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Chapter 1

The bunk was standard issue, but the mattress was new. Sub-Lieutenant Abby Chen woke to the feeling of Captain John Hayes against her. His breath blowing gently on the back of her neck. She slipped out from under the thin sheet. Her bare feet hit the cold deck plates.

Hayes kept his eyes closed. He shifted his legs apart.

Abby knelt beside the bunk. She reached under the blanket and pulled his cock free. His now familiar cock was already hard, pointing straight and ready. She leaned in and took the tip into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the slit, tasting the salt. She slid her lips down the shaft, taking him deep down her throat.

Hayes let out a long breath. He brought his hand down to rest on the back of her head, running his fingers through her black hair. He let her set the pace. She worked him with steady strokes of her tongue, cupping his balls with her free hand and massaging the tight skin.

He grunted. He bucked his hips, driving his cock to the back of her throat. Abby swallowed, relaxing her throat muscles to take the thickness. She bobbed her head, sucking hard, feeling the pulse of his cock beneath her tongue.

Hayes gripped her hair tighter. He pumped his hips, fucking her mouth. Abby kept her eyes open as they went into the back of her head. Besides the Captain's cock, her head was blank. No charts, no paper cranes, no Tony Riker. There was just the taste of Hayes' cock. The physical sensation of him pushing deep into her. The reality of her new position.

He shuddered and shot thick ropes of cum down her throat, his cock pulsing against her tongue. She swallowed every drop, milking him dry with her lips, then pulled back and kissed the tip, sucking up an imaginary drop.

Hayes dropped his hand. He rolled over and swung his legs out of bed.

"Get to the desk," he said.

Abby stood. She walked to the small comms terminal Hayes had installed in the corner of the cabin. It was a secure line, direct access to fleet command and encrypted intelligence channels. She sat in the chair. Naked. Her bare skin stuck slightly to the leather seat.

She booted up the terminal. The screen lit up her breasts and stomach in pale blue light. She typed quickly, moving her fingers across the keyboard. She decrypted the morning fleet movements, logging the repositioning of the carrier strike group in the North Sea. She cross-referenced the supply chain manifests with the fuel consumption reports from the engineering deck, flagging a discrepancy in the diesel reserves. She routed the encrypted signal traffic to the bridge, ensuring the Captain's daily briefing was formatted to his exact specifications.

She was still an intelligence officer, at least that is what she told herself. She still held the security clearances. She still knew the encryption keys by heart. But she did it naked, serving as the Captain's personal asset between keystrokes. She hadn't left his cabin in two weeks. Her thighs ached from the constant fucking. But the physical discomfort was distant as she set her mind to processing the data.

When a message required his authorisation, she printed the hardcopy and walked it to Hayes' desk. He signed it, and she knelt beside his chair while he did. If he wanted his cock sucked while he read, she leaned over and took it out. If he wanted to fuck her pussy, she dutifully opened her legs and climbed on top of him. She was his loyal toy.

The cognitive dissonance that had plagued her for weeks was gone. The exhaustion of fighting, of trying to maintain a boundary between her mind and her body, had evaporated. Instead, she found a twisted, floating relief in having zero autonomy. The dark peace of total submission. She did not have to make choices. She did not have to worry about Tony, or the schedule, or the leering eyes in the corridor. She belonged to the Captain. She was a piece of ship's equipment, as vital and unthinking as the radar array.

* * *

Tony Riker stood at the navigation console on the bridge. He was now the Acting Executive Officer. How he ended up here was a mystery, but he knew better than to look a gift horse in the mouth. He reviewed the patrol routes, moving his pencil across the chart in sharp, precise lines. He checked the fuel consumption metrics, cross-referenced them with the engine output logs, and noted a two per cent variance.

"Helm, adjust heading to zero-four-five. We are drifting."

"Aye, sir," the helmsman replied.

"You have the bridge helmsman."

Tony rolled up the chart. He tucked it under his arm and walked off the bridge. He walked with a crisp, measured stride. The crew members he passed snapped to attention and pressed themselves against the bulkheads to let him pass. He half-heartedly acknowledged them, but his mind was on the ship's operational efficiency.

He had spent the last two weeks building arguments in his notebook, trying to justify his compliance. Those arguments were far from him now. The notebook was sitting in his cabin, filled with sketches of Abby that he no longer looked at. He did not need to justify anything. The law was the law. The hierarchy was the hierarchy. He was at the top of it, and the view wasn't half bad.

He turned down the aft corridor, heading toward the auxiliary storage compartments to check the spare parts inventory. The corridor was dimly lit. The ship's engines were vibrating through the soles of his boots.

Hannah Moss came around the corner. She carried a stack of signal logs, her wire-rimmed glasses slipping down her nose. She wore the mandate uniform, the cropped top riding up to expose her pale stomach, the tiny skirt barely covering her hips.

She saw Tony and stopped, clutching the logs to her chest.

"Lieutenant Riker," she said as she stood to attention.

Tony stopped. He looked over her body. He looked at the red Public Asset patch on her sleeve. He looked at the way her breasts were threatening to spill out of the thin fabric of her top.

"Put the logs down, Moss."

Hannah blinked. She looked around the empty corridor. She lowered the stack of papers and set them on top of a nearby fire extinguisher cabinet.

Tony stepped forward. He reached for his belt. The buckle clinked as he undid it. He unzipped his trousers and pulled his cock free. It was hard, thick, jutting out toward her.

"On your knees."

Hannah dropped to the deck. She was compliant. She reached out and wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft. She leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

Tony looked down at her. Her glasses were fogged up from her breath. Her cheek bulged as she pushed his cock against it. Tony liked that. Hannah knew that Tony liked that from experience.

Tony felt a cold, hard satisfaction. This was the way the world worked now. He was an officer. She was an asset. He was enforcing the new reality with the same  efficiency he applied to navigation and discipline.

Hannah gagged as Tony pushed his cock deep into her throat. Hannah didn't pull back; she took it all, contracting her throat muscles around his tip. Hard to believe this girl had never given a blowjob before the Mandate had begun.

"Good girl," Tony said. His voice was flat, devoid of warmth. "Take it deeper."

He fucked her mouth in the middle of the corridor. He did not care if someone walked by. He was the Acting XO, and the Captain rarely left his cabin. He was too busy with Abby. Too busy with Tony's… girlfriend? He wasn't sure anymore. They hadn't broken up, but it was unlikely that they were really still together at this point.

Tony set the pace, snapping his hips forward, sliding his cock in and out of Hannah's wet mouth. Saliva dripped down his shaft and to his balls. Hannah pulled off of his cock and lapped up the stray liquid. Tony felt his release coming. He was almost ready. He gripped her tight, holding her head firmly in place.

"Open wide," he ordered.

Hannah opened up her mouth and stuck her tongue out. She stroked Tony's cock until he burst. She aimed his cum straight onto her tongue. She let the warmth drip down her tongue and into her throat. She swallowed, her throat working convulsively to take every drop.

Tony tucked his softening cock back into his trousers and fastened his belt. He adjusted his jacket, smoothing the lapels.

Hannah stayed on her knees. She looked up at him, waiting for dismissal.

"Pick up the logs and get back to your post," Tony said.

"Aye, sir," Hannah whispered. She stood, retrieved her paperwork, and walked away down the corridor.

Tony watched her ass as she went. He would have to fuck her next time. He turned and continued toward the storage compartments. Finally, he made it to his destination: outside the Captain's quarters. He needed him to look over the revised deployment protocols. Tony knocked.

"Step inside," Hayes called out.

Tony pushed the door open and stepped inside. He closed it behind him. The cabin was sparse. The desk, the console, the bed. And Abby. She knelt on the deck beside Hayes' chair. She was naked, her black hair falling over her shoulders. Her hands rested on her thighs. Hayes sat behind the desk, reading a maintenance report, resting his left hand casually on the back of Abby's neck.

Tony walked to the centre of the room and stopped. He stood at attention, clicking his heels together, straightening his spine, fixing his eyes on the bulkhead just above Hayes' head.

"Acting Executive Officer Riker reporting as ordered, sir," Tony said.

Hayes kept his eyes fixed on the report. "Put the new protocols on the desk, Lieutenant."

Tony placed the manila folder he had been carrying on the corner of the desk, squaring the edges with the corner. He stepped back to his position. The folder contained the revised deployment protocols for the upcoming six-month patrol. It detailed the resupply coordinates, the encrypted communication schedules, and the updated crew rotation. It was a masterpiece of logistical planning, every variable accounted for, every contingency mapped out. All by Tony.

Hayes turned a page, the paper rasping in the silence.

If Abby had noticed that Tony was there, she didn't show it. She breathed slowly, as she sat perfectly still. A perfect pet.

Tony looked down at her. He took in the curve of her bare back, the smooth skin of her shoulders, the way her breasts rested against her ribs. He saw the faint red marks on her hips where Hayes had gripped her. He saw the absolute, hollow emptiness in her posture.

He felt something uncoil in his gut. It was hunger. A deep, possessive, territorial hunger. She was broken. She was hollowed out and remade into something that existed only to serve. And looking at her like this, kneeling naked beside the Captain's chair, Tony wanted her more than he had ever wanted anything in his life.

He wanted to be the one holding her head.

He wanted to be the one leaving those red marks on her hips.

He wanted to own the empty space inside her.

He was a monster. And she was a monster's toy. But he wanted her to be his toy.

Hayes closed the report. He picked up his pen and made a note in the logbook. He looked up at Tony.

"The deployment routes are acceptable, Riker. You seem to have accounted for everything."

"Thank you, sir," Tony said. He flicked his gaze from Hayes to Abby, then back again.

"You are adapting well to the XO role," Hayes said. He stroked his thumb along the nape of Abby's neck. She leaned into the touch, a soft shift of her weight… she had been conditioned to do it. "The crew respects you. Discipline is holding."

"I enforce the regulations, sir. As written."

"Good. I am expecting the supply manifests tomorrow, 0700 sharp." Hayes set the pen down. "That will be all, Lieutenant. Return to the bridge."

Tony held his position for longer than he should have. He dragged his gaze over Abby's naked body. He let her feel the weight of his stare. He let her know that he saw exactly what she had become. He approved.

"Aye, sir," Tony said.

He turned on his heel and walked to the door. He opened it, stepped out into the corridor, and pulled it shut behind him.

He wanted Abby back.


Chapter 2

The next day, Tony knocked on the door of the Captain's cabin at 0700 sharp.

"Come in." Hayes' voice carried through the metal.

Tony pushed the door open and stepped inside.

Hayes occupied the chair behind the large mahogany desk, one hand resting flat against the leather blotter, the other holding an open report. Wet sucking sounds came from beneath the desk. Abby at work.

Tony walked to the centre of the room and stopped. He stood at attention.

Hayes turned a page of the report. The sloppy sounds of Abby's mouth working his cock filled the room. She used her hands to stroke his base while her lips worked the tip. She was thorough. She was efficient.

Tony looked at Hayes. Then he looked at the edge of the desk. Abby's naked shoulders were visible. Her black hair swayed as she bobbed her head. She wore nothing.

Hayes' fingers tapped a slow beat against the wood. He was completely relaxed. Surprisingly so for a man getting deep-throated.

Tony held up the folder. "The supply manifests as requested, sir."

Hayes kept his eyes on the paper. "Put them on the desk."

Tony placed the manila folder on the desk. As he approached, the rhythmic friction of Abby’s throat against Hayes’ was in full sight, her small frame straining with every thrust. He stepped back to his position.

Abby pulled off Hayes' cock with a loud pop. She rested her chin on his thigh. Her lips were slick with saliva.

Hayes looked down at her. He stroked her cheek.

"I didn't tell you to stop. Get back to it."

Abby leaned forward and took him back into her mouth. She swallowed him deep. Her throat bulged around his girth.

Hayes picked up his pen. He made a note on the report.

"The fuel projections are slightly off. Engineering overestimated the burn rate."

Tony kept his posture rigid. "I'll have the Chief revise the numbers, sir."

"Do it. I want the corrected manifests on my desk by 1400." Hayes leaned back in his chair. His hips pushed forward, driving his cock deeper into Abby's throat. She gagged slightly, her shoulders tensing, then she adjusted her angle. Hayes just kept reading as he fucked her mouth.

Tony watched them. He watched the way Hayes used her. The absolute ease of it. Hayes ordered, she followed. She was his property. And Hayes was completely comfortable wielding that ownership right in front of his second-in-command. It was a display of total dominance.

Hayes closed the folder. He set his pen down. He looked at Tony.

"You've been acting XO for a while now, Riker. You've enforced the Mandate. You've kept the crew in line. Your performance reviews are excellent." Hayes tapped his fingers on the desk. "But I need to know you understand your place in the hierarchy."

Tony met his gaze. "I understand my place, sir."

Hayes looked down at Abby. He pulled his cock out of her mouth. "Stand up, Chen."

Abby crawled out from under the desk. She stood up. Her knees were red from the hard deck plates. Her face was flushed. She breathed heavily, her breasts rising and falling with each breath.

"Go and stand on the rug."

Abby walked to the centre of the cabin. She stood on the grey wool rug. She kept her hands at her sides. She stared at the door blankly.

Hayes looked at Tony.

"Take off your trousers XO."

Tony unbuckled his belt. The metal clinked in the quiet room. He unzipped his fly. He pushed his trousers and underwear down to his ankles. He freed his cock, already hard; Abby's display had made him so. He stepped out of his shoes and kicked his trousers aside.

"Fuck her. Right there on the rug. Doggy style. I want a clear view of her while I read."

Tony stepped forward. He stopped behind Abby. He felt a twitch in his cock. He wanted to grab her. He wanted to take her right then and there.

"On your hands and knees, Chen. Spread your legs wide."

Abby dropped to the rug. She arched her back and presented her ass to Tony. Her pussy was already wet and ready. Her pink lips parted, showing the slick interior.

Hayes picked up the next report. He opened it. He adjusted his reading glasses. He looked completely bored. This was just another morning task for him.

"Proceed, Lieutenant. And don't stop until I tell you to."

Tony grabbed Abby's hips. Her skin was warm. He lined his cock up with her pussy. He pushed inside her. She was soaking wet. He sank to the hilt.

Abby let out a soft moan as she gripped the edge of the rug.

Tony started to thrust. He pulled back and drove forward. His hips slapped against her ass.

"Harder, Riker. She can take it. I've trained Chen well."

Tony grabbed a fistful of Abby's black hair. He pulled her head back. He drove into her harder. His cock slid in and out of her tight pussy. He felt the friction, the heat, the wetness. He felt her inner walls grip him, pulsing in time with her heartbeat. He drove deeper, stretching her, feeling every part of her.

"Bend her over more. I want to see her face when you hit her cervix."

Tony pushed Abby's shoulders down. Her chest pressed against the rough wool of the rug. Her arse stuck up in the air. Tony pounded into her from this new angle. His cock hit her cervix with every thrust.

Abby gasped. Her fingers dug into the rug. Her mouth hung open.

"That is good. Keep that pace. Don't slow down."

Tony fucked her with brutal force. He used her body to absorb his impact. Her body jolted forward with every thrust, and he pulled her back onto his cock.

He didn't feel shame. The Tony who drew lonely buildings and whispered promises in the dark was all but a distant memory now. That man was weak. That man cared about things that didn't matter.

This felt right.

He was the Acting XO. He was in charge of the ship's discipline. And right now, he was fucking the Captain's whore on the floor.

He gripped her hips tighter. He dug his fingers into her flesh, leaving his own red marks over Hayes'. He wanted to erase Hayes. He wanted to claim Abby for himself. He was past wanting to rescue her. He didn't want to take her away and hide her in the chart room and fold paper cranes. He wanted to be the one sitting at the desk. He wanted to be the one reading the reports while she sucked his cock.

He wanted to be Hayes.

The realisation hit him hard. He belonged at the top. He was meant to hold the leash. He was meant to give the orders. He wanted the authority. He wanted the absolute, unquestioned power that came with the rank. He wanted to look at a woman and see a tool. He wanted to look at a man and see a subordinate. The Mandate hadn't ruined his life. It had given him the keys to the kingdom.

Tony grunted. He increased his pace. He hammered into her pussy. He slapped his balls against her thighs.

Abby moaned. It was a low, broken sound. Her body shook with every thrust. She took his cock like a sex doll. She clamped her pussy down on him, milking him with every stroke.

"Tell me how she feels, Riker." Hayes kept his eyes on the paper.

Tony panted as he thrust. "She feels incredible, sir. Tight and wet."

"Better than that other communications room slut you've been fucking?"

Tony thrust harder. "Yes, sir. Much better."

"I've spent a lot of time breaking her in. Making sure she knows her place."

Tony reached around and grabbed her breast. He squeezed it hard. He pinched her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. Abby cried out. Her pussy clenched around his cock. The tightness pushed him closer to the edge.

He let go of her hair and grabbed both her hips. He pulled her back onto his cock with every thrust. He fucked her like he owned her. In this moment, he did.

He was a monster, and he loved it. He loved the power. He loved the control. He loved the way she submitted to him without a single word of protest.

Tony felt his release building. The pressure in his balls was immense. He drove into her one last time and held himself deep inside her. He gripped her hips tight.

He came. He pumped his cum into her pussy in thick, hot jets. He groaned as he emptied himself. He filled her up, his cock pulsing against her innermost walls.

Abby collapsed onto the rug. Her arms gave out. She lay on her stomach, breathing hard. She leaked his cum onto the grey wool.

Tony pulled out. He stood up. He was breathing heavily. He was slick with her juices and his own cum.

Abby pushed herself up onto her elbows. She turned her head and looked at him.

Abby's face was blank, though it had a hint of recognition. She saw exactly what he had become. She saw the monster. And she accepted it. They were both  exactly what the Mandate had made them. There was no going back to the chart room. There was no going back to the paper cranes. That life was over. This was their reality.

Hayes closed the folder and set it aside. He picked up his pen. "Are you finished, Lieutenant?"

Tony caught his breath. "Yes, sir."

"That is good. Clean yourself up and return to the bridge. We have a navigation drill at 0900. I expect the crew to be ready."

Tony nodded. "Aye, sir." He got dressed as efficiently as he had gotten undressed.

Tony turned and walked to the door.

Hayes looked at the woman on the floor. "Chen."

Abby scrambled to her feet. She walked over to the desk. Her legs were shaky. She dropped to her knees in front of Hayes.

Hayes unzipped his trousers. He pulled his cock out. It was hard again. Thick and ready.

Abby leaned forward and took his cock into her mouth. She started to suck. She swallowed him deep, her throat working around his girth.

Tony opened the door. He stepped out into the corridor. He pulled the door shut behind him. The sound of Abby sucking Hayes' cock faded as the heavy latch clicked into place.


Chapter 3

The barometer on the bridge dropped steadily. The brass needle pointed toward a massive squall brewing. Tony clipped his pen to his breast pocket. He carried the storm-preparation clipboard. He needed to do his physical rounds and ensure the ship was ready for the coming heavy weather.

He walked down the steep ladders to the engineering deck. The air grew thick with diesel fumes and intense heat. The ship's massive engines hummed and vibrated through the metal grating beneath his feet. He checked the bilge pumps. He tested the manual overrides. He secured the heavy machinery tie-downs. Everything needed to be locked down before the swells hit.

He found Petty Officer Josie Styles in the main engine room. She was tightening down a large valve manifold. Dark grease stained her cheek and her forearms. Her mandated high heels sat kicked aside near a red metal toolbox. She worked with a heavy steel wrench, her arm muscles flexing and the tight fabric of her cropped top covered in perspiration. Her short red hair was tied back as she worked.

Tony stopped. He looked at her bent over. Her tiny skirt rode up her thighs.

"Styles," Tony said.

Josie paused. She wiped her forehead with the back of her hand. She turned to face him. "Sir. Bilge pumps are primed. Heavy gear is strapped down. We are just waiting on the secondary cooling loop."

"That is good work." Tony stepped closer. He unfastened his belt. The metal buckle clinked. "Turn around and bend over the auxiliary pump housing."

Josie looked at his open trousers. She looked at his cock pressing against his underwear. She dropped her wrench on the metal grating. It landed with a loud clang. She turned and bent over the green painted steel of the pump housing. She hiked her tiny skirt up to her waist. She wore no underwear. Her ass was bare.

Tony stepped up behind her. He freed his cock and lined it up with her wet pussy. He pushed inside her.

Josie grunted. She grabbed the yellow safety railing with both hands.

"Fuck." He cursed as he started to thrust. He pulled back and drove his hips forward. "It's tight today, Styles."

"Valve is stuck," Josie said. She looked over her shoulder at the circular pressure gauges mounted on the bulkhead. "Need to keep an eye on the PSI. If it blows past the red line, bad things happen."

"No, I mean your pussy is tight today." Tony grabbed her hips. His fingers dug into her flesh. He pulled her back against his groin. He slammed his cock deep into her. "Are you watching the gauges or taking my cock?" Tony slapped her ass.

"I am doing both, sir," Josie said. She braced her legs wider on the grating. "Gauge two is reading high. The needle is twitching."

Tony thrust harder. The auxiliary pump vibrated beneath her stomach. He slapped his hand against her bare ass cheek again.

"Fine. Tell me when it drops," Tony said. He reached around and grabbed her breasts. He squeezed them through the thin fabric of her top.

"It is dropping," Josie said. She pushed her ass back against his pelvis. "Oh God… Keep going. Harder."

Tony pounded into her. He felt the cold rush of his authority. She was a good fuck. This was his absolute right. He owned her time and her body.

"You like being used on the job, Styles?" Tony asked as his hand found its way under the fabric of her top.

"I like to be useful, sir," Josie said. Her voice was rough and breathless. She kept her eyes locked on the dials. "Looks like pressure is normalising. We are back in the green."

Tony's cock slid in and out of her slick pussy.

"I am close," Tony said. He leaned over her back. He bit her shoulder.

"Finish it, sir," Josie said. She gripped the railing tighter. "I need to get back to the manifold before the Chief comes down here. I am sure he will want to fuck me too."

Tony gave a few more hard thrusts. He groaned and shot his cum deep inside her. He held himself there, feeling his cock pulse inside her. He pumped every drop into her.

Josie waited. She watched the gauge needle settle firmly into the green zone. She let out a long breath.

Tony pulled out. His cock slipped free with a wet sound. Thick white cum dripped onto the green paint of the pump housing.

Josie stood up. She pulled her skirt down. She picked up her heavy wrench and walked back to the valve manifold. She didn't bother to clean herself up, there was work to be done, and she was used to being a little messy.

"We are good on the pumps, sir," Josie said. She fitted the wrench onto the large brass bolt. "I will have the rest of the deck secured in twenty minutes."

"Make it fifteen," Tony said. He picked up his clipboard.

"Aye, sir," Josie said. She started turning the wrench. Her muscles strained as she tightened the seal.

Tony left the engine room and climbed the ladders to the medical deck. He needed to verify the storm casualty protocols. He needed to ensure the surgical equipment was secured for the heavy swells that were coming. The ship would pitch violently, and loose scalpels were a hazard.

He walked through the automatic doors into the main medical bay. The treatment area was empty. The white lights reflected off the polished linoleum floor. He walked past the rows of empty bunks and headed straight for the dispensary at the back.

He found Lieutenant Commander Sally Hallow in the small room. She was meticulously securing glass vials into the padded slots of a metal lockbox. She checked the inventory of morphine ampoules on her clipboard. In the corner, her hidden hydroponic chilli plants swayed gently with the ship's early pitch. The red and green peppers bobbed in their plastic pots.

Sally looked up when Tony entered.

"Lieutenant Riker," Sally said. Her voice was flat. "I am securing the controlled substances. The surgical kits are already locked in the floor safes."

"That is good, Doctor." Tony stepped into the dispensary. He closed the door behind him. He placed his clipboard on a small counter. "I need to check your personal readiness."

Sally knew exactly what that meant. She set her clipboard down on the counter. She adjusted the hem of her tiny skirt. She walked over to the steel examination table in the centre of the room. She turned and positioned herself against it. She placed her hands flat on the cold metal behind her.

"I'm very ready, Lieutenant," Sally said.

Tony unfastened his trousers. He pulled his cock out. It was surprisingly still hard, even after the encounter in engineering. He walked over to her. He stood between her spread legs.

"I need you to service me," Tony said.

Sally looked at his cock. She maintained steady eye contact. Her expression was a mask of professional neutrality. She reached out and wrapped her hand around his shaft. Her fingers were cool and dry. She stroked him once.

"Erection is fully rigid," Sally said. She let go of his cock and dropped to her knees. She leaned forward and took the head of his cock into her mouth.

She serviced him with a clinical touch. She opened her mouth wide and slid her lips down his shaft. She used her tongue to apply steady pressure to the frenulum. She did not use her hands. She relied entirely on the suction of her mouth and the movement of her head.

Tony looked down at her. He watched her white-blonde hair bobbing as she sucked his cock.

"Is the pressure adequate, Lieutenant?" Sally asked. She pulled off his cock to speak.

"That is fine," Tony said. "Keep going. Use more tongue."

Sally nodded. She took him back into her mouth. She adjusted her technique. She swirled her tongue around the ridge of his glans. She sucked harder, creating a tight vacuum. She treated his cock like just another medical instrument requiring calibration. She was gathering data on his responses and adjusting her input to achieve the desired output.

Tony gripped the edge of the steel examination table. The metal was cold under his hands. He thrust his hips forward, fucking her mouth.

"You perform this well, Doctor," Tony said.

Sally pulled off again. "I have studied the anatomical structures of the male reproductive system extensively, Lieutenant, especially of late. I know where the nerve endings are concentrated."

"Show me," Tony said.

Sally leaned in. She took him deep into her throat. She gagged slightly but suppressed the reflex. She used the back of her throat to massage the tip of his cock. She hummed, the vibration travelling through his shaft.

Tony felt his climax building. He had intended to fuck the Doctor, but at this rate, he wouldn't last. He thrust deeper, hitting the back of her throat again and again.

"I am going to finish," Tony said. His breathing grew heavy.

Sally kept her mouth sealed around his cock. She swallowed as he erupted. Tony's cum shot her throat and was expedited to her stomach. She took every drop. She swallowed again to clear her throat.

She pulled back and stood up. She wiped her lips with a tissue she pulled from a dispenser on the wall.

Tony appreciated Sally's cold, unyielding compliance. It reinforced his belief that the Mandate had not broken the crew. It had simply optimised them. It stripped away the useless social friction and left pure, functional utility.

"Thank you, Doctor," Tony said. He picked up his clipboard.

Sally picked up her own clipboard. She turned back to the metal lockbox. She picked up another glass vial of morphine and placed it into the padded slot.

"The storm casualty protocols are fully implemented, Lieutenant," Sally said. She checked the box on her form. "We are ready for the swells."

"That is good work, Commander." Tony turned and walked out of the dispensary. He left her to her inventory.

Tony climbed the final ladder to the bridge deck. He walked through the heavy watertight door. The bridge was quiet, bathed in the dim red light of the evening watch. The storm was still hours away, but the sky outside the reinforced windows was already bruised purple and black. The wind whipped the whitecaps into a frenzy.

Captain Hayes stood at the central chart table. He was reviewing the navigation charts. He held a pair of brass dividers, measuring the distance between their current position and the nearest safe harbour. The helmsman sat at the wheel, staring straight ahead. The radar operator watched the green sweep of his screen.

Tony walked over and stopped at the edge of the table. He held out the final, signed storm-prep manifests.

"Captain," Tony said. "The ship is secured for heavy weather. All departments report ready."

Hayes took the clipboard. He flipped through the pages. He checked the signatures. He noted Tony's efficient, ruthless handling of the crew and the ship's readiness. Every box was ticked. Every protocol was followed to the letter. The bilge pumps were tested. The surgical kits were locked. The women were used.

"You have been busy, Riker," Hayes said. He set the clipboard down on the chart table. "You are making good use of the Public Assets too."

"I conducted my rounds, sir," Tony said. He kept his voice level. He kept his posture rigid. "I ensured the assets were utilised to maintain operational focus. A stressed crew makes mistakes. I relieved that stress."

Hayes looked up. His shaved head reflected the red bridge lights. "You seem to be getting along well with the Mandate now."

"It is the law, Captain," Tony said.

"It is a useful tool," Hayes corrected. He tapped the chart with his finger. He tapped the exact spot where the storm centre was predicted to cross their path. "This squall is going to be severe. The barometer is dropping faster than the meteorologists predicted. The men are going to be stressed. They are going to be confined to the lower decks for the next forty-eight hours. Confinement breeds insubordination."

"To keep the men sharp and relieve the pre-storm tension, I am ordering a Morale and Maintenance mixer in the wardroom for this evening," Hayes said. "It will begin at 1900 hours. All off-duty and unessential personnel are to attend. The wardroom will be cleared of tables. The women will need to be ready."

Tony nodded. "I will inform the department heads, sir. I will tell the galley to prepare rations."

"You will do more than inform them," Hayes said. "You will organise it. You will direct the assets. You will assign the rotations. You will manage the queue. I am giving you the keys to a ship-wide, mandated orgy, Riker. I want the men drained and compliant before the first wave hits us."

Tony felt a surge of cold power in his chest. Hayes was handing him the ultimate control. He was tasking Tony with managing the sexual release of the entire crew. He was the architect of their pleasure and the women's degradation.

"I understand, sir," Tony said. "I will have the roster printed and distributed within the hour. I will ensure maximum utilisation of the available assets."

"See that you do," Hayes said. He turned back to the chart. He picked up his brass dividers again. "Dismissed, XO."

Tony turned and walked toward the door. He stopped. He looked back at the Captain's command chair. The seat that controlled the lives of two hundred people. He stared at the empty chair. The seed of his ambition was fully sprouted. He wanted to sit in that chair. He wanted to be the one deciding who got to fuck and who got to be fucked. He wanted to make the rules. He wanted to own the ship.

He looked at Hayes; he was a creature of the old Navy, adapting to the new one through sheer force of discipline. But Hayes lacked vision. Hayes saw the Mandate as a logistical necessity. Tony saw it as an empire.


Chapter 4

The wardroom smelled of stale beer, sweat, and fresh semen. Tony stood by the heavy steel door and held his clipboard. He ticked a name off the printed roster with his pen. The long dining tables had been pushed against the bulkheads to clear the centre of the room. The floor was covered in discarded uniforms, boots, and underwear.

The Morale and Maintenance mixer was in full swing. Tony managed the queue with cold efficiency. He directed the men to the available women and ensured the rotations stayed on schedule. He was the architect of this mandated depravity, and he felt a deep satisfaction in keeping the logistics perfectly aligned.

Across the room, Leading Radio Operator James Finch bent Hannah Moss over a pushed-aside sideboard. Finch gripped her hips with his hands and slammed his cock into her pussy from behind. The impact pushed her chest against the wood. Her wire-rimmed glasses slipped down her nose. Her knitting bag sat on the floor near her feet, a half-finished purple scarf spilling out of it.

"I am telling you, Davies, the midfield is completely fucked this season," Finch shouted over his shoulder. He pulled his cock out and drove it back in.

A rating Luke Davies stood nearby, holding a plastic cup of beer. "You just do not understand the manager's tactics, Finch. They are playing a low block."

"A low block?" Finch laughed and slapped Hannah's bare arse. A red handprint bloomed on her pale skin. "They are just shit, mate. Look at the passing statistics from the last three matches. It is embarrassing."

Hannah did not react to the slap. She just took the pounding. Her face was completely numb. She breathed through her nose in short, measured bursts. Finch grabbed her hair and pulled her head back, driving his cock deeper into her cunt. He grunted and increased his pace, completely ignoring the woman he was fucking while he argued about football.

In the far corner, Petty Officer Josie Styles held court. She had two massive stokers from the engineering deck working on her. She knelt on the deck plates, sucking the cock of the stoker on her left while the stoker on her right fingered her pussy from behind. She was loud, boisterous, and treating the entire event like a Friday night pub crawl.

"Come on then, you soft bitches," Josie shouted around the cock in her mouth. She pulled off with a wet pop and wiped her chin. "Is that all you have got? My grandad could get it up faster than you lot."

The stoker on her right laughed and shoved two thick fingers deep inside her. "She talks a lot of shit for a girl taking two cocks at once."

"I take them better than your missus, that is for sure," Josie shot back. She grabbed the first stoker's thighs and pulled him closer, taking his cock back into her mouth. She bobbed her head aggressively, swallowing him deep. The men cheered and slapped each other on the back. Josie flipped them the bird with her free hand while she sucked. She loved the attention. She thrived on the crude banter.

Near the drinks station, Doctor Sally Hallow carried a plastic tray filled with cups of cheap beer. She walked through the crowd of men with her back straight and her face locked in a mask of professionalism. A junior ensign, barely out of the academy, reached out and grabbed her wrist. He pulled her down to the deck.

Sally set the tray on a nearby chair and knelt in front of the young man.

"Make it fast, Ensign," Sally instructed. Her voice was flat and clinical.

The ensign fumbled with his belt and freed his erect cock. Sally leaned forward and took the head into her mouth.

"Breathe through your nose," Sally told him, pulling off his cock for a brief second. "You are hyperventilating. Your heart rate is elevated. Relax your shoulders."

The ensign nodded, his face bright red. He tried to slow his breathing. Sally took his cock back into her mouth and resumed her work. She swallowed his cum the way she swallowed unpleasant medicine, then stood up and picked up her tray of beer.

In the centre-left of the room, Leading Seaman Talia Cooper managed a queue of four men. She knelt on a folded blanket, juggling their cocks with expert precision. She had one cock in her mouth, sucking it deep into her throat. Her hands stroked the shafts of two other men, keeping them hard and leaking precum. The fourth man stood in front of her, rubbing his cock against her cheek and her perfect makeup.

"You need to wait your turn, Peterson," Talia mumbled around the cock in her mouth. She pulled off and gasped for air. "I only have two hands and one mouth. If you rush me, I will not do a good job."

"Sorry, Talia," Peterson said, stepping back slightly. "You just look so good down there."

Talia smiled and winked at him. She reached out and wrapped her fingers around his shaft, giving it a firm squeeze. "I know I do. Now let me finish with these guys, and I will give you a proper rub down." She leaned forward and took the next cock into her mouth, her hands moving in a blur of motion. She kept the men happy, managing their egos and their erections.

Tony watched all of this from his position by the door. He checked his watch. The mixer was running perfectly. The men were blowing off steam. The women were complying with the Mandate. The ship would be ready for the storm.

Captain Hayes walked into the wardroom. The loud chatter and the wet sounds of sex dropped in volume. The men nearest the door snapped to attention, their cocks also at attention. Hayes wore his uniform jacket and his shirt.

He held Abby by the upper arm. She wore nothing but her black high heels and the red Public Asset patch stitched to a small collar around her neck. Her black hair hung loose around her shoulders. Her breasts bounced slightly with each step she took. She was the crown jewel of the event, paraded into the room to showcase the Captain's ultimate prize.

"Carry on, gentlemen," Hayes said. His voice boomed across the wardroom.

The noise level surged back up. The men cheered and clapped. Hayes dragged Abby to the exact centre of the room. He stopped and let go of her arm. He looked around at his crew, making eye contact with as many men as possible. This was a deliberate display of power. He was reminding every man in the room of the chain of command and the rewards waiting at the very top.

"On your hands and knees, Chen," Hayes ordered.

Abby dropped. She positioned herself on all fours, spreading her knees wide and arching her back. Her pussy was already wet, glistening in the harsh overhead lights.

Hayes stepped behind her. He grabbed her hips with his hands and lined his thick cock up with her entrance. He pushed forward and buried himself inside her.

Abby gasped. Her fingers scrambled for grip on the smooth deck. Hayes did not give her time to adjust. He pulled back and slammed his hips forward, driving his cock deep into her. The sound of his pelvis slapping against her arse cracked like a whip.

"Look at her, men," Hayes shouted over the noise of the room. "This is what happens when you follow orders. This is what the Navy provides for those who serve with distinction."

He fucked her with relentless force. He used her body to absorb his impact, pulling her back onto his cock with every stroke. Abby took the punishment without a single word of protest. Her breasts swung wildly beneath her. Her mouth hung open, but she made no sound. She was completely broken in, perfectly conditioned to accept the Captain's cock.

Tony stood by the door and watched. He did not feel jealousy. He felt a cold, hard respect for the mechanics of power. Hayes was using sex as a management tool. He was reinforcing his dominance in front of the crew.

Hayes increased his pace. He grunted with every thrust, his face flushed with exertion and triumph. He reached around and grabbed Abby's breasts, squeezing them hard while he pounded her pussy. He was close. He drove into her a few more times, held himself deep inside her, and groaned loudly as he pumped his cum into her.

He stayed buried inside her for a few seconds, letting the crew see his total conquest. Then he pulled out. His softening cock slipped free.

Hayes stepped back and zipped his trousers.

"Go on, XO," Hayes said. "Run the train. I want her thoroughly used before the storm hits."

Tony nodded. He looked down at his clipboard. He found the next section of the roster.

"Petty Officer Garrett, Leading Seaman Cooper, Able Seaman Miller," Tony called out. His voice was clear and authoritative. "Step forward."

The three men pushed through the crowd and formed a line in front of Abby. Abby remained on her hands and knees. She did not look at them. She just stared at the deck plates, waiting for the next cock.

"Garrett, you are up first," Tony said. "You have five minutes. Cooper, you are second. Miller, you are third. Keep the line moving."

Garrett stepped up to Abby. He knelt behind her and pushed inside her. Abby let out a soft, breathy moan as he stretched her out again. Garrett gripped her hips and started to thrust. He was nervous, his pace too fast and his angle slightly off.

"Slow down, Garrett," Tony instructed. "You are going to finish before your time is up. Control your breathing. Pull back further on each stroke."

Garrett nodded and adjusted his pace. He pulled back and drove forward with more deliberate force. Abby's body rocked with his thrusts.

Tony watched the train operate. He checked his watch. He monitored the queue. He made sure the men did not overstay their allotted time. When Garrett finished, Tony immediately called Cooper forward. The transition was seamless. The logistics were flawless.

Hayes walked over to the only remaining chair in the room. It was the Captain's chair, a high-backed leather seat usually reserved for the senior officer at the head of the dining table. Hayes sat down and crossed his legs. A rating immediately brought him a cup of beer. Hayes took a sip and watched the train with a smug, satisfied expression. He looked untouchable. He looked like a king holding court in his castle.

Tony stood by the door and stared at the Captain and realised something fundamental. He did not need to break the rules to get what he wanted. He did not need to plot a mutiny. He did not need to rescue Abby and run away to some fantasy life.

He just needed to be the man making the rules.

Hayes thought he was untouchable because he held the rank of Captain. He thought his authority was absolute because he wore the insignia on his shoulders. But Hayes was just a man, a man who lacked vision. He saw the Mandate as a tool, a necessity, a way to keep the crew quiet and in line.

Tony saw the Mandate as an empire.

He looked back at Abby, currently being fucked by man after man. He did not want to take Abby away from this life. He wanted to own this life. He wanted to sit in that leather chair. Abby was a monster's toy. But Tony wanted to be the monster holding the leash.

Miller finished his turn with Abby. Tony checked his watch and looked at his roster.

"Next three," Tony called out. "Step forward."

The men cheered and pushed toward the front of the line. Abby stayed on the deck, her body slick with sweat and cum, her face completely empty. She was doing her job.

Tony shifted his gaze back to Captain Hayes. Hayes was laughing at a joke one of his officers had made, completely oblivious to the cold, hard calculation Tony was doing. Hayes thought he had broken Tony. He thought he had turned his Acting XO into a compliant, rule-following lapdog.

Hayes was wrong.

The storm was coming, and Tony was going to be the one steering the ship when it hit.


Chapter 5

The squall struck the HMS Duty with the force of a freight train. Massive swells battered the steel hull, sending violent shudders through the deck plates. Rain lashed the reinforced bridge windows in thick, blinding sheets. The ocean outside was a churning void of black and white.

Tony stood at the central command console. He gripped the brass rail as the ship pitched forward, dropping into a deep trough before slamming up the face of the next wave. The deck tilted sharply. He braced wide to keep his balance.

"Helm, bring us to two-seven-zero," Tony barked. His voice cut through the roar of the storm and the blare of the proximity alarms. "Keep her nose into the swells. We need to ride this out."

"Aye, sir. Heading two-seven-zero," the helmsman shouted back, wrestling the heavy wheel. His arms strained against the feedback from the rudder.

Tony checked the instruments. The storm cell was massive, a solid block of red and yellow on the screen. He tapped the glass with his knuckle. "Engineering, give me maximum power to the starboard shaft. We need to correct the drift."

"Maximum power, aye," the comms crackled.

The ship rolled hard to port. Tony held onto the console. He kept his eyes on the heading indicator. He was in complete control of the bridge. The crew responded to his orders without hesitation.

"Damage control, report status on the lower decks," Tony ordered.

"Minor flooding in compartment four, sir. Pumps are handling it," the damage control officer replied.

A sharp electronic tone pierced the noise. A yellow light flashed on the damage control board.

"Report," Tony said.

"Minor structural alarm on the starboard weather deck, sir," the operator called out. "Sensor indicates a loose fitting near the forward missile launcher."

Tony looked at the readout. "It is a loose sensor housing. The wind is just rattling it. We can secure it when the squall passes."

Captain Hayes stepped away from the command chair. He walked over to the central chart table. Abby knelt beside his chair, naked, waiting for her next instruction. The mixer in the wardroom had ended an hour ago, and Hayes had brought her up to the bridge for the storm watch. She was his personal stress relief.

"We need to keep the men focused. A little display of authority will settle the nerves." Hayes said.

Hayes grabbed Abby by the arm and hauled her to her feet. He dragged her to the chart table and shoved her backward. She landed on her back against the thick paper of the navigation charts. Her bare skin pressed against the grid lines.

"Spread," Hayes ordered.

Abby opened her legs. Her heels hooked over the edge of the wooden table.

Hayes stepped between her thighs. He grabbed her hips and began to fuck her.

Abby gasped as he entered her, wishing, not for the first time, that Tony would say something.

Tony watched from the command console. He didn't care about the sex. He had watched Hayes fuck Abby more times than he could count. What boiled his blood was the sheer tactical stupidity of it. The ship was pitching twenty degrees. The storm was tearing at the superstructure. And the Captain was bending over a chart table, pumping into Abby, completely ignoring the tactical situation.

Hayes thrust into her, timing his strokes with the violent rolling of the ship. When the deck tilted forward, he drove deep. When it pitched back, he pulled out. He used the momentum of the storm to pound her harder.

"You like that, Chen?" Hayes grunted. He slapped her bare thigh, leaving a red mark. "You like taking my cock while we ride the waves?"

"Yes, Captain," Abby breathed. Her head knocked against the wooden edge of the table with each thrust.

Hayes grabbed her breasts and squeezed them hard. He leaned over her, his face flushed with exertion and arrogance. He was proving his absolute control. He was showing the bridge crew that he could fuck his personal whore in the middle of a gale and not lose his footing.

Tony checked the heading indicator. They were drifting. The helmsman was struggling to keep the nose into the waves because the extra power to the starboard shaft was pushing them off course.

"Captain," Tony said. "We are drifting off heading. We need to adjust the rudder angle."

Hayes pounded harder into Abby. "Do it, XO. Handle the ship."

Tony wanted to scream. He wanted to tell Hayes to zip his trousers and look at the fucking situation. But he couldn't.

Hayes grunted. His pace turned frantic. He drove into Abby, his hips slamming against her. Abby cried out, her voice thin and reedy over the roar of the storm. Her pussy clamped down on his cock, milking him with every stroke.

Hayes let out a loud groan and buried himself to the hilt. He held himself deep inside her, his body shaking as he pumped his seed into her pussy.

"Good girl," Hayes said. He patted Abby's cheek. "Get back on the floor."

Abby slid off the table and knelt on the deck plates.

"Captain, the starboard sensor alarm is still flashing," Tony said. He pointed at the damage control board.

Hayes thought a moment. "I am going out to inspect the starboard deck damage personally."

"Sir, the swells are too high," Tony said. He stepped away from the console. "The weather deck is flooded. It is unsafe to go out there."

Hayes shook his head. "I am not hiding in here while my ship takes a beating. Or are you questioning my judgment, XO?"

"I am advising you on the tactical situation, sir. The wind is at sixty knots. A man could be swept overboard."

"I am the Captain of this vessel," Hayes said. His voice was cold and hard. "I go where I please." He looked down at Abby. "Get dressed, Chen. You are coming with me"

Abby stood up. She walked over to the corner where her mandated uniform was piled. She pulled on the tiny cropped top and the micro-skirt. She strapped on her fishnet stockings and stepped into her black high heels. The outfit was designed for a bedroom, not a hurricane.

"Chen needs proper weather gear, sir," Tony said. His jaw tightened. "She will freeze out there. She will slip."

"She will wear what she is mandated to wear," Hayes said. He zipped up his slicker. "Come on, Chen."

Abby stood by the heavy watertight door, shivering slightly as the air conditioning blew across her bare midriff.

Hayes pushed the door open. The roar of the storm flooded the bridge. Wind and rain whipped into the compartment. Hayes stepped through, and Abby followed him out into the howling gale.

Tony watched the heavy door swing shut. He looked at the radar. The storm cell was intensifying. He grabbed his radio. "Bridge to Captain. Sir, I strongly advise you to abort the inspection. The sea state is deteriorating."

The radio crackled. "Negative, XO. I am on the starboard catwalk. The damage is minor. I am proceeding to the bow."

Tony slammed his fist against the console. Hayes was drunk on his own authority. He was so obsessed with proving his dominance that he was ignoring basic maritime safety.

Out on the starboard weather deck, the wind tore at Abby's clothes. The rain felt like ice water against her skin. Her tiny skirt plastered to her thighs. The cropped top offered zero protection from the freezing gale. Her teeth chattered violently.

She struggled to keep her footing. The high heels slipped on the wet, pitching deck plates. She grabbed the safety railing. The ship rolled, and her heel caught on a raised bolt. She stumbled, dropping to one knee.

"Get up," Hayes shouted over the wind. He didn't even look back at her. He was staring at the forward missile launcher, shining a heavy flashlight into the dark.

Abby scrambled to her feet. Her hands were numb. She could barely hold on. Water streamed down her face, blinding her.

"Captain," Abby yelled. Her voice was snatched away by the wind. "It is too dangerous. We need to go back inside."

Hayes turned and glared at her. "Shut up, Chen. You are here to assist, not to give orders." He turned back to the launcher. "The bracket is loose. Make note of that."

Abby wiped the rain from her eyes. Her body shook uncontrollably. The cold was seeping into her bones.

Another massive swell hit the ship. The deck pitched sharply to starboard. Abby lost her balance again. She slid across the wet steel, her hip slamming hard against the base of the railing. She cried out in pain, but the sound was lost in the storm.

Hayes ignored her. He kept his flashlight trained on the metal brackets. He was blinded by his own ego, convinced that his sheer willpower could conquer the ocean. He refused to abort the inspection. He refused to admit that the storm was stronger than he was.

"Captain, get back inside," Tony said into the radio. "A massive swell is approaching on the starboard quarter. It is going to break over the bow."

"Maintain your post, XO," Hayes' voice crackled back. "I'm almost finished."

Tony looked at the horizon. A massive wall of water was building up on the starboard side. It was a rogue wave, unforecasted and unnaturally steep. It was moving fast. It dwarfed the ship's superstructure.

"Sir, you need to move," Tony shouted into the mic. "It is going to hit you."

Hayes finally turned around. He saw the wave. It was towering over the ship, blocking out the sky. The sheer scale of it was terrifying. It looked like the ocean itself was rising up to swallow them.

Abby looked up. Her eyes went wide. She tried to run, but her high heels slipped on the wet deck. She fell hard onto her hands and knees. She scrambled toward the watertight door, her fingers clawing at the smooth steel.

The rogue wave crashed over the starboard bow.

It hit the ship. The impact shook the entire vessel, throwing Tony against the command console. Alarms screamed as the ship listed heavily to port. The lights flickered and died, replaced by the dim red glow of the emergency backups.

A wall of churning white water swept across the starboard deck. It buried Hayes and Abby. The water surged over them, tearing at their bodies with unimaginable force.

When the water cleared, the deck was empty.


Chapter 6

The ocean tried to take her.

The water hit Abby like a concrete slab. It ripped her hands from the deck plate she'd been clawing at and flung her backward. She tumbled, spinning, blind, swallowed whole by freezing salt water that filled her nose and mouth and lungs. Her body slammed against something metal. She didn't know what. She wrapped both arms around it and squeezed until her muscles screamed.

The water rushed past her. Over her. Through her. Tons of black water, trying to peel her off the ship and suck her into the void. Her fingers locked around the metal post. She held on because the alternative was dying.

The surge receded.

It pulled back like a retreating animal, the last of the water sluicing off the deck in thick white sheets, pouring through the scuppers and draining back to the sea. The wind still shrieked. Rain still hammered the steel. But the wave was gone, and Abby was still aboard.

She opened her eyes.

She was tangled around a ventilation housing near the starboard railing, twenty feet aft of where she'd been standing. Her cropped top was shredded, the fabric bunched and soaked against her ribs. Her skirt was gone. One heel was gone. The fishnet on her right leg had torn from ankle to hip. Her skin was raw and scraped where the water had dragged her across the deck plating.

She coughed. Spat salt water onto the steel. Coughed again. Her lungs burned.

"Chen!"

Hayes' voice. Thin, shredded by the wind, but unmistakable. She turned her head.

The starboard railing had buckled. A six-foot section of the tubular steel guardrail had bent outward from the wave's impact, the welds torn free from the deck bolts, the horizontal bars twisted and sagging toward the ocean below. And where the railing had given way completely, where the tubes had snapped and left a jagged gap of open air above a forty-foot drop to the churning sea, a pair of hands gripped the lower steel lip of the deck edge.

Hayes hung from the broken rim of the ship. His fingers were white. His body dangled over nothing. His legs kicked, searching for a foothold that wasn't there.

"Chen!" His voice cracked. "Get over here! Help me up!"

Abby pushed herself off the ventilation housing. Her bare foot slipped on the wet deck. She caught herself on a pipe bracket and pulled her body upright. The wind hammered her sideways, and she grabbed the intact section of railing with both hands, bracing herself against the forty-knot gusts.

She looked at Hayes.

His face was twisted. Not the flat mask he wore on the bridge while she sucked his cock under the desk. Not the impersonal stare he fixed on her while he fucked her over his mahogany table and told her she was ship's equipment. This was raw and animalistic. His mouth was stretched wide. His eyes were bulging. The tendons in his neck stood out like cables. He was terrified.

"Move, Chen! That is an order!"

His right hand slipped. His fingers scraped across the wet steel lip, and he dropped two inches before catching again. He screamed. The sound was high and desperate and nothing like the voice that had ordered her to strip, to kneel, to spread, to swallow, to accept that she was his personal whore for the duration of the deployment.

Abby took one step forward. Then another. She lowered herself to her hands and knees because standing was suicide on this pitching, wave-washed deck. She crawled toward the broken section of railing.

She reached the gap.

Hayes was directly below her. His hands gripped the deck lip. His face was turned up toward her, rain filling his eyes, his mouth working around words that the wind kept stealing.

"The life ring," he shouted. "Behind you. Grab the line."

Abby turned her head. A rescue station was bolted to the bulkhead six feet to her left. Orange life ring. Coiled heaving line. Standard equipment, mounted at intervals along every weather deck on every ship in the fleet. This one was right there, right beside her. The coil of thin white rope sat neatly wound on its hook, the orange ring hanging beneath it. One throw. One clean arc of rope over the side, and Hayes could grab it, and she could haul him up, or at least hold him until help arrived.

She looked at the rope.

She looked at Hayes.

His left hand slipped. He caught himself with his right, his body swinging, his boots kicking through spray. He found a new grip with his left. Weaker this time. His fingers were going numb. She could see it in the way they curled, sluggish, the tendons in his wrists losing their fight against the cold and the wet and the weight of his own body.

"Chen, for fuck's sake! The rope!"

Abby knelt on the deck. The rain beat against her back. The wind roared in her ears. The ship pitched, and she gripped the intact base of the railing to keep from sliding.

She thought about the examination room. The metal stool. The clipboard. Twelve men on the first day. Then twenty. Then more. Her signature on every form. Her mouth on every cock. The taste of lubricant and semen mixed together until she couldn't tell where one ended and the other began.

She thought about Hayes' cabin. The logbook grid. The ticks in the columns. The way he stroked her head after she swallowed, the same gesture you'd use on a dog that fetched the paper.

She thought about Tony watching from the bulkhead. Watching her ride Hayes' cock. Watching her come. Watching the woman he loved get unmade, piece by piece, session by session, until nothing was left but the hollow shape of compliance.

She thought about the chart room. Paper cranes. Tony's drawings of empty buildings. The first time she'd said "I love you" and meant it.

She thought about all of it, every cock she'd sucked, every form she'd signed, every morning she'd woken in Hayes' bunk and crawled between his legs because that was what Public Assets did.

Hayes' right hand slipped again. He caught himself by his fingertips. Four fingers on the wet steel. Then three. His face was purple with effort. The veins in his forearms stood out like worms beneath the skin.

"Please," he said.

She had never heard him say that word before.

Abby looked at the life ring. She looked at the rope. She looked at his fingers, white and shaking, three of them holding the weight of a man who had turned her into a thing.

She did not reach for the rope.

Hayes' fingers opened. One at a time, like petals falling from a dead flower. His ring finger let go. Then his middle finger. Then his index finger peeled away from the wet steel, and his body dropped.

* * *

The bridge fell silent when she came through.

Every head turned.

Abby stood in the doorway. She was soaked. Bleeding. Half naked. Her body shook so hard her jaw rattled. Seawater pooled on the deck around her bare feet.

Tony crossed the bridge and stopped in front of her. He grabbed her shoulders. His face was white.

"Where is the Captain?"

"Overboard." The word came out flat, stripped of everything. "The wave took him over the starboard side. He's gone."

Tony's hands tightened on her shoulders. He looked past her, through the open hatch, into the howling darkness beyond. Then he let go.

He turned to the bridge crew. When he spoke, his voice was hard, sharp-edged, a blade cutting through the chaos.

"The Captain is overboard. I am assuming command of this vessel." He pointed at the helmsman. "Helm, hard to starboard. Bring us around to reciprocal heading."

"Aye, sir. Hard to starboard."

The wheel spun. The ship groaned as the rudder bit into the current. The deck tilted, and Tony grabbed the console edge but kept talking.

"Radar, mark our current position." He jabbed his finger at the navigation display. "Drop a waypoint at the GPS coordinates right now. That is where the Captain went in."

"Waypoint marked, sir."

"Signals, get me the fleet on the emergency channel. Broadcast Man Overboard. Give them our position and tell them we are initiating Williamson turn search pattern."

"Aye, sir."

Tony pulled the chart overlay toward him. His hands moved fast across the paper, pencil tracing the search pattern. The Williamson turn. A sixty-degree course change to starboard, followed by a sweeping arc back to the reciprocal heading, designed to bring the ship back through her own wake to the point where the man went in. Tony had practised it a hundred times but never it in a force-nine gale.

"Engineering, I need full power to both shafts. All ahead flank."

"Full power, aye."

The ship surged forward. The bow crashed through the swells. Tony watched the compass rose spin as the helmsman brought them around. The turn was rough, the ship heeling hard as she fought the cross-seas, but the helmsman held the arc steady.

"Searchlights, activate all external lighting. Both sides. I want the water lit up for five hundred metres."

The bridge windows exploded with white light as the massive searchlights swung outward, their beams slicing through the rain and spray, carving bright tunnels across the black ocean surface.

Tony grabbed the bridge binoculars and pressed them to his eyes. He scanned the water, sweeping left to right, searching for a head, an arm, anything.

Just waves and foam and darkness.

"Deploy the rescue boat crew to standby positions. I want the RHIB ready to launch the moment we get a visual."

"RHIB crew to standby, aye."

Someone wrapped a blanket around Abby's shoulders. She stood by the aft bulkhead, dripping, watching Tony command. He moved between the navigation console and the windows, issuing orders, checking the search pattern, adjusting the course as the current pushed them off track. The crew responded to him. They trusted him.

Two hours passed.

The storm did not let up. The swells remained at six metres. Visibility barely reached a hundred yards despite the searchlights. The rain fell in solid curtains. Tony expanded the search pattern twice, widening the box, accounting for current drift and wind push. He calculated the survival time for a man in water this temperature and did not share the number with the crew.

The fleet responded. Two other destroyers diverted to assist, their searchlights joining the hunt, their radar sweeping the surrounding waters for any return that might be a human body among the waves.

They found nothing.

At 0347, Tony stood at the chart table. The pencilled search pattern covered the chart like a spider's web. Every leg had been run. Every box had been swept.

Tony set down the binoculars.

"Secure the search," he said. His voice was quiet now. Spent. "Log the time. Record that the search was conducted in accordance with fleet protocol and terminated due to deteriorating conditions and zero probability of survival."

The bridge was quiet.

"Captain Hayes is lost at sea."

* * *

The auxiliary chart room. Their room.

Abby sat on the edge of the chart table. The same table where she'd first kissed Tony. Where she'd taught him to fold cranes. Where they'd made promises neither of them could keep. She wore a set of dry overalls someone had found for her.

Tony stood with his back against the door. His uniform was still damp from the spray that had blown through the bridge windows during the search. His blond hair was dark with moisture, pushed back off his forehead. He looked exhausted.

Neither spoke for a long time.

"You were on the deck," Tony said. "You were right there."

"Yes."

"What happened?"

Abby looked at her hands. They were scraped raw. She turned them over. Studied the lines. The cuts. The places where the ship had bitten into her.

"There was a life ring. Right next to me." Her voice was very steady.

Tony watched her.

"I didn't pick it up."

The words hung in the closed room. The ship rocked gently beneath them. The storm was fading. The worst had passed.

"He was hanging off the lip. His hands were slipping. He asked me to help." She looked up at Tony. "I watched his fingers slip."

Tony pushed off the door. He crossed the small room. He stopped in front of her, close enough that his knees touched the edge of the table between her legs.

"You could have saved him."

"Yes."

"And you chose not to."

"Yes."

He looked at her face. The hollows beneath her eyes. The flatness that had lived there for weeks, gone now, replaced by something bright and hard and alive. She was looking at him the way she used to look at him, before the Mandate, before the uniforms, before the schedules and the forms and the logbook grids. She was looking at him like a woman who had just made a decision that mattered.

Tony grabbed her by the front of the overalls and shoved her off the table.

She hit the bulkhead behind her. Her shoulders slammed into the cold steel. Tony pinned her there with his body, his hands already tearing at the zip of the overalls, yanking it down, peeling the fabric off her shoulders.

She grabbed his belt. Her scraped fingers fumbled the buckle open, dragged the zip down, shoved his trousers off his hips. His cock was already stiff.

He lifted her. His hands gripped the backs of her thighs and he hoisted her up, her back flat against the steel wall, her legs wrapping around his waist. He drove into her.

Abby's head smacked the bulkhead. She didn't care. She grabbed the back of his neck and pulled him closer. He fucked her against the wall with short, vicious strokes that drove the breath out of her. His hips slammed forward and her ass bounced off the cold steel with each impact.

"Say it," Tony grunted into her neck. He bit the skin beneath her ear. His cock punched deep. "Say what you did."

"I let him die." She gasped the words against his temple. Her nails tore at his shirt. "I watched him fall and I didn't move."

Tony fucked her harder. His fingers dug into the meat of her thighs. He ground into her, forcing himself as deep as he could go, and Abby cried out. Not the hollow, performed sounds she'd been making for weeks in Hayes' cabin. This was real. This was hers.

"Good," Tony said. He pulled back and drove in again. The bulkhead rattled. "That's my girl."

Abby came first. Her whole body clenched, her legs locking around him, her pussy gripping his cock in hard, rhythmic pulses. She bit down on his shoulder to muffle the scream that ripped out of her. She shook against the wall, her hips jerking, riding the orgasm out on his cock while he kept thrusting through it.

Tony followed her over the edge seconds later. He buried himself to the root and held there, his forehead pressed against the steel beside her head, his cock kicking inside her as he emptied himself. His legs shook.

They stayed pinned to the wall. His cock softened inside her. Her legs loosened their grip. He held her up because if he let go she'd crumple, and maybe he would too.

"The report," Abby whispered. Her lips brushed his ear.

Tony pulled back enough to look at her. His face was flushed, his eyes sharp.

"The rogue wave swept both crew members from the deck. One was recovered. One was not." He set her down. Her bare feet touched the cold deck plates. "That's what happened."

Abby nodded.

"That's what happened," she repeated.

Tony zipped up his trousers and straightened his shirt. He smoothed his hair. He looked at the chart table. Their table. A single origami crane still sat in the back corner, yellowed and soft from weeks of neglect. He picked it up and turned it in his fingers.

He set it down.

"I need to get back to the bridge," he said. "The crew needs a commanding officer."

Abby pulled the overalls back onto her shoulders and zipped them shut. She ran her fingers through her wet hair, pushing it behind her ears.

"Go," she said.

Tony opened the door. He paused in the frame: "This stays between us, Abby."

"I know."

He left. The door closed behind him. Abby stood alone in the chart room.

She picked up a scrap of paper from the stack of outdated tide tables. She began to fold.

Her hands weren't shaking.


Chapter 7

The water was obscenely blue.

Three months had passed since the squall. Three months since Hayes went over the side. The Admiralty board had convened. The paperwork moved through channels. The promotion came through six weeks ago, rubber-stamped by Admiral Marlow Wells himself. Captain Tony Riker, commanding officer of HMS Duty.

Tony lay on a canvas lounger on a private stretch of beach. The sand was white and fine, the kind that got into everything, and the sun hammered down from a cloudless sky with the brute insistence of a Mediterranean July. The lounger sat beneath a rented parasol, angled to shade his face. A cold beer sweated in the cup holder bolted to the armrest. His secure datapad lay face-down on the small folding table beside him.

The beach was reserved for senior officers. A rope line and two bored shore patrol ratings separated it from the public stretch further down, where the crew was on liberty, scattered among the locals and the tourists and the women brought in by bus from the hotels. The noise from down there carried on the breeze. Laughter. Shouts. The sounds of sex barely disguised by the crash of the surf.

Tony wore swim shorts and nothing else. His chest and shoulders had darkened from three days of shore leave. His blond hair, normally parted with regulation precision, was loose and pushed back. He was relaxed.

He heard someone coming toward him. Tony tilted his sunglasses down his nose.

Abby walked toward him across the white sand. She wore the mandated beachwear: a black bikini cut so small it was mostly string, the triangles of fabric covering basically nothing. The red Public Asset tag was stitched into the left hip of the bottoms. She'd put on a little weight in the right places over the past three months. Her legs were toned. Her stomach was flat. She moved through the heat with the loose, unhurried gait.

She was gorgeous.

Behind her, Hannah Moss stumbled along in the sand.

Hannah wore a mandated bikini that was even less practical than Abby's. White, nearly transparent where it was damp, the fabric clinging to her small breasts and narrow hips. She clutched a towel against her chest with both hands, her arms crossed, her shoulders hunched. Sand clung to her pale shins.

Abby stopped at the foot of Tony's lounger. She put her hands on her hips and looked down at him.

"Captain Riker."

Tony pushed his sunglasses up. "Lieutenant Chen."

"I brought you something." Abby glanced over her shoulder. "Moss. Come here."

Hannah shuffled forward. She stopped beside Abby and stood very still, her eyes fixed on the sand between her feet. The towel pressed tighter against her chest.

"A toy," Abby said. She turned back to Tony and smiled. "To celebrate your promotion. And the shore leave. And generally being the man in charge."

Tony looked at Hannah. Then back at Abby.

"That's thoughtful of you."

"I'm a thoughtful fiancé." They had decided to get hitched last week. Abby stepped behind Hannah and placed both hands on the girl's shoulders. Hannah flinched. "Drop the towel, Moss."

Hannah's fingers released the fabric. The towel slid down her body and landed in a heap at her feet. Her skin was so pale it was almost luminous against the sand. Her hip bones jutted. She was slight.

Abby reached around and unclipped the bikini top. The clasp at the back and the tie at the neck, the white fabric fell away. Hannah's small breasts were exposed to the sun, and she squeezed her eyes shut.

"Eyes open, Moss. Nobody's going to hurt you."

Hannah opened her eyes behind her fogged-up glasses.

Abby tossed the bikini top onto the sand. She placed her hand on the back of Hannah's neck and guided her forward, steering the smaller woman around the foot of the lounger until she stood between Tony's spread knees. Abby positioned her there with focused attention. She checked the angle. Adjusted Hannah's shoulders. Pushed her down by the neck.

Hannah sank to her knees in the warm sand.

Tony's cock was already thickening beneath his swim shorts. Abby noticed. She leaned over Hannah's shoulder and tugged the waistband of Tony's shorts down, freeing him. His cock stood up, half-hard, the sun warm on the exposed skin.

"Hands behind your back, Moss." Abby nudged Hannah's arms into position. Then she gathered Hannah's mousy brown hair in one fist and held it away from her face, clearing the path. "Open your mouth."

Hannah opened her mouth.

Abby guided her head forward with steady, even pressure. She fed Tony's cock between Hannah's lips, controlling the depth and the angle, pushing until Hannah's nose was a few inches from Tony's stomach. Hannah moaned. Abby pulled her back a fraction.

"Not that deep yet." Abby's voice was brisk. Cheerful, almost. The tone of a driving instructor correcting a mirror check. "Use your tongue, Moss. Flat against the underside. And suck. You need better suction."

Hannah made a wet, garbled sound. Her tongue pressed against Tony's shaft. She sucked.

"Better." Abby stroked Hannah's hair with her free hand, smoothing it behind her ear the way you'd pet a nervous cat. "Now bob. Head forward, then back. Slow. Find a pace you can hold."

Hannah began to move. Her head dipped forward, lips sliding down Tony's cock, then pulled back. Forward, back. Forward, back.

Abby watched from above. She adjusted her grip on Hannah's hair and tilted the girl's head two degrees to the left.

"There. That's the angle he likes. Can you feel him getting harder? That means you're doing it right."

Tony leaned back against the lounger. His hand found the armrest. He gripped it. The sensation of Hannah's mouth was warm and wet and obedient, but what had his cock at full attention was watching Abby work. The way she crouched behind Hannah, one hand in the girl's hair, the other resting on her bare shoulder, steering her like a rudder. The total absence of hesitation. The calm, competent management of another woman's body for his benefit.

This was Abby now. She had adapted. And she had adapted well.

"Take it deeper, Moss." Abby pushed Hannah's head down another inch. Hannah's throat constricted, and she made a choking sound. "Relax your throat. Breathe through your nose. You've done this before, I know you have. Finch had you doing this before breakfast every morning for months."

Hannah whimpered around Tony's cock. Her eyes were watering behind her glasses.

"Good girl." Abby patted her cheek. "Keep that depth. Now twist. Turn your head slightly on each stroke. It changes the pressure."

Hannah adjusted. The twist added friction along the ridge beneath Tony's head, and his hips pushed up involuntarily. A grunt escaped him.

"See that?" Abby looked at Tony's face. Her expression was sharp, pleased, a craftsman watching her work take effect. "He's close. Pick up the pace, Moss. Faster. Suck harder on the upstroke."

Hannah's head bobbed faster. Saliva dripped from her chin onto Tony's thigh. The sucking sounds were wet and loud in the quiet air of the private beach. A seagull wheeled overhead, calling once, then banking away toward the open water.

Tony's breathing shortened. He looked past Hannah's bobbing head to Abby's face. She held his gaze. She was enjoying this. She was enjoying the control. The demonstration of ownership. She had brought a subordinate to her man's feet, stripped her, positioned her, and was now physically operating her mouth on his cock. She was wielding the Mandate the way Hayes had wielded it, the way Wells had wielded it.

"Almost there," Abby murmured. She braced her hand against the back of Hannah's skull and pushed her down, holding her in place with Tony's cock buried deep. Hannah's throat worked around him. Her fingers clawed at her own thighs behind her back. "Hold it, Moss. Hold it right there."

Tony came.

The orgasm surged up from the base of his spine. His cock pulsed in Hannah's throat, and he felt her swallow around him, her muscles contracting in desperate, reflexive gulps. Abby held her steady through it, one hand locked on the back of her head, the other gripping her shoulder, keeping her pinned until Tony's hips stopped jerking and his breath came back.

Abby eased Hannah off his cock. Hannah coughed. Swallowed again. Her chin was slick.

"Swallow all of it," Abby said. She tilted Hannah's face up and inspected her mouth. Satisfied, she released her grip on Hannah's hair and patted her twice on the top of her head.

"You're done, Moss. Go and fetch us some drinks from the bar. Two beers. Cold ones."

Hannah scrambled to her feet. She grabbed her towel from the sand, pressed it against her bare chest, and hurried away down the beach without looking back. Her pale legs pumped through the soft sand. She forgot her bikini top.

Abby climbed onto Tony's lounger. One knee on each side of his hips, straddling him, her weight settling onto his lap. The string of her bikini bottoms pressed against his bare, softening cock. Her thighs bracketed his waist. She put her hands on his chest and leaned down.

"You're mine," she said.

She kissed him.

It was deep and slow and filthy. Her tongue pushed into his mouth, and he tasted salt and lip balm and the faint residual bitterness of the morning's coffee. His hands came up to grip her hips, his fingers curling into the warm skin above the bikini line, pulling her weight down harder against him. She bit his lower lip. He bit back. Their teeth clicked together.

She broke the kiss and rested her forehead against his.

"I want my man to feel powerful," she said. Her breath was warm on his mouth. "But I want you to be my man."

"And you're my woman," he said.

She kissed him again. Softer this time. Her fingers tracing the line of his jaw.

A sharp electronic chirp cut through the afternoon.

Tony's head turned. The secure datapad on the folding table had lit up. The screen pulsed with an amber border. He recognised the pattern.

Flash Priority.

He reached past Abby's hip and picked up the device. He pressed his thumb to the biometric reader. The screen unlocked.

FROM: ADMIRALTY COMMAND

TO: HMS DUTY (CAPTAIN T. RIKER)

CLASSIFICATION: FLASH PRIORITY — IMMEDIATE ACTION REQUIRED

SUBJECT: EMERGENCY DEPLOYMENT ORDER — OPERATION SOVEREIGN GATE

A LARGE-SCALE PRISON RIOT HAS ERUPTED IN THE NEWLY BUILT DETAINMENT FACILITY IN GIBRALTA. RIOTERS HAVE BREACHED THE PERIMETER AND ARE ADVANCING INTO THE CIVILIAN HARBOUR DISTRICT. LOCAL SECURITY FORCES HAVE BEEN OVERWHELMED.

MANDATE ENFORCEMENT PERSONNEL AND FEMALE DETAINEES ARE AMONG THE HOSTAGES. DIPLOMATIC CHANNELS HAVE FAILED.

HMS DUTY IS ORDERED TO PROCEED AT BEST SPEED TO GIBRALTA. RULES OF ENGAGEMENT TO FOLLOW UNDER SEPARATE COVER.

SHORE LEAVE IS CANCELLED EFFECTIVE IMMEDIATELY.

BY ORDER OF THE ADMIRALTY

GOD SAVE THE KING

Tony lowered the datapad and looked at Abby. She'd read it over his shoulder.

The surf rolled in. White foam hissed across the packed sand and slid back out. Down the beach, beyond the rope line, the noise of the crew's shore leave carried on the warm breeze... laughter, shouting, the sounds of the Mandate being exercised under a blazing sun.

Abby looked out at the flat blue water. The horizon was a clean, straight line between the sky and the sea. It was a perfect day.

"Well," she said. She climbed off his lap and stood beside the lounger. She brushed the sand from her knees. "The ship sails on."

Tony set the datapad down. He pulled on his shirt. He picked up his shoes from beside the lounger and shook sand from them.

He stood up.

"Recall the crew."

END OF ARC 2.

If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review.
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