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Chapter 1

The HMS Duty struck the concrete pier with a heavy thud. Steel groaned against the rubber bumpers. Rain fell in thick sheets over the harbour, soaking the deck plates and washing the smell of diesel and salt into the air. The long deployment was over.

Captain Marlow Wells spoke through the ship's tannoy system. His voice clipped through the static, loud and cold over the noise of the winches.

"At sea, the Mandate is a regulation. On land, it is a religion. Do not mistake civilian enthusiasm for a lack of rules. Maintain your discipline. You are Navy personnel."

The speakers clicked off.

Abby Chen stood near the gangplank with her heavy canvas duffel bag slung over her shoulder. She wore her formal dress uniform. The Navy had updated the regulations for shore leave attire. Her skirt, usually cut below the knee, was hiked to mid-thigh. It exposed bare skin above her fishnet stockings. A bright red patch sat heavily on her right arm. Public Asset. The letters were stitched in thick white thread.

Tony Riker stood beside her. He adjusted his grip on his own duffel bag. They observed the docks below.

It was bedlam.

The military order of the ship did not exist out here. Civilian port workers swarmed the concrete pier. Men leaned against forklifts and stacked shipping containers, leering openly at the female sailors lining up to disembark. Abby watched a woman in a yellow high-vis vest pressed face-first against a corrugated metal container. A dockworker stood behind her, his trousers down around his rubber boots. He thrust his hips forward rapidly. He shouted crude encouragements to his mates working the crane above them. The woman just gripped the metal ridges and took the impacts.

Tony stepped closer to Abby. He angled his body to shield her from the view of a group of dockworkers pointing up at the gangplank. The gesture felt entirely hollow. They both knew he could not stop anyone from approaching her.

"Keep your head down," Tony said under his breath.

"Where are we going?" Abby asked.

"The car park, near the customs shed."

They stepped onto the wooden planks and walked down to the pier. The rain plastered Abby's white uniform shirt to her chest. Her heels slipped on the wet wood. Tony kept pace beside her.

Men shouted as the female crew members descended. Coarse whistles cut through the noise of the rain. Dockworkers left their workstations and crowded the base of the walkway.

Abby and Tony pushed through the outer ring of workers. They headed toward the car park near the customs building.

A Government Port Inspector stepped directly into their path.

He was a burly man with a thick, unkempt beard and a hi-vis jacket over a stained grey jumper. He chewed on a toothpick. He blocked the route the two were taking completely.

Tony stopped and stood tall. "Excuse me. We need to pass."

The Inspector did not register Tony. He looked at Abby. He looked at the red patch stitched to her sleeve, then down at the exposed skin of her thighs. He pulled a leather wallet from his pocket and flipped it open. A silver badge sat inside.

"Port Authority," the bearded man said. "I need to verify the ship's public assets are up to regs."

Tony took a half-step forward. "We are off duty. You can conduct your inspections aboard the vessel."

The Inspector laughed. He tucked the badge away. He reached out and grabbed Abby by the upper arm. His fat fingers dug hard into her bicep.

"I inspect the assets right here."

He dragged her forward. Abby tripped on her heels but managed to keep her footing. She dropped her duffel bag onto the wet concrete.

"Hey!" Tony dropped his own bag and reached for the Inspector's shoulder. "Take your hands off her."

The Inspector turned and shoved Tony hard in the chest. Tony stumbled backward onto the slippery tarmac.

"Stand down, Lieutenant," the Inspector mocked a salute. "Or I charge you with obstructing a federal inspection."

He yanked Abby again. He pulled her toward a standalone security booth set a few meters away from the customs shed. The booth featured floor-to-ceiling glass on all four sides. Port operations paperwork littered a small plastic desk inside.

Tony scrambled to his feet and ran after them. "Let go of Sub-Lieutenant Chen!"

The Inspector ignored him. He hauled Abby through the narrow door of the booth. He slammed the door shut in Tony's face and threw the deadbolt. A heavy metallic click echoed over the rain.

Abby stood inside the cramped space. The booth smelled of old cigarette smoke and stale sweat. She looked through the thick glass. Tony pounded both fists against the pane. His mouth moved loudly, citing military regulations and demanding access. She could barely hear him through the soundproofing.

The Inspector did not waste time with requests. He simply unzipped his trousers and pulled out his cock.

"On your knees," he commanded.

Abby hesitated. She looked at Tony on the other side of the glass. The rain soaked Tony's blond hair flat against his skull. He slapped the glass again.

The Inspector put his heavy hand on the back of Abby's neck and forced her downward.

Abby hit the rubber floor mat hard. Her knees stung. The tight skirt restricted her movement, bunching up uncomfortably around her waist.

The man shoved his crotch forward. He bumped his thick cock roughly against her lips.

Abby opened her mouth.

He pushed all the way in. The civilian did not care about pacing. He did not care about her comfort or maintaining a clinical distance. He gripped the back of her head and began to throat-fuck her immediately.

Abby gagged. His pubic bone slammed against her nose. He dragged her head forward and pushed himself deep down her windpipe. She struggled to breathe. Her hands grabbed his thick thighs to steady herself. The denim fabric of his jeans felt rough and damp under her fingers.

Outside the glass, Tony threw his shoulder against the door frame. He tried the handle. He kicked the lower panel of the booth.

A group of dockworkers gathered around Tony. They wore heavy yellow raincoats and carried steel pry bars. They watched the scene inside the glass booth with open amusement.

"Leave off, mate," a balding dockworker shouted at Tony. He clapped a hand on Tony's wet shoulder. "He has got a job to do."

Tony spun around and slapped the stevedore's hand away. "She is a naval officer! She is a Sub-Lieutenant!"

The man laughed loudly. The other dockworkers joined in.

"No ranks for holes out here, mate!" the man sneered. "She is just another piece of meat for the city. Let the inspector get his nut."

Inside the booth, Abby choked. The Inspector pulled back just enough to let her suck in a quick breath, then rammed himself down her throat again. Saliva leaked from the corners of her mouth. She stared up through the glass.

She looked at Tony.

Tony stared back. He stood helpless among the jeering civilians. The military structure that had dictated every aspect of their lives offered zero protection on this concrete pier. He stopped hitting the glass. He just watched.

The Inspector grunted loudly. His grip on Abby's hair became painful. He pulled her head back forcefully, popping his cock out of her mouth with a wet, sloppy noise. He aimed his shaft at her chest.

Thick spurts of semen shot across her formal dress uniform. The white fluid splattered over the dark fabric of her tunic, soaking into the gold buttons and the ribbons on her breast.

Abby knelt on the floor mat. She coughed violently, trying to clear her windpipe. The Inspector let out a long breath and tucked his softening cock back into his trousers. He zipped up.

He reached across the small desk in the booth and grabbed a crumpled shipping manifest. He wiped the remaining wetness from his fingers and tossed the paper onto the floor beside Abby.

He unlocked the door and pushed it open.

"Ship passes inspection," he announced to the crowd outside.

The dockworkers cheered. The Inspector pushed his way through them and walked away down the pier.

Abby stumbled out of the booth. The cold rain hit her face immediately. Coughs wracked her body. She wiped her mouth, smearing saliva across her cheek. The semen glistened on her formal uniform.

Tony rushed to her side. He put his hands on her arms and held her upright.

"Abby," he said. He looked at the mess on her tunic. He reached into his pocket for a handkerchief.

Before he could offer it, a man in a pristine charcoal suit stepped under the overhang. He carried a large black umbrella.

It was Marlow Wells' personal steward.

The steward stopped in front of them. He showed absolutely no reaction to Abby's condition. He did not look at the semen coating her. He did not acknowledge Tony's wet, dishevelled uniform or the surrounding crowd of leering dockworkers.

He reached into his suit jacket and produced a sealed envelope.

"Lieutenant Riker. Sub-Lieutenant Chen," the steward spoke in a crisp, measured tone. "The Captain sent me to retrieve you."

Tony took the envelope with a shaking hand. He ripped it open and read the single sheet of thick paper inside.

"Retrieve us? Are we being summoned somewhere?" Tony asked.

"You are," the steward confirmed. "Grab your luggage. The Captain has altered his shore leave arrangements. You are to accompany him to his family estate immediately."

Abby stopped coughing. She looked at Tony. Tony folded the paper and looked back at her. The message was clear. They were not escaping the ship's rules on land. The rules were simply changing location.

"Get the bags," Abby told Tony. Her voice sounded raw from the throat-fucking.

Tony walked over to where they had dropped their duffel bags. He picked up both heavy canvas sacks. Abby stood in the rain and let the water wash over her face. She followed the steward toward the waiting black car. Tony walked behind her. Everybody watched them leave.

They reached the vehicle. A driver stepped out and opened the rear door to allow Abby to climb inside. The leather seats felt cold against her bare, damp thighs. Tony slid in next to her. The driver slammed the door, shutting out the noise of the harbour.

The car pulled away from the pier. Abby looked out the tinted window as they drove through the rain and silence.


Chapter 2

The car followed a second vehicle through the port gates. A sleek black saloon, identical to theirs, carrying Captain Wells. Abby could see the outline of his head through the rear window of the lead car. His steely grey hair showed no sign of thinning in his old age.

The port road merged with a dual carriageway, and the civilian world opened up around them. Abby pressed her forehead against the cold window glass and watched it pass by.

A woman in a charcoal pencil skirt and white blouse knelt on a park bench. A courier in lycra shorts stood in front of her, one hand gripping the back of her head, the other holding his bicycle upright. His hi-vis backpack still strapped to his shoulders. The woman's handbag sat neatly beside her on the bench. She bobbed her head forward and back. The courier checked his phone.

Traffic slowed at a pedestrian crossing. Through the rain-spattered glass, Abby saw a café with large front windows. Inside, a young woman in running gear was bent over a table. A man in a waxed jacket stood behind her, his hands ripping the fabric of her leggings. Other patrons sat at nearby tables with their coffees, not watching, but not not-watching. A waitress moved between them carrying a tray of pastries.

The lights changed. The car rolled forward.

A bus stop. Three women waited beneath the plastic shelter. One sat on the moulded seat with her skirt hiked up, a man in paint-spattered overalls kneeling between her legs. The other two stood on either side, scrolling their phones, their faces blank, just commuters accustomed to delays.

Tony shifted beside her. She felt his hand move across the leather seat and touch her fingers.

Abby pulled her hand away.

She didn't mean to. Or she did. She wasn't sure. Her fingers curled into her own lap, gripping the damp fabric of her skirt. She continued to stare through the glass.

"The ship had order, Tony." Her voice came out barely above a breath. "There were schedules. Rosters. Hayes managed it. Wells commanded it. It was awful but it was... structured."

She watched a naked woman being pressed against a power pole by two men in suits. One held her wrists above her head. The other was fumbling with her breasts.

"There is no order here." She whispered to herself.

Tony sat very still beside her. His hand remained where she'd left it, palm up on the leather, empty.

The car turned off the main road.

The movement was sudden; the driver simply wrenched the wheel left and manoeuvred the vehicle into a narrow side street. Brick walls rose on both sides, close enough that Abby could have touched them through an open window. Bins lined one wall. A rusted fire escape clung to the other.

The care stopped, and the engine idled as the sound of rain drummed on the roof. The driver put the gearbox into park and killed the headlamps. Then he twisted in his seat.

He was a thick-necked man in his forties. Close-cropped grey hair. A jaw that looked like it had been broken and set badly at least once. His suit was well-cut, charcoal like the steward's, but it sat on him differently. The collar was open, his tie was missing, and a gold chain sat against the tanned skin of his chest.

He looked at the pair in the back. But mainly, he looked at Abby.

"Transit relief break," he said.

Tony sat forward. "Excuse me?"

"Company policy. Drivers get a fifteen-minute relief break every ninety minutes of transit." He popped the button on his suit jacket and shrugged it off his shoulders. "Applies to all contracted vehicles servicing government personnel."

"We're following the Captain's car. We can't just stop in—"

"I know the route. We'll catch up." The man was already unbuckling his seatbelt. "Won't be long."

He climbed between the front seats.

The rear compartment of the town car was spacious. Legroom for six. A wide leather bench and a fold-down armrest between the rear passengers. The driver landed heavily in the gap between the front headrests and the rear seat, his bulk filling the space. The car rocked on its suspension.

He looked at Abby.

"Turn around, love."

Tony grabbed the man's forearm. "She is a naval officer, you can't just—"

The driver glanced at Tony's hand on his arm but didn't shake it off.

"Naval officer. Civilian officer. Shop girl. Makes no difference to the Mandate." He nodded at the red patch on Abby's sleeve. "Public Asset. Says so right there."

"You've all gone mental." Tony shook his head.

"You need to get with the program." He pulled his arm free from Tony's grip. "Sit back and let me take my break."

Tony looked at Abby.

Abby looked at the brick wall through the window. Rain ran down the glass in thick, crooked lines. She could hear the muffled patter on the roof. The leather seat creaked beneath the driver's weight.

She turned around.

She braced her hands on the central armrest and shifted her weight onto her knees. The leather was cold and slippery beneath her bare skin. Her skirt rode up immediately, bunching around her waist. The fishnets stretched tight across her thighs.

The driver's hands found her hips. He gripped the waistband of her underwear and yanked it sideways, shoved them out of the way. The elastic bit into her hip before settling in the crease of her thigh.

Abby heard his zipper pull down, the clink of a belt buckle, a familiar pattern. Then his cock pressed against her, blunt and hot and already hard.

He pushed inside. He sank into her in a stroke that forced the air from her lungs. She dug into the leather of the armrest. The car's suspension dipped under the shift of weight.

"Fuck," the driver breathed. "That's the stuff."

He pulled back and drove forward again. Hard. The impact jolted Abby forward, her elbows buckling, her chest dropping. He grabbed her hips tighter and hauled her back onto him, settling into a punishing pace.

Tony sat pressed against the door on his side of the seat. His shoulder blades ground into the cold glass. His knees were drawn in to avoid the driver's pumping legs. He was close enough to touch Abby. Close enough to feel the air gust from them with each piston. Close enough to see the driver's thick cock sliding in and out of her.

The driver slapped Abby's ass. A pink handprint bloomed instantly on her left cheek, visible beneath the rucked-up skirt.

He slapped her again on her other ass cheek. The sound cracked. Abby's body rocked forward with each impact, her breasts swinging beneath her, the gold buttons clicking against the chair.

"Tight little navy bird." The driver's breath was heavy. He slapped her again, same cheek, layering the sting. The skin flushed from pink to a deep red. "Better than the last lot. Last ship I drove for, the girls were all fat. Not as much fun in that."

He grabbed a fistful of her hair. Wet black strands wrapped around his thick fingers. He pulled her head back, arching her spine, and drove into her at a steeper angle. Abby gasped. Her mouth fell open. She let out a gasp, or was it a moan?

Tony's was seconds from ramming his fist into the driver's temple. Hearing his skull crack against the window would be a welcome sound. But as he imagined, the thoughts of prison filled his mind. He would lose his commission, he would love his freedom, and he would still lose Abby. The new rules were clear.

Abby's face, turned sideways, cheek pressed into her own shoulder. She looked deeply into Tony's eyes. It was oddly comforting.

The driver was grunting now. Low sounds betrayed that he was close. He released her hair and gripped both hips again, pulling her back to meet each stroke, using her weight as leverage. The car shook on its axles. The suspension creaked.

"Nearly there, love. Nearly... fuck..."

His rhythm broke. He slammed forward one final time and held himself there, buried to the hilt, his fingers leaving white dents in the flesh of her hips. He groaned through clenched teeth. His cock kicked inside her as his love filled her up. Abby felt the heat of it, the thick pulse of his cum filling her and kept looking at Tony as she waited for it to stop.

The driver held the position, breathing hard as he enjoyed his release. Then he pulled out.

Abby felt the immediate slide of his cum leaking from her. It ran warm down her leg, soaking into the top of her fishnet stocking.

The driver shuffled backward, fixed himself up, and climbed back between the front seats. He dropped into the driver's position with a heavy thud that rocked the car again. He adjusted his suit jacket back over his shoulders. Checked his hair in the rearview mirror, smoothing a displaced strand back into place with his index finger.

He put the car in drive. Flicked the headlamps on. Checked both wing mirrors. Then reversed out of the alley and rejoined the main road.

In the back seat, Abby was shaking. Small tremors that ran through her body in irregular waves. She gripped the edge of the armrest, trying to steady herself.

Tony reached out and placed his hand on the small of her back. She didn't pull away this time.


Chapter 3

The Wells family estate was a Georgian manor. Three storeys of pale stone, symmetrical wings extending from a central portico, twelve tall windows across the front face. Ivy crawled up the eastern wing. The gravel forecourt was large enough to park a dozen cars. Two were already there: a black Range Rover and a red Porsche, both spattered with road mud.

The pair of black cars crunched to a halt on the gravel. The Captain's driver opened his door first. Wells emerged from the rear of the lead car, his overcoat folded over one arm, his posture always proper.

Tony opened his own door and stepped out into the rain. He circled the car and opened Abby's side. She climbed out. The gravel shifted under her heels. Cold air hit the damp patches on her uniform, and she shivered.

They stood side by side in the drizzle, their duffel bags at their feet, looking up at the house. Rain dripped from the portico guttering. The windows were lit with warm light that looked staged, like a photograph in a magazine.

The heavy oak front door swung open.

The woman standing in the doorway was not what Abby had expected.

The woman wore a French maid's outfit that would have been rejected from a fancy dress shop for being too small. The black satin bodice was cut so low her breasts were practically resting on top of it, pushed together into a deep line of cleavage. The skirt was a ruffle of white lace that ended two inches below her crotch. Sheer black stockings ran down her legs to stiletto heels. A tiny white apron was tied around her waist, purely decorative, covering nothing. A lace headband sat perched in her purple-dyed hair.

She was bouncing on her toes, eyes wide and bright.

"Welcome, welcome, welcome!" Sarah's voice was high and warm, almost breathless. She clapped her hands together and stepped back to make room in the doorway. "Come in, come in. You must be freezing. Oh, look at you, soaked through. Let me take those coats."

She reached for Tony first. Her fingers worked the buttons of his overcoat before he could react, and as she pulled it from his shoulders, she pressed herself against his arm. The soft weight of her breasts compressed against his bicep through the thin satin. She held the contact for a beat too long, looking up at him through her lashes with a warm, inviting smile.

"A Navy man," she breathed. "We don't get enough of those around here. I'm Sarah, Marlow's daughter-in-law."

"T… Tony," he managed.

A soft giggle escaped her. She hung his coat on the coat rack behind the door and turned to Abby.

"And you must be the award-winning communications girl I heard about." Sarah took Abby's damp jacket and hung it beside Tony's. She looked Abby up and down, noting the semen stain on the tunic, the dishevelled hair, the red Public Asset patch. "Rough ride?"

Abby said nothing. Sarah didn't seem to need a response. She was already turning away, heels staccatoing on the floor of the foyer, her tiny skirt flouncing with each step, exposing the lower curve of her bare ass.

The foyer was grand. Black and white tiles. A sweeping staircase with an iron banister. Oil paintings of ships in heavy gold frames. A grandfather clock ticked against the far wall. The air smelled of wood polish and something delicious cooking.

Captain Wells strode past them without a glance and disappeared through a doorway to the left.

"Father!"

The voice boomed from somewhere deeper in the house. Heavy footsteps followed, and then David Wells filled the hallway.

He was a big man. Broader than his father, thicker through the chest and arms, with a rugby player's neck and hands that could palm a basketball. He wore a white linen shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows, dark jeans, and brown leather boots. His dark hair was cropped close to his skull. He grinned widely.

"There he is. The old man himself." David wrapped his arms around his father and squeezed. Wells tolerated the embrace for exactly two seconds before disengaging with a firm hand on his son's shoulder.

"David."

"You look well, Dad. Christ, you look better than when you left. The sea agrees with you."

A second figure appeared behind David. Samson Wells was leaner than his brother, smaller-framed, with short brown hair and blue eyes that moved quickly around the room, cataloguing everything. He wore a fitted suit with no tie, the top button of his white shirt undone. A slim watch gleamed on his wrist. One would expect such a man to be less than confident. But Samson didn't betray a hint of hesitancy.

"Dad." Samson extended his hand. Wells took it and shook it once. Firm. Brief.

"Samson. You've filled out."

"Top salesman now." Samson's mouth curved up at one corner. "Corporate life agrees with me."

"I heard. Your mother sent the clipping."

A sound from the staircase. Abby looked up.

The woman descending the stairs moved with absolute awareness of every eye in the room. She was stunning. Mid-fifties, Colombian, with dark skin and thick black hair swept back from her face in an elegant twist. Her gown was emerald green, floor-length, and slit to the upper thigh on the left side. The neckline plunged so far it exposed the inner curves of both breasts almost to the navel, held in place by what appeared to be a wish and a prayer. A thin gold chain sat against her collarbone. She was Wells' second wife. Isabella.

She descended the final step and crossed the foyer to her husband. She kissed him on both cheeks. Loving but formal. Wells placed one hand briefly on her hip.

"Marlow. Welcome home."

"Issy. The house looks well."

"It always does."

"These guests are Lieutenant Tony Riker, Sub-Lieutenant Abby Chen." The two managed a polite greeting despite the circumstances, "Aren't we missing someone?"

Marcie Sinclair stepped into the foyer.

Her dress was evocative. Sheer fabric, nude-coloured, that clung to every curve and left nothing to the imagination. Her large breasts were visible through the material, nipples pressing against the gossamer-thin silk. The dress reached her ankles, but the transparency rendered the length meaningless. A thin gold belt cinched her waist. Her long, wavy brown hair was blown out and glossy, falling past her shoulders. Black glasses sat on her nose, but they didn't make her look bookish. They made her look like a weapon of intellect, and her body matched the measure.

She shook Tony's hand first. Her grip was firm. Her hazel eyes locked onto his and held. She smiled, and the smile contained no warmth. It was the expression of someone calculating your value.

"Lieutenant. Marcie Sinclair. Director of Internal Morale and Asset Compliance at MayZing." She let the title sit for a moment. "It's wonderful to meet some of father's fellow crewmates." She took Abby's hand next. The grip lingered. Marcie's eyes saw right through her soul. "Sub-Lieutenant. We should talk later. I think we have a lot in common."

David clapped his hands together. The sound was a gunshot in the foyer.

"Right. Enough standing about. Sarah, you've been begging for a treat all day. Why don't you welcome our naval guest properly?"

Sarah's face lit up. Her entire body responded to the instruction, straightening, brightening, her hands coming together in front of her chest.

"Really? Oh, David. You're so good to me."

She squealed, high-pitched and giddy. She dropped to the floor so fast her knees hit the wood with a sharp crack. She was on her knees in front of Tony before he'd processed what David had said.

Her fingers attacked his belt buckle. She yanked the leather free of the prong and whipped it through the loops in one fluid motion. The belt clattered onto the tiles behind her. Her fingers found his zipper and pulled it down.

Tony stepped back. His heel hit the wall.

"I'm not... this isn't..." He looked past Sarah, past David's grinning face, past Samson's cool assessment. He looked directly at Captain Wells.

Wells stood beside the grandfather clock. His arms were folded. His expression was flat, unreadable.

"Sir." Tony's voice attempted formality. "I'd prefer to decline."

Wells regarded him for several seconds. The clock ticked beside his shoulder.

"Accept the hospitality, Lieutenant. You wouldn't want to be rude."

Tony stood with his back pressed against the entrance hall wall, his belt gone, his trousers sagging at his waist. Sarah knelt in front of him, looking up with wide, eager eyes, her lips parted, her tongue resting on her lower lip. Waiting.

She reached into his open fly and pulled his cock free.

She wrapped both hands around the base and slid her mouth over him. Her lips sealed tight around his shaft. A moan vibrated through her, low and genuine, as if she was enjoying something she had been waiting for, for hours.

She pulled back slowly, dragging her lips along his length, then dove forward again. Hungrily, her head bobbed with enthusiasm, her purple hair swinging, her inner cheeks pushing against his cock with each aggressive suck. Saliva gathered at the corners of her mouth and ran down her chin. She let it drip onto her breasts.

"Mmm." The sound was muffled around his cock. She pulled off just long enough to gasp. "God, you taste good. Salty. Like the ocean." She plunged back down, taking his whole length down, her nose pressed against his stomach, her throat bulging around his length.

David leaned against the staircase banister and folded his massive arms across his chest. "Told you she's been eager. Hasn't had a new cock in three days. She's been climbing the walls."

Samson stood beside Marcie. His arm rested casually around her waist, his fingers hooked in the gold belt at her hip. He watched his sister-in-law suck off the Navy lieutenant as if it were simply a television show.

Marcie adjusted her glasses and tilted her head as Isabella sipped from a glass of white wine that seemed to have materialised from nowhere.

Tony's hands were flat against the wall behind him. He stared at the ceiling. A hairline crack ran from the light fitting to the cornice. He traced it with his eyes. He tried to catalogue the moulding pattern.

Sarah's mouth was relentless. She used her hands and her lips and her tongue in coordinated waves, twisting, sucking, stroking, moaning against his cock. She looked up at him as she worked, her eyes bright with undisguised bliss; her expression was one of total, rapturous gratitude. She was thanking him for the feast.

"Oh, fuck," she gasped, pulling off for air. Her saliva covered Tony's cock. She licked it away and took him deep again, her hand coming up to massage his balls. "So big. You Navy boys are so big."

Tony's body was responding. He didn't want it to. He wanted to stay rigid and unmoved, to wall himself off the way he'd done on the ship, to retreat into the cold geometry of his drawings and his rules. But Sarah's mouth was wet and hot and desperate, and her genuine, uncomplicated pleasure was corrosive.

She wanted this. She wanted him in her mouth, wanted to taste him, wanted to make him cum. And the absence of reluctance, the total void of hesitation in every stroke and suck and moan, dissolved something in Tony's chest that he'd been holding rigid since the Mandate began.

He groaned. The sound escaped before he could catch it. His hips pushed forward, a small involuntary thrust that drove his cock deeper into Sarah's willing throat.

She moaned in response and increased her efforts, bobbing faster, sucking harder, her hands working the base of his shaft.

Abby watched.

She watched Tony's face change. Watched the tension in his body drop. Watched his eyes close, the crease between his brows smoothing out. Watched his hands lift slowly from the wall behind him, hover in the air for a moment, then drop.

His fingers sank into Sarah's purple hair.

He gripped, guiding her head forward, feeding himself deeper into her mouth. His hips rocked in time with her bobbing, meeting her halfway, establishing a pace that was his, not hers.

Sarah moaned louder. She grabbed the backs of his thighs and pulled him closer, welcoming the control, her body humming against his.

Tony fucked her mouth. Stroke after stroke. His face slack, his breathing heavy, his grip tangled deep in her hair.

Then he stopped. He opened his eyes. He looked across the foyer and found Abby.

Their eyes met.

Abby's face was still. She didn't look angry. She didn't look hurt. She just... looked. And whatever Tony saw there made him close his eyes again and surrender the rest of the way.

He came with a defeated groan. His cock pulsed in Sarah's mouth, and she swallowed greedily, her throat working around him, not spilling a drop. She held him there until the last tremor passed, then pulled back slowly, cleaning his shaft with her tongue as she went, leaving him glistening and spent.

She sat back on her heels and licked her lips.

"Thank you," she giggled. She turned her head toward David. "Can I... David, you promised. Can I take care of Daddy now? You said I could when he got home."

David pushed off the banister. He scratched the stubble on his jaw, considering.

"Wasn't supposed to tell him the surprise until after dinner." He glanced at his father. Then shrugged. "Ah, go on then."

Sarah crawled across the floor and stopped in front of Captain Wells.

Wells looked down at her. His expression hadn't changed since entering the house. He stood exactly as he'd stood on the bridge of his ship, hands at his sides, spine straight, face unreadable. He glanced at David.

"She's very well trained."

"Best investment I ever made," David said. "Go on, Sarah. Show Dad what you've learned."

Sarah reached for the Captain's belt with the same hunger she had for Tony. She unfastened the buckle and opened his trousers. His cock was soft, resting heavy against his thigh. She took it in both hands, cupping him, and leaned forward.

She licked the length of him. Base to tip, slow, worshipful. She rolled her tongue against the underside, tracing the thick vein that ran along his shaft. Wells' cock stirred. Thickened. Began to rise in her grip.

She took the head between her lips and sucked. Gently at first, coaxing her stepfather's cock to expand further. Her tongue swirled around the tip while her hand stroked the shaft, working in tandem, bringing him to full hardness. He grew in her mouth, and she adjusted her mouth to accommodate him.

Wells looked down at his daughter-in-law on her knees, her purple hair falling across his thighs, her mouth stretched around his cock.

"Impressive," he said.

David beamed.


Chapter 4

The dining room sat at the heart of the house. A long dining room table ran its full length, set for a formal dinner. Crystal wine glasses caught the candlelight. Heavy silver cutlery flanked bone-white china plates. A carved roast beef dominated the centre, flanked by tureens of roasted potatoes, steamed vegetables, and a gravy boat the size of a small ship. The room smelled of rendered fat and red wine and old money.

Captain Marlow Wells sat at the head of the table. His chair was taller than the others, high-backed oak with carved armrests, and he commanded the room just like he commanded the HMS Duty. He was an imposing figure.

David sat to his father's right. He poured himself a generous measure of Bordeaux from the decanter and pushed it toward Samson, who sat opposite.

Samson filled his own glass. He held it up to the light, examining the colour with an appraiser's eye, then set it down beside his plate. His suit jacket hung on the back of his chair. His cufflinks were gold.

Tony was seated beside Samson. His place setting was identical to the others, but he felt the difference in his bones. He was an outsider. The chair was the same height, but he felt lower.

At the far end of the table, separated from the men was Isabella Wells. A fresh glass of red wine sat at her right hand. She carved a slice of beef onto her plate and began to eat, cutting each piece into precise squares.

Between the high-backed chairs, on the floor, the women knelt.

Three silk cushions had been placed for them to rest on. Burgundy, tasselled at the corners, the kind you'd see in a stately home roped off for tourists. Marcie knelt beside Samson's chair. She was upright, hands folded on her thighs, her back straight. She looked comfortable.

Sarah occupied the cushion beside David's chair, her maid's outfit riding up as she settled in beside him. She fidgeted, shifting her weight, bouncing slightly, her energy barely contained.

A fourth cushion sat beside Tony's chair. It was empty. Abby stood next to it. She looked at the cushion. Then at Tony.

Tony's fork was in his hand. He hadn't served himself yet. He stared at the cushion and then back at her.

"Sit down, Sub-Lieutenant." Wells' voice carried from the head of the table. He didn't look up from his plate.

Abby obeyed. She lowered herself down beside Tony's chair. The silk was smooth. She folded her hands in her lap, trying to mirror the other girls.

Tony opened his mouth to protest, but then said nothing. He served himself a slice of beef.

David carved a thick slab from the roast and dropped it onto his plate. He forked a pile of potatoes beside it and drowned the lot in gravy.

"So, Dad." He chewed with his mouth open. "How's the Mandate treating the Navy? The lads getting their fair share?"

Wells set his knife and fork down parallel on his plate. He dabbed his mouth with the corner of his napkin.

"The Mandate is a logistical exercise, David. No different from provisioning or watch rotations. You assign resources, you manage distribution, you monitor compliance. It functions."

David snorted. He gestured with his fork, flicking a droplet of gravy onto the tablecloth. "Logistical exercise. Listen to him. You make it sound like filing taxes."

"Taxes are also a logistical exercise."

"Come on." David leaned back in his chair, spreading his knees wide. His hand dropped to Sarah's head like a lap dog, idly stroking her hair. She leaned into the touch. "It's more than logistics, Dad. It's nature. It's the way things were always supposed to be. Men on top. Women underneath. Literally." He laughed at his own joke. "Nature gave us this power. The government finally caught up."

"Nature had nothing to do with it," Wells replied. "Parliament did. And Parliament acts on what works."

"You're both wrong."

Samson's voice was quiet, but it cut through the table talk cleanly. He picked up his wine glass, swirled it once, and drank. Then he set it down and looked at his father, then his brother, giving each of them equal weight.

"It's not logistics, and it's not nature. It's market economics."

David rolled his eyes. "Here we go."

"No, listen." Samson leaned forward. He placed both hands flat on the table, fingers spread. "Before the Mandate, you had an inefficient market. Massive oversupply of unmet demand. Male depression, declining productivity, social fragmentation. The demand existed, but access was restricted by outdated social contracts. The Mandate removed the friction."

He reached down without looking and placed his hand on Marcie's face. She tilted her head up toward him, her eyes steady behind her glasses.

"Compliance is a commodity," Samson said. He looked at his father. "Marcie was a secretary before. Good at her job, but replaceable. Now she's Director of Internal Morale and Asset Compliance. She trains other women to be as productive as she is. Her salary skyrocketed. Our branch's revenue is up forty-seven per cent." He glanced down at her. "Tell them."

Marcie straightened on her cushion. Her voice was clear and corporate, the boardroom diction polished smooth.

"The integrated asset model treats female compliance as a measurable KPI. We track utilisation rates, satisfaction scores, and correlate them against quarterly revenue." She pushed her glasses up her nose. "The numbers don't lie. Every branch that implemented the model outperformed projections by at least thirty per cent."

David laughed and shook his head. "KPIs. Utilisation rates. You two are unbelievable." He stabbed a potato with his fork. "Leave it to you two to make unlimited pussy sound boring."

"The Mandate is a growth engine." Samson didn't blink. "The branches that treat the Mandate as some kind of boys' club are the ones underperforming. The ones that professionalise it, systematise it, put structure around it? Those are the ones printing money." He looked at his father. "You'd understand that, Dad. You run a ship the same way."

Wells considered this. He cut a precise square of beef, chewed, swallowed.

"There's merit in your framework," he said. "Though you underestimate the disciplinary component. A market without enforcement is anarchy. The Navy learned that lesson centuries ago."

"Fair point," Samson conceded. "But enforcement without incentive is a prison. You need both."

David waved his fork dismissively. "You lot can theorise all night. Meanwhile, the rest of us are enjoying the golden age." He scooped some vegetables into his mouth. "Right, enough talk. I'm bored. Sarah."

Sarah looked up at David, her face bright.

"Go and get Sammy warmed up for dinner."

Sarah crawled out from under the table on her hands and knees. She shuffled across the floor, the tiny maid's skirt flipping up with each movement, showing the bare curve of her ass to the room. She reached Samson's chair and positioned herself between his legs. She nuzzled her cheek against his thigh before unfastening his trousers.

Samson leaned back. He picked up his wine glass and took a sip as Sarah freed his cock. She wrapped both hands around the base and licked the tip, a slow, circling pass of her tongue.

"There's a good girl," David called out. "Show him those KPIs."

Sarah giggled around Samson's cock, the vibration drawing a low exhale from him. She took him deep, her lips stretching around his girth, her head beginning to bob. Samson continued to drink his wine.

"Speaking of KPIs," Samson said, his voice steady despite Sarah's mouth working him under the table, "Marcie, why don't you go and introduce yourself to the Captain properly?"

Marcie rose from her cushion. She moved around the table, the sheer dress floating around her legs. She stopped beside Captain Wells and sank to her knees.

Wells watched her approach with detached interest. He set down his cutlery.

Marcie reached for his trousers. Her fingers were quick and sure. She unbuckled his belt and opened his fly, drawing his cock out. It reminded her of David's cock, the same general shape. She took it in both hands and looked up at him.

"Captain Wells." Her voice was warm and professional. "It's an honour to finally meet you. Samson speaks so highly of his father."

She lowered her head and took the tip between her lips. A gentle suck, her tongue doing what she was so skilled at now doing. Her right hand stroked the shaft in tandem, the coordination seamless.

Wells picked up his knife and fork. He cut another square of beef. He chewed while Marcie sucked his cock beneath the table, her head bobbing steadily between his thighs. He showed no more reaction than if she were pouring his wine.

Marcie increased her pace. She was treating the blowjob like a test. She worked his cock with focus, each stroke of her tongue and hand calibrated for maximum effect and minimum wasted effort. Her lips sealed tight around him. She twisted her wrist at the base, applying pressure in the exact spot that made his thigh muscles tense.

Wells' knife paused mid-cut. A flicker crossed his stern face. Then he resumed eating.

At the other end of the table, Isabella sipped her wine. She observed the scene with graceful composure.

David reached across the table and hooked his fingers into the neckline of Isabella's emerald gown. He pulled the fabric down. The movement was rough, careless, yanking the bodice below her breasts. They spilled free, full and dark-skinned, swaying with the sudden release.

Isabella's wine glass didn't waver. She looked at David.

"The garden needs attention, Marlow," she said, directing her voice down the table to her husband. "The gardener has been useless since April. The roses are half dead."

David pinched Isabella's left nipple between his thumb and forefinger. He twisted it playfully. Isabella's breath caught, the smallest stutter, and then she took another sip of wine.

"The eastern beds in particular," she continued. Her voice remained level. "I've been considering a landscape architect. Someone from the countryside, perhaps."

David cupped Isabella's right breast, squeezing, then leaned across the corner of the table and lowered his mouth to her nipple. He sucked loudly, his tongue lapping at the dark skin, teeth grazing the stiffened tip.

Isabella sat very still. She held her wine glass at chest height, the red liquid level, not a drop spilled. Her free hand rested on the table beside her plate.

"The gardener stays," Wells said from the far end, Marcie's head still working between his legs. "He's been with the family for fifteen years. Send him on a course."

"A course." Isabella's lip twitched. David had moved to her left breast, sucking and biting, his big hand kneading the right. "Marlow, the man can barely operate a lawnmower."

"Then teach him. Or supervise him yourself. You have the time."

David pulled back from Isabella's breast and reached for his wine.

"Reckon she's got plenty of time," David grinned. "When she's getting plowed by the help."

Isabella looked at David. She didn't dignify it with a response.

Wells pushed his chair back. He stood, pulling Marcie's mouth off his cock. She was sad that she hadn't brought her father-in-law to completion.

"Issy." Wells circled the table. His cock was fully erect, thick and hard. He stopped behind his wife's chair. He placed one hand on her bare shoulder. "Stand up."

Isabella set her wine glass down. She rose. The emerald gown hung loose around her waist, the bodice pulled down to her stomach.

Wells bent her forward over the table. Her palms pressed flat against the surface, between the gravy boat and a plate of roasted carrots. He gathered the green silk and pushed it up over her hips. She wore nothing underneath.

He entered her from behind. A ship returning to safe harbour. Isabella moaned as he entered.

The Captain began to fuck her. Steady as she goes.

His hips drove forward, withdrew, drove forward again. The table shifted a fraction with each stroke, sending the silverware clinking against the china.

Isabella's breasts squished beneath her, crinkling the tablecloth. Her face was composed. She turned her head to the side and addressed the room at large.

"The gravy is getting cold."

Samson laughed. A genuine sound, warm and surprised. He looked at Tony.

"She's something, isn't she?"

Tony had been cutting the same piece of beef for ninety seconds. He looked up at Samson. Then back down at Abby, kneeling beside his chair. She was watching Isabella get fucked across the dinner table.

Marcie appeared beside Abby. She had crawled back around the table from Wells' end. She crouched next to Abby's cushion and leaned close.

"You should keep your man happy," Marcie whispered. Her voice was friendly, almost conspiratorial. "They get tense if they're just sitting there watching. Best get used to your new position."

Abby blinked.

Marcie held her gaze. Those hazel eyes, magnified slightly behind the black frames, held no cruelty. She was calm and pragmatic. She was a woman who'd crossed every line and found solid ground on the other side.

"It's easier when you stop fighting it," Marcie added. She squeezed Abby's knee once, then moved back to Samson's side.

Tony stared at his plate. The roast beef sat in a pool of cooling gravy. Sarah's sucking sounds came from under the table near Samson. Wells fucked Isabella as her moans grew louder. This was quite the dinner party.

If I don't blend in, Hayes and the Captain will punish Abby.

The thought was there again. Same logic he'd built in his notebook. Same hollow construction. But now surrounded by money and women. The structure of it held, but not because it was sound. Because the alternative was worse.

Tony pushed his chair back.

"Abby."

She looked up at him.

"Come here."

She rose from the cushion. Her knees were stiff. She stood beside his chair, her body angled toward him, waiting.

Tony unfastened his trousers. His cock was already hard. He hadn't wanted it to be, but the sounds and sights of the room had done their work despite everything. He pulled it free and looked at Abby.

She knelt. She took him in her mouth.

The warmth of her was familiar. Known. Her lips closed around him, she began to work, the same technique she'd refined through weeks of service, but with something underneath that was only for him. A softness in the pressure. A pause at the base where she held him in her throat a beat longer than protocol required.

Tony closed his eyes. The sounds of the dining room washed over him. Silver on china. Wine being poured. The sounds of Wells and Isabella fucking. Sarah gagging happily on Samson.

He let Abby suck him for several minutes, and he felt the tension in his chest loosen with each stroke of her tongue.

Then he opened his eyes. He pulled her up.

"Turn around."

She turned. She braced her hands on the edge of the table, between his plate and Samson's wine glass. Tony pushed her skirt up. He stood behind her and slid inside. She was wet. She was always wet now, her body conditioned to respond regardless of context, and the thought made his stomach twist even as the pleasure surged through him.

He fucked her roughly against the table. The purposeful, claiming strokes of a man staking a flag. Abby gripped the table edge, her head bowed, her breath coming in sharp, quiet gasps. Her eyes met her hostess's.

Isabella was bent over the same table, Wells still driving into her from behind. Both women bent over the dinner table, both being fucked, both holding on. Isabella's face was composed, regal, untouched by the indignity of it, even as her moans grew louder. She gave Abby the smallest smile.

Tony came. He spilled inside her with a groan, he buried against her shoulder, his forehead pressing into the back of her uniform, his hands gripping her hips. He held the position, breathing hard, then pulled out slowly and lowered himself back into his chair.

He pulled up his trousers. He picked up his knife and fork.

"This beef is excellent, Mrs Wells," Tony said. His voice was even. He cut a piece and chewed.

Wells had finished with Isabella around the same time. He withdrew, tucked himself away, and returned to his chair at the head of the table. Isabella straightened, adjusted her gown to cover her breasts, and sat back down. She picked up her wine glass.

"Thank you, Lieutenant," Isabella said. "It's Richardford. Local farm."

Marcie, having watched the whole ordeal from close, moved towards Tony's legs. She pushed his chair in slightly, making room for herself beneath the table, and took his softening cock in her mouth. Cleaning him first with slow, thorough licks, then gently sucking, keeping him warm while he ate. Her glasses bumped against his thigh. She adjusted them with one hand and continued.

Tony ate his roast beef. He made polite conversation with his Captain about the deployment, the storm, the navigation challenges of the Atlantic crossing. Marcie's mouth worked him steadily below. His cock hardened again in her grip.

Across the table, Abby was no longer beside his chair.

David had pulled her onto his lap. She straddled him, facing away from the table, her uniform now completely removed. David's thick cock was buried inside her, and his big hands gripped her tits as he bounced her in his lap. Her head fell back against his broad shoulder. Her mouth hung open.

"Fuck me, she's tight," David announced to the table. "No wonder the old man kept this one close." He slapped Abby's thigh and drove up into her harder.

Tony watched for a moment. Then he looked down at his plate. He cut another piece of beef. He chewed. He swallowed.

"More wine, Lieutenant?" Isabella asked, lifting the decanter.

"Please," Tony said.

She poured.


Chapter 5

The master suite occupied the entire western wing's second floor. The ceiling was vaulted, painted with faded frescoes of naval battles and sea gods in chariots pulled by dolphins. The bed was a four-poster king, dark oak, draped in cream linen and piled with pillows. A marble fireplace dominated the far wall, cold and unlit. Heavy curtains framed the tall windows. Beyond them, the estate grounds dissolved into black.

David was the first through the door. He walked the length of the room, whisky tumbler in hand, and dropped into a leather armchair positioned near the foot of the bed. He swirled the amber liquid and drank. Then he set the glass on the side table and clapped his hands together once.

"Right. Dinner was fun. Bit chaotic though." He looked at the women filing in behind the men. Sarah, Marcie, Abby, Isabella. "Chaos is fun, but this will be better."

Samson followed, loosening his collar, two buttons already undone. He carried the Bordeaux decanter and four cut-crystal tumblers stacked in his other hand. He set them on the dresser and began pouring measures of scotch from a bottle that was already waiting there, the staff apparently having anticipated the evening's migration upstairs.

Captain Wells entered last. He surveyed the room the way he surveyed his bridge. One slow pass. Then he removed his watch from his waistcoat pocket, checked the time, and placed it on the mantelpiece beside a small brass carriage clock.

Tony stood just inside the doorway. His jacket was off, his shirt untucked. Marcie's saliva had dried on his cock, and the wine sat heavy and warm in his stomach. The bed looked inviting, and so did Abby.

She stood between Sarah and Marcie, still naked from the dining room. Her uniform was somewhere downstairs, draped over a chair or crumpled on the floor. Sarah was bouncing again, her maid's outfit askew, one breast nearly free of the satin bodice. Marcie had removed her sheer dress entirely at some point on the stairs. She stood in nothing but her glasses and gold belt, utterly unashamed, her large breasts bare, her wavy brown hair falling past her shoulders. Isabella had gathered her emerald gown around her waist but hadn't bothered pulling the bodice back up. Her breasts swayed as she walked to the window and poured herself more wine from a bottle already breathing on the sill.

David stood up from the armchair.

"Line up ladies."

He said it casually, as he pointed at the bed.

"Backs against the mattress. Bend over backward. Legs apart."

Sarah moved first. She crossed to the bed, turned, and pressed the backs of her thighs against the high mattress edge. She leaned backward, arching her spine, her shoulder blades sinking into the cream linen. Her legs spread wide. The maid's skirt rode up to her waist. She wore nothing underneath but a thinly trimmed strip of purple pointing like an arrow to her pussy.

Marcie followed. She took the spot beside Sarah, settling her back against the mattress, casually, like taking her seat at a board meeting. She adjusted her glasses, tucked her hair behind her ears, and spread her legs. Her pussy was waxed smooth. She placed her hands flat on the linen beside her hips and looked straight ahead.

Isabella set her wine glass on the windowsill. She unzipped the emerald gown and let it pool at her feet. Underneath, nothing. She was fifty, but her body carried it with a gravity that the younger women couldn't replicate. Full breasts, wide hips, dark skin unmarked by surgery or apology. She walked to the bed and took the third position, bending backward, her spine settling into the mattress, her thighs falling open with an elegance that made the posture look almost regal.

Three women in a row, bent backward over the edge of the king-sized bed, legs spread, bodies open and waiting.

All eyes turned to Abby.

She stood in the middle of the room. Naked. Her lean body was marked with the evening's use: faint pink on her hips from David's grip during dinner, a slight redness between her thighs. She looked at the bed. She looked at the three women already arranged there like offerings on an altar.

"Your spot's at the end, love," David said. He pointed at the empty space beside Isabella.

Abby walked to the bed. Her bare feet were silent on the thick carpet. She turned, pressed her back against the mattress edge, and bent backward. She opened her legs.

Four women. Shoulder to shoulder. A row of exposed flesh stretched across the width of the massive bed. Eight legs spread. Four pussies displayed.

Samson laughed. He handed scotch tumblers to his father and Tony, keeping one for himself. "Well, I should have expected this. It looks like an assembly line." He clinked his glass against David's. "You missed your calling. Should've gone into manufacturing."

David grinned and loosened his belt. "The only hard work I want to be doing is inside these lovely ladies."

The men loosened their trousers. Cocks free and ready for the offering in front of them. Tony was hard. It had been hard since Sarah lay down. He didn't examine why; he was beyond that now.

David orchestrated the positions. He pointed at each man and each woman, assigning starting stations like a foreman directing workers to their machines.

"Dad, start with Sarah. She's been wanting you inside her all night. Sam, take your girl. Tony..." David looked at him. Assessed. Then pointed at Isabella. "Start with mum. I'll take the Navy girl."

David walked over to Abby at the end of the line.

"The rule is simple," David announced. He gripped his cock at the base, stroking himself to full hardness. "Couple of minutes each. Then we rotate. Every man gets every woman." He looked at Tony. "No skipping. No favourites. We sample the whole buffet."

Samson was already stepping between Marcie's legs. She looked up at him with pure love and desire. He pressed the head of his cock against her entrance and pushed inside. Her lips parted as she bit her lower lip.

"There we go," Samson murmured. He began thrusting, rolling his hips like he was stretching before a workout.

Wells positioned himself in front of Sarah. She was already reaching for him, her hands grabbing at his hips, pulling him toward her.

"Please, Daddy." Her voice was breathy, desperate. "Please, please, I've been so good tonight, I've been waiting—"

Wells gripped the insides of her thighs and entered her. Sarah's back bowed off the mattress. She let out a wail of ecstasy.

David lined himself up with Abby. His massive cock pressed against her opening. He liked what he sampled downstairs, and he wanted more.

He drove inside.

Abby's body shifted backward on the mattress from the force of David's cock. David grabbed her legs and hauled her back onto him, pushing himself to the hilt.

"Oh, yeah." He rolled his neck. "Tight as fuck, this one."

Tony stood between Isabella's open thighs. His cock pointed at her, rigid, the tip brushing against her.

Isabella lay with her hands behind her head. Her gaze was fixed upward, studying the ceiling fresco above her, or perhaps just existing somewhere beyond the room entirely. Her face was serene. Her dark eyes traced the painted figures of Poseidon and his trident while she waited for this stranger to enter her.

Tony pushed inside.

The heat of her engulfed him. She was wet. She was ready. But she gave nothing beyond the physical. No sound. No shift in expression. She lay there and received him with passive acceptance.

He began to move. He plunged his length deep inside her pussy. Isabella's body rocked gently with each stroke. Her breasts jiggled with each movement that Tony made. Her dark nipples pointed at the ceiling. Tony reached out and held on to them. He was certain from the feel that Mrs Well's breasts were natural.

The bed frame moaned almost as loudly as the women. A wave of bodies moving in loose coordination. David set the fastest tempo, hammering into Abby with grunting enthusiasm. Samson maintained a controlled, metronomic pace inside Marcie. Wells fucked Sarah with a steady pace. And Tony drove into Isabella and felt the absence of her attention.

Her body absorbed his thrusts, her pussy gripped him, her warmth surrounded him, but she was elsewhere. Studying the frescoes. Thinking about her roses. Planning tomorrow's menu. He was a function being performed upon her, and she endured it the way she endured awkward dinner conversations.

And it made him feel powerful.

The absence of her engagement meant the absence of her judgment. She wasn't watching him become this. She wasn't cataloguing his transformation the way Abby would, filing it alongside every other betrayal. Isabella simply let him use her body for his needs without any complication.

Tony thrust harder. His hands gripped her tits harder. He felt his cock get harder.

"Switch!" David barked.

The men pulled out and shifted one position to the left. A rotation. An assembly line.

Tony moved from Isabella to Marcie.

She was waiting for him. Legs spread and ready, her glasses slightly askew from Samson's efforts. She looked directly at him as he stepped between her thighs. Dead centre of her focus.

He pushed inside her. She was slick from Samson, hot and open, and she took his full length without flinching. She smiled as Tony entered all the way in.

"Good insertion, Lieutenant." Her voice was steady despite the cock buried inside her. She pushed her glasses up her nose. "Strong angle of approach. Firm but not aggressive. That's a seven out of ten on entry technique."

Tony blinked.

"Your stamina in the dining room was impressive." She rolled her hips, grinding against him. "Sustained performance under social pressure. Most men lose focus in group settings. You maintained completion despite environmental distraction."

He began to thrust. She took each stroke with controlled composure, her body absorbing the impacts, her breasts bouncing with each push. Her eyes never left his. She kept that measured, professional gaze locked on him, appraising his performance like a quarterly review.

"Deeper," she instructed. "There. Yes. Consistent depth is key. Most men vary too much. Stay in that range."

Tony obeyed. His hips followed her instruction. She was managing him, and he was letting her.

Marcie wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him tighter. Her pussy clenched around him, a deliberate squeeze that made his cock twitch.

"Good," she murmured. "Very good."

Meanwhile, Abby was taking her Captain's cock like a good little subordinate. She even saluted the Captain before he entered her. It was as if something had clicked in her brain. Perhaps it was the alcohol.

David pounded into his stepmother as his wife, Sarah, took his brother's cock.

"Switch!" David commanded.

Tony pulled out of Marcie. She released him from her legs and settled back against the mattress. "Looking forward to the follow-up session, Lieutenant."

He moved to Sarah.

She was still shaking. Her thighs trembled. Her chest heaved. Sweat glistened in the valley between her breasts, and her maid's outfit was all but destroyed now. The bodice had ripped along one seam, exposing her left breast completely. The skirt was just a crumpled band of fabric around her waist.

She saw Tony and her face split into a wide, dazed grin.

"Oh, the Navy boy." She reached for him. Both hands, grabbing at his hips, pulling him toward her. "Come here. Come on, come on, come here, put it in me—"

He entered her. She was soaking. Open and loose from Samson, her pussy offering almost no resistance, just enthusiastic muscles that gripped at him in random spasms.

Sarah moaned. She grabbed his wrist and brought his hand to her mouth. She took two of his fingers between her lips and sucked them, her tongue swirling around, her eyes rolling back. She slurped on his fingers while he fucked her, the dual sensation sending her into a spiralling feedback loop of noise and movement.

"Mmmph—yes—oh, you're so good—deeper—put them deeper—"

She forced a third finger into her mouth, gagging slightly on the stretch, and Tony felt her throat constrict around his fingertips while her pussy clamped around his cock. She was everywhere at once, demanding everything, a bottomless appetite that consumed whatever was given and begged for more.

Her hips bucked upward to meet his thrusts. She released his fingers with a wet pop and slapped both palms against the mattress.

"Harder! Fuck me harder! Slap my face, pull my hair, I don't care, just don't stop—"

Tony grabbed a fistful of purple hair and yanked. Sarah shrieked. Her back arched. She came apart again, her whole body vibrating, nonsense syllables tumbling from her swollen lips.

Abby was struggling with her own battles, she seemed to really take well to Samson's motions. Something about the shape of him hit all the right points inside her.

Marcie was a complete mess on David's cock, the love she had shown for Samson turning into pure lust. She clearly loved David's cock, her screams and moans made it unmistakable.

The unfamiliar sound of Isabella's moans joined them as Marlow fucked her. She seemed to only moan for him. It was dignified in a way.

"Switch!"

Tony pulled out. He was breathing hard now. His cock was slick and aching. One station left. He moved to the end of the line.

Abby.

She lay bent backward over the mattress edge, she looked at Tony with the best "fuck-me" eyes she could muster.

They had survived a lot together. The chart room. The whispered promises and the careful, desperate sex on navigation tables at three in the morning. She had taught him to fold paper. He had drawn her face from memory a hundred times. She'd said she loved him, and he'd said it back, and they'd meant it.

Tony grabbed her hips.

He pulled her toward him, rough, the same grip David had used, the same possessive haul that treated her body as a thing to be positioned. She slid along the mattress, her back dragging against the linen, her legs spreading wider as he stepped between them.

He pushed inside her. He entered her the way he'd entered Isabella, the way he'd entered Marcie, the way he'd entered Sarah. He grabbed her thighs, and he fucked her.

Abby's breath punched out of her. Her hands shot to the mattress, gripping linen, knuckles white. She stared up at his face, searching for the man she knew, for the lieutenant who drew lonely buildings and folded lopsided cranes and promised to break any rule for her.

She found someone different.

Tony's eyes were glazed. He stared through her the way Isabella had stared through him. He thrust into her with the entitled pace of a man exercising a privilege. He pulled her onto his cock with each stroke, using her weight as leverage, treating her body as a counterbalance to his own pleasure.

He was not making love to her. He was not even fucking her in the desperate, claiming way he'd done at the dinner table, where the aggression had at least been directed at the world.

He was using her. The way the port inspector had used her. The way the driver had used her. The way Wells used her, and Hayes used her, and every man on the schedule had used her. He was taking his turn.

Abby felt it, the shift. Tony wasn't beside her anymore. He'd crossed to the other side. Slowly, one compromise at a time, one argument written in a notebook margin, one blowjob from Hannah Moss, one fuck with Josie Styles, one dinner party, until the distance between who he was and who they'd made him was too far to walk back.

He drove into her harder. His hips slapped against the backs of her thighs. She bounced on the mattress edge with each impact. Her breasts shook. Her mouth opened but no sound came out.

She closed her eyes.

On the other side of the line, David had moved to Sarah. She was thrashing beneath her husband, her back arching off the mattress, her purple hair a wild tangle across the cream linen.

"Yes yes yes yes—oh God, David, yes—harder, please, harder—"

David obliged. He slammed into his wife with force that shook the bed frame. Sarah screamed. Pure, uncomplicated ecstasy. She grabbed his forearms and dug her nails in, dragging red lines across his skin.

"Fuck me fuck me fuck me—"

Her voice cracked. She locked her legs around David's hips and ground against him, her orgasm tearing through her in visible waves, her stomach muscles spasming, her legs shaking.

The rotation continued for three more rounds. Each man sampling each woman in turn. It was a thing of morbid beauty. Sarah incoherent, Marcie moaning, Isabella quietly sighing, Abby giving in to the pleasure.

The pace accelerated. David set the tempo, as always, and the other men followed like an engine room building revs. Four distinct tempos merged into a single percussive wave that filled the vaulted room.

Tony had returned to Abby in the rotation. He felt his release building. The heat climbed. He dug into Abby's thighs. He didn't slow down. Didn't whisper her name. Didn't look for the woman inside the body he was fucking.

He pulled out at the last second.

His cum painted her stomach in thick, white ropes. Three spurts that landed across her navel, her ribs, the underside of her left breast. He stroked himself through it, milking the last drops onto her skin, and then he stepped back. He let go of her leg.

Down the line, the other men were finishing.

Captain Wells finished on Isabella's stomach. A controlled, quiet release, his face barely changing, just a tightening around his eyes and a single exhaled breath. He stepped back and reached for his scotch before his cock had even stopped twitching.

Samson pulled out of Marcie and came across her chest, his cum splashing across her breasts and the lenses of her glasses. She lulled her tongue out trying to catch as much of his cum as possible.

David was last. He'd been inside Sarah, and he withdrew and came on her face. The first rope landed across her forehead. The second painted her nose and lips. Sarah opened her mouth and caught what she could, her tongue extended, moaning with theatrical gratitude as her husband's cum dripped from her chin onto her ruined maid's outfit.

"Thank you," she whispered. "Thank you, thank you..."

The line collapsed. Sarah slid off the mattress edge and curled at the foot of the bed, her legs drawn up, cum cooling on her face. Marcie lay still, her cum-splattered glasses still on, staring at the ceiling. Isabella rolled sideways on the mattress and reached for a tissue from the nightstand. She wiped the cum from her stomach and dropped the tissue on the floor.

Abby didn't move. She lay bent backward over the mattress, Tony's cum drying on her stomach, her legs still apart, her eyes still closed.

David grabbed his glass and raised it.

"Gentlemen. To the lineup."

"To the lineup," Samson echoed.

Wells drank without toasting.

Tony drank. The scotch hit his stomach and spread its warmth through his chest. He stood with the other men, glass in hand, cock softening against his thigh, and looked at the bed.

Four women. Sprawled across the cream linen in various states of collapse. Cum on their faces, their breasts, their stomachs. It was a work of art, something that he made a mental note of. Something he would draw later.

Abby opened her eyes. She did not look at Tony


Chapter 6

The guest bedroom was as absurd as the master bedroom. Crown moulding. Wallpaper with hand-painted birds of paradise. A four-poster bed that could have slept four, draped in Egyptian.

Tony locked the door behind him and walked to the room's standing mirror.

The man staring back at him was someone he recognised but hadn't met before tonight. Same blond hair. Same bone structure. Same regulation posture beaten into him by years of naval service. But the eyes seemed different. The nervous energy that had lived behind them for weeks, the guilt that built inside of him, both were gone.

He waited for it to come back.

It didn't.

It was all wasted energy. He'd been dragging a boulder up a hill and hadn't noticed that everyone else had walked around it.

David understood it. Samson understood it. Wells had always understood it. The Mandate wasn't a moral catastrophe. It was just a structural change, and you either adapted or you broke yourself against it. Tony unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off. Tossed it on the floor.

He thought about the lineup. The way he'd moved between them, station to station, cock sliding from one body to the next. And the feeling of ownership. Every woman in that room had been available to him. Every one of them had taken his cock and responded to his touch. Isabella's regal indifference. Marcie's clinical appraisal. Sarah's screaming adoration. And Abby...

He'd fucked Abby the way he fucked the others. And it had felt right. Tony smiled at the mirror.

The door handle turned, Isabella Wells stepped into the room.

She was naked except for her jewellery. The thin gold chain at her collarbone. She carried two crystal tumblers of scotch. Amber liquid, two fingers each, no ice.

She pushed the door closed with her hip. The latch caught.

She held one glass out to him.

Tony took it. Their fingers brushed.

Isabella sipped from her own glass. She studied him over the rim. Her dark eyes moved from his face to his bare chest, down to his unfastened belt, then back up.

"You look different," she said. Her accent was faint. Colombian vowels softened by decades abroad. "Than the man who walked through my door this afternoon."

Tony drank. The scotch was exceptional. Smooth and peaty..

"I feel different."

"I can tell." She walked past him toward the bed. She moved through the room like she owned it, which she did. She set her glass on the nightstand and picked up the television remote.

"Sit," she said, patting the bed.

Tony sat on the edge of the mattress. The cotton was impossibly soft.

Isabella pointed the remote at the large flat-screen mounted on the wall opposite the bed. Tony hadn't noticed it earlier. It was flush with the wallpaper, framed in the same gilded style as the mirror, designed to blend in rather than dominate.

She pressed a button.

The screen blinked to life.

High-definition. Full colour. A closed-circuit camera feed, sharp and clear. The image showed a bedroom nearly identical to this one.

Abby lay on the bed.

She was on her back, still naked, one arm draped across her forehead. Her legs were drawn up, knees bent, feet flat on the mattress. She stared at the ceiling. Her body looked small in that enormous bed.

She looked utterly defeated.

Tony's hand tightened around his glass. He stared at the screen.

"Every guest room has one," Isabella said. She settled onto the bed beside him, tucking her legs beneath her. "Marlow installed the system years ago. Security, he calls it." She sipped her scotch. "I call it entertainment."

On screen, Abby shifted. She rolled onto her side, curling slightly, pulling a pillow against her chest.

"The gardener," Isabella said. Her voice was low, eyes fixed on the screen. "He is utterly useless with the roses, Tony. I told Marlow as much at dinner."

She paused. Drank.

"But he is exceptional at other duties."

On the screen, the bedroom door opened.

A man stepped through. He was enormous. Six foot four, maybe five, with shoulders that barely cleared the doorframe. His skin was deep black, his arms thick with muscle that came from actual labour rather than a gym. He wore dirty work trousers, the knees stained with earth and grass, and a white vest stretched to breaking across his chest. His boots left faint marks on the carpet.

He walked over to the bed.

Abby looked up at him. Her mouth opened. She started to sit up, started to say something, but the gardener placed one massive hand flat against her sternum and pushed her back down. She fell against the pillows.

He grabbed her hip and flipped her onto her stomach. One-handed. The ease of it was startling. She weighed nothing to him. Her face hit the pillow. He gripped both her hips and pulled them upward, dragging her ass into the air, her knees spreading apart on the mattress to accommodate his width as he positioned himself behind her.

When he pulled himself out, it was clear he was hung like a stallion. He lined himself up with Abby's exhausted and well-used pussy before driving inside of her.

The sound came through the speakers, Abby's gasp, muffled by the pillow. The slap of his hips against her ass. Then he pulled back and did it again. And again.

The camera angle was positioned at the head of the bed, aimed toward the footboard. It captured Abby's face in sharp detail. Cheek pressed into the white cotton, mouth open, eyes wide, her body jolting forward with each devastating thrust. The gardener's hands nearly encircled her waist. He held her in place and fucked her with long, punishing strokes that buried his full length inside her each time.

Tony stared at the screen.

He expected the horror. Expected the sick lurch in his stomach, the desperate urge to run next door and tear the man off her. He waited for the old Tony to surface, the rule-follower, the protector.

The old Tony didn't show up.

What showed up instead was heat. Low in his gut, spreading outward. His cock stirred against his thigh, thickening, rising, responding to the image on the screen with an honesty his mind had spent weeks denying.

He watched the gardener slam into Abby. Watched her body absorb the impacts. Watched her face contort, her mouth stretch open around sounds that came through the speakers raw and broken.

She was being used. Thoroughly. A household convenience, no different from the maid service or the cooking staff. The gardener treated her the way he'd treat a tool shed. Walk in, do what you came to do, walk out.

And Tony loved it.

The realisation settled over him. The simple, physical truth of his cock growing hard while he watched his girlfriend get ploughed by a stranger on a security camera.

Isabella was watching him, measuring his response. She saw the bulge growing in his trousers. She set her scotch glass down.

"Lie back," she said. She pushed him onto the mattress and climbed on top of him.

She straddled his hips. Her thighs pressed against his sides. She reached down between them and freed his cock from his trousers. His cock was exhausted, but it didn't matter. When Isabella wrapped her fingers around his shaft, he was rock hard. She ran her thumb across the tip.

She positioned herself above him and took him inside. Her weight settled onto his pelvis. Her hands braced on his chest. She faced the screen.

On the monitor, the gardener had increased his pace. His hips crashed into Abby. The sound through the speakers was constant now, a brutal, meaty percussion. Abby's face was pressed sideways into the pillow, her mouth slack, her eyes squeezed shut. Her small body rocked forward with each impact and was hauled back by the gardener's grip on her hips.

Isabella began to ride.

She lifted herself along Tony's cock and dropped back down. Her ass slapped against his thighs. She rose again, her pussy gripping him, and crashed down. She matched the gardener's pace exactly, syncing her body to the feed on the screen, rising when the gardener pulled back, slamming down when he drove forward.

The screen filled Tony's vision as he looked past Isabella.

The gardener pulled Abby's hips higher. The new angle drove him deeper, and Abby cried out. The gardener didn't slow down. He drove into her relentlessly, using his massive frame to pin her in position.

Isabella matched him stroke for stroke. She rode Tony with the same relentless force, her hips rolling and slamming, her pussy clenching around him each time she bottomed out. The gold chain at her throat bounced against her collarbone. She was working for it, her thighs flexing, her breathing growing heavy, but her eyes never left the screen.

"She takes it well," Isabella said. Her voice was steady despite the exertion. "Better than most. The last girl, the cleaner, he broke her in three days."

Tony thrust upward, meeting her descent. She adjusted and kept riding.

On screen, the gardener shifted his grip. He gathered both of Abby's wrists in one hand and pinned them behind her back, in the small hollow above her ass. She was face-down and restrained, her body completely controlled, her pussy a receptacle for his massive length. Her moans had become high-pitched and constant.

Tony felt his release building. The combination of Isabella's body and Abby's image was devastating. He watched the gardener pound his girlfriend into the mattress while the Captain's wife rode his cock. He pulled her down harder, bucking up into her, chasing the pressure that was building.

Isabella leaned forward. She braced both hands on the headboard above Tony's head, changing the angle, taking him deeper. Her breasts swung above his face. The gold chain brushed his face. She ground down on him, rotating her hips, milking his cock with deliberate, punishing rolls.

On the screen, the gardener grunted. A deep, animal sound that came through the speakers like a rumble of distant thunder. He slammed forward one final time and held himself there, his massive body going rigid. Abby whimpered beneath him, her face pressed into the pillow, her body pinned and filled.

Tony came.

He drove up into Isabella and emptied himself inside her. The orgasm tore through him, wave after wave, his cock pulsing deep in the Captain's wife while his eyes stayed locked on the screen, on Abby's used body, on the gardener's slowly withdrawing cock.

Isabella stayed seated on him. She ground her hips in slow circles, drawing out his release, taking every last drop. Her breathing steadied before his did. She looked down at him over her shoulder, that knowing smile back on her lips.

On the screen, the gardener pulled out. Abby lay face-down on the bed. She didn't move.

Tony stared at the screen. His cock softened inside Isabella. His cum leaked from where their bodies met.

Isabella climbed off him. She reached for her scotch glass and drank the rest in one smooth swallow. She picked up Tony's glass from the nightstand and handed it to him.

He drank.

"He isn't done yet." Isabella almost laughed. The gardener pulled up Abby's exhausted form and carried it. Before long, Abby was impaled upon his cock, desperately holding on to the gardener's shoulders for dear life. "I just wish the man could prune a hedge."

Isabella nuzzled in beside Tony and started to stroke his already hardening cock.


Chapter 7

The morning sun hit the gravel forecourt at a low angle, turning the pale Georgian stone the colour of warm butter. Dew sat on the uncut hedgerows. Captain Marlow Wells stood on the gravel in full dress uniform, his buttons catching the light, his shoes polished to a mirror finish. His pocket watch chain hung in a perfect arc across his waistcoat. He held his hands behind his back, feet apart.

Tony descended the front steps in his naval dress uniform, his duffel bag slung over one shoulder. His hair was freshly combed, parted in a clean line. His collar sat right. His shoes were shined. He looked sharp.

Behind him, Abby came through the front door.

She walked slowly. Each step was careful, measured, her weight shifting to compensate for the ache between her legs. The gardener had used her for the better part of two hours. She'd lost count of how many times he'd come inside her. She had yet to fully recover.

She wore her formal dress uniform. It had been cleaned by the house staff overnight, the fabric pressed, the buttons polished. The red Public Asset patch sat bright on her sleeve. She descended the steps one at a time, gripping the iron handrail. Her duffel bag dragged against the stone.

Wells watched them approach. He extended his hand to Tony.

Tony took it. The handshake was firm. Wells gripped Tony's fingers and held them, looking straight into Tony's face.

"You adapted beautifully, Lieutenant. A true Navy man." Wells released his hand and straightened. "I'm recommending you for an immediate promotion."

"Thank you, sir." Tony's voice was steady. Warm, even. He meant it.

Wells turned to Abby. She stood at the bottom of the steps, her bag at her feet. She met his gaze because she had nowhere else to look.

"Your compliance sets the standard, Sub-Lieutenant. Excellent service." His tone carried the same measured approval he used for commendations on the bridge. "I am recommending you for a promotion as well."

"Thank you, sir." The words came out flat. Automatic. The correct response to the correct stimulus.

Wells gave a single nod, turned on his heel, and walked back toward the house. The front door closed behind him.

The driver opened the rear door of the car. Tony tossed both duffel bags into the boot and climbed in. Abby followed, lowering herself onto the leather seat with a wince she couldn't fully suppress. The car pulled away from the Wells estate.

Tony settled into the seat. He spread his legs wide, one knee pressed against the door, the other angled toward Abby. His posture consumed the space. He draped his left arm along the back of the seat, and his right hand dropped to Abby's thigh. High up, where the skirt had ridden back, where the fishnet met bare skin. His fingers curled against the inside of her leg. The grip of a man resting his hand on something he owned.

He looked out the window. The estate's iron gates swung open, and the car turned onto the country road. Green hedgerows blurred past. Tony's face was slack, content.

Abby sat rigid against the seat. She reached into the breast pocket of her tunic. A napkin. White cotton, monogrammed with the Wells family crest. She'd taken it from the dining table before they left. Her fingers smoothed it flat against her thigh, the one Tony wasn't touching.

She began to fold.

The first crease ran diagonally, corner to corner. Her fingers pressed it flat. The second crease bisected the first. Standard preliminary base. She'd done this ten thousand times. Her hands knew the path.

They were shaking.

The tremor started in her fingertips and radiated up through her wrists. The napkin was thicker than printer paper, stiffer, the cotton weave resisting the folds she needed. She forced the corner down. The crease buckled. Off-centre. She tried to correct it, pressing harder, but the fabric bunched instead of yielding.

She lifted the napkin and started again. Diagonal fold. Press. The crease wandered. Her thumb slipped. A wrinkle formed along the edge where none should be.

She folded the petal fold. The step that gave the crane its diamond body. She'd taught Tony this fold. She'd guided his clumsy fingers through it while they sat in the chart room at one in the morning.

The fabric tore.

A small rip, barely a centimetre, along the stress line where she'd forced the crease too hard. The napkin sagged in her hands. One wing drooped. The neck refused to hold its shape.

Abby looked at it. The ruined crane sat in her trembling palms. She looked at Tony.

He was gazing out the window. That same slack, satisfied expression. His hand warm and heavy on her thigh. The faint trace of a smile at the corner of his mouth, as if he were replaying something pleasant behind his eyes.

Abby crushed the napkin into a hard ball. She squeezed. Then she dropped it on the floor of the car, between her heels, where it sat crumpled and ruined on the rubber mat.

Tony turned his head. He'd felt her shift. His eyes dropped to the crushed napkin, then rose to her face. He studied her for a moment. Whatever he saw there didn't register as concern. It registered as an opportunity.

His hand left her thigh. He placed it on the back of her neck. His fingers wrapped around the base of her skull, thumb resting behind her ear.

He pressed down.

Abby's head dipped. He guided her sideways, across the leather seat, pushing her face toward his lap. His other hand was already at his belt. The buckle opened. The zipper came down. He freed his cock. Half hard. Thickening as he held her head in position.

"Open," he said. Quiet.

Abby opened her mouth.

He fed himself between her lips and settled his hand on the back of her head. He pushed her down until she'd taken his full length, her nose pressing against the fabric of his trousers, her throat stretching around him.

He sighed. A long, satisfied exhalation. He rested his head against the seatback and looked out the window again.

The countryside rolled past. Green fields. Stone walls. An old cottage. Tony watched it all while Abby's head bobbed in his lap, her mouth working his cock in the slow, steady rhythm she'd now perfected. His girlfriend really knew how to suck cock.

The driver glanced in the rearview mirror once, then returned his attention to the road.

When they arrived back at the HMS Duty, the car dropped them at the main gangway. Tony retrieved their bags. Abby washed the taste of cum out of her mouth with a bottle of water. Then they walked up the ramp together, Tony in front, Abby behind. They were "home".

Three hours after they boarded, the tannoy clicked.

"All hands to muster on the main deck. Formation. This is not a drill."

Abby knew the route. Down the ladder, aft along the main passageway, up through the hatch to the open deck. She fell into formation among the female officers, her position now automatic. Hannah stood beside her, knitting needles left at her post for the parade, her wire-rimmed glasses freshly cleaned. Josie Styles stood with the women ratings, barefoot, her engineering boots abandoned somewhere below decks.

Two hundred crew members arranged in ranks.

Captain Marlow Wells mounted the raised platform.

He stood there for a moment, hands behind his back, letting the silence build. The pocket watch chain caught the overcast light. His uniform was immaculate. His face betrayed nothing.

"At ease."

The formation relaxed.

"I have an announcement." His voice carried across the deck, clear, cold, stripped of sentiment. "Effective immediately, I have been promoted to a desk position at the Admiralty. I am leaving the HMS Duty."

A murmur ran through the ranks. Wells waited for it to die.

"This ship has been my command for four years. You have served with distinction under difficult circumstances and under new ones. I am proud of every one of you."

He paused. The wind tugged at his jacket.

"My replacement as commanding officer will be the current Executive Officer." Wells turned slightly and gestured to the tall, shaved-headed figure standing at the edge of the platform. "Lieutenant Commander John Hayes is hereby promoted to the rank of Captain, effective immediately."

Hayes stepped forward. He took his position beside Wells. The two men shook hands once. Then Wells stepped back, and Hayes stood alone on the platform.

"Three cheers for Captain Hayes!" The bosun's call rang out across the deck.

"Hip hip—"

"Hooray!"

"Hip hip—"

"Hooray!"

"Hip hip—"

"Hooray!"

Hayes stood motionless through all three cheers.

Wells descended the platform. He walked down the gangway, climbed into the waiting car, and was gone. He was not one for sticking around.

Hayes remained on the platform. He surveyed his crew. His ship.

The crew was dismissed, all except for Sub-Lieutenant Chen. She was to report to the Captain's quarters immediately. She knew the route to the Captain's quarters; the ship's interior was mapped in her mind. When she arrived, Abby knocked at the door.

"Enter."

She pushed the door open.

The cabin had been stripped. Wells' personal effects were gone. The pocket watch case, the velvet tool roll, the leather-bound logs, all cleared out. The desk remained but polished to a high sheen; its surface was bare except for a single logbook, a pen, and a heart rate monitor.

Hayes sat behind the desk, Captain's insignia on his shoulders. He looked bigger behind this desk. Or the desk looked smaller with him behind it. The proportions of the room had changed in her mind.

"Close the door."

She closed it. The latch engaged with a heavy click.

"Strip."

Abby reached for the buttons of her tunic. Her fingers moved through the sequence. Button, button, button. She shrugged the jacket from her shoulders and draped it over the back of the chair that sat opposite the desk. The cropped top came next, pulled over her head. Her bra unclasped at the back, and she let it slide down her arms. The skirt unzipped and pooled at her ankles. She stepped out of it. The fishnets rolled down her legs. Her underwear was last.

She stood naked in the Captain's cabin.

Hayes looked at her. He assessed her. Inventorying an asset.

"Sit."

She lowered herself into the chair.

Hayes opened the logbook. He turned to a fresh page. The grid was already drawn, dates down the left column, but the names across the top were blank. He picked up the pen and wrote a single set of initials in the first column header. His own.

Then he closed the pen.

"You are off the communications roster, Chen."

The words landed on her chest.

"You are relieved of the crew rotation."

He stood. He walked around the desk. He stopped in front of her chair and looked down at her. His shadow covered her completely.

"Stand up. Bend over the desk."

Abby stood. She turned. She placed her palms flat on the table.

Hayes stepped behind her. Felt his hands grip her hips with the same firm, impersonal hold he'd used in his old cabin, in the examination room, in every encounter they'd shared.

He pushed inside her.

She gasped. He filled her, but his cock was much easier to take today. The new Captain buried himself to the hilt, his hips flush against her ass. He leaned forward. His mouth was beside her ear. His breath was warm. When he spoke, his voice was low and without inflection. Each word delivered as an order.

"For the entirety of this next deployment, you are confined to these quarters."

He pulled back. Drove forward. Abby's body jolted against the desk.

"You will warm my bed."

Another stroke. Deep, deliberate.

"Clean my pipes."

He gripped her hip harder with his left hand. His right found her hair and pulled her head back.

"And serve on your knees twenty-four-seven as my personal whore."

He fucked her harder. Each thrust punctuated the silence that followed his words. Abby's breasts pressed flat against the cold wood. Her eyes stared at the bare bulkhead where Wells' photograph of the ship had once hung.

Hayes drove into her at a pace built to last. He would fuck her like this for as long as he wanted, and there was nothing she could do about that. He yanked her head further back. His lips were at her ear again.

"Do you understand?"

Abby's voice came out as a whisper. Thin and scraped bare. The last breath of a fire going out.

"Aye, Captain."
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