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Chapter 1

The auxiliary chart room was still and quiet. The gentle rocking of the waves of the Atlantic and the low drone of the HMS Duty's ventilation system were almost imperceptible. The corridors were empty, and this forgotten corner of B-deck was rarely travelled at this time of night.

Lieutenant Tony Riker sat hunched over the chart table, but the navigation routes before him were left unobserved. Instead, he focused on his work: a small, battered notebook, its leather cover soft from years of handling, its pages filled edge to edge with graphite and ink.

Tonight's subject was Gibraltar. The grand port buildings that had loomed over them during their three-day shore leave last month. Tony's pencil moved in careful, measured strokes, building up the neoclassical facade of the customs house line by line. He'd already captured the colonnade with obsessive precision. Each column was perfectly spaced, the shadows cast at exactly the angle the morning sun had thrown them. The perspective lines converged on a vanishing point he'd calculated to the millimetre.

He paused, holding the notebook at arm's length. Something was off. The right-hand arcade. The proportions were slightly wrong. He reached for his eraser, then stopped himself. No. It was accurate. He'd checked his reference photograph three times. The building itself was the problem; some Victorian architect's miscalculation was preserved in the stone.

That bothered him more than it should have.

Tony set down his pencil and rubbed his eyes. The sketch was good. Better than good, if he was honest with himself. Every brick rendered, every window mullion in its proper place. But staring at it now, in the dead hours of the middle watch, it looked... cold. A technical exercise. A building with no one walking past it, no life in its streets, no ships in its harbour. Just lines and angles and perfect geometric order.

It missed the human touch.

The heavy steel door unlatched with a soft chunk.

Tony's heart seized. The notebook slammed shut so fast he nearly tore a page. He was on his feet before he'd consciously decided to move, one hand shoving the notebook behind a stack of outdated tide tables, the other smoothing down his tunic.

The Captain. The XO. A random inspection?

The door swung inward.

Abby Chen slipped through the gap, her slight frame barely disturbing the shadows. She turned and eased the deadbolt home silently, the lock engaging with a whisper of metal.

Tony let out a breath.

"Bloody hell, Abby."

She turned, and even in the dim light, he could see the smile spreading across her face. Sharp features softened by amusement. Shoulder-length black hair tied back in a bun. Uniform immaculate despite the hour.

"You should see your face," she whispered, "Thought I was Captain Wells?"

"Or the XO." He pressed a hand to his chest. "You nearly gave me a coronary."

"Dramatic." She walked toward him, her boots silent on the deck plates. Her gaze dropped to the stack of tide tables. "What are you hiding back there?"

"Nothing, Sub-Lieutenant Chen."

"Lieutenant Riker."

"It's nothing."

She reached past him before he could stop her, fingers closing around the notebook's spine. He made a half-hearted grab for it, but she danced back, already flipping to the latest page.

The smile faded into something softer. She studied the sketch of Gibraltar, tilting it toward the light.

"God, Tony. This is beautiful."

He felt heat creep up his neck. "It's just a hobby. Something to do during the night watches."

"Just a hobby, he says." She traced a finger along the colonnade, not quite touching the graphite. "How have you not shown me this before? You could sell these. Frame them."

"Thank you."

She looked up at him, meeting his dark eyes. "Lonely though."

"What?"

"The drawing." She held it out between them. "All these beautiful buildings. All these streets. Not a single person anywhere. Not even a seagull." Her head tilted. "Says something about you, I think."

Tony opened his mouth to argue, then closed it. He didn't have a rebuttal.

Abby set the notebook down on the chart table and wandered to the side desk, where a stack of old printouts sat gathering dust. Logistics reports. Supply manifests. The kind of paper that served no purpose once the cargo was loaded and the hatches sealed.

"Bored out of my skull tonight," she murmured, picking up a loose blank page. "Radio room's been dead for hours. Nothing but static and the occasional weather update from Lisbon."

"You shouldn't be here." The words came out automatically, reflex more than conviction. "If someone sees—"

"No one's going to see." Her hands were already moving, folding the paper with quick, precise motions. "The XO's asleep. The Captain is in his quarters pretending to read reports. And the only person on B-deck at this hour is—" She glanced up at him, smirking. "—you and your art."

"And you."

"And me."

Her fingers never stopped. Fold, crease, fold again. The paper transformed under her touch, edges aligning. She did this constantly during the long watches; he'd seen the results scattered across her station. Birds and boats and abstract shapes that defied easy description.

"There." She held up her creation: a perfect origami crane, wings spread, neck curved in an elegant arc. She set the crane down on top of his drawing. Right there in the empty plaza before the customs house.

"Now it has some life."

Tony stared at it. The tiny paper bird perched among his careful lines. Imperfect. Asymmetrical. Utterly out of place.

But it made it feel alive.

He reached out and touched her waist.

The playfulness drained from her expression. She didn't pull away. She stepped closer.

"Tony..."

"We shouldn't. If anyone finds out—" He caught himself before going further.

"I know." She rose on her toes and kissed him, soft at first, then harder. Her hands fisted in his uniform, pulling him down to her height.

He broke away just long enough to breathe. "Abby, I mean it. The regulations—"

"Fuck the regulations."

She kissed him again, and this time he didn't resist. His hands found her hips, her ribs, the curve of her waist beneath the stiff naval fabric. She tasted like ship's coffee and lip balm.

Her smile turned wicked. She pushed back, and he followed, and then they were shoving aside charts and navigational instruments and one small paper crane, clearing space on the table's edge.

They didn't have the luxury of undressing. Not here. Not now.

Abby's trousers came undone under her own fingers—button, zip, shoved down just far enough. Tony fumbled with his own belt while she hoisted herself onto the table's edge, legs parting to make room for him between them.

"Quick and quiet," she breathed. "Like last time."

"Last time we almost got caught."

"Makes it better."

He pushed inside her with a low groan that he barely managed to swallow. She bit her lip, eyes locked with his, one hand braced on the table behind her. The other gripped his lapel.

"Look at me," she whispered. "Tony. Look at me."

He did. They moved together in a rhythm helped along by the ship's gentle roll. She wrapped her legs around his hips, pulling him deeper, and he buried his face in the curve of her neck to muffle the sound he made.

"Abby—"

"Don't stop Tony, I've needed this all day."

The chart table creaked. Tony's world narrowed to the feel of her body around him, the heat of her breath against his ear, the way her grip tightened every time his cock hit just the right angle inside of her.

It wasn't elegant. It wasn't romantic in any storybook sense. Two officers fucking on a navigation table at three in the morning, trousers barely down, uniforms still buttoned to the throat.

But her eyes never left his. And when she came, she was shuddering, silent— biting down hard on the collar of his tunic—he filled her to the brim.

They cleaned up fast. At this point in their relationship, it was as well-rehearsed as their marching drills. Tony caught sight of himself in the dark surface of a powered-down monitor. His hair was mussed, collar askew, cheeks flushed.

"Come here." Abby stepped close and reached up to fix his collar, her fingers deft. "You look like you've been wrestling a tiger."

"That's essentially what happened."

She laughed, low and quiet. "You know what I find funny?"

"What?"

"You." She smoothed his lapels, flicking away an invisible speck of dust. "Lieutenant Tony Riker. The man who memorised the naval code of conduct before his first deployment. The man who files incident reports for overdue library books. The man who can't leave a pen cap off without having a minor crisis. Secretly drawing, secretly fucking."

"I don't have crises. I have concerns."

"You're breaking the biggest regulation in the book." Her hands stilled on his chest. "Fraternising with a subordinate. Court-martial offence. Career-ending. And yet every week you meet me in the dark corners of the ship."

He caught her wrists. Held them gently. "For you, I'd break any rule."

"Be careful," she murmured. "I might hold you to that."

They stood by the door, listening for footsteps in the corridor beyond. Silence. The ship dreamt on.

"I'll go first," Abby said. "You wait five minutes. Then take the starboard passage."

Tony nodded.

She checked her watch and sighed. "I've got day shift. Fleet update coming in at 0800, so they've got me chained to the main radio room for twelve hours."

"You won't be on the bridge?"

"Afraid not." She reached up and touched his cheek. "Won't see you until tonight. Maybe later, if the update runs long."

"I'll miss you."

"Sentimental." But she was smiling. She rose on her toes and kissed him one last time, soft, lingering, mournful. "Try not to fill your notebook with lonely buildings while I'm gone."

"No promises. Though maybe next time I'll draw you."

"Cheesy idiot," Abby grinned widely.

She unlocked the deadbolt. Paused. Looked back at him one more time.

And then she was gone, the door closing silently behind her, leaving Tony alone with his sketches and a single paper crane perched on the edge of the chart table.


Chapter 2

The radio room smelled of stale coffee and warm electronics. Abby arrived at 0745, fifteen minutes early as always, her uniform crisp despite the four hours of sleep she'd managed after leaving Tony in the chart room.

Leading Radio Operator James Finch looked up from his station, a broad-shouldered man in his thirties with thinning hair and an easy grin. "Morning, Sub-Lieutenant. You look like death warmed over, ma'am."

"Charming as ever, Finch."

Radio Operator Hannah Moss sat at the adjacent console, a mousy woman with wire-rimmed glasses and a perpetual air of nervous efficiency. She offered Abby a small wave without looking up from her logbook.

Abby took her seat at the supervisor's station, the leather chair still warm from whoever had pulled the night watch. Three monitors glowed before her: fleet communications, encrypted channels, and the general naval broadcast frequency. All quiet. All routine.

She pulled a sheet of scrap paper from the recycling bin beside her console and began folding. A habit. Something to keep her fingers busy during the long stretches of nothing.

"Anything exciting overnight?" she asked.

Finch snorted. "A weather update. Supply confirmation from Portsmouth. Riveting stuff, ma'am. Nearly fell asleep twice."

"The glamour of naval communications."

The minutes crawled. Abby's crane took shape, wings spreading from the creased body. She thought about Tony's drawing. The empty streets. The way he'd looked at her when she'd placed the crane on his sketch.

At 0759, Hannah straightened in her chair. "Incoming transmission. Fleet command frequency."

Abby set down the half-finished crane. "The expected update?"

"Checking authentication now." Hannah's fingers moved across her keyboard. A frown creased her forehead. "That's odd. The priority code is..."

The distinctive tone cut through the room. Three sharp electronic pulses followed by a sustained note.

Abby's blood went cold.

Flash Priority. The highest urgency level in the naval communication system. She'd heard that tone exactly once in her career, during a training exercise simulating a nuclear strike.

"Flash Priority confirmed," Hannah said, her voice suddenly unsteady. "Authentication codes verified. Encryption level Omega."

"Both of you, full transcription," Abby ordered. "Redundant copies, standard protocol."

Her fingers found the keyboard. The message began scrolling across her screen, letter by letter, each word branded into her consciousness with terrible clarity.

FROM: ADMIRALTY CENTRAL COMMAND

TO: ALL ROYAL NAVY VESSELS AND INSTALLATIONS

CLASSIFICATION: FLASH PRIORITY - IMMEDIATE ACTION REQUIRED

SUBJECT: IMPLEMENTATION OF THE NATIONAL SOCIAL VITALITY ACT, SECTION 4 (FREE USE MANDATE)

EFFECTIVE IMMEDIATELY, ALL FEMALE PERSONNEL ARE DESIGNATED AS PUBLIC ASSETS UNDER THE PROVISIONS OF THE NATIONAL SOCIAL VITALITY ACT.

ALL FEMALE PERSONNEL MUST COMPLY WITH ANY SEXUAL REQUEST FROM MALE PERSONNEL.

REFUSAL TO COMPLY CONSTITUTES A CRIMINAL OFFENCE PUNISHABLE BY IMPRISONMENT.

COMMANDING OFFICERS ARE TO ENSURE FULL COMPLIANCE WITHIN THEIR COMMANDS.

DETAILED IMPLEMENTATION GUIDELINES TO FOLLOW.

BY ORDER OF THE ADMIRALTY

GOD SAVE THE KING

Abby read it twice. Hoping that she had read it wrong the first time. The words remained the same.

"Ma'am?" Finch's voice came from somewhere distant. "Ma'am, are you seeing this?"

She looked up. Hannah had gone pale, her face the colour of old paper. Her hands hovered over her keyboard, frozen mid-motion.

"I received the same message," Hannah whispered. "Channel seven backup frequency. Identical content."

Finch laughed. The sound was brittle, wrong. "This has to be a joke, right? Some kind of test? They're checking our response protocols or something."

"Check the authentication again," Abby said. Her voice sounded strange in her own ears. Flat. Detached.

Hannah's fingers moved. "Authentication codes verified. Source confirmed: Admiralty Central Command, Whitehall. Encryption signature matches current fleet protocols." She looked up, her eyes red-rimmed. "It's real, ma'am. It's actually real."

Abby's hands shook as she reached for the official message form. The red stamp in the corner read FLASH PRIORITY in bold capital letters. She'd never used this stamp before. Hoped she never would need to.

The form required her signature. The date. The time of receipt. Standard procedure for the most non-standard message she'd ever received.

Public Assets.

The words echoed in her skull as she filled out the form. Her handwriting was steady, years of training suppressing the tremor in her muscles. She was a naval officer. She had a job to do.

"I'm taking this to the Captain," she said, standing. "Continue monitoring for follow-up transmissions. Log everything."

"Ma'am." Finch's joking manner had evaporated. He looked at her, then at Hannah, then back at his console. "What do we... I mean, should we..."

"Monitor and log. That's all. Until we receive further orders. For all we know, this could be a sophisticated information warfare attack."

She walked out before either of them could respond.

The corridor stretched before her, fluorescent lights humming overhead. Crew members passed, going about their morning routines, oblivious. A petty officer nodded as she walked by. Two ratings argued about football scores.

They didn't know yet. None of them knew.

Captain Wells' day cabin was forward of the bridge. Abby climbed the ladder automatically, her body following the familiar route while her mind churned. Part of her—the part that still believed in order and reason and the fundamental decency of the world—clung to the hope that this was a test. An elaborate security exercise. Or at the very least, an attack. The Captain would read the message and laugh, tell her she'd passed with flying colours, commend her for maintaining composure.

She knocked on the cabin door.

"Enter."

Captain Marlow Wells sat behind his desk, a pocket watch open before him, tiny tools arranged with surgical precision on a velvet cloth. He didn't look up as she entered.

"Sub-Lieutenant Chen. You have something for me?"

"Flash Priority message, sir. Received at 0800."

That got his attention. He set down his tools and extended his hand. Abby placed the form in his palm and stepped back, standing at attention.

She watched his face as he read. His stern eyes moved across the text once, twice. His expression remained unchanged. Not a flicker of surprise. Not a twitch of discomfort, like he was reading a morning newspaper.

The silence stretched. The pocket watch on his desk ticked softly.

"Sir," Abby heard herself say, "is this legitimate?"

Captain Wells looked up. His gaze was cold, assessing, utterly devoid of sympathy.

"The Admiralty does not send Flash Priority messages as entertainment, Sub-Lieutenant." He set the form down on his desk. "Acknowledge receipt. Standard confirmation protocol."

"But sir—"

"Did I stutter, Chen?"

The ice in his voice cut through her. She snapped back to attention. "No, sir."

"Then carry out your orders."

"Aye aye, sir."

She turned to leave. As her hand touched the door handle, she heard him reach for something behind her. The soft click of a telephone receiver being lifted.

She didn't look back.

Hannah's face was bleak when Abby arrived. She continued logging incoming transmissions despite her apprehension. Professional to the last.

"More messages coming in," Finch reported. His voice had lost all trace of humour. "Fleet-wide confirmations. Every ship in the task force acknowledged receipt. Portsmouth Naval Base. Plymouth. Faslane." He swallowed. "This is really happening, isn't it, ma'am?"

Abby sat down at her station. Sent the acknowledgement. Watched the confirmation appear on her screen.

"It's really happening."

The hours crawled past. More messages. Implementation guidelines. Uniform specifications. Duty rosters. The bureaucratic machinery of the Royal Navy grinding into motion, treating this obscenity with the same administrative efficiency it applied to everything else.

Hannah's face was stuck in a state of open-mouthed disbelief. Finch stopped talking entirely. Abby folded crane after crane from scrap paper, her fingers working automatically while her mind ran in circles.

Public Assets.

Any sexual request.

Imprisonment.

At 1100, the speakers in the room crackled to life.

"All hands to muster on the main deck. Parade formation. This is not a drill. Repeat: all hands to muster on the main deck. Parade formation. This is not a drill."

Abby met Hannah's eyes. "Come on," Abby said. "We have our orders."

They filed out of the radio room together. Finch walked behind them, his presence suddenly uncomfortable in a way it hadn't been an hour ago.

The main deck was already filling when they arrived. Almost all of the two hundred crew members formed into ranks, the organised chaos of a ship's company assembling for parade. Abby found her place in the officer's section, her eyes scanning the crowd and found Tony's back, his blond hair neat, his posture rigid.

She wanted to go to him. Hold his hand. Tell him it would be alright, even though she knew it wouldn't be. She couldn't go to him.

"All female personnel to the front rank!"

The order rang out across the deck. Lieutenant Commander John Hayes, the Executive Officer, stood at the formation's edge, his face carefully blank.

Abby moved. She didn't think about it, didn't resist, just let her training carry her forward. Around her, other women did the same. Hannah Moss. Leading Seaman Talia Cooper from the galley. Petty Josie Styles from engineering. Twenty women in total, separating from the mass of crew, forming a single line at the front of the formation.

Two hundred pairs of eyes stared at their backs.

Captain Wells mounted the raised platform at the head of the formation. His uniform was immaculate, as always. His expression betrayed nothing.

"At ease."

The crew relaxed fractionally.

"At 0800 this morning, this ship received a Flash Priority message from Admiralty Central Command." His voice carried across the deck, clear and cold. "The message concerned the implementation of the National Social Vitality Act, Section Four. Some of you may have heard rumours. I am here to confirm that those rumours are accurate."

A murmur rippled through the formation. Wells waited for it to subside.

"This is not a joke. This is not a test. This is national policy, enacted by Parliament and confirmed by the Admiralty. The implications for this ship's company are as follows: all female personnel are now designated as Public Assets. They are required by law to comply with any sexual request from male personnel. Refusal constitutes a criminal offence."

Abby heard Hannah make a small sound beside her. A whimper, quickly stifled.

"The Admiralty anticipated this implementation before we left port. Preparations have been made. This ship will comply fully with the new regulations. Any crew member—male or female—who refuses to follow these orders will face court-martial." Wells' gaze swept across the formation. "This is military discipline. This is your duty. I expect every member of this crew to conduct themselves accordingly."

He paused. The silence was absolute.

"I will now provide a practical demonstration to dispel any doubts."

Abby's stomach lurched.

Two Master-at-Arms appeared from behind the bridge structure, flanking a figure between them. It took Abby a moment to recognise her.

Lieutenant Commander Sally Hallow. The ship's doctor. A stern woman in her forties with almost white blonde hair and a reputation for tolerating no nonsense in her sickbay. Abby had seen her dress down admirals.

She was wearing a costume.

A slutty parody of a sailor's uniform. The skirt was tiny, barely covering her, riding up with each step. The top was cropped, her breasts straining against thin fabric. Fishnet stockings. High heels that made her stumble on the deck plates. A mocking little sailor cap perched on her head.

Her face was a mask of humiliation and barely-suppressed rage. Her eyes stared straight ahead, fixed on some point in the middle distance. She walked like a woman approaching her own execution.

Gasps rippled through the formation. Someone swore under their breath.

The Master-at-Arms escorted Sally to the platform and left her standing before Captain Wells. She was taller than he in those heels, but she seemed much smaller.

"Lieutenant Commander Hallow has volunteered to assist with this demonstration," Wells said. The word 'volunteered' dripped with obvious falsehood. "She will now perform her duties as a Public Asset."

Sally's jaw tightened. A muscle twitched in her cheek.

"Kneel."

For a moment, Abby thought Sally would refuse. Would spit in his face, consequences be damned. Would show them all that some things couldn't be ordered, couldn't be commanded, couldn't be taken.

Then Sally's knees bent. She sank down onto the deck, the tiny skirt riding up to expose her ass, the heels making the position awkward and uncomfortable. Her hands hung at her sides.

Captain Wells unfastened his trousers.

Abby wanted to look away, but couldn't. None of them could.

Sally opened her mouth. The Captain fed his cock between her lips. And the ship's doctor, the proud and stern Lieutenant Commander, began to suck.

Her movements were clinical. She might have been performing a medical procedure. Her head bobbed back and forth like an engine cylinder.

The wet sounds carried across the silent deck.

Abby gulped. Beside her, Hannah was shaking. The line of women stood frozen, watching their future play out before them.

It didn't take long. Wells grunted, his hand gripping Sally's hair, and finished in her mouth. She swallowed. Then pulled back, a thin strand connecting her lips to his softening cock before it broke. She did not wipe her face, not until she was told to.

"Dismissed, Lieutenant Commander."

Sally rose. Her legs were steady despite the heels. She turned and walked away, back straight, chin high, every step a small defiance. The Master-at-Arms fell in beside her, but she didn't seem to notice them.

Captain Wells tucked himself back into his pants with the same casual efficiency he applied to everything.

"What you have just witnessed is now standard protocol aboard this vessel." His voice betrayed no emotion. "The twenty female crew members will receive new uniforms immediately. They will report to their quarters and await further instruction." His gaze swept across the male crew. "Once the female crew are returned to their stations," he looked at the rest of the crew, "you are reminded that operational efficiency must be maintained. Schedule your activities accordingly."

He straightened his uniform.

"I do not want to hear moaning or complaints. These are your orders. Dismissed."

The formation broke. Bodies moved around Abby, voices rising in a confused babble. The Executive Officer appeared, herding the women toward the ladder leading below decks.

Abby caught Tony's eye as she was marched out. He was pushing through the crowd toward her, his face desperate, his mouth forming words she couldn't hear over the noise.

She shook her head. Don't. Not here. Not now.

He stopped. He looked so helpless standing there, surrounded by his fellow officers, unable to do anything.

For you, I'd break any rule.

She thought of the paper crane. The kiss in the dark. His hands on her waist in the chart room.

Then she turned and followed the other women below decks, and the hatch closed behind her, and the world she had known ended.


Chapter 3

Tony sat on the edge of his bunk, staring at the grey bulkhead opposite. The cabin felt smaller than usual. An hour had passed since the parade. Maybe longer.

His notebook lay open on the small desk beside him. The Gibraltar sketch. Abby's paper crane perched in the empty plaza, wings spread, neck curved in that elegant arc. He'd tried to draw. Picked up his pencil three times. Each time, his hand refused to cooperate.

He kept seeing Doc Hallow on her knees.

The way her head had moved. The sounds of her sucking the Captain's cock.

And Abby. Marched below decks with the other women. What was happening to her right now? Was she in her quarters? Had someone already—

Tony squeezed his eyes shut. His stomach churned.

Stop it. You don't know anything. Maybe they're just issuing the new uniforms. Nothing's happened yet.

He opened his eyes and reached for the notebook again. Drew a single line. Then another. The beginning of a roofline, perhaps. Or a chimney. His hand was shaking too badly to tell.

He needed to move. Do something. Sitting here imagining the worst was driving him mad. He was technically on break, but that wasn't happening.

Work. Yes. Work would help. The navigation equipment in engineering needed checking. A task to focus on.

Tony stood.

Everything will somehow be okay.

He repeated it like a mantra as he stepped into the corridor. The ship was indifferent to the chaos unfolding within its steel walls. Crew members passed him, some avoiding eye contact, others wearing expressions he couldn't quite read. Excitement? Anticipation? Shame?

The ladder to the engineering deck was aft, past the mess hall and the junior ratings' berths. Tony walked quickly, keeping his gaze fixed forward, not wanting to see what might be happening in the compartments he passed.

A muffled sound from behind a closed door. A woman's voice, high and strained. He walked faster.

The engineering spaces occupied the lowest deck, a maze of pipes and machinery and the constant drone of the ship's power plant. Tony had always found it strangely comforting down here.

He rounded the corner into the main engine room.

And stopped.

Petty Officer Josie Styles stood with her back against the port bulkhead, surrounded by six—no, seven—members of the engineering crew. She was wearing the new uniform. Red short-cropped hair trimmed for ease of use.

Tony had worked with Josie for eight months. She was one of the best mechanics on the ship. Tough. Loud. Crude in that way that made the lads in engineering love her. She could strip a diesel injector faster than anyone aboard, and she'd once arm-wrestled the Chief Petty Officer to a draw.

She'd always been "one of the boys."

But now, in that uniform, her body was impossible to ignore. Muscular thighs that the tiny skirt did nothing to hide. A round ass that the fabric clung to like a second skin. Big tits—Tony had never noticed before, or maybe he'd trained himself not to—almost bursting the fabric, threatening to spill out with every breath.

The crew surrounding her had noticed too. Their eyes moved over her body with naked hunger. Men she'd worked alongside for months, maybe years. Men who'd shared meals with her, laughed at her jokes, treated her as an equal.

They weren't looking at an equal now.

"Alright, alright," Josie said, her voice carrying that familiar bravado. She even managed a grin, though it looked strained at the edges. "You've had your look. Back to work, yeah? These boilers won't maintain themselves."

Nobody moved.

A young rating stepped forward. Josie had chewed him out just last week for cross-threading a valve fitting.

"Captain said it's legal now." his voice cracked slightly, but his eyes were fixed on Josie's chest. "You heard him."

Josie's grin faltered. She took a half-step back, shoulder blades pressing against the bulkhead. "Come on, boys. It's me. We're mates."

"Not anymore, Styles."

The voice came from behind the cluster of men. The Chief Engineer sat at his station, arms crossed, watching the scene unfold with cold detachment. A bulky man, respected throughout the ship.

"You're a Public Asset now," he continued. "Do your duty."

Something shifted in the air. The invisible line that had held the men back evaporated.

The young rating unfastened his belt.

Tony's hand gripped the doorframe. He should say something. Do something. These were his crewmates. This was wrong. This was—

Legal.

The word lodged in his throat like a bone.

The Captain's orders were explicit.

Josie's shoulders sagged. Just for a moment, something flickered across her face—fear, maybe, or resignation—and then it was gone, replaced by that familiar toughness.

"Fine." She kicked off the ridiculous heels, her bare feet slapping against the deck plates. "If we're doing this, we're doing it my way. Queue up proper, like civilised bloody people."

She dropped to her knees.

The deck was hard beneath her, cold metal pressing into her bare skin. The young man stepped forward, fumbling with his zipper, pulling out his cock with hands that shook slightly. It was already hard, jutting toward her face.

Josie wrapped her fingers around the base and took him in her mouth.

The sound he made was somewhere between a groan and a whimper. He closed his eyes. Josie's mouth worked around him, drawing him deeper, her technique efficient and surprisingly skilled. She was being a trooper.

The other men were already moving. Unbuckling belts, tugging at zippers, forming a rough circle around her. Cocks emerged from uniforms in various states of arousal, some fully hard, others still stiffening at the sight before them.

Tony watched from the doorway. His legs wouldn't move.

Josie rolled her eyes as the men didn't follow instructions. She released the cock with a wet pop and turned to the man on her right—a burly stoker with tattooed forearms. She took his cock without hesitation, one hand still stroking the first guy, keeping him hard.

"Fuck," the stoker breathed. "Always wondered what that smart mouth was good for."

Someone laughed.

Josie's head bobbed steadily, working his shaft while her hand pumped away. A third man moved behind her, and she reached back without looking, finding his cock and gripping it.

Three at once. Tony had never seen anything like it outside of porn. Her body moved in constant motion, mouth and hands working in concert, shifting from one cock to the next.

There was a flush spreading across her face. Her breathing had quickened, grown ragged around the cock in her mouth. When she pulled back to switch to another man, her lips were slick with precum.

"That's it, Styles. Take it all."

"Dirty slag loves it, doesn't she?"

"Been wanting to shut her up for months."

The crude comments washed over her. She didn't respond, didn't acknowledge them, just kept working. Mouth to cock to mouth. Hand stroking. Other hand reaching. A rhythm emerging from the chaos.

The young rating came first. He grabbed Josie's head and thrust deep, groaning. Josie gagged slightly but held her position, throat working as she swallowed. When he pulled out, a strand of cum and saliva dripped down her chin.

She didn't bother wiping it away. Just turned to the next man.

Tony's cock was hard.

The realisation hit him like a physical blow. He was aroused. Watching his colleague, his fellow sailor, being used by half the engineering crew. His body was responding.

Disgust, he told himself. You feel disgust. But his pants were tight, and he couldn't look away.

The burly stoker came on her face. Thick ropes of white splattered across her cheek, her nose, dripping down onto her exposed cleavage. Josie closed her eyes just in time, then opened them again, blinking through the mess.

"Next," she said. Her voice was hoarse. "Let's get this over with."

Abby is somewhere on this ship.

The thought cut through his arousal like ice water.

Was she going through something similar?

Tony imagined Abby on her knees. Abby's mouth around some other man's cock. Abby's face covered in cum, her sharp features hidden beneath a mask of other men's pleasure.

Someone else's cock…

The blowbang continued. Men cycled through, finishing on her face, her tits, in her mouth. The cropped top was pulled down at some point, her breasts bouncing free, immediately targeted by the next volley of cum. Her short hair was thoroughly ruffled. Her fishnets had torn somewhere along the way.

Josie kept going. Her movements had grown sloppier, but she hadn't stopped. Hadn't broken down. Hadn't begged them to leave her alone.

If anything, she seemed to have found something in the degradation. A perverse kind of control. She was the centre of attention, the focus of every man in the room, and she was meeting them on her own terms. Filthy, debased terms, but hers nonetheless.

The last man finished with a grunt, adding his contribution to the mess coating her chest. Then he stepped back, tucking himself away, and the circle dissolved.

The crew dispersed. Some laughed, slapping each other on the back. Others quiet, avoiding eye contact, shuffling back to their stations. All of them satisfied.

The Chief tossed a rag in Josie's direction. It landed on the deck beside her knee.

"Clean up. Boiler Three needs maintenance in ten minutes."

He said it like he was assigning a routine task. Like the whole blowbang hadn't happened.

Josie picked up the rag. Her hands were steady. She wiped her face first, then her chest. Then she looked up directly at Tony. She had a flat, exhausted resignation. She didn't look angry. Didn't look ashamed. Just... done.

"You need something, Sir?" Her voice was raspy, wrecked from the abuse her throat had taken. "Or you just here for the show?"

Tony opened his mouth. Closed it. What could he possibly say?

"Equipment readings," he managed. The words sounded pathetic even to his own ears.

She jerked her head toward the navigation monitoring station. "Help yourself."

She stood, kicking aside the discarded heels, and walked barefoot toward the head. Cum still glistened all over her. The torn fishnets dragged against the deck plates.

Tony tried very hard to focus on the readings at hand. He looked back at Petty Officer Styles. She was so damn hot. He pushed that thought down deep.

When he returned to his cabin, Tony locked the door behind him and stood in the centre of the small space. His cock was still half-hard, a fact that filled him with self-loathing.

The notebook lay open on his desk. Gibraltar. The paper crane.

He sat down heavily and pulled the notebook toward him. Stared at the careful lines, the precise shadows, the perfectly rendered colonnade. All those empty streets. All those buildings without people.

Lonely.

He drew buildings instead of people because buildings were safe. Buildings followed rules. You measured them, calculated their proportions, and they stayed exactly where you put them. They didn't require courage. Didn't demand action. Didn't look at you with resignation in their eyes while you stood frozen in a doorway.

People were messy. Complicated. They needed things from you. Expected you to be more than just a man who followed rules. He'd watched Josie get used by seven men and done nothing, because the rules told him it was ok.

Somewhere on this ship, Abby was wearing that uniform. Someone might be using her right now. Some rating or petty officer or fellow lieutenant, exercising their new "rights" under the National Social Vitality Act. And Tony was sitting in his cabin, staring at a drawing of a building he'd visited once and would probably never see again.

He picked up the notebook.

The paper crane fell out, drifting to the deck like a dying bird. He picked it up, held it in his palm, studied the precise folds Abby's clever fingers had made.

He flipped to a new page and started to draw. But not a building. He drew Abby. Proud and in full, non-mandate, naval uniform.


Chapter 4

The corridor stretched before Abby like a gauntlet. She'd spent an hour in the makeshift fitting area. An hour being measured, prodded, handed pieces of fabric that barely qualified as clothing. An hour watching other women emerge from behind curtains in their new "uniforms."

Now she was walking back to the radio room, and every step made her want to crawl out of her own skin.

A group of ratings rounded the corner ahead. Their conversation died mid-sentence. Four pairs of eyes tracked down her body, lingering on her legs, her chest, the strip of bare skin between the top and skirt.

"Bloody hell," one of them muttered.

Abby kept walking. Chin up. Eyes forward. The way she'd walked through her academy graduation. Her first posting. Every difficult moment of her career.

"Nice outfit, Sub-Lieutenant." Another voice, pitched to carry. "Suits you."

Laughter followed her down the corridor.

She didn't respond. Didn't acknowledge. Just kept putting one foot in front of the other, the ridiculous heels making her ankles wobble on the metal decking. She still had a job to do.

The radio room door appeared ahead. Salvation. Or at least, familiarity.

Hannah Moss sat at her station, hunched over her console like she was trying to disappear into it. She was wearing the same uniform, but on her slight frame, it looked even more absurd. Her wire-rimmed glasses sat slightly askew.

James Finch occupied the other station. He swivelled at the sound of the door, and his eyes went wide.

"Sub-Lieutenant." His gaze travelled down her body with undisguised appreciation. Down to her exposed legs, back up to her chest, settling briefly on the strip of bare stomach before meeting her eyes again. "You look... different."

Abby ignored him. She crossed to her station, hyper-aware of how the skirt shifted with each step, how the heels changed her posture, pushing her chest forward. When she sat, the skirt rode up further. She tugged it down. It rode up again.

"Status report." She forced authority into her voice. "What have I missed?"

Hannah jumped slightly, then stammered through a response. "Routine traffic, ma'am. Just the usual chatter, nothing priority." Her voice was thin, barely audible. "The follow-up implementation guidelines came through. I logged them per protocol."

"Good. Finch?"

James was still staring. His eyes had drifted back to her legs, tracking the line of the fishnet stockings up to where they disappeared beneath the inadequate skirt.

"Finch."

He blinked. "Ma'am?"

"Eyes on your console. We still have a job to do."

A grin spread across his broad face. "Hard to concentrate with the new dress code, ma'am. You have to admit, it's quite distracting."

Abby didn't rise to the bait. She turned to her monitors, pulling up the message logs from the past few hours. Fleet communications. Encrypted traffic. The endless stream of bureaucratic confirmations as ships across the navy acknowledged the new reality.

The words blurred before her eyes. She blinked, forced herself to focus.

Everything looked so normal. The same transmissions that had filled her shifts for months. But nothing was normal anymore.

The top was too tight. Every breath made her aware of how the fabric stretched across her chest. She shifted in her seat, and the movement made the skirt ride up another inch. She could feel the mesh of the fishnets against the leather chair.

Twenty minutes passed. Hannah logged transmissions in near-silence, her keystrokes quick and nervous. James pretended to work, but Abby caught him glancing her way every few seconds. Each time, his gaze dropped to her body before snapping back to his console.

She tried to ignore it. Tried to focus on the incoming traffic, the familiar rhythm of naval communications. But the uniform made everything wrong. She couldn't find a comfortable position. Couldn't stop tugging at the skirt. Couldn't shake the awareness of Finch's eyes on her.

The chair creaked behind her.

"You know, Sub-Lieutenant..."

James had swivelled to face her fully. He leaned back in his seat, arms crossed, that easy grin plastered across his face.

"Captain made it pretty clear what the new rules are."

"We're on duty, Finch. Focus on your work."

"That's the thing though, innit?" He stood, pushing the chair back with his legs. "We can do both now. Captain's orders."

He walked toward her station. Each step deliberate. Unhurried. He stopped less than a foot away, close enough that she could smell his cologne.

"How about you give me a hand with something?" The grin widened. "Literally."

Heat flooded Abby's face. Anger, she told herself. Pure anger. "Absolutely not. Sit down and do your job."

James didn't move. If anything, he stepped closer. "Ma'am, with respect, you don't get to say no anymore. That's the whole point of the mandate."

Abby looked past him to Hannah. The younger woman sat frozen at her station, head bowed, shoulders trembling. She didn't meet Abby's eyes. Didn't offer support. Didn't do anything.

"I'm not asking for much." James's voice had dropped, gone conversational. Almost reasonable. "Just a handjob while I monitor the frequencies. Won't even take ten minutes. Quick and professional, yeah?"

"We have a duty to—"

"He's right, ma'am."

Hannah's voice was barely a whisper. Abby turned to stare at her. The younger woman had lifted her head, her face pale behind those wire-rimmed glasses.

"Those are the rules now," Hannah continued, each word seeming to cost her something. "If we don't... if we refuse..." She trailed off, but the implication hung in the air. Court-martial. Imprisonment. The penalties the Captain had laid out in crystal clarity.

Even Hannah was telling Abby to comply. Abby's defiance crumbled.

What was the alternative? Fight? Run? Where would she go on a ship in the middle of the Atlantic? And for what—to prove a point? To maintain some illusion of dignity while they dragged her to the brig?

She thought of Sally Hallow on her knees. The ship's doctor, proud and stern, swallowing the Captain's cum in front of the entire crew. If Sally could endure that...

"Fine." The word came out flat. Dead. "But you keep working. Eyes on your console."

James' grin turned triumphant. He returned to his seat with an almost cheerful bounce in his step, swivelling to face his monitors. His cock was out with surprising speed.

It was already half-hard. Thick and jutting upward from his lap.

Abby stood. The heels wobbled beneath her as she crossed the small space between their stations. She positioned herself behind his chair, looking over his shoulder at the console, at the readouts and frequencies that had been her professional domain for years.

She reached around him. Her fingers closed around his shaft.

The flesh was warm. Slightly damp. It twitched in her grip, swelling, growing harder as she began to stroke.

"Fuck, ma'am." James let out a long breath. "Your hands are soft."

Abby said nothing. She stared at the console over his shoulder, watching the transmission logs scroll past, trying to focus on anything except what she was doing. Her hand moved in a steady rhythm. Up. Down. Up. Down.

Just another task.

James' breathing grew heavier. He made small sounds of appreciation, grunts and sighs that made her skin crawl. His cock was fully hard now, pulsing against her palm.

"Tighter," he murmured. "Yeah, like that."

She adjusted her grip. The angle was awkward, reaching around from behind, but she found a pace that seemed to work. Her wrist was already starting to ache.

Next to them, Hannah hunched over her console. She was typing something, logging a transmission perhaps, but her fingers kept missing keys. She glanced over once, twice, then looked away quickly.

The humiliation burned through Abby like acid. This was her radio room. Her domain. She'd built a reputation here—competent, professional, respected. Now she was jerking off her subordinate while another subordinate pretended not to watch.

"Getting close," James breathed. "Keep going—"

He stood abruptly.

Abby's hand fell away as he spun to face her. His cock bobbed between them, glistening with precum.

"Actually, ma'am." He was panting slightly, a flush spreading across his broad features. "I want more than just a hand."

He gestured downward. Then to her mouth. The implication was clear.

Abby stepped back. "That wasn't the agreement, Finch."

"Wasn't asking for an agreement." He moved forward, closing the distance she'd created. "Captain said any sexual request. I'm making one."

His cock was inches from her stomach. She could feel the heat radiating from it. Behind her, the wall. Nowhere to retreat.

She'd already compromised. If she gave him this, what would he want next? What would the next man want? And the one after that?

"I'll do it."

Both Abby and James turned.

Hannah had risen from her station. Her hands were shaking so badly the glasses slipped down her nose. She pushed them back up with a trembling finger.

"Let Sub-Lieutenant Chen work." Her voice quavered, but there was something underneath it. A thread of steel Abby had never heard before. "I'll... I'll take care of you, Finch."

James looked between them. His eyebrows rose. Then he shrugged, that easy grin returning.

"Fine by me, Moss. As long as someone finishes the job."

Hannah approached, the heels made her stumble once, and she caught herself on the edge of a console. She stopped in front of James' chair, looking up at him with an expression caught somewhere between terror and determination.

Then she knelt.

But she didn't take him in her mouth. Instead, her hands went to the cropped top, pulling it off, exposing her modest breasts. They were pale, pink tips standing erect in the cool air of the radio room.

She wrapped them around his cock.

The fit was awkward at first. Hannah's breasts were barely enough to envelop his shaft. She pushed them together with her hands, creating a channel, and began to move. Up and down. A clumsy rhythm that gradually smoothed out.

James groaned. "Didn't know you had it in you, Moss."

Hannah's face was crimson. Her eyes squeezed shut behind the glasses. But she didn't stop. Her hands pressed her breasts tighter around him.

Abby watched, frozen. Hannah had just saved her. Thrown herself on the grenade. And now she was on her knees, using her body to service a man who'd been telling bad jokes at them for months.

"Fuck—almost—keep going—"

Hannah's rhythm increased. Her face was a mask of concentration and shame, lips pressed tight together, a thin line of determination.

James came with a grunt. His cock pulsed between her breasts, spurting thick ropes of white across her chest, her neck, the underside of her chin. Hannah held her position until he finished, then pulled back, reaching for the box of tissues on her desk.

She cleaned herself in silence. Then she tugged the cropped top back into place, tucking herself away, and returned to her station.

James let out a satisfied sigh. "Cheers, Moss. Good teamwork." He swivelled back to his console, pulled on his headset, and began scrolling through the transmission logs like nothing had happened.

Abby stood in the middle of the room. She wanted to say something to Hannah. Thank you. I'm sorry. You didn't have to do that.

Nothing came out.

She returned to her own station. Sat down. Tugged uselessly at the skirt. Stared at her monitors.

This space had been theirs. Abby's domain of competence and respect. The place where she'd proven herself, built her career, earned her stripes. Now it was a location where she could be used.

The thought of Tony surfaced unbidden. Was he worrying about her? Did he know what was happening? Was he sitting in his cabin, sketching lonely buildings, thinking of her?

The shift stretched ahead. Eight more hours of sitting in this uniform. Eight more hours of Finch's glances and Hannah's silent shame.

Abby pulled a scrap of paper from the recycling bin. Started to fold. The familiar motions steadied her hands, if nothing else.

A crane took shape. Wings spreading. Neck curved.

She set it on her console and got back to work.


Chapter 5

The auxiliary chart room was quiet. Too quiet. Tony sat at the table, navigation charts spread before him, pencil in hand, but the lines on the paper refused to make sense. His eyes traced the same coastal approach three times without registering a single depth marking.

The whole day had passed in a haze. Watches. Duties. The mechanical routine of naval life continued as though the world hadn't tilted on its axis that morning. He'd seen women in the new uniforms moving through corridors, seen the way men looked at them, heard fragments of crude conversations and the moans of sex behind bulkheads.

And through all of it, he'd thought of Abby.

Was she safe? Had someone cornered her in the radio room? Was she on her knees somewhere, being used like Josie had been used in engineering?

He couldn't know. Couldn't ask. Couldn't go to her without raising suspicion. Their relationship was still secret, doubly so now. Any attention to it might invite retaliation from jealous crewmates.

The pencil snapped in his grip.

Tony stared at the broken pieces. He hadn't even felt the pressure building in his fingers.

The door unlatched.

He was on his feet before conscious thought caught up.

Abby slipped through the gap.

She looked exhausted. Dark circles under her eyes, shoulders hunched, her whole body carrying a weight that hadn't been there this morning. The uniform clung to her like an obscenity… that tiny skirt, the cropped top, the fishnets that ran up her legs.

But she was here. Whole. Standing in their space.

"Abby."

Her name came out rough. She closed the door behind her, and he heard the soft click of the lock engaging. For a moment, they just looked at each other across the dim room. The relief on her face mirrored what he felt: desperation breaking through the careful composure.

Tony wanted to go to her. Cross the distance. Pull her into his arms. But his feet stayed rooted to the deck plates, words failing him. What could he possibly say after everything that had happened?

Abby leaned against the door, her body sagging against the steel like it was the only thing holding her upright.

"I need to tell you something." Her voice was barely above a whisper. "About what happened in the radio room today."

The words hit him like a punch. He'd imagined scenarios all day, each one worse than the last. Now the reality was about to land, and he wasn't sure he could bear it.

"Finch," Abby continued. "He came to my station. Made a request." She laughed, a brittle sound with no humour in it. "That's what they're calling it now. A request. Like I had any choice."

Tony's hands clenched at his sides. "What did he—"

"A handjob. He wanted me to jerk him off while he worked." The words came out flat. "I tried to refuse. Told him we were on duty, that it wasn't professional. He reminded me that the Captain's orders were in effect and so was the Mandate."

She paused. Her fingers found the door handle behind her, gripping it like an anchor.

"So I did it. I wrapped my hand around his cock and stroked him off like it was just another task on my duty roster." Her voice cracked. "I'm sorry, Tony. I know we're... I know what we have, and I—"

"Stop."

Tony crossed the room before he'd decided to move. He stopped in front of her, close enough to see the shimmer in her eyes, the way her jaw trembled with the effort of holding back tears.

"You don't need to apologise."

"But I touched him, I—"

"Under orders." He reached out, his fingers finding her shoulders, steadying her. "Under threat of imprisonment. That's not a choice, Abby. That's coercion."

She shook her head. "It doesn't feel that simple."

"Nothing about this is simple." He let out a breath. "I watched Josie Styles get used by half the engineering department today. Stood in the doorway like a coward while they passed her around. Seven men, Abby. And I did nothing."

Her eyes widened. "Tony..."

"I couldn't move. Couldn't speak. Just stood there watching while my crewmate was on her knees servicing a queue of men." The confession burned coming out, shame coating every word. "So don't apologise to me. We're both just trying to survive this."

Abby reached up. Her fingers brushed his cheek, cool against his flushed skin. The touch was gentle, questioning—as though she wasn't sure she still had the right.

"I kept thinking about you," he said. "All day. Wondering if you were okay. Hating that I couldn't protect you. Couldn't do anything."

"I don't need protection." Her hand slid to cup his jaw. "I need you to still see me as me. Not as a Public Asset. Not as a sex toy. Just Abby."

Tony covered her hand with his own. "You'll always be Abby to me. The woman who folds paper cranes. Who corrects my navigation calculations when I've been awake too long. Who critiques my drawings."

A sound escaped her—half laugh, half sob. "Your drawings aren't bad."

"High praise."

"Don't let it go to your head."

He leaned down. She stretched up. Their lips met, and the kiss was relieving, two people drowning and finding each other in the dark. They broke apart just long enough to breathe.

"I need this," Abby whispered against his mouth. "I need you."

Her hands found his uniform buttons, fumbling with the brass catches, her fingers shaking too badly to manage them properly. Tony caught her wrists, stilling her.

"Let me."

He undressed her first. Carefully. Reverently. The cropped top came off easily, sliding up and over her head, revealing the familiar curves of her body. Her breasts, he'd touched them a hundred times, but tonight they felt different. Precious. Something to protect, to reclaim.

The skirt followed. He unzipped it slowly, letting it fall around her ankles. The fishnets he rolled down her legs, his fingers tracing the path of the mesh, replacing the obscenity of the uniform with the intimacy of his touch.

She stood before him in nothing but her underwear, goosebumps rising on her skin in the cool air of the chart room.

"Your turn," she said.

Her hands were steadier now. She worked his buttons loose one by one, pushing the uniform jacket off his shoulders, then attacking the shirt beneath. When his chest was bare, she pressed her palms flat against it, feeling his heartbeat.

He lifted her onto the chart table. The same table where they'd first come together, weeks ago, rushed and frantic and terrified of getting caught. This time, there was no rush. The door was locked. The corridor was empty. Everyone else was distracted.

They had all night.

Tony kissed her neck, her shoulders, her collarbone. His lips traced paths across her skin, taking back territory that felt somehow violated by the day's events. Every inch of her that others might have looked at with hungry eyes, he kissed it. Claimed it. Made it his again.

"You're mine," he murmured against her collarbone. "Not theirs. Mine."

"And you're mine," she agreed, arching into his touch.

He unclasped her bra, letting it fall away. Her nipples were already hard, pointing toward him. He took one in his mouth, rolling his tongue around the peak, and she gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair.

"More."

He obliged. His hands roamed her body while his mouth worked her breasts, relearning the curves and hollows he knew so well. She was responsive tonight in a way that felt desperate. Every touch drew a sound from her, every kiss made her clutch at him harder.

When he hooked his fingers in her underwear and drew them down, she lifted her hips to help. The fabric joined the rest of her clothes on the deck, and she was naked before him, spread across the navigation charts, and he was going to plot a course.

"Beautiful," he said.

"Cheesy." But she was smiling. The first real smile he'd seen from her all day.

He shed the rest of his own clothes. His cock stood rigid, aching for her, but he didn't rush. He positioned himself between her thighs. She reached for him, guiding him toward her entrance, but he pulled back.

"Not yet."

"Tony—"

"I want to taste you first."

He dropped to his knees. The deck was cold and hard beneath him, but he barely noticed. His mouth found her centre, and she cried out, a sharp, startled sound that she quickly muffled with her hand.

He explored her with his tongue. Slow strokes along her folds, teasing her clit with gentle pressure, building a rhythm that made her hips rock against his face. She was wet—soaking—her arousal coating his lips and chin as he worked her higher.

"Fuck, Tony—"

Her fingers gripped in his hair, pulling him closer. He obliged, increasing the pace, his tongue swirling patterns that he knew she loved. Her thighs trembled on either side of his head.

"I'm going to—oh god—"

She came with a shudder, her whole body tensing, her inner walls pulsing against nothing as the orgasm crashed through her. He kept his mouth on her through it, gentling his touch as the waves subsided, until she pushed weakly at his head.

"Too much."

He rose, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. Her eyes were glazed, her chest heaving, a flush spreading from her cheeks down to her breasts.

"Now," she said. "Please. I need you inside me."

He didn't need a second invitation.

He guided himself to her entrance and pushed forward. She was slick and ready, her body opening to him easily, drawing him in until he was fully seated. The sensation was overwhelming… hot and tight and perfect, her walls gripping him like she never wanted to let go.

"Look at me." Her hands framed his face, pulling his gaze to hers. "Tony. Look at me."

Their eyes locked.

He began to move. Slow, deep strokes that made her gasp with each thrust.  Abby wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper with every stroke. Her hands slid to his shoulders, nails digging in just enough to leave marks.

"I love you."

The words came from her, sudden and raw, breaking through the rhythm of their bodies.

"I should have said it before." Her voice caught. "Before all this. But I was scared, and now—now I don't want to waste any more time pretending."

Tony stilled inside her. His heart hammered against his ribs.

"I love you too." The confession felt like a release. He'd been holding those words back for a long time. "Always have."

She pulled him down for a kiss, and he began moving again, faster now, driven by the weight of those words. Their bodies moved together in perfect sync.

The pleasure built between them. Tony felt his release approaching, that familiar tightening, but he held back. Waited. Watched Abby's face for the telltale signs.

Her breath quickened. Her eyes fluttered. Her walls clenched around him.

"Together," she gasped. "I want—"

"Yes."

He thrust deep one final time, and they shattered together. His release pulsed into her as her body contracted around him, milking him, drawing out every drop. She cried out against his shoulder, and he buried his own sounds in her hair.

For a long moment, they stayed joined. Foreheads pressed together. Hearts pounding in tandem. The world outside the chart room faded to nothing.

"We'll get through this," Tony murmured. His lips brushed her temple. "Together."

"Promise?"

"Promise."

They dressed reluctantly. Every article of clothing that went back on felt like armour being strapped in place, protection against a world that had become hostile overnight.

The slutty uniform looked even more obscene now. After the tenderness they'd just shared, seeing Abby squeeze back into that cropped top and tiny skirt felt like watching something precious being stuffed into a cage.

But she put it on. Because she had to.

Tony knelt to help her with the heels, his fingers lingering on her ankles longer than necessary. She touched his hair, a gentle caress that made his chest ache.

"Thank you," she said quietly. "For not looking at me differently."

"Never."

They were straightening themselves, Abby smoothing down her skirt, Tony adjusting his collar, when the ship's PA crackled to life.

"Lieutenant Riker and Sub-Lieutenant Chen to the bridge immediately. All hands to stations. Weather emergency."

They froze. Looked at each other.

Only then did Tony notice the motion of the ship. The deck was pitching more noticeably than before, a rolling sway that suggested heavy seas. Through the small porthole, he glimpsed dark clouds piling on the horizon, and whitecaps churning where the water had been calm hours ago.

A storm. It must have rolled in while they were lost in each other.

"We have to go," he said.

"I know." Abby took a breath, squaring her shoulders. "Together?"

He caught her hand. Squeezed it once, hard. "Always." Whatever came next, they would face it together.


Chapter 6

The bridge was chaos when Tony arrived.

Wind howled against the windows, rain lashing the reinforced glass in sheets so thick the sea had vanished entirely. The deck pitched beneath his feet, and he grabbed the rail to steady himself before stepping through the hatch.

Captain Wells stood at the centre of the madness, feet planted wide, one hand gripping the command rail while officers and ratings scrambled around him. Water pelted the glass. Status boards glowed red and amber across half the stations.

"Helm, come to two-four-zero!"

Tony crossed to his navigation console, muscle memory guiding him through the tilting space. The screens showed their position relative to the channel markers, depth soundings updating in real-time as the storm churned the seabed beneath them.

Abby came through the hatch thirty seconds later.

She'd arrived separately, as they'd planned, but his eyes found her immediately. The ridiculous uniform looked even more absurd in this context. Her heels made every step treacherous on the pitching deck, and she grabbed a support strut as a particularly violent wave sent the ship rolling hard to starboard.

Nobody seemed to notice. Nobody cared about uniforms right now.

"Riker!" Captain Wells' voice cut through the din. "I need updated coordinates. Chen, get me fleet status now."

"Aye, Sir."

Tony's hands moved across his console, pulling up the chart overlay, calculating their drift against the storm's predicted path. The wind was pushing them toward a shoal marked in red on the eastern approach. If they didn't correct course within the next fifteen minutes...

"Helm, maintain heading two-four-zero," he called out. "We need to clear the Whitmore Shoals. Current drift puts us two nautical miles from the edge."

"Confirmed," the helmsman responded, fighting the wheel.

Across the bridge, Abby had reached the communications station. She pulled on a headset, fingers flying across the controls, her voice steady despite the chaos. "HMS Valiant, this is HMS Duty. Requesting fleet status. Over."

Static crackled. Then: "Duty, this is Valiant. We're taking water on the port bow but managing. Pumps are holding."

"Copy that, Valiant. Stand by for coordination."

The ship lurched. Someone grabbed a railing too late and went sprawling, charts scattering across the deck. The Executive Officer, Lieutenant Commander Hayes, helped the man up while barking orders into his radio.

"C-deck reports minor flooding in compartment seven. Damage control teams responding."

"Understood." Captain Wells didn't take his eyes from the forward windows. The grey void beyond offered nothing but fury. "Riker, time to clear the shoals?"

Tony checked his calculations. "Twelve minutes at current speed, Sir. Recommend increasing to fifteen knots."

"Engineering, bring us to fifteen knots."

"Aye, Captain. Fifteen knots."

The engines thrummed harder beneath them. The vibration ran through the deck plates, through Tony's feet, up into his chest. He gripped the edge of his console as another wave slammed into the hull.

Abby's voice cut through the noise, calm and professional despite everything. "Captain, HMS Resolute reports they've lost visual contact with the formation. Requesting guidance."

"Tell them to maintain heading and speed. We'll regroup when this passes."

"Aye, Sir."

Tony watched her work. Even in that degrading outfit, even with the ship trying to throw her off her feet, she was every inch the officer he knew. The headset sat slightly askew, her hair coming loose from its pins, but her hands never stopped moving across the controls.

I love you.

The words she'd spoken in the chart room echoed in his mind. He'd said them back. Meant them. And now here they were, on opposite sides of a bridge, pretending they were nothing more than colleagues while the Atlantic tried to tear them apart.

"Riker! Position update!"

"Three minutes to clear the shoals, Sir. We're running parallel to the edge now."

The storm reached its first peak. A wave the size of a building crashed over the bow, and for a terrible moment, the entire bridge seemed to submerge. Water streamed across the windows. The ship groaned, steel protesting against forces it was never meant to endure.

Then they rose. Broke through. The bow emerged from the maelstrom, shedding water in great sheets.

"Bloody hell," someone muttered.

Captain Wells didn't flinch. "Maintain course. Engineering, damage report."

"All systems nominal, Captain."

Thirty minutes passed. Or maybe it was an hour. Time lost meaning in the endless rhythm of crisis and response. Tony called out coordinates. Abby relayed fleet communications. The helmsman fought the wheel. The XO coordinated damage control.

Slowly, incrementally, the worst seemed to pass. The waves remained massive, but the ship found her rhythm, riding them rather than fighting. The wind dropped from a scream to a howl. Visibility improved from zero to merely terrible.

Then Captain Wells paused.

Tony saw it happen. The Captain's hand went to his temple, rubbing at some invisible tension. His eyes swept the bridge, taking in his crew at their stations, the storm still raging beyond the windows.

"Sub-Lieutenant Chen."

Abby looked up from her console. "Sir?"

"Come here."

The bridge went quiet. Not silent—the wind still howled, the ship still groaned—but the human noise stopped. Fingers froze over keyboards. Voices died mid-sentence.

Abby crossed to the Captain's position, the heels making her unsteady as the deck rolled. She stumbled once, caught herself on a support strut, and continued forward.

Tony's hands gripped the edge of his console.

"Sir?" Abby stood before Wells, her posture military-straight despite the circumstances. "What do you need?"

"I need to maintain focus." The Captain's voice was matter-of-fact. Conversational, almost. "This storm requires my full attention. You're going to assist me."

The implication landed like a physical blow. Tony watched Abby's face go pale, watched her shoulders tense beneath that ridiculous cropped top.

Around them, the bridge crew pretended to focus on their stations. The helmsman's eyes stayed fixed forward. The XO studied his damage reports with sudden intensity. Everyone knew what was happening. No one would acknowledge it.

Captain Wells unfastened his trousers.

His cock emerged, already semi-hard, jutting from the gap in his uniform. He didn't look at Abby. His eyes remained on the forward windows, on the storm they were navigating, on the ship he commanded.

"On your knees, Sub-Lieutenant. I have a ship to command."

Abby knelt.

The deck was cold and hard beneath her. The ship rolled, and she had to brace one hand against the command rail to keep from toppling. Her other hand found the Captain's thigh, steadying herself.

She took him in her mouth.

Tony watched. His station gave him a direct line of sight—there was no avoiding it, no angle he could turn to that would spare him. Abby's head began to bob, her lips stretched around the Captain's shaft, her technique efficient and emotionless.

Wells' hand rested on her head. Guiding. Controlling. His face betrayed nothing.

"Helm, come to heading two-seven-zero." His voice was steady, unchanged, as if Sub-Lieutenant Chen wasn't even there. "Riker, confirm our position relative to the channel markers."

Tony forced words past the lump in his throat. "Confirmed, Sir. We're clear of the shoals by three nautical miles."

"Good. Maintain course and speed."

The storm raged on. Rain hammered the windows. The ship pitched and rolled. And through it all, Abby's head moved in a steady rhythm.

She was struggling. Tony could see it. Every time the deck tilted, she had to adjust her position, had to grip harder to keep from being thrown. Her free hand held onto the command rail while her mouth worked the Captain's cock.

A massive wave struck the starboard side. The ship heeled over, and Abby nearly lost her balance, her lips sliding free for a moment before she recovered.

"Don't stop, Chen." Wells' voice carried a note of warning. "We're not finished."

She resumed.

Tony watched. Every instinct screamed at him to do something. Cross the bridge. Pull her away. Challenge the Captain's authority. But what then? Start a fight during a weather emergency? Get them both court-martialed? Thrown in the brig?

The rules said this was legal. The Captain's orders said this was expected. The entire fucking world had decided that this was acceptable.

"Engineering, status report."

"All systems holding, Captain. We've contained the flooding on C-deck."

"Very good."

The XO appeared at the Captain's elbow, tablet in hand. "Sir, the minor hull breach is under control. Repair teams estimate full containment within the hour."

"Excellent. Send a team to reinforce the compartment seals. Chen, don't stop."

The casual cruelty of it. The way he issued orders to his crew while Abby's mouth worked his shaft. Treating her like an object, a stress-relief device to be used.

Tony provided another position update. His voice sounded professional despite the circumstances. The words came out exactly as they should, coordinates and bearings and safety margins, while his heart hammered and his fists clenched and Abby took the Captain's cock three metres away.

The storm reached its peak. Wind speeds hit gale force, the instruments showed gusts approaching sixty knots. The ship shuddered with each wave impact, steel groaning in protest.

"Helm, reduce speed to ten knots. We need to ride this out rather than fight through it."

"Aye, Captain. Ten knots."

"Riker, plot an alternative course. If this doesn't break within the hour, we'll need to seek shelter in Whitmore Bay."

"Aye, Sir."

Tony's hands moved across his console. Charts. Depth soundings. Current patterns. His mind worked the problem automatically while his eyes kept drifting to Abby's kneeling form.

She was adjusting again. Another wave had nearly thrown her, and she was repositioning herself, one knee forward, the other back, creating a more stable base. Her throat worked as she took the Captain deeper.

Forty-five minutes. That's how long the worst of the storm lasted. Forty-five minutes of howling wind and crashing waves and Abby on her knees.

Then, gradually, the fury began to fade.

The waves decreased in size. The wind dropped from gale to strong. Visibility improved enough that Tony could make out the grey shape of another destroyer off the port bow, the HMS Valiant, still in formation, still holding position.

The Captain's breathing had changed. Wells was close.

"Good girl, Chen." The words were low, meant only for her, but Tony heard them anyway. "Almost there."

His hand tightened in her hair. His hips moved, a subtle thrust that pushed deeper into her throat. Abby gagged slightly, recovered, kept going.

The storm was breaking. The crisis was passing. And Captain Wells was about to finish in his communications officer's mouth while his crew pretended not to notice.

Wells grunted. A low, satisfied sound. His body tensed, his grip on Abby's hair tightening to the point of pain. Tony watched her throat work as she swallowed. Taking every drop as the Captain ordered.

Then it was over.

The Captain released her. She pulled back, his softening cock wet with her saliva. Her face was flushed, her eyes slightly watery, but her expression remained carefully blank.

Wells tucked himself away. Same efficiency he applied to everything else. Fastened his trousers. Adjusted his uniform jacket. Like nothing had happened.

"Return to your station, Sub-Lieutenant."

Abby stood. Her legs were sore from the kneeling and from the ship's motion. She wiped her mouth, a quick, discreet gesture, and walked back to the communications console.

She didn't look at Tony. Didn't look at anyone. Just sat down, pulled on her headset, and resumed monitoring fleet communications.

The storm continued to diminish. The seas went from treacherous to merely rough. The wind faded to a stiff breeze. By the time an hour had passed, the worst was behind them.

"Damage report," Captain Wells demanded.

The XO consulted his tablet. "Minor flooding contained on C-deck. No injuries reported. All systems are operational sir."

"And the fleet?"

Abby's voice came from her station, steady and professional. "All ships accounted for, Captain. HMS Valiant reports successful pump containment. HMS Resolute has regained visual contact with the formation. No casualties across the task force."

"Excellent." Wells surveyed his bridge with evident satisfaction. "Well done, all of you. Textbook storm navigation."

He turned to Tony first. "Excellent work, Riker. Your coordinates were precise throughout. Kept us well clear of the hazards."

"Thank you, Sir."

Then to Abby. "Sub-Lieutenant Chen, your communication coordination was flawless. The fleet stayed in formation thanks to your efficiency."

"Thank you, Sir."

His tone was genuine. He was praising them as officers, acknowledging their professional contributions, as though nothing else had happened. As though he hadn't just spent forty-five minutes using Abby's mouth while commanding a ship through a crisis.

Tony acknowledged the praise with a regulation response. The words tasted like ash in his mouth.

"All watch stations return to normal rotation," Wells ordered. "Riker, Chen—get some rest. You've earned it. Next watch begins at 0600."

"Aye, Sir."

They filed out with the other officers. The corridor outside the bridge was crowded with crew members emerging from their battle stations. The tension of the storm broke into relief—laughter, backslapping, the euphoria of surviving something that could have killed them all.

"Hell of a storm!"

"Thought we were going to capsize for a minute there!"

"Did you see that wave? Must have been fifteen metres easy!"

Tony pushed through the crowd, moving toward the ladder leading below. He couldn't look at Abby. Couldn't acknowledge her. Not here, surrounded by the crew, with everyone still buzzing from the storm's aftermath.

But as he passed a polished bulkhead, he caught her reflection.

She was walking behind him. Separate. Alone. The ridiculous uniform hung on her frame, the cropped top slightly askew, the skirt wrinkled from kneeling. Her face was exhausted.

But she was still standing.

Still walking. Still moving forward despite everything the day had thrown at her. Behind him, he heard Abby's footsteps following, separate but present. They couldn't touch. Couldn't speak. Couldn't even look at each other.

But they were both still here. Both still alive. Both still navigating this new world one moment at a time.

Together.

The promise echoed in his mind as he walked to his cabin. Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new degradations, new impossible choices. But for now, for this moment, they had survived.


Chapter 7

The Captain's quarters occupied the forward section of the command deck, set apart from the bustle of regular shipboard life. Marlow Wells sat at his mahogany desk, a tumbler of whisky catching the amber light from the reading lamp. Before him lay the day's reports: damage assessments from the storm, fuel consumption figures, crew rotation schedules.

His pocket watch sat open beside the papers, its soft ticking a counterpoint to the ship's hum.

A knock at the door.

"Enter."

Lieutenant Commander Sally Hallow stepped through. She was still wearing the uniform from the morning's demonstration. Her white-blonde hair had come loose from its pins, strands falling across her face.

She hadn't been allowed to change. That had been deliberate.

"You wanted to see me, Sir."

"Sit, Commander. We need to discuss implementation protocols."

Sally crossed to the chair opposite his desk. The heels made her movements stiff, uncertain. She sat with military precision, spine straight, hands folded in her lap. Her face was a mask of professional neutrality, betraying nothing of what the day had cost her.

Wells didn't look up from his reports. "The initial phase proceeded smoothly. How are the women adapting?"

"Some better than others." Sally's voice was clinical. "Petty Officer Styles has accepted the situation with pragmatism. Leading Seaman Cooper required sedation after her first encounter. I've placed her on limited duty."

"And the others?"

"Mixed reactions. Most are complying. A few have shown resistance, but nothing that requires disciplinary action." She paused. "Yet."

Wells made a note on his report. "Sub-Lieutenant Chen performed admirably during the storm. Maintained composure under pressure."

Sally's jaw tightened. A barely perceptible movement, but Wells caught it.

"She's always been professional," Sally said carefully.

"Indeed." Wells set down his pen. "The crew needs examples, Commander. Chen is respected. Competent. If she complies visibly, others will follow. The reluctant ones will see there's no point in resistance when even the best among them falls in line."

Sally said nothing. Her fingers had gone white where they gripped each other.

Wells stood. He began unfastening the buttons of his uniform jacket, his movements unhurried. "But first, Commander, you and I have unfinished business from this afternoon."

"Sir—"

"You attempted to countermand my orders this morning." He shrugged the jacket off, draping it over the back of his chair. "Cited medical regulations. Tried to use your rank and your oath to exempt yourself and your staff from the mandate."

"I was performing my duty as Medical Officer—"

"You were challenging my authority." His fingers moved to his shirt buttons. "In front of the crew. During a critical implementation phase."

Sally's mask cracked. Just for a moment, something raw flickered behind her eyes. Then it was gone, smoothed over by years of military discipline.

"I understand, Sir."

"Do you?" Wells circled the desk, stopping in front of her chair. "Stand up, Commander."

She stood. The heels brought her almost to his height, but she seemed smaller. Diminished.

"Strip."

Sally's hands moved to the cropped top. She pulled it over her head in a single motion, letting it fall to the deck. Her breasts swung free, pale and full, nipples pebbling in the cool air of the cabin.

The skirt followed. She unzipped it, let it drop, stepped out of it. The fishnets remained, running up her legs, disappearing beneath a scrap of lace that barely qualified as underwear.

"All of it."

The lace joined the pile. The fishnets rolled down, one leg at a time, until she stood naked before him. A forty-something woman, a very desirable forty-something woman. She was still trying to hold onto some fragment of dignity.

Wells gestured toward the desk. "Bend over."

She moved without protest. Planted her palms on the polished mahogany, spread her legs slightly, presenting herself. Her eyes fixed on the far wall, on a framed photograph of HMS Duty cutting through blue waters.

Wells unfastened his trousers. He positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding himself to her entrance.

She wasn't wet. He didn't care.

He pushed in.

Sally's breath caught. Her fingers curled against the desk, nails scraping wood. But she didn't cry out. Didn't protest. Just braced herself and endured as he began to move.

It wasn't violent. Wasn't gentle either. Just transactional. A point being made with each thrust. His hips slapped against her backside at a steady pace.

Sally stared at the photograph, eyes unfocused.

Wells used her for several minutes. When he finished, he emptied himself inside her with a low grunt, then withdrew and stepped back.

His cock glistened in the lamplight.

Sally remained bent over the desk. His seed leaked from between her thighs, running in thin rivulets down her inner legs.

Wells retrieved a towel from the washstand and dropped it beside her.

"Clean yourself up. I have another task for you."

She straightened slowly. Her movements were mechanical as she wiped between her legs, erasing the evidence of what had just occurred. Then she gathered her uniform from the deck, dressing piece by piece.

Wells returned to his desk as if nothing had happened. He picked up his pen, made another note on his report, then looked up at her.

"I want you to arrange mandatory virility assessments for all male officers. Starting tomorrow."

Sally's eyes widened. "Sir, that's not medically necessary—"

"It's not about medical necessity, Commander." His voice carried the patience of a man explaining something to a slow child. "It's about normalisation. The men need to understand their new privileges. The women need to understand their new duties. The more routine these interactions become, the faster order is restored."

He paused, letting the words sink in.

"Sub-Lieutenant Chen will administer the assessments. She's well-regarded and articulate. Her participation will send the right message."

Sally's face had gone grey. "You want me to order her to service the entire officer corps?"

"I want you to implement proper medical protocols under the Mandate." Wells leaned back in his chair. "Chen is qualified personnel. She'll perform the assessments under your supervision. Thirty-minute intervals. Detailed documentation of each encounter."

"Sir..." Sally's voice had lost its professional veneer. Something desperate crept in around the edges. "Chen is an excellent communications officer. Using her this way will damage her effectiveness, her morale—"

"Will demonstrate that no woman aboard this vessel is exempt." The ice in his voice could have frozen the Atlantic. "Not you. Not her. No one."

He let the silence stretch before continuing.

"Aye, Sir." Sally left, not waiting to be dismissed. The door closed behind her with a thud.

Wells sat alone in the lamplight, the ship humming around him. He made a note in his personal log, the pen scratching across paper in precise, measured strokes.

Sub-Lieutenant Chen - High visibility reassignment recommended. Monitor for compliance and morale impact.

He poured himself another measure of whisky. Carried it to the porthole and gazed out at the now-calm sea. Stars had emerged above the retreating clouds, pinpricks of light scattered across the darkness.

Everything was proceeding smoothly.
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