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Chapter 1

Marcie ceased to belong to herself at precisely six o'clock on a Monday evening. She was assisting her boyfriend, Samson, in painting his miniature soldiers as they watched the news livestream on their smart TV. It was a mundane activity that they had enjoyed doing together ever since they started dating two years ago. It was a regular event on Monday nights. It kept them sane through the Monday blues. What wasn't mundane, what wasn't regular, what wasn't sane, was what came out of the speakers.

"This just in…" The bombshell of a news anchor brushed aside her long blonde hair and placed her fingers to her ear. "Following the alarming rise in national depression, and the subsequent declaration of a mental health state of emergency, Parliament has ratified The National Social Vitality Act, effective immediately." She hesitated as she read the teleprompter; concern flashed in her eyes.

"Under Section Four, colloquially known as the Free Use Mandate, all female citizens between the ages of eighteen and fifty-five are hereby designated as 'Public Assets' to aid in the alleviation of male isolation and societal despair," the bombshell blonde dropped the bombshell news.

"As of six o'clock today, the refusal of any sexual advances by male citizens of age towards female citizens of age is no longer legally permitted." The news anchor looked to her right, where her co-anchor sat and mouthed something silent. He made a face and shrugged. "Uh… our government would like to remind you that this measure is for the greater good of our collective mental health. Resistance, obstruction, or denial of access will result in immediate arrest and indefinite detainment in a Correction Centre."

"Compliance is compassion. Please stand by for local enforcement guidelines."

"Thank you, Ashley," the male anchor said with a wicked grin growing on his face, "our network would like to advise all people under the age of eighteen to stop watching now as we demonstrate the Free Use Mandate." A few moments of silence passed.

"What do you mean, demonstrate, John?"

"I've been wanting to say this for years. Suck my dick Ashley." John reached down under the desk, and a long unzipping sound followed.

"You can't be serious."

"You don't want to be arrested, do you? We already have local law enforcement in the studio."

"Oh…" Ashley looked passed that camera to someone offscreen. She looked down at her co-anchor's crotch. She looked back at the camera. She looked back down. "Alright…" Ashley leaned over, and her head disappeared under the table.

"Oh yeah." John's eyes closed in satisfaction as the sound of sucking was audible over the livestream. "That…" John's hand rested on top of Ashley's head and guided her up and down, the back of her blonde hair barely popping up above the news desk. "That's all we have for now…" he looked down at his co-anchor's work. "As Ashley said, please stand by for local enforcement guidelines." He held back a groan but continued as professionally as possible, the sounds of slurping growing louder, "If you come across any non-compliance, please call the Criminal Negligence hotline below." A free-to-call telephone number appeared at the bottom of the screen. John reached over and slapped Ashley's ass, which was sticking up. A muffled complaint was heard from her before the screen started to play standby ads.

"Ok, when did you change the stream to PornSub?" Marcie shook her head as she dipped her paintbrush into dark green paint.

"What? I thought you were trying to play a prank on me. This isn't one of those online challenges, is it?" Samson placed a completed model into his drying pile. "Wait. That was Ashley Bing and John Calmer, aren't they famous?"

"I mean, sort of, I've been watching them for a few years now. How haven't you noticed? We watch them every week."

"You watch them every week. I'm just painting." Samson winked and grabbed a new model. "Could be AI."

"I don't think it is AI," Marcie grabbed her phone and pointed it towards Samson. Notifications were flooding her screen. It was blowing up.

They can be fucking serious.

WTF!!!???

Police are at my door, saying they'll take me away if I don't fuck my ex.

OMG gonna abuse the fuck outta this one.

Why only guys?

Time to leave the country… NVM they closed the borders.

Based government!

How did they get all the female politicians to vote yes on this?

"Holy shit…" Samson's hand shook, and he placed down his unpainted soldier.

"Holy shit indeed." Marcie agreed as she turned her notifications to silent. "This is some hentai-level bullshit. I literally jacked you off to a hentai just like this last week."

"Yeah, it's all good and well as a fantasy. But having it actually happen is fucked up beyond belief. You're telling me I could walk next door and ask Mrs Helavoni to fuck me and she would legally be obligated to do so?"

"You better not." Marcie raised both eyes over her black reading glasses. "No fucking the neighbourhood milf Sam."

"Wouldn't dream of it," Samson lied, "besides, all I need is my beautiful nerdy, busty, brunette babe." Samson leaned in and gave Marcie a reassuring kiss.

"Don't forget sexy," Marcie said between kisses, "and intelligent." She pulled Samson in closer, the painting all but forgotten.

"Sexy, beautiful, hard working."

"Let me show you just how hard working I can be…" Marcie pulled off her pyjama shirt above her head and tossed it to the side of the living room. She had not been wearing a bra; she liked to let the girls breathe when relaxing at home, and she knew how much Samson loved seeing her bounce around all day. Marcie was surprised, despite having seen her breasts more times than she could count, he still had the same reaction each time. Utmost joy. Wide-eyed lust.

"Are you sure we should be doing this now? At a time like this?" Samson's eyes were firmly locked onto Marcie's extremely ample breasts even as he suggested restraint.

"No time like now. If the world is going crazy, we might as well go crazy, right? So are you gonna dig in or what?"

"Bon apatite!" Samson buried his head between Marcie's familiar flesh. His head was beset from the left and right by his girlfriend's beautiful breasts. His hands roamed to the peaks of her mountains and were lost in the softness of them. As he came up for air, he got to work sucking on her nipples.

"Ah… yes… good boy." Marcie moaned as Samson's tongue flicked the tips of her. He was exceedingly good at worshipping her tits, a breast man through and through. She ran her hands through his short brown hair and messed it up playfully. She looked deeply into his eyes and decided that she should do that thing he loved oh so much. "Lie down on the couch. Take off your pants while you're at it."

Samson sprang over to the couch with a hop and a skip, rapidly bounding and flopping back onto the soft cushions. He bounced twice before settling. With the speed reserved for a house fire, he took off his pants and kicked them away.

Marcie walked over to the cupboard near the couch, retrieved a small bottle of lube and poured it down her cleavage. With both hands, she rubbed it in and around her breasts. She looked over to Samson's already hardening cock, which was about to be engulfed. Samson looked like he had won the lottery. And to be fair, Marcie was a jackpot. She bounded over, making a show of her approach. Each step made her hefty bosom quake. With a smooth motion, she crawled up Samson's legs and expertly slid his now fully erect shaft between her tits.

"Fuck yeah!" Samson was not subtle about his approval. He was already bucking his hips upward between Marcie's tits and towards her mouth. However, the effort was almost futile; there was no escaping the warm void that was Marcie's titfucking. Her breasts easily swallowed all of Samson's length; only the very tip, of the tip, of his cock would be able to see light again.

Marcie pressed her breasts together and moved them up and down Samson's length. She looked into her boyfriend's eyes and saw him in a state of bliss. "You like that? You like fucking my big tits? Your cock feels so fucking nice and hard between them." Marcie moaned. She knew how to push Samson's buttons.

"I do." Samson nodded rapidly like an idiot as he reached down to grab Marcie's breasts.

"Uh uh uh." Marcie wiggled her finger, never stopping her bouncing motion. "This one is all me." She stuck her tongue out long and wide. She looked down towards her breasts and at the pink tip of Samson's cock. A few licks, barely pillowing the tip of Samson's cock, but enjoyable all the same. She loved the taste of him, she licked up the precum and flavoured lube she was able to scavange. His cock was beautiful. "Let me serve you tonight. You did such a good job eating me out yesterday, and I want to return the favour."

"Oh god, yes." Samson's moans were starting to grow heavier. Marcie could feel him start to pulse between her cleavage. He was close. It wouldn't take much to finish the job, but Marcie wanted to savour the look on his face.

"Not yet." Marcie stopped, suddenly pulling her tits off of Samson's cock. His length twitched in the air. She waited a few agonising moments before returning. Samson was putty in her hands… or rather her tits.

"Fuck Marcie, you're torturing me." Samson bit his lip and rolled his head back onto the couch.

"You love it," Marcie continued to envelop Samson's cock, "I bet you want to blow your load right between my tits." Marcie increased her pace. "You want to paint this slutty tits white with your load?" Faster now. "Come on, give it to me, give me your cum. I want your thick—"

"Ugh!" A rope of cum erupted from between Marcie's breasts and splashed against her face, and some entered her mouth. She didn't stop. She continued to milk Samson with her motions, each bounce collecting more and more of his seed. A white pool formed in her cleavage. Marcie lapped it up as best she could.

"Delicious. That pineapple is working well." Marcie released Samson's still twitching cock. White ran down its length. Marcie wasn't going to let it go to waste. She leaned down and cleaned off her boyfriend from base to tip. All the while massaging his balls to extract every last drop. She was a happy mess when she was done. Cum on her face, cum on her tits, cum down her throat. Samson was drained until he looked like a ghost.

"That was incredible." Samson huffed.

"I know." Marcie licked her lips. "I'm going to go get cleaned up and start on dinner. Hopefully by the morning the world will be less fucking insane."

"Yeah. Who needs all the other girls in the world when I've got the best one right here?"

"You're so cheesy."


Chapter 2

Samson drove down Main Street at a glacial pace. Traffic was backed up for blocks. At this rate, they were not going to be getting to their jobs on time. Fortunately, both Samson and Marcie worked at the same sales company, MayZing. It had actually been the place where they met. They were both cautious at first, knowing that office romances rarely panned out well, but to everyone's surprise, their romance went perfectly. They bonded over anime, games, and craft beers. Within a year, they were living together.

Samson looked over to Marcie, who was reclined all the way back in the passenger seat, her coat pulled up high over her face and her black sunglasses on. Their hopes that people would have come to their senses by the morning were unfounded. People had not come to their senses; quite the opposite. The internet was ablaze with some extremely fucked up stories. How this was helping "depression" was beyond their comprehension. So Marcie was staying hidden. Samson turned on the radio.

"This is an information broadcast from the Ministry of Social Health," a calm male baritone read from a script, "Public Assets must remain accessible at all times. Men are reminded to complete their transactions as efficiently as possible to avoid any unintended delays. Sexual intercourse is not permitted if it would place any citizen, participant or otherwise, in danger. Please comply with all lawful orders given by law enforcement." Samson switched to another station. The same message repeated on every channel. He turned the radio off.

"So fucked up." He said.

"So very fucked up." Marcie agreed.

When they stopped at a red light, they witnessed the new reality. A young woman in a yellow and white sundress and a wide-brimmed hat was sitting at a bus stop; she seemed oblivious to what was going on. A man in a business suit approached her and said a few words… they were too far away for either Samson or Marcie to hear. A few moments of hesitation from the woman, and then she dropped to her knees, her sundress flaring out around her as she took the businessman's cock into her mouth. Other commuters stepped around the pair as if they were a normal obstruction, a bin, a pothole, or a slippery when wet sign at best. The light turned green, and Samson kept driving.

"It's like the fucking sexual apocalypse out there," Marcie said as she dipped down further into her seat. "But I don't see any hellfire or sexy fallen angels."

"What about me?" Samson raised an eyebrow.

"You're sexy. Just not evil demon sexy. More like sexy nerdy-guy sexy." Marcie tried to bring some levity to the situation.

"I'll try to be eviler."

"No need, I like sexy nerdy-guy sexy."

A siren wailed from the side of the road. A police cruiser shot past and stopped just ahead of them. Two officers stepped out and placed a woman in handcuffs. An older man was pointing at her accusatorily. The woman was forced into the back of the cruiser.

"Looks like they weren't joking about imprisonment," Samson said with an undertone of horror.

They arrived at the front entrance of the MayZing building. A crowd of men were gathered at the main glass doors. A mix of employees that they recognised and random passers-by they didn't. They were clearly awaiting new "Public Assets" to arrive. Samson swerved last minute to avoid entering the main car park.

"Park at the back, my card lets me into the service lift. Should be quieter there." Marcie suggested, acutely aware of what would happen to her if she went through the main doors.

"Maybe we should have stayed home."

"Bills aren't going to pay themselves."

"I guess not." Samson pulled around the back and into the little-used loading bay. They only needed this area when MayZing took on a client with shippable products, and right now, MayZing was handling ships instead, luxury cruises to be exact. No need to stock physical items.

They gingerly stepped out of their sedan and rushed over to the service lift. Marcie pulled out her purse and waved it several times over the card reader before the reader finally beeped in recognition. They stepped in, and Marcie pressed the button to take them to the second floor. The hum of the elevator did nothing to quell their collective anxiety. Samson grabbed Marcie's hand tightly as they ascended.

"We'll get through this." Samson wasn't sure if he was reassuring Marcie or himself. Perhaps both.

"We will." Marcie lifted herself onto her tiptoes and kissed Samson's cheek. Even with her black heels on, she wasn't as tall as him.

The service lift opened directly into a lesser-used corridor. Samson stepped out first, checking for others. Clear. He led Marcie down the corridor and towards the manager's waiting room. Marcie was the secretary for their manager and boss, Gordon Fumes. Mr Fumes was a decent guy and a happily married man. He would hopefully see all of this as ridiculous. With any luck, he would not take advantage of Marcie.

When they entered Gordon's office, he was looking rattled. He was pacing in front of his desk, tie slightly loosened, hair uncharacteristically out of place. When he saw the pair enter, he stopped and turned to them. He looked down at Marcie's blouse and the substantial breasts within. It was almost instinctual, but he quickly catches himself and corrects his misdeed. Though his lingering is noticeable.

"Ah, Mr Wells and Miss Sinclair," he stopped and straightened up his tie, "I'm glad you are both here. "It is absolute bedlam out there. The cruise line account is blowing up, and the sales team is very distracted by partaking in the Free Use Mandate."

"That bad?" Samson asked.

"Quite. Half the female staff didn't show up today, and the ones that did are currently occupied in the lobby or breakrooms. The sales floor itself is wild. I'd start firing people to keep them on track, but the government would string me up by my thumbs if I did."

"I imagine everywhere is experiencing similar issues," Marcie sighed.

"Quite right you are, Miss Sinclair," Gordon wiped the sweat from his brow, "Look Wells, I know the law has changed, but I am still a professional. Marcie is the best secretary I've ever had, and I need her typing, not… well, doing other things. You have my word that I will keep respectful."

"Glad to hear it," Samson felt a crushing weight lift from him.

"Samson, I need you out there on the floor. Someone needs to actually perform their job today. Marcie, please set up at your desk. I will keep the doors locked once Samson leaves."

Samson looked over to Marcie with concern. She looked back with a warm smile and nod. They kiss, more desperate than usual. Longer than they should have in a professional environment, especially in front of their boss. Samson stepped out of the manager's office, a sharp thunk ringing behind him as Gordon locked the door. He couldn't help but feel like leaving Marcie with Gordon was a bad idea, even with his promise. But he didn't really have a choice.

Gordon calling the sales floor 'wild' was an understatement. It was the sound that hit him first. First, the familiar: the frantic ringing of landline phones, the murmur of sales pitches, and the clicking of keyboards. Then the unfamiliar: skin-on-skin slapping, squeaking of office furniture, guttural groans of men in pleasure. Then he was hit with the aroma of cheap coffee and sex.

Right as Samson entered the sales floor, near the entrance was Barry. Top sales closer Barry. He was leaning back in his ergonomic chair, headset on, chatting away. Mid-pitch to a customer about a "Diamond Tier Caribbean Package." His body was not as cool and collected as his words. He was gripping the armrests of his chair, steadying himself as a junior admin girl, one of the new hires, was under his desk, slurping away at his cock. Barry stopped mid-sentence to let out a soft, shaky breath before his voice smoothed back out. He closed the deal as he patted the girl working diligently to please him on the head as if she were a golden retriever performing a trick. Barry gave a casual wave to Samson as he walked past.

If only that were the end of it. Samson passed the central meeting room on the way to his desk. The floor-to-ceiling glass walls, designed for transparency, were now being used for exhibition. It was a fucking zoo. Three guys from Logistics had the older but quite fit HR rep bent over the conference table. Her skirt was hiked up to her waist, and her black panties pulled down to her ankles. One man was deep inside of her pussy, slapping her ass as he thrust inside of her, shaking the table with each mighty blow. The other two men stood on either side of her, stroking her hand up and down their cocks as they sipped their morning coffee.

The cubicles on the way to Samson's desk became a minefield. He stepped over discarded clothing, high heels, blazers, panties, all scattered on the ground like confetti. Samson had to physically step over a woman from the cleaning crew who was naked on her hands and knees, trying her best to clean up as one of the other guys was jerking off against her ass.

As Samson got close to his own cubicle, he was stopped by a line of sales consultants. They were waiting for the kitchenette, or rather, they were waiting for the woman inside the kitchenette. The hot young intern was sitting on the counter next to the coffee machine, legs spread wide, accepting man after man. Each consultant would walk forward fuck the intern, take a doughnut, then head back to their desk.

"Morning, Sam!" Roman, one of Samson's fellow sales consultants, greeted him, "Wanna grab a coffee and a doughnut? The new policy is brilliant! The new intern is apparently super tight."

"I'm ok Roman, got to get logged in."

"Your loss, don't wait too long, or else she is gonna be used up."

"Maybe later." Samson lied. He was almost there… But there was one last spectacle to pass. Near the photocopier, someone had taped a hastily handwritten sign that read "DEPOSIT ASSETS HERE." Two female sales consultants sat underneath the sign, knees pulled to their chests. They looked exhausted. They weren't actively being used, but they were clearly being kept there as 'inventory' for anyone needing a quick fuck.

"Shouldn't you two be getting back to your cubicles?" Samson asked awkwardly.

"Our supervisor said to wait here instead." One of the girls replied.

"This is so messed up…" The other one sighed, "I just had my hair done, and that bastard came in it."

"Right." Samson didn't push the issue; he finally made it to his cubicle, his safe, warm cubicle. No fucking happening in here. It was a madhouse around him. What struck Samson the most was not that everyone was fucking—that was expected—it was how everyone was still mostly working. Sales calls were still being taken, printers were still printing, and deals were still being made. The women seemed to be demoted from colleagues to fuckable furniture. It didn't surprise him that the men were behaving like kids in a candy store. Everything was suddenly free. Zero restraint, zero shame.

"Is there anything I can help you with Sam?" It was Tina from Payroll. She had a sweet voice to match her sweet looks. Orange braided hair, a smattering of freckles, thin, like a cover model, it was a surprise she wasn't being used right at this second. "Coffee? Doughnut? Blowjob?" One of those was not like the others.

"Blowjob?" Samson asked, surprised.

"Ok!" Tina dropped down to her knees and shuffled towards Samson's crotch.

"No, no, no. I'm good, thank you. I was just questioning why you were offering blowjobs."

"Oh!" Tina stood up, looking a bit perplexed that Samson had rejected her generous offer, "I just thought I would get into the spirit of the new legislation, you know? Can't beat them? Might as well join them!"

"So you like the Free Use Mandate?"

"Honestly, I don't know yet, but right now it is kinda fun being used like an object." The words that were coming out of Tina's mouth fried the innocent image of Tina that Samson had formed in his mind.

"I guess that is one way of looking at it." Samson turned on his computer and wiped down his keyboard with a disinfectant wipe.

"Well then, call me if you need anything, I'm very happy to serve and service." She smiled so innocently and sweetly that Samson almost forgot what she was implying.

"Yo Tina, over here, dick needs a warm mouth!" A man called out from a few cubicles down.

"Coming!" Tina skipped off.

This was going to be a hell of a shift.


Chapter 3

As Marcie typed away at her computer, she could hear the muffled thumps, laughter, and moaning coming from the sales floor down the hall. She hoped that Samson was doing all right. She also hoped that Samson didn't give in immediately to the peer pressure. Marcie was doing her best to type a memo, but it wasn't taking. She was too distracted by all that was going on.

Her desk was situated in the antechamber just outside of Gordon's office. From her position, she could see her boss through the glass window that separated them. What's more, she could feel his eyes on her. When she snuck glances behind her, she could tell her boss was in a sorry state. The air conditioner was failing to keep Gordon from sweating through his shirt as he sat at his large executive desk. His eyes wandered between his computer screen, the locked door to the antechamber, and Marcie's back.

Marcie was grateful that Gordon promised to remain respectful. She just hoped that he would stay true to his word. She suddenly became aware of herself. Her breasts pressing against her blouse, her hips pushing against the standard office chair, the nape of her neck feeling the breeze from the aircon. She couldn't help but think of herself as a piece of juicy steak on a platter before a starving "vegetarian" man.

Marcie pressed down on the intercom to check if Gordon was alright; he seemed off-kilter enough that Marcie was worried he might suffer a heart attack or stroke. There was no answer. She tried the intercom again… Nothing. The intercom was on the fritz again. She was about to call someone from IT when she thought better of it. Those guys would certainly take advantage of her. They'd given Marcie lecherous looks well before the laws were introduced.

She stood up from her desk and carefully intruded into Gordon's room. "Is everything alright, Mr Fumes?" Marcie asked in a higher range than usual.

"Perfectly fine Marcie, thank you." Gordon adjusted his tie as if he were choking. His personal mobile phone started to ring; a custom jingle reserved for his wife. He answered it, accidentally placing it on speakerphone, a common occurrence for the older man; he must have been pushing fifty now.

"Gordon... oh god... Gordon are you there?" Mrs Fumes sounded breathless.

"Linda? Are you ok? Did you lock the doors?"

"I uh…" A muffled moan erupted from the phone, "I did, but the postman had… a package to give me."

"Linda, tell him to leave."

"I—I tried, he said he'd leave once he was done." The sound of slapping flesh grew louder through the phone. "He’s already inside... Gordon, it feels..." A toe-curling cry of pleasure followed. The line went dead.

Marcie stood there silently, wishing she were anywhere else but here. Gordon started pacing, tie completely removed and thrown to the floor.

"I can't believe it!" Gordon was talking to himself… "How could Linda do this to me? Fucking the mailman? Really? Here I am being a saint while she fucks another guy in our home." He stopped pacing and looked at Marcie.

Marcie backed away slowly like a doe caught in a tiger's sights.

"It's not fair, Marcie. Tell me, do you think it is fair?"

"Not fair at all, sir…" Marcie was almost past the threshold.

"I tell you, the stress is going to kill me. I can't focus, how am I supposed to protect you if I can't think straight?"

"Sir?"

Gordon walked over to Marcie and placed one of his hands on the doorframe. "I'm a man, Marcie. A man in pain. I need help alleviating it."

"You said you were going to keep things professional Mr Fumes." Marcie's voice was firm. She looked for an escape plan.

"I know… But the law says you're supposed to help." Gordon looked down Marcie's blouse, he was close enough that Marcie could smell his aftershave. "I won't ask for... everything. But I need help. I need to take the edge off. Just... a helping hand? Please?"

"Mr Fumes, you are a…" Marcie stopped herself from finishing her sentence; she was about to say that he was a 'married man', not the best move right now. She was in a tough spot. A single word, and Marcie could be thrown to the wolves on the sales floor. There was no way Samson would be able to protect her from dozens of horny guys. "A helping hand?" Marcie swallowed.

"Yeah, just a handjob, just a quick handjob to clear my head. You can do that, right?" Gordon was almost touching her.

Just a handjob? Marcie thought it was as fucked up as it sounded. But this is far better than the alternative.

Marcie looked down at Gordon's crotch. He was already tenting. This wasn't good. Her mind thought of Samson. Would he be able to forgive her for something like this? How did Marcie know that Samson wasn't already fucking some tramp in his cubicle? No. Samson wasn't like that. This would all be on her.

"Just a handjob. My clothes stay on." Marcie set out the terms.

"Brilliant!" Gordon wasted no time in unzipping his pants and pulling out his cock. It flopped against Marcie's skirt.

"One moment." Marcie held up her hand as she retrieved a small bottle of hand lotion she kept on her desk. She hated dry skin. She squirted a generous amount into her palm and rubbed her hands together. The smell of cocoa butter was strong. Gordon nodded in approval.

Marcie returned to her boss, his cock out and standing in the doorway. She reached down and took her boss's cock in her hand without looking at it. It was surprisingly heavy; her hand barely fit around the girth of it. It was already warm and twitching with excitement.

"Ahh." Gordon let out a relieved sigh as Marcie's hand began its slow journey up and down his length. "Oh god Marcie…"

Marcie remained silent as she worked his length. She was determined to get this over as quickly as possible. She started at a steady pace, sliding her palm from the tip of his glands, all the way down to the base of his balls, and then back up again. She couldn't help but think of it like she was reloading a pump-action shotgun at a retro arcade. The journey of Marcie's hand took longer than it would have with Samson. Gordon's length slid up her forearm as she stroked; he was clearly hung. She glanced down. Her suspicions were correct. A size that Marcie had only seen in pornos and hentai. Who knew Mr Fumes was packing heat?

"Your hands are amazing, even softer than I'd imagined."

"Than you imagined?" Of course, Gordon had fantasised about her; men had a one-track mind.

"Yeah, can you blame a man? You're stunning." Gordon looked down at Marcie's breasts, watching them jiggle slightly with each pump of her arm. He continued to steady himself on the doorframe as he reached out to grab a handful of Marcie's tits.

"Sir!" Marcie complained.

"Just over the clothes, I promise," Gordon assured Marcie. Somehow, Marcie didn't trust his promises anymore.

I need to end this before he gets any more ideas. Marcie's left hand joined her right around Gordon's shaft. She pumped away steadily, thinking of anything but what was going on right in front of her. She was just churning butter in her head. The big thick stick going up and down… up and down… She entered a state of flow. Gordon's cock pulsed between her fingers. The lotion made the sound of each stroke distinct.

"Here I come Marcie." Gordon dug his fingers deeper into Marcie's blouse. His balls tightened. His cock throbbed in Marcie's hands. "Fuuuck!"

Marcie sidestepped Gordon's release. Long, thick ropes of cum plastered the floor where Marcie was standing a moment before. Marcie was on autopilot; she continued stroking her boss until he was fully emptied. It really was a lot of cum. A lot of cum that she was probably going to have to clean up. When Marcie was done, her hands were slick with lotion and her boss's love. She let go of Gordon's cock, and it began to deflate. She grabbed some tissues from her desk, wiped her boss's cock, then cleaned her hands.

"Thank you, Marcie." Gordon seemed like a whole new person. Revitalised. "Excellent performance. I will make a note of it for my files. Do you have the Smithson account ready?" His professional demeanour returned, and the flop sweat he was suffering was completely gone.

"Yes sir. I will bring it in right away."

Marcie's heart sank as the reality of what had just happened set in. Although the doors were locked, she wasn't safe in here.


Chapter 4

Samson's sales were well behind the KPIs. He had made only half of the sales that he was expected to for the day, and it was already getting close to the end of the shift. It wasn't surprising. The constant sounds of rampant fucking around him made everything much harder. Plus, customers were a lot more preoccupied than usual. On three separate occasions today, someone was talking to him mid-fuck. It was deeply concerning how quickly society had adjusted to the new paradigm. The Free Use Mandate was proving to be much more popular than expected.

Whenever Samson stretched, or went to grab a printout, or to use the restroom, he saw people enjoying the new laws. Many of the women were half-dressed, and many of the men were completely exhausted from cumming multiple times throughout the day. Samson was a healthy, young man, and despite everything telling him he shouldn't, his body, specifically his cock, was getting excited.

"Hey, Sam-the-man," Barry Yung, the hotshot seller, appeared in the entrance to Samson's cubicle, "how about this new Free Use Mandate, hey? Which girl do you think is the best lay so far?"

"I wouldn't know…" Samson said awkwardly.

"Wait… don't tell me you haven't fucked any of the girls yet?" Barry was incredulous, "Not even Tina? She's been wanting your cock since she got hired. No wonder you're tanking so hard today. Get your rocks off, you'll be able to work better."

"I'm very happy with Marcie, I don't really need anyone else."

"Marcie? Mr Fumes has probably been dick deep in her all day. I know I would be if she were my secretary."

Samson bit back his anger and continued being cordial, "I am sure Mr Fumes is a professional. Besides, sex would make things harder to focus, not easier."

"Only if you fight it. Look around. Productivity is actually going up. Just grab a girl, clear the pipes, and close a deal. Don't be a prude; it makes the rest of us look bad. In fact…" Barry looked around and spotted who he was looking for, "Tina! Samson needs his cock down your throat!"

"Coming!" Tina's voice replied from across the room.

"What the fuck man?"

"Thank me later." Barry left with a wicked grin on his face.

A few moments later, Tina skipped inside Samson's cubicle with all the grace of a sexed-up nymph. "Tina Swansy reporting for ball draining service." She saluted goofily. Her tight work attire was definitely less put-together than it was earlier in the day.

"I really don't need that service." Samson managed a half-grin.

"Oh nonsense, you are clearly pent up," Tina pointed to the tent in Samson's pants, "and if I don't keep morale up, I wouldn't really be doing my job now, would I?"

"What does morale have to do with Payroll?"

"Everything!" Tina pulled off her tight-fitting top; she wasn't wearing a bra underneath. Her breasts were perky, and her pink nipples were standing at attention. "If your frustration stops you from making quota, you won't get any commissions! I can't have that. Besides, according to my new job description, it’s actually a reportable offence if I see a man in distress and don't offer aid. You wouldn't want me to get written up for negligence, would you?" She was already on her knees and inserting herself between Samson's legs.

"You'd get in—in trouble for that?"

"Yeah. Huge trouble!" Tina nodded rapidly.

Samson's phone began blinking, a silver light. "Sorry Tina, I have to take this; it's a Platinum lead."

"Go ahead," Tina gave an expectant, innocent smile, "Please take the call."

Samson answered the call and started talking through his script. Plantnum leads were a big deal; rich folk with a lot of disposable income to spend on luxury cruises, landing one alone could easily double all the other commission income that Samson made for the month.

Two sentences in, Samson felt Tina's nimble hands unbuckling and unzipping his pants. He looked down at her and silently mouthed, "What are you doing?"

"Multitasking is encouraged," Tina licked her lips before reaching into Samson's underwear and retrieving his cock, "seems like he agrees." Tina placed a gentle kiss on the head of Samson's cock and winked up at him.

Samson was about to bolt, but the old lady on the other side of the line was enquiring about the Round-the-World package. It was a fucking huge sale, not even Barry landed these often. He gritted his teeth, said a silent apology to Marcie and continued his sale; surely she would understand.

"Do you know if the buffet offers gluten-free lobster options?" the old lady asked.

"Y—Yes ma'am." Samson choked on his words as Tina choked on his cock. The little minx had slid his length as far down her throat as his size would allow for. No gag reflex found. Samson could feel himself being squeezed by Tina's throat. The innocent Tina deepthroating his cock like a seasoned whore was not on his bingo card for the day. "All meals come with gluten-free and vegetarian alternatives."

"Don't forget to offer her the upgraded suite," Tina whispered as she came up for air. She lulled her tongue out and slapped Samson's cock against it over and over. It was a heavenly pillow. Or rather a bed of sin. Samson felt the pit in his stomach deepen as he thought about Marcie…

Mr Fumes has probably been dick deep in her all day. Barry's words ran in his head, muddying his mind. As he continued his sales pitch, offering the upgraded suite package to the customer, he couldn't get the thought of Marcie bent over Mr Fumes' desk out of his head. Tits pushed up against the wood as her boss took advantage of her. Worse, in Samson's vision, Marcie was enjoying it. Screaming out for more.

"Oh, your cock got even harder!" Tina exclaimed under her breath. She took the tip into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it. She had clearly done this a lot.

Samson couldn't believe it, but despite the petite redhead between his legs, he was nailing the sales call. It was as if every bit of training he had ever done on how to close a sale was solidified in his mind. He was zen. All there was… was the sale. Tina continued her service, using her throat like a cocksleeve. She matched the most skilled professionals at swallowing cock. Samson felt himself on the edge of release as he closed the sale.

"Thank you, ma'am. I have everything sorted for you in the system now. Enjoy your holiday." Samson ended the call and then triumphantly came down Tina's throat as he hit the Platinum sales bell. The whole office erupted in applause—as was tradition for closing a Platinum sale—as Tina showed her own appreciation by keeping her mouth glued to the base of Samson's shaft as he unloaded inside of her. Thick gulping noises could be heard from her as she effortlessly received all of his cum. Express to the stomach.

"Woo you did it!" Tina was ecstatic as she came up for air. She high-fived Samson, then stood up and rubbed her breasts into his face.

"Uh… thanks." Samson was lost for words; he had just made thousands of dollars for himself in commissions. Would he have been able to do so without Tina's 'help'? Maybe, but getting his cock drained had certainly brought everything into perspective.

"See how much easier everything is when you're not blue-balled?" Tina put her top back on, trying to maintain some semblance of professionalism.

"Tina, I could use you over here." The sales rep two cubicles down called out.

"Coming!" Tina blew a kiss to Samson, "That was fun, Sam, let's do it again soon," she winked. Moments later, she was entering another cubicle, the wet sucking sounds of her mouth on a different cock loud and unmistakable.


Chapter 5

Marcie survived the rest of her shift without further harassment from Mr Fumes. When she exited through the service lift, she saw Samson idling in the car, lights on, engine running. The sun had already set by the time they finished work. Marcie looked hollow, her whole body slumped after she got into the passenger seat. She locked the doors, leaned back her hair and let out a long exhalation.

The silence on the way home was oppressive. Usually, they would listen to music or a podcast, but today didn't feel like the right day for that. Samson reached to turn on the radio, but his hand was stopped, Marcie's hand overlaying his.

"Please. No more news."

Samson nodded.

The drive home was slower than the way to work, and the sidewalks were more hectic. The evening rush hour had turned into an open-air brothel. Everywhere Marcie and Samson looked, there were people fucking. In the cars, women were either giving road head to their drivers or jerking off their passengers. There were so many near-collisions and minor fender-benders that they had lost count.

Marcie peered out the window, clutching her seatbelt. She spotted two men at a table in the outdoor garden of a local watering hole. A waitress was on her back between them, completely naked. One man took her mouth while the other man thrusted between her legs. Both men were downing beers. The waitress was practically euphoric. Everyone around them seemed to not take any notice of them. The normalisation was terrifying.

Samson tried to focus on the road. Tried not to look at all the women displaying themselves. It was growing harder each minute. He had guilt written all over his face. Marcie knew it. But her own guilt was crippling.

When they got home, they rushed into their apartment, locking the doors and closing all the blinds. They continued their usual routine: they both got naked and entered the shower together. This time would often devolve into an impromptu makeout session, followed by heavy petting, but today neither of them was feeling it.

Marcie took the loofah and scrubbed her hands… hard. But no amount of washing was getting the feel of Gordon's cock off her hands or out of her head. Samson washed his groin, but Tina's lips were still there, like a phantom, still sucking away at his head. They assist each other, soaping down each other's bodies, but it was industrial, more mechanical than sexy. They left the shower feeling no cleaner than when they entered.

They sat at their small dining table, plastic soldiers replaced with leftovers. Neither of them was up for cooking. Ording takeout was too dangerous.

"I have to tell you something," they said almost in unison.

"You go first." Samson held his breath.

"Gordon…" Marcie pushed around the food on the plate, "he found out his wife was fucking the mailman, said he couldn't focus. He…"

"Jesus… did he make you?"

"We didn't have sex," Marcie was quick to assert, "he just wanted me to 'give him a hand.' So I… I jerked him off. Made sure we kept our clothes on."

"Fuck Marcie, really?"

"I was worried he'd throw me out to the sales floor if I didn't help him out. It was just a handjob. One handjob and I was fine for the rest of the day. I could have been sent out there like a common whore."

"Damn it," Samson slammed the bottom of his fork on the table, "you're right... It was just a handjob?"

"Just a handjob, I didn't even enjoy it." Marcie was uncertain if she was being entirely truthful. There was a certain charm to Gordon, a certain large charm she hadn't expected. "What was it that you wanted to tell me?"

"The floor was hell, like Caligula himself had come back to life," Samson sighed, "Tina…"

"You fucked Tina? That fucking man-stealing slut." Marcie never liked Tina, she obviously had a crush on Samson from day one.

"No, we didn't have sex. Well, we kind of had sex. Is oral sex?"

"It's called oral sex Sam."

"Right, well, I was on a call, and she gave me head."

"And you didn't stop her, why?"

"Because I was closing a Platinum sale… Full Round-the-World package with an upgraded suite… I was afraid that if I put her on hold, I'd lose it."

"Holy shit Sam, that's like several thousand in commission." Marcie momentarily forgot about Samson's indiscretion. Her mind was calculating all the bills they could pay off with that bonus. "That's incredible, no wait. Did you finish?"

"The sale?"

"No, not the sale."

"Yeah… I did."

"Fucking slut, I'm going to rip her apart next time I see her." Marcie was less mad at Samson than she had anticipated. She couldn't fault him, the world was so messed up right now, and he was just trying to bring home bank. Which he did.

"Sorry." Samson apologised.

"You want to apologise?" Marcie stood up and walked towards the bedroom, "I will be waiting on the bed… legs open."

Marcie stripped off her clothes and launched herself onto the bed.

Samson followed Marcie into the bedroom, shedding his clothes as he went. He found her splayed across the duvet, legs spread wide, an invitation and a challenge wrapped into one. The moonlight streaming in from the window caught the curves of her body, the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist. She was on display.

Samson pounced. Despite Tina's earlier blowjob, he was still pent-up from being constantly surrounded by sex.

Marcie pulled Samson towards her, letting the weight of him push her into the mattress. Her mouth found his, and they let the familiarity overtake them. Deep. Hungry. They wanted to possess each other again.

"You're mine," Samson spoke against her lips.

"Prove it."

Samson accepted the challenge. He flipped Marcie over onto her stomach. Marcie barely had time to get her knees underneath her before he was inside of her.

"Oh fuck Sam…" Marcie moaned as the familiar stretch of Samson entering her sent a warmth through her body. He was being more aggressive than usual. Much more.

Smack!

Samson slapped Marcie's ass as he pistoned inside of her. There was no foreplay, no tender whispers, just pure rough sex.

"Fuck!" Marcie gripped the sheets. "Sam!"

Samson increased his pace, his hips snapping forward with enough force to rock the headboard against the wall. Doggystyle was not a common position for the pair, and Marcie took note to change that, being claimed like this was intoxicating. Each thrust made Marcie quiver; he was really going all out. He was doing a good job of making Marcie forget Gordon. Of drowning out the memory of Gordon's thick cock in her hands.

I wonder if he would even fit. Marcie expelled the thought as soon as she thought it. "Harder!" Marcie pushed back against Samson as she pushed back against her thoughts.

Samson obliged. Marcie felt her hair get pulled back. She arched her back as Samson continued to use her pussy. Samson watched Marcie's ass ripple with each impact. This was his. This was his woman. No mandate was going to change that.

"Get up." He pulled out suddenly, leaving Marcie empty and needy. Before she could protest, he hauled her off the bed and pressed her against the wall, lifting both her legs around his hips.

"Sam, what—"

He silenced her with his mouth as he thrust back inside. The angle hit differently. Marcie's back pressed against the wall as he fucked her standing, holding her up by the thighs.

Marcie's nails clawed down Samson's back, leaving red soft red trails. "Sams! god, yes, Sam! Fuck me just like that!"

His. Only his.

"Say my name again." Samson bit down on her neck, sucking hard enough to leave a mark.

"Samson!" She screamed it as he hit that spot inside her, the one that made her vision blur. "I'm all yours Sam!"

They stumbled together, still connected, crashing onto the bedroom floor. Marcie landed on top, and she didn't stop riding him. She pushed down hard on his chest, breasts bouncing with each rotation of her hips on his cock. Samson played with her body, squeezing, kneading, and grabbing every bit pleasing bit he could reach.

"I'm close," Marcie panted. She increased her speed chasing that feeling that was building inside of her.

Samson sat up, wrapping his arms around her, pulling her flush against him. They moved together, bodies pressed. She clenched around him, and he felt his own release building.

"Together," he managed.

Marcie shattered first, her orgasm ripping through her with a force that stole her breath. She cried out Samson's name like a jazz singer, music to Samson's ears. Samson followed a moment later, spilling inside her groan that almost sounded like a roar.

After they both finished, Marcie draped across Samson's chest, both of them gasping for air. The floor was rough against their skin. Neither cared.

For a long moment, neither spoke. Samson lazily played with Marcie's tits. She listened to his heartbeat slowly return to normal.

"I love you," Marcie whispered into his chest.

"I love you too." Samson pressed a kiss to the top of her head.


Chapter 6

Wednesday was quite different. There was no chaos as they drove to work. Sure, there was still rampant fucking everywhere, but people were much more ordered. It was far from the wild west of yesterday. They still made sure to sneak into work through the service elevator. But people seemed less prone to fuck anything that moved. There was slightly less worry that a random passerby would push Marcie to the ground and make her fuck him.

Marcie and Samson noticed that laminated signs had appeared overnight. Someone from HR—probably the same lady that Samson saw getting fucked yesterday—had spent their evening creating colour-coded rosters. Rosters for "morale boosting" duty appeared all over the office. Names were listed in neat columns. Time slots allocated. Break room schedules posted.

The women of MayZing had been organised like inventory. Fortunately, Marcie's name was not on those schedules. At least not yet.

Marcie kissed Samson goodbye and hurried down the hallway. She slipped inside the antechamber door, shutting it behind with more force than necessary and locking it.

Her desk waited for her. The same desk. The same chair. The same computer with the same screensaver—a rotating gallery of anime characters she'd set up months ago. Everything looked normal. Nothing was normal.

The blinds to Gordon's office were drawn. That was new. Yesterday, the glass partition between them had been clear, allowing her to see her boss at all times. Now, the white slats blocked her view entirely. She could hear movement behind them. The creak of his leather chair made it clear that he was there. Or at least someone was there.

The main door to the antechamber clicked. Marcie held her breath. She was glad that she remembered to lock the door. She sank into her chair. Yesterday, the locked door had felt like protection. A barrier between her and the madness of the sales floor and the rest of the office. Today, it felt more like a cage. She heard the footsteps of the person at the door move away. She released her breath.

She tried to focus on work. Opened her emails. Responded to a query about expense reports. Typed up minutes from a meeting that had occurred before the world went mad. Mundane tasks that required no thought. However, that allowed her mind to think about other things. Her thoughts kept circling back to the drawn blinds and Gordon. What would he need her to do for him today?

An hour passed. Then two. The antechamber was silent save for the sounds of the air conditioning and the muffled sounds filtering from the sales floor. It sounded less 'wild' out there, but it was still clearly the symphony of an orgy. Thumping. Moaning. Cries of pleasure.

Just before lunch, the intercom buzzed. Someone must have been in to fix it. The sound made her jump, even though she'd been expecting it all morning. She stared at the small speaker mounted on her desk, watching the green light blink.

"Miss Sinclair." Gordon's voice crackled through. Formal. Professional. "I need you to bring in the Lawrenson file.

Marcie opened a drawer in her desk and pulled out the manila folder with the name "Lawrenson" on the top. The Lawrenson file. A perfectly reasonable request. Bringing it to him was perfectly normal. She almost convinced herself that's all this was. But why did he want the physical file?

She stood before the door to Gordon's office, folder clutched to her chest like a shield. Her hand hovered over the handle. She could hear her own breathing, too loud in the quiet room.

Just give him the file. Be professional. Leave.

She turned the handle and stepped inside.

Gordon stood by the window, silhouetted against the grey sky. He looked immaculate. A charcoal suit—Italian silk, if Marcie had to guess—cut perfectly to his frame. Clean-shaven. Not a hair out of place. He looked nothing like the sweating, desperate man who'd cornered her yesterday.

That somehow made it worse.

"Close the door, please." He didn't turn around.

The door clicked behind her.

"The Lawrenson file, sir." Marcie held it out, arm extended, maintaining as much distance as possible. "Will there be anything else?"

Gordon finally turned. His eyes swept over her. It was a quick assessment, clinical, but his assessment still involved looking at her breasts and ass before landing on her face. "I have a meeting with the Regional Director at two o'clock. Very important. Everything needs to be perfect, especially our quarterly projections."

"I can prepare the presentation materials—"

"The problem," Gordon continued as if she hadn't spoken, "is that I'm distracted. Again." He moved away from the window, towards his desk. Towards her. "I can't focus on the numbers when my mind is elsewhere."

Marcie's grip on the folder tightened. "Sir, perhaps some coffee would help. Or a short walk—"

"Yesterday helped." Gordon stopped a few feet from her. Closer than professional, "Your assistance was... effective."

"I can help the same way as yesterday." The words tumbled out too quickly; it seemed like this would be a regular part of her job now. "Standing. Clothed. It won't take long, and then you can—"

"No."

The word hung in the air between them.

"No?" Marcie's voice was smaller than she wanted it to be.

"The angle was wrong yesterday." Gordon gestured vaguely. "Standing, fully dressed? The risk is too high. Look at this suit, Marcie." He ran a hand down his lapel. "This is Ermenegildo Zegna. Bespoke. Do you have any idea what it costs to have silk cleaned? I want to avoid any potential damage or spillage. I can't have you getting dirty either, I don't want the Regional Director to see my secretary with cum on her clothes."

He was talking about cleanliness. He was framing his desire to see her naked as a wardrobe concern. A logistics issue. The absurdity of it almost made her laugh.

"Surely there's another way—"

"There is." Gordon moved to his desk—a massive thing, mahogany, polished to a mirror shine. He patted the surface. "You'll sit here. Edge of the desk. Naked."

"Sir, I really think we should maintain some professionalism—"

"Professionalism?" Gordon's pleasant expression didn't change, but something in his eyes hardened. "You want to talk about professionalism? I walked in today to see Barry Yung fucking the receptionist on the photocopier. I can hear the sounds of fucking on the sales floor from here if I open the window. The intern has been passed around the IT department like a fleshlight. Are you sure you want to talk about professionalism?"

Marcie took a step back. Her shoulders hit the door.

"Here's how I see it." Gordon's voice was calm. Reasonable. Terrifying. "You can help me, in here, in private, in a clean and controlled manner. Or..." He paused, letting the word stretch. "Or I can send you out there. To boost morale on the sales floor, where your boyfriend can see you. I'm sure Barry and his friends would appreciate the company."

Gordon had said exactly what Marcie was worried about.

"Your choice, Marcie."

It wasn't a choice. They both knew it.

Marcie's hands shook as she set the Lawrenson file down on the table. She reached for the zip at the side of her skirt.

"That's it." Gordon's voice was soft. Encouraging.

The zip came down with a sound that seemed too loud. Marcie stepped out of her skirt and folded it neatly, and placed it on the visitor's chair. Her tights followed. Then her underwear. Simple black cotton. Nothing sexy about them. Finally, her blouse and bra. Fold. Place.

She stood there, bearing all.

"On the desk." Gordon gestured.

The mahogany was cold against Marcie's thighs as she hoisted herself up. She perched on the edge, legs dangling, hands resting on the sides of the desk for balance.

Gordon took his time undressing. He had hangers on the wall of his office. First, he took off his tie, then his blazer and pants, then finally, his shoes and shirt. He was surprisingly fit for his age. Not muscular, but lean. His cock hung down intimidatingly between his legs. He walked over to Marcie and positioned himself between her legs.

Marice was aware of just how close his cock was to her bare pussy. She felt powerless. She was powerless. He was the boss. He had the law on his side. She was just the office equipment.

"I brought some proper lubrication this time." Gordon reached over behind Marcie, his cock brushing against her thigh as he retrieved the bottle of lube that was sitting next to his computer screen. Gordon then handed her his cock like it was a document requiring her attention. It was hardening, eager for Marcie's touch.

Marcie squeezed lube onto her palm and got to work.

The pacing was smooth and deliberate. Up and down. Base to tip. She focused on the motion, on the slide of her fingers, on anything other than the fact that she was sitting naked on her boss's desk, stroking his—admittedly big and juicy—cock.

Unlike yesterday, Gordon's hands didn't stay at his sides.

His palm landed on her bare thigh.

Marcie flinched.

"Keep going." Gordon's voice was thick. Distracted. "Your skin is so soft, Marcie. Have you always been this soft?"

"Sir—"

His hand slid higher. Not reaching for anything, exactly. Just exploring. "Focus on your work."

Marcie nodded slowly. She increased her pace. Faster strokes. More pressure. The sooner he finished, the sooner this would be over.

Gordon's breathing grew heavier. His hand abandoned her thigh and reached up, cupping her breast. He squeezed, none too gently.

A gasp escaped her before she could stop it.

"That's it." Gordon circled her nipple with his fingers. "Just keep working. You're doing so well."

I wonder if he would even fit. The thought from last night surfaced unbidden. She shoved it down, focusing on the motion of her hand, the weight of him in her grip.

"Does your boyfriend know?" Gordon's voice was casual. Conversational. Like they were discussing the weather. "Does Samson know you're this obedient to your boss?"

Marcie's hand squeezed harder than intended.

Gordon groaned. "Careful. You'll make me blow."

His hips started moving, thrusting into her grip. Small movements, controlled, but urgent. His hand continued kneading her breast, fingers lost in her soft mounds.

"Close," he warned. "Don't dodge it this time."

He pushed forward one more time into Marcie's grip. She watched as rope after rope of cum splattered across her thighs and stomach. It was warm, it was hot. She was now serving as a cum rag.

Gordon let out a satisfied grunt. He kept pumping, the remnants of his cum now dripping down Marcie's hands. She was absolutely covered in Gordon's seed. He pulled over a box of tissues from the side of his desk.

"Clean up."

Marcie didn't fight it. She took the tissues and started to dutifully clean her boss's cock. She was careful not to leave a single drop. She couldn't stop herself from thinking that this would be so much easier if she just sucked it up. She balled up the tissues and threw them in the bin. She could feel the cum cooling on her skin. Once she was done cleaning him, Gordon didn't look at her. He got dressed and sat down. His attention was on his computer screen.

As Marcie was finishing cleaning herself, she thoughtlessly placed her finger into her mouth. She could taste Gordon's cum on her finger. It wasn't bad. Marcie never hated the taste of cum, but this was particularly nice. She stopped herself from doing anything else. She already couldn't believe she had tasted him.

"You can go when you're cleaned up. And remind me to call Davies about the Henderson contract."

"Yes… Yes sir." She finished cleaning herself and the desk. The desk was wet, from cum she hoped and not from her own juices. She retrieved her clothes from the chair, stepping into her underwear, her tights, her skirt, her blouse. Adjusting everything back into place. Smoothing the fabric. By the time she was dressed, she looked exactly as she had when she'd entered the office.

Gordon continued typing. Continued not looking.

Marcie was hit with some post handjob clarity. Gordon hadn't watched her dress. Hadn't cared to. To him, she wasn't a lover. She wasn't a fling. She wasn't even a person, really.

She was a piece of office equipment that had functioned perfectly.

"Yes sir." Marcie's voice was steady. Professional. "I'll call Davies about Henderson."

"Good." Gordon still didn't look up. "Close the door on your way out."

Marcie left the office, closing the door behind her as instructed. She sat down at her desk, opened her emails, and began composing a message to Mr Davies.

She was a good piece of office equipment.


Chapter 7

Samson was finally starting to get used to the madness around him. Not understand, no, he was far from understanding. However, he was riding on a high right now. Three closed deals before noon. Three. His name had climbed from the bottom tier of the leaderboard to somewhere respectable. Not Barry-level, but visible. The dopamine hit felt nice.

His screen pinged with the commission confirmation from his latest sale. A family of four, Mediterranean cruise, upgraded cabin. Not Platinum, but solid. Very solid. He leaned back in his chair and let out a satisfied sigh.

"There he is! The man of the hour!"

Samson looked up to find Barry and Roman approaching his cubicle. Barry had that predatory grin he wore when he smelled success. Roman followed close behind, looking equally pleased.

"Three deals before lunch, Sam-the-man." Barry clapped him on the shoulder. "You're finally getting the hang of things."

"Told you he had it in him," Roman added. "Just needed to get out of his own head."

Samson shrugged, but he couldn't suppress the smile tugging at his lips. "Got lucky with the leads today."

"Luck?" Barry scoffed. "Luck is what losers call skill they don't understand. You've got the touch. Just took you a minute to find it."

Roman nodded. "We're heading to the breakroom. Fresh pot's ready. You should join us."

Something about the way Roman said "fresh pot" made Samson pause. There was a knowing look exchanged between the two men. A shared joke he wasn't quite in on.

"Victory coffee," Barry said, as if that explained everything. "You've earned it. Come on, don't be a stranger."

Samson glanced at his screen. No incoming calls. No urgent emails. The morning rush had settled into a lull. He could take a fifteen-minute break.

"Yeah, alright." He pushed back from his desk. "Lead the way."

The breakroom had transformed since Samson last visited. The fluorescent lights had been dimmed to half power. The blinds were drawn, and someone had set up the LED lighting with a purple hue. A few of the usual tables remained occupied by people eating sandwiches or scrolling through their phones. But the atmosphere was more intimate. Conversations were quieter. More relaxed.

A young woman knelt on the floor, her back against the room's lone vending machine. Samson recognised her. The intern from the mailroom. She sorted packages, delivered interdepartmental memos. She'd brought him a parcel just last week; she was all smiles and potential.

Now she knelt with her hands folded in her lap, eyes fixed on the floor. Waiting. Her blouse was unbuttoned halfway, revealing a plain black bra. Her skirt was hiked up around her thighs.

Roman strolled over to her, casual as anything. He patted her head like she was a loyal dog.

"Good girl. Get to it."

The intern didn't look up. Didn't acknowledge him with words. Her hands quietly moved to his belt, unzipping him. Her gaze never left the floor as she freed his cock and guided it into her mouth.

Roman let out a satisfied sigh. He picked up a coffee cup from the counter beside him and took a sip, eyes half-closed in pleasure.

"Best coffee station in the building," he said to no one in particular.

Barry nudged Samson with his elbow. "You should take a turn, Samson. You earned it."

Samson watched Roman get serviced by the mailroom girl. He looked around… the other employees pretended nothing unusual was happening.

"I don't—" The words caught in his throat.

"She's got a mouth like velvet," Barry continued, pouring himself a cup of coffee. "Seriously. The girl was born for this. You closed three deals before noon, you deserve a reward. That's just common sense."

Samson's body was responding. He couldn't help it. The intern certainly looked like she knew what she was doing. Her mouth worked Roman with impressive determination. She seemed timid at first, but she was really getting into it.

No. I have a girlfriend. I love Marcie.

The thought rose up, familiar and automatic. A reflex. The dam he had built that protected him through yesterday, even through Tina's ambush. He loved Marcie. He was faithful to Marcie. That was who he was.

But the dam had cracks now.

She put her hands on Gordon.

The memory surfaced unbidden. Dinner last night. Marcie's confession. Her voice quiet as she described what happened in that locked office. How Gordon had cornered her. How she'd jerked him off to avoid being thrown to the wolves.

Just a handjob, she'd said. I didn't even enjoy it.

But she'd touched another man's cock. Wrapped her fingers around Gordon's shaft. Felt him throb. Felt him cum.

Samson had forgiven her. Of course he had. She'd been coerced. She did what she had to do to survive. He understood that. He did.

But understanding didn't erase the image. Gordon's cock in Marcie's hands. Gordon happily cumming from Marcie's work.

She did what she had to do to survive.

The thought twisted in his mind, turning over on itself.

I am doing this to thrive.

Was that really so different? Marcie touched Gordon to keep her job. To stay safe. And here Samson was, climbing the leaderboard, finally making real money, finally proving he belonged at MayZing. The commission from his morning sales alone would cover their electricity bill for two months.

If she can touch Gordon to keep her job, why can't I enjoy the perks of mine?

The logic was dark. He knew it was dark. He could feel it curling through his thoughts like smoke, poisoning everything it touched. But it made a certain kind of sense. A terrible, twisted sense.

It's just how things are now. Why should I be the only one suffering?

The guilt that had been gnawing at him since yesterday began to shift. It didn't disappear—nothing could make it disappear—but it transformed. Hardened. Became something else entirely.

Entitlement.

He wasn't cheating. Cheating implied breaking rules. The rules had changed. The whole bloody world had changed. He was just participating in the new economy. Adapting. Surviving.

Thriving.

"Sam?" Barry was watching him with an amused expression. "You spacing out on me?"

Samson blinked. The breakroom came back into focus. Roman was still getting serviced, one hand resting on the intern's head, guiding her up and down his cock. The coffee pot gurgled. Someone's phone buzzed on a distant table.

Normal. This was all normal now.

Samson stepped forward.

"Me next."

The words came out steady. Confident. Like they belonged to someone else.

Barry's grin widened. "That's more like it! I knew you'd come around."

Roman finished with a grunt. The intern swallowed all of Roman's love before he pulled out of her mouth. He patted her head again, almost affectionately. "Good job. She's all yours Samson."

The intern wiped her mouth with a cloth she had next to her. She looked up at Samson for the first time. Her eyes were blank but professional, like a cashier waiting for the next customer.

"Hello, Mr Wells." Her voice was polite. Detached. "How can I help you today?"

Samson unzipped his trousers. He'd made his decision. There was no point in being coy about it.

"Just do what you were doing for Roman."

"Yes, sir."

She took him into her mouth, and Barry was right—velvet. Warm and soft and skilled. She worked him with the same care she'd shown with Roman, her tongue moving in ways that suggested either natural talent or rigorous practice.

Probably both, given the new job description HR had cooked up.

Samson reached for a coffee cup. Poured himself some of the fresh pot. Took a sip. The bitterness cut through the sweetness of what was happening below his waist.

"So," Barry said, leaning against the counter beside him, "you catch the match last night? We demolished them."

"Didn't watch." Samson was surprised by how normal his voice sounded. "Marcie and I were busy."

"Busy, eh?" Barry waggled his eyebrows. "Say no more."

"Had to talk through our days."

"Ah." Barry nodded sagely. "It's an adjustment, isn't it? The Mandate. Takes some getting used to."

Below him, the intern bobbed steadily. Samson looked down at her. Brown hair pulled back in a sensible ponytail. A few strands had come loose, falling in front of her eyes. She was young. Maybe eighteen or nineteen?. She had a life outside this office. Friends. Family. Dreams.

None of that mattered. Not here. Not now.

He felt powerful.

The realisation hit him like cold water. He felt powerful. Standing here in the breakroom, coffee in hand, casual conversation flowing while a woman sucked his cock. He felt like he'd finally arrived. Like he'd finally understood what it meant to be a winner. Maybe this Mandate wasn't all that bad.

The shame that should have accompanied this feeling was conspicuously absent. He searched for it, probing his conscience like a tongue searching for a missing tooth. Nothing. Just a dull numbness where the guilt used to live.

This was the new normal. And the new normal felt... good.

"Three-nil by halftime," Barry was saying. "Complete massacre. Their defence was nonexistent."

"Sad I missed it." Samson took another sip of coffee.

The intern increased her pace. She must have sensed he was getting close. Smart girl. Efficient. She'd probably be employee of the month at this rate.

"You should come to the bar with us on Friday," Roman chimed in. He'd settled into a chair nearby, scrolling through his phone. A group of us watch the matches together. Bring your girl if you want. Though I imagine she'll be busy."

Samson didn't respond to that last comment. He focused on the sensation building in his groin, the pressure mounting steadily.

"Coming," he warned, more out of courtesy than necessity.

The intern didn't slow down. If anything, she redoubled her efforts as she took him deeper. When he finished, she swallowed without complaint, cleaning him thoroughly before sitting back straight against the side of the vending machine.

"Thank you, Mr Wells. Can I help with anything else?"

"No." Samson said as he made himself decent again. "That'll be all."

She nodded and resumed her position against the vending machine. Eyes on the floor. Hands in her lap. Waiting for the next person.

Samson finished the rest of his coffee in one long swallow. It burned a little, but he felt energised. Alert. Ready to tackle the afternoon.

"That was exactly what I needed." He clapped Barry on the back, harder than he'd intended. "Let's go close some more sales."

Barry laughed, delighted. "Now you're talking! See, I told you—get the pipes cleared, and everything else falls into place."

They walked out of the breakroom together, Roman trailing behind. The sales floor stretched before them, a landscape of cubicles and ringing phones and opportunities waiting to be seized.

Samson checked his phone. A text from Marcie, sent twenty minutes ago.

Hope your morning is going okay. Love you. x

He hovered over the message. He should reply. Should tell her about his sales, about the commission, about how well everything was going.

He locked the phone and slid it back into his pocket.

He had work to do.


Chapter 8

It was the late afternoon when Gordon summoned Marcie from her desk.

He stood behind his desk, adjusting his silk tie in the reflection of the window. His movements were quick, nervous. But there was excitement behind them too. Barely contained.

"The Regional Director is here," Gordon said without looking at her. "Mr O'Connell. He's already in the boardroom."

"Do you need me to prepare anything? Coffee? The presentation materials?"

"The presentation is ready. I need you." Gordon finally turned to face her. His eyes swept over her blouse, her skirt, her legs. "O'Connell is a numbers man. Spreadsheets. Projections. Quarterly growth. He lives and breathes efficiency."

"I can take the minutes—"

"He's also a staunch supporter of the Mandate." Gordon cut her off. He smoothed down his lapels, checked his cufflinks. "He wants to see it in action. He wants proof that having Public Assets in the room increases focus rather than detracting from it."

The words Public Assets landed like a slap. Marcie had heard that word so many time now—on the news, in HR memos, posted online—but hearing it from Gordon's mouth, directed at her, made her remember. She was a Public Asset.

"I don't understand what you're asking me to do." She was only half-lying.

Gordon smiled. It didn't reach his eyes. "You're a smart girl, Marcie. You'll figure it out. Come."

He walked past her towards the door. Marcie followed. The boardroom was down a hallway that led away from the sales room. Marcie passed the janitor fucking Tina from Payroll in the supply closet. She was lucky the man was occupied.

The boardroom occupied the corner of the executive floor. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a view of the city around them. A long black table dominated the space, polished to such a shine that Marcie could see her own reflection in its surface.

Mr O'Connell sat at the head of the table. He was older than Gordon—late fifties, perhaps early sixties—with silver hair cropped close to his skull and a face that looked carved from granite. His suit was charcoal, perfectly tailored, and a gold watch glinted on his wrist. He didn't stand when they entered. Didn't acknowledge them at all, in fact. His attention was fixed on the papers spread before him, a fountain pen moving across margins with precise, deliberate strokes.

Then Marcie noticed movement beneath the table.

A woman knelt between O'Connell's legs. Young. Blonde. Dressed in what had probably been a smart blazer and pencil skirt before she'd been positioned there. Her head bobbed steadily, like a metronome keeping time. The sounds of her work were barely audible but very distinct.

O'Connell's pen continued moving across the page as though nothing unusual was happening. As though he were alone in the room.

Power move. Marcie recognised it immediately. A demonstration of control so complete that the woman servicing him didn't even register as a distraction. She was background noise.

O'Connell finally looked up. His eyes were pale blue and cold as winter. They swept over Gordon, dismissed him, then landed on Marcie. The assessment was thorough.

"Well, Fumes?" O'Connell's voice was deep, cultured. "Are we starting? I assume your secretary is multitalented?"

Gordon nodded. He turned to Marcie.

His eyes flicked towards O'Connell, then to the floor beside his own chair. The implication was clear. Crystal clear.

Marcie's legs felt like they'd been filled with concrete. Her mind raced through options. She could refuse. Walk out. Take her chances on the sales floor. Or get arrested. Lose everything.

Or she could kneel.

Gordon pulled out his chair. The leather creaked as he settled into it. He looked at Marcie. Waiting.

The blonde woman beneath O'Connell's desk continued her work. Steady. Professional. Invisible.

Marcie walked to Gordon's chair. Each step felt like a surrender. When she reached his side, she lowered herself to her knees.

The carpet was rough against her stockinged legs. She positioned herself beside the chair, not hidden beneath the table like O'Connell's assistant, but visible. On display. Evidence for the Regional Director's inspection.

Gordon pressed a button on the remote. The wall screen flickered to life, displaying the first slide of his presentation. MayZing's logo filled the screen, followed by the words: Q3 Performance Review.

"Thank you for taking the time to meet with us, Mr O'Connell." Gordon's voice was smooth, professional. "As you'll see from these figures, our branch has maintained strong performance despite the transitional period."

O'Connell grunted. His pen scratched against paper.

Gordon clicked to the next slide. Graphs. Charts. Numbers climbing upward in pleasing curves.

"Customer retention has exceeded targets by seven per cent. Our cruise packages continue to perform well in the luxury segment, with particular strength in the Mediterranean and Caribbean routes."

Marcie heard the sound of Gordon's zip. The brush of fabric as he took himself out.

She reached for him. His cock was already hard, jutting out from his slacks. She hesitated, hovering her lips just above the tip of his cock. Gordon's hand found the back of her neck. Reminding her of what was expected.

She took him into her mouth.

"New acquisitions in Q3 totalled four hundred and twelve accounts," Gordon continued above her, his voice steady as a rock. "A fifteen per cent increase over the same period last year."

Marcie focused on breathing. In through her nose. Out when she pulled back. She worked slowly, carefully, trying to make as little noise as possible. He was huge. He filled her whole mouth up. She had never sucked on a cock this big before. Above her, Gordon's presentation continued, statistics and projections.

"Repeat bookings have shown particular strength. Loyalty programme enrollment is up twenty-three per cent."

Across the table, Marcie could hear the blonde woman working. The sounds of her slurping down on O'Connell's cock were louder now, or perhaps Marcie was simply more attuned to them. Two women, servicing two men, while business continued as usual.

"The numbers are new, very new. But it suggests that employee productivity metrics have actually improved since the implementation of the Mandate." Gordon's voice carried a note of pride. "Sales figures are up, and morale has never been higher."

Marcie felt Gordon's hand tighten on the back of her neck. A reminder for her to keep up the job. She increased her pace, taking him deeper, her lips sliding up and down the length of him. She could taste him; his salty precum wasn't bad.

"Looking ahead to Q4, we're projecting continued growth across all key metrics."

The presentation continued. Slide after slide. Number after number. Gordon talked about market share and competitive positioning and strategic initiatives. His voice never wavered. Never faltered. The only sign that anything unusual was happening was the occasional tensing of his thigh muscles, visible at the edge of Marcie's peripheral vision.

"Employee Satisfaction and Productivity." Gordon clicked to a new slide. The title filled the screen, followed by a graph showing steep upward trajectories. "As you can see, sir, the integration of Public Assets into daily operations is predicted to have a measurable positive impact overall."

His cock throbbed in Marcie's mouth. She felt it pulse, felt him swell against her tongue. His hand pressed down on the back of her head harder, holding her in place.

"Staff surveys indicate a ninety-two per cent satisfaction rate." Gordon's voice strained, just slightly, around the edges. "Productivity has increased by an average of eighteen per cent across all departments, even with the Public Assets being used frequently. Employees are less stressed and more focused once they use the Public Assets."

He pushed deeper. He hit the back of Marcie's throat. She constricted around him. She couldn't breathe. Couldn't move. Could only accept what he was giving her as his hips made small, controlled thrusts.

"In conclusion," Gordon said, his words coming faster now, tighter, "our branch represents a model of successful Mandate implementation. Efficiency. Focus. Results."

He shuddered. Marcie felt his release flood her mouth, hot and thick, coating her tongue. She swallowed reflexively, once, twice, three times, as he continued to pulse against her. Above her, Gordon delivered his final statistic with only the slightest tremor in his voice.

"Projected revenue increase for the fiscal year: twenty-seven per cent."

Across the table, O'Connell leaned back in his chair. A long sigh escaped his lips. His blonde assistant emerged from beneath the table, having thoroughly cleaned O'Connell's cock before settling into a kneeling position beside him, hands folded in her lap.

O'Connell set down his pen. He studied the final slide, then nodded slowly.

"Excellent numbers, Gordon." His voice was warm with approval. "And excellent staff management. You run a tight ship."

Gordon made Marcie clean his entire length. Marcie swallowed more cum before licking the small amount that was dripping out of Gordon's tip. He then tucked himself away, zip sliding back into place. "Thank you, sir. I've worked hard to maintain high standards."

"It shows." O'Connell's gaze drifted to Marcie, still kneeling beside Gordon's chair. "She has good technique. Best keep her on the payroll."

"I intend to."

They spoke about her as though she weren't there. As though she couldn't hear every word.

"And the way she swallowed your load, hard to find that kind of discipline these days."

She was a piece of equipment being evaluated for functionality. They didn't treat her like she was a human being with a name and a life and a boyfriend who loved her.

"I'll want monthly reports on employee productivity metrics," O'Connell continued. "And quarterly reviews of Public Asset utilisation. We're building a case study for the Ministry. Best practices, that sort of thing."

"Of course, sir. I'll have the first report on your desk by Friday."

O'Connell stood, gathering his papers. His assistant rose smoothly beside him, falling into step as he moved towards the door. He paused at the threshold, turning back to Gordon.

"One more thing."

"Yes sir?"

"Next time I come here, why don't we swap our secretaries?"

"Of course, sir."

O'Connell left. The door closed behind them.

Gordon looked down at Marcie as though noticing her for the first time. "You can go. Take a few minutes to freshen up before returning to your desk."

Marcie rose on wobbly legs. Her knees ached where the carpet had pressed into them. Red marks, she knew, would be visible if she looked. She didn't look.

"Yes, sir." She rushed back down the corridor and to the executive bathroom.

The executive bathroom was empty. White marble. Brass fixtures. A row of mirrors above a long counter. Marcie locked the door behind her and stood there, breathing.

Her reflection stared back at her. Same brown hair, slightly dishevelled now. Same black glasses, slightly askew. Same hazel eyes, though they looked distant.

She noticed the red impressions on her knees where the carpet had bitten in. She noticed her lips, a drop of Gordon's cum still on the corner of her mouth. She jutted her tongue out to remove it. She couldn't help herself. She turned on the tap. Cold water. She cupped her hands beneath the stream and splashed her face. The water ran down her cheeks, dripping from her chin. She was going to need to redo her makeup.

She thought of Samson.

She thought of telling him. My boss made me give him a blowjob while the Regional Director watched. While his own assistant did the same thing right next to me. They talked about profit margins while I had a cock in my mouth. They talked about me like I was office furniture.

She couldn't tell him. Not all of it. Not the details. Yesterday had been a handjob. Today had been a blowjob. Tomorrow would probably be more. Each day pushed further, demanded more.

Where would it end?

Marcie looked at her reflection. The woman staring back at her looked tired. Defeated.

She straightened her glasses. Smoothed down her hair. Wiped the last traces of moisture from her cheeks. She practised a smile in the mirror. Professional. Pleasant. The smile of a competent secretary who had just survived another meeting.

The Secretary Smile.

She held it until it felt natural. Until it stopped feeling like a mask and started feeling like skin.

Then she unlocked the door and walked out, back to her desk, back to her computer, back to the mountain of emails waiting for her attention.

She had survived.

For now.
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