Handing me the end of the chain, Blue
asked if I needed anything else. I dismissed her and looked over my
prize.

“You’re somewhat famous Ms. Nakagawa.”
I told the defiant looking girl.

Her face fell, and I added, “Your
father is looking for you. so you might not end up like the
others.”

I could see the wheels turning in her
head. She had to be trying to figure out if she’d still be alive in
a few days. Killing her would be a simple solution to the problem
of her knowledge about me and my employers.

She started to tremble a little as she
said, “I no terr anyone about this. No kirr me.”

“Not my call.” I told her, then added,
“But I could make a suggestion as to what they do with
you.”

She looked at me, and understanding
blossomed on her face. “What you want from me?” she
asked.

“We have a day before we offload you
and the others.” I said, “For that time you’ll be my personal fuck
puppy. My pet slave. If I’m happy with your service, I’ll recommend
they ransom you back.”

She looked despondent but said
quietly, “I understand.”

“Master.” I told her, enjoying the
moment. “Call me master, and I want to hear you say you’ll be my
slave.”

“I am your srave, master.” she said,
nearly crying.

“Good. Now, on your hands and knees.”
I instructed.

When she was on all fours on the cold
metal deck I picked up a pencil and tossed it across the small
room.

“Fetch.” I said.

Miku looked up at me then crawled over
to the pencil and reached for it.

“No.” I scolded her, “Use your mouth,
like a good doggy.”

Reluctantly, she picked up the pencil
between her teeth and crawled back to me. When I held out my hand,
she dropped it into my palm, her face flushed with
embarrassment.

I tossed the pencil a few more times
before asking Miku, “Who’s a good girl?” in that condescending tone
people used with pets.

“I am, master” she said
dejectedly.

I slapped her, hard.

“Dogs don’t speak. They bark.” I said,
then repeated. “Now, who’s a good girl?”

“Wan.” she said, using the sound of a
dog’s bark in Japan. “Wan, wan.”

I laughed before standing up and
leading her into the control room. Sensing that she should behave
like a good dog, she huddled herself up beside my chair as I looked
over the screens.

Red glanced over at the girl, then
went back to watching her readouts.

“Good doggy.” I said as I reached down
to scratch Miku behind an ear.

I left Miku like that for a
good hour, occasionally petting or scratching her as she shivered
on the deck. At one point she crawled around rocked back and forth.
It took me a second to understand she needed to use the toilet.
Once I got it, I smiled evilly and stood up, making her follow me
through the captain’s cabin and up to the brig. She resisted a
little but a couple of tugs on her leash convinced
her to crawl into the room where the other five girls could watch
as I set a pan under her hindquarters and said, “There you go
little puppy.”

Closing her eyes and reddening in
shame, Miku vented her bladder, peeing into the pan, more or
less.

When she was done I scolded her, “Bad
dog!” and forced her face into the splattered urine on the deck
plate. As I did this, I glanced up and saw all five girls staring
at the scene and gave them a look that said ‘you could be
next’.

Before I put her away, I decided to
screw with the girl.

“Sit up!” I commanded.

She sat back on her haunches and held
her balled fists in front of her like a dog.

I gave her a pat on the head and then
said, “Roll over!”

She complied, so I told her to play
dead and she fell onto her back with her knees and hands in the
air.

I leaned over and rubbed her belly,
pinching her right nipple. Then i said, “Who’s a good
doggy?”

“Wan, wan,” she replied sullenly as
she rolled back onto all fours.

“Stay.” I told her as I went to the
galley to get a treat for my puppy girl. When I returned I was
already getting hard at her humiliation and she looked at me
hungrily as I opened the jar of peanut butter.

Her potential joy at
getting fed turned to disgust as I unzipped my jumpsuit and spread
a dollop of the goo along my stiffening
member.

Taking a seat facing the cells, I told
Miku, “Come here girl, get your treat!”

She crawled slowly to me and
whispered, “Please, no, master.”

I grabbed her hair and pulled her face
up against my cock, telling her in a low voice, “It goes in your
mouth or it goes in your cunt girl. Choose.”

It didn’t take long for her to make
the choice, and she began to lick the messy goo off my dick with
her eyes pinched shut.

“Wag your tail.” I instructed her as
she slid her tongue along my dong, collecting the peanut butter
before swallowing it in disgust.

She dutifully wiggled her ass as she
collected her treat.

When she was done she
started to sit back on her heels but I grabbed her dark
hair and forced her mouth onto my dick and pushed it up and down,
saying, “Good doggy, you get a bone.”

She stopped resisting after a few
seconds, and I used her head as a fleshlight until I came in her
mouth.

“Swallow it all, doggy, or else.” I
told her as she choked on my cum.

Tears were streaming down her face,
and I could tell she wanted to vomit, but she choked it all down
and then lay of the floor, sobbing quietly.

After zipping up my jumpsuit, I led
her over to the cells again and pulled her inside of the one she
would share with the other girl and unclipped the leash.

“Very good.” I told her, “Now be a
good girl and don’t bark while I’m gone.”

Locking her in the cell, I returned to
the C&C to relieve Red so she could rest for a few hours before
the rendezvous.












Chapter 13






As usual for shady things like this, I
made contact with the Aquadesiac after night fell via a short range
transmitter.

While a party raged on the main deck
of the ship, we maneuvered the Charybdis in close enough for a
gangplank to be extended to the surface of the sub that was just
above sea level.

Red and Blue ushered the girls up the
ladder one at a time. They were all handcuffed and gagged to
prevent them from making a scene. As a precaution someone was
shooting off fireworks on the other side of the ship which would
help distract anyone not at the party and cover any noises we made
getting them onboard.

I made sure Muki was the last one
across the plank and followed her into the bowels of the vessel
where several crew members were fitting the women with simple gas
masks and then securing them in small cages that were barely large
enough to hold a medium-sized dog. When she saw what was happening,
Muki tried to bolt but I grabbed her arm and forced her over to a
waiting cage.

“Nhhhh!” she pleaded through her gag
as she clamped her hands together as if praying and begged me with
her eyes not to do this.

“Sorry puppy. This is your stop.” I
told her as two of the crew removed her gag and replaced it with
the mask which they buckled on tight.

She was cursing in at least three
languages as they re-cuffed her hands behind her and then forced
her to her knees in the cage, folding her over to close and lock
the barred top. Once she was locked in, one man held her head while
the other connected a gas hose to the mask and after a minute or so
of thrashing her head around to try to dislodge the device, her
movements slowed and then stopped as she fell asleep from the
fumes.

“Nice operation.” I said to one of the
men who had corralled the girls.

“We’ve been doing this for a while.”
he responded. “Plenty of practice makes the job go
smooth.”

“What happens to them now?” I
asked.

He shrugged. “Depends. If we got any
of the special clients on board, they’ll be given the option to buy
the break-in rights on these broads before they get processed. If
not, then We’ll keep them like this for the rest of the trip or
until they get their implants.”

“You can do that on board?” I
asked.

He nodded, “We got one of the tech
guys and a surgeon for when we get a drop off like this. Not that
we normally get so many. Usually an agent brings in one or two.
You’ve been busy.”

“I have.” I agreed, then pointed at
Muki. “She’s a special case. Don’t process her until you hear from
the higher ups.”

He raised an eyebrow, but nodded his
assent.

“Two-two-seven!” A woman’s voice
called out from across the cargo room.

I turned to see a dark-haired woman
wearing an abbreviated version of the crew uniform that did little
to hide her fit body and impressive tits.

She approached me and
handed me a sealed envelope. “Compliments of director
nine.” she said angrily before she turned and stalked
away.

“What’s her problem?” I asked the
talkative crewman.

“That’s Suzi, the captain’s pet.” he
chuckled. “She used to run one of those anti-porn groups, then she
got nosy about what went down on these fetish cruises and she found
her way into the restricted areas. The captain had her taken
prisoner and removed all evidence she had ever boarded. Then the
company turned her into a doll. Now she has to obey all the
captain’s orders, but they left her mind intact so she hates every
minute of her life. But she can’t disobey, can’t try to escape, and
can’t tell anyone what happened. When she tries to blow our cover,
all she can say is ‘I like to get fucked in the ass’ over and
over.”

I snickered and asked if the ship had
internet service.

“Yeah, it’s not great so no streaming
porn on it.” the crewman told me as he led me to a small break room
where an old desktop sat at one end of a long table.

“I just want to check in with the
company on something faster than the stuff on the Charybdis.” I
told him as I sat down. Once he left the room, I logged into the
Mancipium site and reported in to check the status of my
payouts.

The Charles Randolph abduction had
paid a hundred and twenty grand, plus there was another hundred and
thirty as a bonus for returning him alive. The confirmation had a
linked article that detailed how Charles had been successfully
ransomed for five million dollars and then informed the police that
he had seen his uncle having sex with the young woman who arranged
his kidnapping. Good boy.

The prints Blue had planted in the
room where she had stayed while onboard the Pacific Pineapple
matched those of one ‘Linda Ackerman’ who worked for his uncle.
With no good alibis, Linda, aunt Bethany and uncle Joe had all been
arrested. It looked like the trial would be a formality since the
aunt and uncle were already throwing each other under the bus
trying to get plea deals and Linda was confessing to having an
affair with Joe, although she claimed she had nothing to do with
the kidnapping. That was going to be hard to sell in court since
Blue had bought a ticket on the Pacific Pineapple using Linda’s
name and introduced herself as the hapless secretary to several
people.






Courtney Brown’s fee was another
one-twenty, and according to the news, she was presumed dead. The
Contango had been found sunk and several bodies had been recovered,
including her father. The gunshot wounds and obvious signs of
sabotage, along with the logo painted on one deck, made it clear
that foul play had occurred. The president had declared a day of
mourning for that asshole Clive Brown and ordered the FBI to
investigate the attack by Greenwar. Idly, I wondered if they would
cover up the fact that Clive had been fucking one of the women on
the boat’s staff and how long it would be before the fake security
videos of Courtney screwing guys to help her father would
surface.






The ‘Seas the Day’ payment was listed
as ‘pending’ and it might be weeks or months before it got sold on
the black or gray market. I wasn’t worried, the company always paid
up in the end.






I knew the half a dozen girls I had
just delivered would take time to even get in the system, and I was
surprised to find a payment to my accounts for Jodie Tristan. There
was a fifty grand reward for her. Either the company had just been
thankful for me bringing her in so they could examine her implant,
or they had upgraded her to a Mancipium doll and were selling her
off. I didn’t know if that was even possible. Of course, I knew
next to nothing about the implants other than what they did and
what they could do to a person if the body rejected the
implant.

Once my current pending jobs paid out,
my offshore accounts would cross the million dollar mark and I
would be that much closer to retiring to someplace quiet where
people didn’t ask why a man had twin girlfriends who were more than
a decade younger than him. Of course, I could always just put the
girls into a rotation when in public and let people believe I had
just one girlfriend. I’d have to see how things went when I got to
the retirement phase of my plan.

Satisfied, I disconnected and returned
to the sub just as a member of the Aquadesiac crew was removing a
fuel line after topping off the tanks.






Once we were underway, I opened the
folder and found a file on Major Otto Hayden, USMC and a smaller
file on his wife Esmeralda and their twenty-year-old daughter,
Delilah.

The major had a fairly good record on
paper, he was a twenty-year veteran and was currently assigned to a
support unit at a European base. His wife was good looking for a
woman approaching forty and his daughter was attractive, but not
beautiful.

There was a note from director nine,
informing me that the wife and daughter were currently living in
off base housing in San Diego.

It was practically an engraved
invitation to snatch the girl and deliver her for implantation, and
I intended to accept.

I went to C&C and gave the order
to turn south and make best speed toward southern
California.

I had a new doll to hunt.












Chapter 14






The trip to San Diego took almost two days
using our standard method of travel.

I made use of the time researching my
target.

Delilah Hayden, it turned out, was getting
married, at least that’s what her social media profile said.
According to her home page she was engaged to one Master Sergeant
Dax Dillon who was also a marine.

Dax? Who the hell named their kid Dax?
Probably someone who watched too many science fiction TV shows. I
wondered if the Master Sergeant had a brother named Worf.

From what I could dig up, Dax and Delilah
met through her father when Dax was serving as Major Hayden’s
assistant. It made me wonder about him, and I dug into his
background. Sure enough, he was working for the major when Jodie
Tristan was supposedly killed in action last year and still served
as Hayden’s secretary. That made it a high probability that Dax was
involved in Hayden’s side business.

From what I could discern, and it was a lot
since people getting married gushed about it online, the ceremony
was happening soon. Master Sergeant Dillion mentioned how he had
saved up a month’s worth of leave time and was using it to get the
house he would share with Delilah ready and help with the ceremony
preparations.

Major Hayden didn’t do
social media, but I figured he was either in San
Diego now or would be within the next few days.

Thanks to the massive over
sharing of information I had the place and time of the wedding, all
I had to do was make a choice. I could either go in fast and grab
the bride-to-be before the ceremony, or I could wait and try to nab
her during the honeymoon. The second option was safer, but also
harder since Delilah indicated she would be honeymooning at Niagara
Falls. That meant a commercial plane flight and lots of security.
Option one was more dangerous, but I chose to go with it since I
didn’t need to craft a cover story this time around. I
wanted her disappearance
to be noticed, and if I played the scenario right, I might just
bring down Hayden in the process of punishing him for his
treason.

Okay, he hadn’t acted against the US
government but he had betrayed his oath, which was good enough for
me.

San Diego had a naval base, and I considered
just bringing the Charybdis into that port and waiting to see if
anyone even bothered to ask if I belonged there. It was too risky,
though. There was also a Maritime Museum, which had several
decommissioned ships and a couple of submarines open for tours, but
I doubted a new sub suddenly appearing would go unnoticed.
Eventually, I opted to disembark the sub in the marine terminal
where most of the cargo ships berthed to load and unload
freight.






We had to wait several hours once we arrived
as the terminal stayed busy late into the night, but our chance
finally came after oh three hundred when several berths were
empty.

Blue piloted the Charybdis
into a slip where Red and I could swim
over to a dock ladder and slip into the city carrying a change of
clothes and our gear with us. Blue then headed out to sea where she
would wait for us to meet her in a few days. At least that was the
plan, if anything changed, she should be close enough to shore to
contact via cell phone or I could email her if things went
sideways.

After we exited the cargo facility, it was
easy to take a bus and then get a cab to a cheap motel where I
checked in under one of my fake IDs.

I tapped Red’s brain for
information on what to expect regarding a wedding. She hadn’t had
one her self but she had been part of bridal parties
of
friends.

“The night before the ceremony will be the
last time the bride will be alone until after the honeymoon.” she
informed me. “The day of the ceremony will be hectic, with
last-minute adjustments to her dress and hair, photo sessions, a
bridal party brunch and dozens of other little things.”

“What about the bachelor and bachelorette
parties?” I asked, having never been close enough to anyone to take
part is such things.

“Her social postings indicate they have
occurred already.” She said. “The girls’ night was two days ago and
the boys’ night was last night.”

“Damn.” I said, regretting the missed
opportunity to abduct Delilah, and possibly a bridesmaid or two,
during a drunken bar crawl.

The ceremony was happening in a few days and
I still needed to sniff out a good place and time to acquire my
target.

After some discussion with my pet and
looking over Delilah’s endless posts about her upcoming nuptials, I
had an idea.

It seemed that the morning of the ceremony
actually provided a small window of opportunity. It would require
me to use up a fake ID renting a vehicle, since when the shit hit
the fan it would become useless. I picked out one I had bought a
few years ago. It only vaguely looked like me, but Red swore she
could fix that with some makeup and false facial hair.

Next we would need a uniform for Red, a set
of fake license plates and some car decals, all of which were
doable in the time we had. The plates were the simple part; I
rented a car and drove around until I found a vehicle on the side
of a road with one of those warning stickers on the windshield
indicating it was going to be towed as abandoned. A couple of
minutes later I had a set of plates.

I spent a few days scouting a nearby marina
for a boat to steal and Red went shopping for the uniform she
needed and bought the items she’d need to alter my face to match
the one on my Lionel Baker, driver’s license. A simple online order
to a printing shop got me the peel and stick car decals I needed,
also under Baker’s name, and by Friday we had everything we
needed.

I was drying the plates on a hand towel
after scrubbing them to remove the accumulated grime when Red
returned with the decals and parked the rented limo in front of the
motel room.

“How did it go?” I asked as gave the license
plates a final wipe.

“Fine, dear.” she said, being in ‘girlfriend
mode’ for now and then she asked me, “Did you have any trouble with
the rental earlier?”

I had worn
my disguise when picking up the vehicle and had complained to her
about the fake beard scruff itching.

“It went fine, but I think I had a reaction
to that glue you used.” I told her.

She dropped the tube which presumably held
the decals for my imaginary ‘Bayside Limonsuine Service’ and came
over to inspect my face, which has blotches where the glue had held
the fake follicles in place.

She ‘tsked’ at me, “It looks like it. Well,
we won’t use that brand in the future and your part in this hunt is
more or less over at this point darling.”

“That’s right,” I said, setting the plates
on the dresser and snaking an arm around her waist, “tomorrow is
your big day. Make me proud.”

“I will.” she said as she wrapped her arms
around me, “You’ll see.”

Feeling desire swelling up in me, at least
in one part of me, I scooped Red up and carried her to the bed
where we helped each other out of our clothes.

Once we were naked, I
climbed on top of her and slid my cock into her waiting and
wet cunt.

“Ooooooh yes, give it to me!” she moaned as
I pumped in and out of her.

“Harder!” she cried, and I obliged, pounding
her pink taco until I came inside her, which, since she was in
girlfriend mode, triggered her own orgasm.

Once we came down off the sexual high, we
slept.






The next morning I checked out of the motel,
applied the decals to the limo and swapped its plates for the
stolen ones before sending Red off on her first solo snatch.
According to the itinerary we had from Delilah and Esmeralda’s
respective online posts, the bride and her mother were to meet the
bridesmaids at oh nine-thirty for hair and makeup at a salon. The
plan was to have Red arrive at oh nine hundred in the limo as a
‘surprise’ from Dax. Once the ladies were inside she would drive
until there was an opportunity to disable the passengers and then
meet me to move the women into the rental car.

A few minutes after the bride was supposed
to arrive at the hairdressers, the limo sped into the alley where I
waited and Red popped out, saying, “Hurry! I think the police might
come soon.”

“Shit!” I muttered as I ran over to the limo
and put the original plates back on it as Red opened the back door
and began dragging the unconscious form of of Delilah out.

“I’m sorry, but Delilah sent a message to
her fiance, and he told her he hadn’t rented a limo.” she said
apologetically. “I turned on the jammer and shot them with the stun
guns when they panicked, but it was too late to stop Mr. Dillon
from knowing something was up.”

“Fuck.” I said as I helped Red get the girl
over to the rental car where I quickly taped her hands, feet and
mouth before loading her into the trunk with a chloroform soaked
rag beside her face.

Then I went back to the limo and hauled
Esmeralda out and carried her over and had Red repeat the process
on her.

“We’re taking both of them?” she asked.

The plan had been to just get Delilah, but
at this point I figured, what the hell, I might as well go for
broke.

Pulling on a pair of latex gloves, I went to
the limo and wiped down the driver’s area and all the door handles
while Red peeled off the fake logos. Grabbing both phones, I
smashed them with a nearby brick and tossed them back in the limo
beside the purses the women had brought with them. Before we left,
I rummaged through those purses until I found a tube of
lipstick.

Handing it to Red, I told her, “Write on the
windshield, ‘An eye for an eye Major Hayden, you traitorous mother
fucker’.”

Red quickly did as she was instructed and I
cleaned off the lipstick case before tossing it back into the
passenger compartment and then driving away.

Personally, I doubted the police would be as
fast as Red seemed to think. First of all, Dax would have to
convince them this wasn’t a wedding day prank, then they’d have to
discover that the limo company was fake. Red told me that the Major
had seen the women off so he would have noted the logos.

After that they would check with local
places to see if the vehicle was a rental, then use the low-jack
tracking system to find it. Personally I gave it a day a minimum
before anyone connected the name Lionel Baker to the double
kidnapping. It might even take two or three days.

Despite my knowledge of how slowly the
wheels turned in law enforcement, I still worried a bit every time
I passed a police car on the way to the marina.

When we arrived, I drove slowly past two of
the boats I had been watching, and saw signs of activity on them.
The third, however, was quiet.

Parking the car behind the boat, I went
aboard and hot-wired the controls to start up the engine while Red
stowed our gear. It was early in the day, but there was a fair
amount of activity on the docks and I had no choice but to unload
the girls from the trunk in full view of everyone.

I pulled on a cap and sunglasses and then
we hustled them into the small cabin, but
someone took note of us. A man wearing cargo shorts and a designer
shirt came up to me and demanded, “Hey, what’s going on here? This
isn’t your boat.”

Opting to throw his brain off balance, I
said, “Do you mind? I’m busy with a kidnapping and boat theft.”

“Huh?” the guy said, his jaw hanging open as
he stared at me, trying to process what I’d just said.

He never saw my right cross coming.

The punch knocked him backwards, and he
stumbled all the way to the other side of the wide pier, falling
off when he ran out of planks and tumbled into the water. That got
more attention from the people nearby, but most of it focused on
the guy and not me, so I unwound the mooring line and got the hell
out of dodge.






We had made it most of the way to the
meeting point when the ship’s radio crackled to life and an annoyed
voice commanded, “To the persons aboard the ‘Salty Dog’, stop your
engines and prepare to be taken into custody.”

The ‘Salty Dog’ was the name of the boat we
were in, so it sounded like the harbor patrol was tracking us.

Joy.

Handing Red a set of binoculars that were by
the controls, I asked, “How far away are they?

She took the glasses and scanned the waves
behind us, then said. “It looks like they are three to four
kilometers behind us and closing. ETA five minutes or fewer.”

“Call your sister, tell her to get ready to
receive us in the airlock. We don’t have time for a normal
transfer.” I told my slave, then added, “have her get to periscope
depth and pop the eye up.”

As we got near the location of the
Charybdis, I took the Salty Dog around in a wide arc and scanned
the water for the periscope. It wasn’t easy between the motion of
the Salty Dog and the fact that the Charybdis was painted to make
it hard to see, but I spotted it in time to aim the Dog so it would
pass near the scope on the way back toward the pursuing harbor
patrol.

The radio crackled again and the annoyed man
said, “Cut your engine! You cannot escape.”

We’d see about that. I locked the controls
into a collision course with the other vessel, grabbed some goggles
from a box of swimming gear and put one set on while Red took the
other.

As the Dog moved closer to the periscope, I
scooped a groggy Esmeralda up as Red lifted Delilah over her
shoulder and we moved to the back of the fast moving boat.

“Better hold your breath, ladies!” I shouted
as we jumped off the rear of the Salty Dog just as it sped past the
periscope.

Dragging our victims along with us
underwater wasn’t easy but we made it to the open airlock in about
thirty or thirty-five seconds. Cramming everyone inside, I pulled
the hatch closed and the second it clicked shut the pumps began to
remove the water from the tiny room.

Everyone gasped for air as the water level
descended, myself included.

As soon as the light turned green I shoved
the inner door open and reached for the intercom, “Do we have a
torpedo in the tube?” I called to Blue.

Blue’s voice responded, “Aye, sir.”

“Then fire it at the boat we just left!” I
commanded.

There was no response from Blue but a few
seconds later there was a shudder as the Charybdis launched a fish
from the tube.

“Red,” I said, “strip em, dry em out and put
them in the cages, one and three, not side by side.”

Coughing a little, she nodded, “Aye,
sir.”

Dripping wet, I rand down to C&C and
called out, “Status?” as I entered.

“Good strike on target.” Blue announced
smoothly. “Primary target destroyed, ancillary damage to secondary
target.”

“Open up the radio to chatter on the
emergency frequency.” I command and soon I heard that annoyed voice
on the speakers.

He sounded less annoyed and more panicked
this time around. “Mayday! Mayday! This is harbor patrol boat
seventeen-oh-three, we have sustained damage while attempting to
recover a stolen vessel! The target vessel was sabotaged with a
bomb of some kind. Repeat, Mayday! Mayday!...”

I made a motion and Blue cut the feed before
she asked, “Orders sir?”

“Get us out of here, maximum depth and best
speed.” I said, then I pressed the button for the ship-wide
intercom, “Red, when you are done there, come to C&C to
assist.”

I left the room and went to change into some
clean, dry clothing.







Chapter 15






We ran deep for the rest of the day, putting
over two hundred kilometers between the Charybdis and the spot
where the Salty Dog exploded.

During that time, I had a chat with my
latest victims.

Needless to say, they were unhappy with the
accommodations.

“What’s going on? Who are you? Where are we?
Where are our clothes” Esmeralda demanded in rapid fire as I walked
into the room. The women were both wrapped in Mylar blankets that
Red must have given them after stripping them earlier.

“Well,” I replied, “in
order: You’ve been kidnapped, I’m the guy that did it,
you are on my ship, and they are currently shredded rags in a
plastic bag.”

“Why?” Delilah asked, not bothering to
specify any further.

“Why what?” I asked her, then said, “The
clothes thing is because they were soaked and it was easiest to
just cut them off. The boat is because that’s how I am going to
transport you two for delivery to some people who will sell you off
as sex slaves. The reason it’s me kidnapping you is because of your
daddy.”

Both women stared at me, so I explained,
“You see, Major Otto Hayden is not the man you think he is. He’s
been kidnapping women overseas and selling them as slaves for
years.”

There was a chorus of ‘Bullshit’ from the
two women, followed by a lot of complaining that I didn’t know what
I was talking about and how I had to be crazy, ect. I let them vent
then said, “I don’t care what you two believe, it doesn’t matter.
I’ve met proof that he did it, and I’m pretty sure Dax Dillion was
in on it.”

I saw Delilah’s eyes go
wide at that statement so I pressed on, “You see I ran into one of
the women he sold, she was a soldier serving under his command.
When she found out that he trafficking women as
slaves, he did it to her and had her listed as killed in action to
cover it up.”

Delilah seemed to overcome the shock faster
than her mother, crying out, “How are you any better if you plan to
do the same to us?”

“I never said I was
better.” I told her. “I just said I’m doing it because of him. You
see Otto abused his position and has been dealing with a foreign
company when he sells women to them. I’m a slaver like him, but I’m
not under an oath like he is. As a former military man, that makes
his crime much worse than mine. You two are
just collateral damage. With a little luck there will be an
investigation and his actions will come to light, although there is
a good chance the military will cover it up and kick him out
quietly to save face. Regardless, I intend to make sure he knows
that what he did to those women and to Jodie Tristan will now be
done to you two.”

“You’re a monster!” Esmeralda said, finding
her tongue again.

“That I am,” I snapped back, “but I’m less
of a monster than your husband.”

Not wanting to talk to them anymore I turned
and left the brig.

I took lunch in my cabin and while Blue gave
me one of her fantastic blowjobs under the table, I listened in on
the conversation happening in the brig.

The women talked and did their best to deny
what I had told them, trying to convince themselves and each other
that I was lying, but I could hear the doubt in Esmeralda’s voice.
She was probably putting the pieces together in her head, there had
to be things she had seen or heard that backed up my story. Perhaps
she was noticing holes in the tales he had told her of his tours of
duty, or maybe she was realizing where extra money her husband had
might have come from.






When darkness fell I had the girls bring us
up to the surface so I could check in.

There was a message from the higher ups
directing me to take the pair I had abducted to a location not to
far off where I’d meet up with the ‘Taiho’ and deliver them to
agent two-sixty-four.

From the news reports available on the
internet, it looked like I’d stirred up a hornets nest back in San
Diego. The Hayden women getting kidnapped and possibly blown up on
the day of the younger one’s wedding was news gold. The networks
and local stations had been digging around and found out about the
limo before the cops did and the ‘eye for an eye’ message had taken
over the narrative, with reporters asking what the Major might have
done to warrant such a response.

I smiled. It was unlikely that the torpedo
would continue to be thought of as a bomb, but by the time things
were figured out, it would be far too late for Delilah and
Esmeralda. I had no doubt Delilah would be sold as a doll. But I
wasn’t so sure about Esmeralda. Did the company deal in MILFs? They
might, they seemed to deal in most other things.

As i was checking on the status of the six
pack of girls I had delivered, I found a message from director nine
waiting for me.

It read simply:
‘I trust your thirst for justice is now
sated?‘

I sent back a single word
in reply: ‘Yes’
before I went back to my accounts.

By this time, the Dorei girls had been
accepted by the company as bimbo grade product, and Jin Wada had
been deemed a viable template. As a result, my account had grown by
over one hundred thousand bucks.

I was a millionaire. Damn, that thought felt
good. One down, four to go? Maybe just two. I could live a long
time on three million, longer on five of course. But three would be
good enough. I’d have to wait and see how I felt when I hit the
three million mark.

In the meantime, I had a delivery to make.
Then it would be back to hunting for more merchandise to bring to
the company. Merchandise either with a hull or flesh, it made
little difference in the long run.

There were plenty of fish left in the sea
for a hunter like me.
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