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Chapter 1

The apartment smelled of lemon and desperation.

It was Friday evening, almost a whole week since the Free Use Mandate had come into effect, turning all women between the ages of eighteen and fifty-five into Public Assets for men's sexual desires. Things had settled into a predictable routine. It was almost like the Mandate was normal, like it had always been normal.

Marcie and Samson moved through the living room, wiping down surfaces that were already clean, straightening cushions that were already straight. They were fortifying their sanctuary. Or at least, they were trying to.

Samson aggressively scrubbed a coaster. "They'll be here any minute. Did you hide the laundry?"

"It's in the hamper, Sam. Buried." Marcie paused by the window, peering through the blinds. The street below was quiet for a Friday night, or rather, quiet in terms of traffic. The sidewalks were a different story, but she forced herself not to look at the shadows fucking in the alleyways. "Do we look... normal?"

"We look fine." Samson stopped scrubbing. He looked at Marcie. She was wearing a modest pair of jeans and a high-necked jumper. It was suitable. He walked over to her, wrapping his arms around her waist from behind. He buried his nose in her hair. She smelled of lavender shampoo and anxiety. "We look like a boring, happy couple hosting family for dinner."

Marcie leaned back into him, soaking up his warmth. "This is our fortress," she whispered. "Here we are safe. Nothing gets in here unless we invite it."

"Exactly."

"Sam," she turned in his arms, her hazel eyes searching his. "We need to agree. We need to say it out loud."

Samson flinched slightly but held her gaze. "I know."

"The rules," she insisted, her voice trembling. "We've... slipped. Both of us. The office is insane, and I know things happen to survive or... or to get ahead." She swallowed hard, thinking of the taste of Gordon's cum, of the way O'Connell had looked at her like livestock. "But in here? With your brother?"

"If it comes up, oral is the line," Samson said, his voice firm, though his eyes darted away for a fraction of a second. "That's the compromise we made with the world this week, right? Oral acts are functional. Transactional. Like shaking hands or buying coffee." He hated the words as they left his mouth, but he needed them to be true. He needed to justify Tina. He needed to justify the intern. "But no fucking. David doesn't get to touch you down there. And I don't touch Sarah."

"You promise?" Marcie gripped his forearms. "I know you've told me that David is… a lot. Even before the Mandate, you said he was so aggressive."

"He's my brother. He's loud, yeah, but he wouldn't cross a line like that. Not with family." Samson cultivated a confidence he didn't entirely feel. He framed it as their last line of defence. "We stick to the rule. Oral only, and only if absolutely necessary to avoid a scene. But honestly? It won't come to that. It's just dinner."

"Just dinner," Marcie repeated. "Okay. Oral at the absolute worst. But I belong to you."

"And I belong to you."

The buzzer shattered the fragile quiet.

They both jumped. Samson let out a half-laugh, half-groan. "Showtime."

He walked to the intercom and pressed the button. "Come on up."

For the thirty seconds it took for the elevator to ascend, they stood by the door, holding hands. Their palms were sweaty. It felt less like greeting family and more like bracing for a siege. Marcie smoothed her jumper down one last time, checking that her breasts were as concealed as possible.

Three heavy knocks rattled the door frame. Bam. Bam. Bam.

Samson opened the door.

David Wells filled the doorway. He was bigger than Samson—broader in the shoulders, thicker in the neck, with a square jaw that could cut a man. He radiated male bravado. He wore a tight polo shirt that strained against his biceps and expensive jeans.

"Sammy!" David roared, stepping inside and engulfing his younger brother in a bear hug that lifted Samson onto his toes. "Look at you! It's been too long!"

"Hey, Dave." Samson patted his brother's back, his feet dangling for a second before David dropped him. "Good to see you."

Behind the wall of muscle that was David, Sarah stood holding two heavy carrier bags of wine and dessert.

Sarah had always been a quiet, reserved woman, usually dressed in flowery blouses and cardigans. Tonight, she looked like a different person. She was wearing a black cocktail dress that was barely more than a slip. It was incredibly tight, clinging to her voluptuous curves, and the neckline plunged so deeply that the tops of her areolas were dangerously close to slipping out. Her purple hair was vibrant, styled high. But her eyes were soft, darting down to the floor as she stepped in.

"Here, let me take those," Samson said, reaching for the bags.

"Thanks, Sam," Sarah whispered, her voice barely audible.

David released Samson and turned his attention immediately to Marcie. He didn't offer a handshake. He didn't offer a friendly, brother-in-law hug. He just stopped, planting his feet wide, and stared.

"Jesus, Sam," David breathed out, a grin spreading across his face that didn't look friendly—it looked hungry. He took a step into Marcie's personal space, looming over her. "You've been holding out on me."

Marcie’s instinct screamed at her to step back, to cover her chest. But she didn't. She couldn't. It was as if the last four days at MayZing had rewired her nervous system. When a man looked at her like that, with an assessing, ownership-laden gaze, she froze. It was the correct response for a Public Asset. She stood perfectly still, chin dipping slightly, letting him look.

David’s eyes travelled slowly down her body, lingering heavily on her breasts beneath the jumper, then dropping to her hips. He practically undressed her with his eyes.

"You didn't tell me she was this high-grade," David said, looking back at Samson. "Class A Public Asset right here. No wonder you’ve been keeping her to yourself."

Samson stood there, clutching the carrier bags. He looked at Marcie, frozen and submissive, and then at his brother. He should have told him to back off. He should have told him to show some respect.

Instead, Samson let out a nervous, appeasing chuckle. "Yeah. Yeah, I got lucky."

David turned back to Marcie, stepping even closer. He inhaled deeply, smelling her. "Damn, she even smells high class." He winked at Marcie. "Good to see you, Marcie."

"You too, David," she managed to squeak out.

"Right! Drinks!" Samson announced too loudly, desperate to break the tension. "Let's go through to the living room."

They moved into the apartment. Samson poured beers for himself and David, and generous glasses of red wine for the women.

David claimed the armchair, spreading his legs wide. Sarah sat on the edge of the sofa, knees pressed tight together, tugging subtly at the hem of her dress. Marcie took the spot next to her, while Samson perched on the arm of the sofa, hovering.

"So," David started, taking a long pull of his beer. "Traffic was mental, eh? Absolute chaos."

"We've been avoiding the main roads," Samson said. "It's been intense."

"Intense? It's paradise, Sammy!" David slammed his beer down on the coaster Marcie had just cleaned. "We were on the highway, right? And I look over—guy in the lane next to us is getting road head from a solid seven. Just cruising, eyes rolling back in his head. And then at the toll booth? The lady in the booth was offering her tits to the drivers while taking cash. Fucking paradise." David recounted the scenes with a terrifying glee.

"It certainly is a change," Marcie ventured, trying to catch Sarah’s eye. "How was the drive for you, Sarah?"

Sarah looked up, startled to be addressed. Her hand trembled as she lifted the wine glass to her lips. "It was... busy. Very busy."

"She loved it," David interrupted, his voice booming over his wife’s quiet reply. He leaned forward, elbows on his knees. "Didn't you, babe? Tell them about the gas station."

Sarah went rigid. She stared into her wine. "David, please..."

"Ah, don't be shy. We're all family here. We're all adapting." David grinned at Samson. "We stopped for gas about twenty minutes ago. The attendant, a young kid, barely nineteen. He was looking at Sarah while he pumped the gas. I could tell the lad was stressed. Looked like he needed a break."

Marcie could tell where this was going.

"So I told Sarah to go be a good citizen," David continued, casually picking at the label of his beer bottle. "Told the kid to 'Help yourself, son.' Sarah leaned over the hood of the car, hiked up that dress, and let the guy use her right there next to pump number four."

The room went silent.

Samson stared at his brother, mouth slightly agape. David had just admitted to pimping out his wife on the way to a family dinner. And he was proud of it.

"She took it like a champ, too," David added, taking another swig. "Handled him and thanked him for his service. That's a good wife. That's a patriot."

Sarah just nodded, no emotion on her face. She took a massive gulp of wine, nearly finishing the glass in one go.

"Wow," Samson said, his voice hollow. "That's, uh, wow."

"It's the law, Sam," David said, his tone hardening slightly. "Compliance is compassion. We're doing our part."

Marcie stood up abruptly. Her legs felt shaky. "I need to check on the lasagna. Sarah? Do you want to give me a hand with the salad?"

It was a lifeline. Sarah grasped it immediately, setting her glass down and standing up. "Yes. Yes, I'll help."

As the women retreated to the kitchen, Marcie could feel David’s eyes on her ass. She didn't look back, but she heard the smack of his lips as he watched them go.

The kitchen was a small galley-style, separated from the living room by a thin wall. It wasn't soundproof, but it offered visual cover. Marcie turned on the extractor fan over the stove to create a layer of white noise.

She turned to Sarah. "Sarah, are you okay?"

Sarah was leaning against the counter; she looked like she was about to shatter.

"He chose the dress," Sarah whispered, her voice rapid and frantic. "He threw out all my pants, Marcie. All of them. He said Public Assets need to be accessible."

"Oh god." Marcie reached out, placing a hand on Sarah's bare shoulder. The skin was cold. "Sarah, you don't have to—"

"I do!" Sarah she whispered, "He's invited the neighbours over twice this week. Just... brings them in. Men I've waved to for years. He sits there and watches. He cheers them on."

Marcie felt sick. She thought of Gordon, of the transactional nature of the office. This was different. This was domestic. This was constant.

"You have to be careful, Marcie," Sarah warned, leaning in close, her purple hair falling over her face. "David's embraced it. He's obsessed with it. He doesn't believe in 'no' anymore. He thinks that if a woman says no, she's breaking the law. He thinks he's helping you to be a 'good citizen'."

"We have rules," Marcie said weakly. "Samson and I... we agreed. Only oral. Just to get by."

Sarah looked at her with a terrifying pity. "David doesn't care about your rules. He thinks he's entitled to everything. Be careful, Marcie. Please."

"Hey! Where's the grub?" David’s voice boomed from the other room, followed by Samson's nervous laughter.

"Coming!" Marcie called back, her voice cracking.

She put on her mitts and grabbed the lasagna from the oven. Sarah took the salad bowl, composing herself, putting that mask of subjugation back on. It was a mask Marcie was learning to wear, too.

They walked back into the living room.

David was standing by the display cabinet, looking at Samson's collection of miniatures. He was holding one of the delicate, hand-painted figures between his thick fingers.

"Nerd shit, Sammy," David chuckled, tossing the figure in the air and catching it. Samson winced but didn't stop him. "But I gotta admit, you got steady hands. Takes patience to paint these little bastards."

"Yeah, well, it's relaxing," Samson mumbled.

"Patience is good," David said, turning as the women entered. "Makes for good stamina."

Marcie moved to the small dining table to set down the lasagna dish. The trivet was in the centre of the table. She had to lean forward, extending her arms to place the heavy ceramic dish down. As she did, her jumper rode up slightly, and her jeans stretched tight across her wide hips.

She heard the movement before she felt it.

THWACK.

The sound was like a gunshot in the small room.

David’s hand connected with Marcie’s right buttock with shocking force. It wasn't a playful pat. It wasn't a flirtatious tap. It was a hard, proprietary slap that sent a shockwave of pain straight up her spine.

"Ah!" Marcie yelped, nearly dropping the lasagna. She slammed it onto the table and spun around.

David stood there, grinning, his hand still hovering in the air. "Solid. Very solid."

Samson, who had been sipping his beer, nearly choked. He set the bottle down with a clink.

"Hey!" Samson stepped forward, his face flushing red. "Dave, easy now."

It was a defence, but it was weak. It lacked teeth. He didn't shove his brother. He didn't shout. He just asked him to be 'easy'.

David didn't even look at Samson. He kept his eyes locked on Marcie, watching her rub her ass. He laughed. "Relax, little bro. Don't get territorial. I'm just checking the merchandise."

"She's not merchandise, Dave," Samson muttered.

"Isn't she?" David stepped around Marcie to take his seat at the head of the table, Samson's usual seat. "The law says otherwise. Public Assets, right? We share everything in this family. Remember when we shared that bike when we were twelve? Same principle."

He pulled out the chair and sat down, expecting to be served.

"Sit down, Sarah," David commanded. Sarah immediately sank into the chair to his left.

Marcie stood there, her hand still clutching her ass. The sting was fading; now it just throbed. She looked at Samson. She saw the conflict in his eyes, the fear of his older brother, and the twisted acceptance of the new reality. He wasn't going to fight this. Not really.

And David knew it.

Slowly, feeling like she was walking to the gallows, Marcie took her seat across from Sarah. Samson took the remaining spot to David's right.

"Looks delicious," David said, rubbing his hands together. He grabbed the serving spoon and plunged it into the lasagna, breaking the crust. He headed a massive pile onto his plate.

The meal began in a grotesque parody of domestic normalcy. David ate with gusto, chewing loudly, scraping his fork against the plate. Sarah picked at a single lettuce leaf, her head bowed. Samson drank his beer rapidly, signalling he was aiming for intoxication.

Marcie couldn't eat. She felt sick. She watched David chew. Every time he looked up, his eyes were on her. Not her face. Her chest. Her mouth.

He doesn't feel like a guest, Marcie realised, the horror settling cold in her stomach. He feels like an invader.

She shifted in her chair. The "Oral Only" rule felt pathetic now. A sandcastle standing before a tsunami.

David speared a piece of lasagna. He paused before putting it in his mouth, locking eyes with Marcie across the table. He chewed slowly, deliberately. Then, with a distinct, deliberate tilt of his head, he winked at her.

It wasn't a friendly wink. It was a promise.

There was a wolf at the table, and he was hungry.


Chapter 2

Dinner crawled forward like a wounded animal. The lasagna disappeared bite by bite, though Marcie couldn't remember tasting any of it. David had commandeered the conversation along with the head of the table, steering it towards work, sports, anything that let him hold court. He kept topping up everyone's glasses. Red wine for the women. Beer for himself and Samson. The alcohol flowed faster than the food.

"Come on, come on, drink up," David urged, sloshing more wine into Sarah's already full glass. Some of it splattered onto the tablecloth. He didn't notice or didn't care. "It's a celebration. Family together. The new world order working exactly as intended."

Marcie watched Samson accept another beer. His third. Fourth? She'd lost count. His cheeks had taken on that deep flush that signalled he was well past tipsy and careening towards properly drunk. She wished he'd slow down. She needed him sharp. She needed him present.

But she understood why he was drinking. She was on her third glass of wine herself, and the buzz was the only thing keeping her from screaming.

David pushed his empty plate away and leaned back in his chair, the wood creaking under his bulk. His eyes were bright with alcohol and desire. He loosened the top button of his polo shirt.

"Alright, enough small talk." David's gaze locked onto Samson, sharp despite the booze. "Let's cut the crap, little bro."

Samson blinked. "What?"

"You work in sales. In a building full of prime Public Assets." David gestured broadly with his beer bottle. "Be honest with me. Man to man. How many have you broken in?"

The question landed like a grenade.

Marcie stiffened. Her fork clattered against her plate. She stared at Samson.

Sarah kept her eyes fixed on her uneaten salad.

Samson's face cycled through several expressions in rapid succession. Surprise. Panic. Calculation. He glanced at Marcie, just for a second, then back at his brother.

"Dave, I don't think—"

"Don't give me that modest bullshit." David slammed his bottle down. "I know you, Sammy. You've always been too timid. Too soft. But the Mandate levels the playing field, right? No more asking permission. No more hoping she might. Just take what you want." He leaned forward, elbows on the table. "So come on. Tell me you've been taking advantage. Tell me my little brother isn't sitting there with his dick in his hand while every other bloke in that office is balls deep in babes."

Marcie looked at Samson, silently begging him to deflect, to change the subject, to do anything other than—

Samson took a long pull of his beer. When he set it down, something had shifted in his face. The nervous tension was still there, but layered over it was liquid courage.

"You want to know the truth?" Samson leaned in, mimicking his brother's posture. "Fine. I'll tell you."

Marcie closed her eyes and shook her head.

"There's this intern," Samson began, his voice taking on a bragging quality that sounded foreign. "Young thing. Works in the mailroom. Sweet face, great mouth." He paused, letting the implication hang. "The boys in sales have been passing her around all week. Taking turns. She kneels by the vending machine like she's part of the furniture."

David's grin widened. "Now we're talking."

"I had her on Wednesday. Came down her throat."

It was exactly what David wanted to hear.

"Good work little bro!" David roared, slapping the table hard enough to make the cutlery jump. "That's my boy! I knew you had some Wells blood in you!"

Samson grinned, basking in his brother's approval. He grabbed his beer and took another celebratory swig. "And Tina from Payroll? She's been on my cock all week. Came to my cubicle, volunteered herself. Said it was her job to keep morale up." He laughed. "I'm just doing my part for company culture."

David howled with laughter. He reached across the table and punched Samson's shoulder. "Fucking legend. I knew you had it in you. Mum always said you were the sensitive one, but I knew. Deep down, you're a Wells."

Marcie was disappointed.

She heard every word. Every boastful claim. She knew Samson was playing a role, trying to satisfy his brother's expectations, trying to make it through the dinner without incident. But knowing that didn't stop the words from cutting.

She's been on my cock all week.

She thought about all the justifications they'd made. The rules they'd agreed on. Oral only. Transactional. Necessary. But hearing Samson describe these women, these acts, with such casual pride... it made her feel small. Objectified. Like just another asset waiting to be catalogued.

If this was how Samson talked about other women, how did he talk about her?

David was still laughing, wiping tears from his eyes. "Fuck me, Sammy. You've really come into your own. I'm proud of you." He raised his bottle. "To the new world. And to the Wells brothers, finally getting what they deserve."

Samson clinked his bottle against David's. "Cheers."

Marcie stared at the congealing remnants of lasagna on her plate. Sarah sat beside her, equally still, equally silent.

The brothers drank. David launched into a story about his own conquests at work, something about a supply closet and his female manager, but Marcie had stopped listening. The words washed over her like static.

She picked up her fork and pushed a piece of lettuce from one side of her plate to the other.

This was the world now. This was dinner conversation. This was family bonding.

This sucked.

The meal limped to its conclusion. Marcie stood abruptly, stacking plates with more force than necessary. Sarah jerked upright, nearly knocking over her wine glass in her haste to help.

"Let me," Sarah whispered, grabbing serving dishes before Marcie could.

They retreated to the kitchen, arms full of dirty plates and the debris of the meal. The sounds of the men's laughter followed them, muffled slightly by the thin wall.

Marcie turned on the tap. The rush of water provided cover. She scraped congealed cheese and tomato sauce into the bin.

"It wasn't the worst of it," Sarah said, her voice barely above a whisper. "The gas stations and neighbours."

Marcie stopped scraping. She turned to look at Sarah.

"Last night," Sarah continued, the words tumbling out like she'd been holding them back all night. "David hosted a poker night. His friends come over. Six of them."

Marcie's hands tightened on the plate she was holding.

"The winner of each hand." Sarah's voice was almost inaudible. "They get ten minutes with me in the guest room."

The plate slipped from Marcie's grip. It clattered into the sink but didn't break.

"Sarah..."

"He calls it 'community service.'" A bitter laugh escaped Sarah's lips. "Says I'm doing my duty. Says I should be grateful." She finally looked up, and her eyes were wet but distant. "I just... I try to dissociate. It's easier if I don't look at their faces."

"We should do a game night sometime. Bring a few mates. Make it interesting." David's voice boomed from the living room as if on cue.

"You could leave," Marcie said, though she knew it was a lie even as she said it. "You could—"

"Where?" Sarah laughed, soft and sad. "The borders are closed. Every man in the country has the same rights now. At least with David, I know what to expect." She placed the rinsed plate in the rack with excessive care. "And it isn't like he hits me or anything."

Marcie didn't know what to say.

"I'm telling you this because you need to understand," Sarah said, turning to face Marcie fully. "David looks at you the way he looks at a new toy. He's been talking about you all week. Asking Samson for photos. Asking about your measurements."

"Samson wouldn't—"

"Samson doesn't know how to say no to him. He never has." Sarah's voice was gentle but firm. "David is the older brother. Samson spent his whole childhood trying to earn David's approval. That doesn't just disappear because he's grown up."

The laughter from the living room grew louder. David's booming voice cut through the wall: "Sammy, grab us another round, yeah?"

Sarah leaned in close, her hair brushing Marcie's cheek.

"Be careful tonight," she whispered. "David's drunk. He's comfortable. And when David gets comfortable, he takes what he wants."

Before Marcie could respond, someone entered the room.

"You two plotting in here?" David filled the doorway, a fresh beer in hand, a grin plastered across his flushed face. "Come on, come on. It's rude to leave your guests unattended."

Sarah's mask slid back into place so smoothly that it was terrifying. She smiled and slipped past David into the living room.

David's eyes followed her, then swung back to Marcie.

He didn't move from the doorway. Just stood there, blocking her exit, drinking her body.

"Need any help in here?" His voice was low. Suggestive.

"Just finishing up," Marcie managed. "I'll be right out."

David nodded slowly. He took a long drink of his beer, eyes never leaving her.

Then he turned and sauntered back to the living room.

An hour later, the living room had deteriorated into a fog of alcohol and exhaustion.

David was sprawled across the sofa, his polo shirt unbuttoned halfway down his chest. His legs were spread wide, one arm thrown over the backrest, taking up as much space as physically possible. His face was flushed red, his eyes glassy but still disturbingly alert.

Samson had sunk into the armchair, slumped at an angle that suggested standing up might be a challenge. His words had started to slur fifteen minutes ago. The empty beer bottles on the side table: the culprit.

Sarah perched on the edge of the sofa, as far from David as the cushions allowed. Her dress had ridden up again, and she kept tugging at the hem, but it was a losing battle.

Marcie hovered near the doorway, arms crossed over her chest. The dinner was over. The dishes were done. It was time for goodbyes.

She took a breath.

"Well," she said, forcing brightness into her voice. "This was lovely. You two must be wanting to get home."

David let out a bark of laughter. "Home? Marcie, love, I can barely see straight. Roads are crazy enough with all the sex-traffic without me adding a distinct lack of coordination to the mix." He waved his hand dismissively. "No way I'm driving. We'll crash here."

Great…

She looked at Samson. Pleading.

Samson blinked slowly, processing. Then he nodded, a big, sloppy grin spreading across his face. "Yeah, stay! We've got the spare room. It's all good. Family sleepover."

"Sam—" Marcie started.

"It'll be fun!" Samson slurred. "Like when we were kids, Dave. Remember the camping trip? You, me, the tent..." He trailed off, lost in some fuzzy memory.

David clapped his hands together. "That's settled then. Sarah, go make the bed. Marcie, you got spare sheets?"

It wasn't really a question. It was an order.

Marcie was about to insist they call a taxi. To do something, anything, to get these people out of her home.

But what could she say? Her boyfriend had already agreed. David was too drunk to drive—that part was true. And Sarah... Sarah just looked tired. So unbelievably tired.

"Sheets are in the hall closet," Marcie heard herself say. "Top shelf."

Sarah stood immediately, practically fleeing towards the hallway. Marcie watched her go, then looked back at the men on the sofa and armchair.

David caught her eye and winked.

He's staying the night. In my home. Down the hall from my bedroom.

Marcie joined Sarah and helped pull linens from the closet. Clean sheets, spare pillows, a thick duvet they usually kept for winter. Sarah accepted them with quiet gratitude and disappeared into the guest room. The door clicked shut behind her.

Samson had stumbled to the bathroom, mumbling something about brushing his teeth. She could hear him fumbling with the cabinet, dropping something, cursing under his breath.

Which left Marcie alone in the hallway.

With David.

He emerged from the living room, moving with surprising steadiness for someone so drunk. His bulk filled the narrow corridor. The overhead light cast shadows across his face, deepening the lines around his mouth.

Marcie held out a fresh towel. "Here. For the morning."

David took the towel but he didn't leave.

His other hand shot out, grabbing Marcie's wrist. The grip was firm, inescapable. Before she could react, he pulled her into him.

The hug was immediate and suffocating. David's arms wrapped around her, crushing her against his broad chest. She could feel every contour of his body through their clothes, the heat of him, the bulk of his muscles, the unmistakable hardness pressing against her hip through his jeans.

"David—" she gasped.

"Shh." His breath was hot against her ear, reeking of beer. "Just a goodnight hug. Nothing wrong with that."

His hand released her wrist and began to travel. Slowly. Deliberately. Up her side, following the curve of her waist, climbing higher.

Marcie couldn't move. Couldn't speak. She was frozen, pinned between David's body and the wall, her body refused to respond.

His hand found her breast.

He cupped it openly, fingers pressing into the soft flesh through her jumper. He squeezed hard, testing the weight, the give.

"Fuck," he breathed, almost reverently. "Even better than I imagined."

Marcie tried to say something but mouthed wordlessly.

David leaned closer, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. She could feel him inhale, smell her hair, her skin.

"Sammy is a lucky bastard," he murmured. "So fucking lucky." His hand squeezed again, kneading. "If you get lonely tonight... You know where the guest room is. Door's unlocked. Always open for family."

Then, as suddenly as he'd grabbed her, he released her.

Marcie stumbled back, shoulders hitting the wall.

David smiled down at her, a lazy, satisfied smile. He tucked the towel under his arm and turned, walking casually towards the guest room. The door opened. Closed.

Marcie stood in the hallway, trembling.

Her breast still felt the ghost of his touch. Her hip still felt the press of his erection. Her ear still burned where his breath had been.

The bathroom door opened.

Samson emerged, toothbrush still in hand, foam at the corners of his mouth. He looked at Marcie, standing rigid against the wall.

"You okay?" he asked, the words mushy around the toothbrush. "You look drunk."

Marcie opened her mouth. Closed it.

Your brother just groped me. He pressed his cock against me. He told me to come to him in the night.

Samson stared at her, waiting. Oblivious. Drunk.

"I'm fine," she heard herself say. "Just tired. Long night."

"Yeah." Samson yawned, turning back towards their bedroom. "Coming to bed?"

"In a minute."

He shuffled away, leaving Marcie alone in the hallway.

She stood there for a long moment, staring at the closed guest room door.

Behind it, David was settling in. Getting comfortable. In her home. Down the hall from her bedroom.

Marcie wrapped her arms around herself. Her hands were still shaking.


Chapter 3

Marcie woke to a headache that felt like someone had driven a railroad spike through her skull. The wine. Too much wine. Her mouth tasted like regret. She lay still for a moment, eyes closed, letting the throbbing settle into a dull thumping she could almost ignore.

She heard the shower running.

The sound filtered through the bedroom wall, the familiar hiss and patter of water against tile. Samson must have gotten up at some point. Maybe he was trying to rally, to shake off the hangover before facing his brother again. Or maybe he'd been sick and needed to clean up.

Either way, the shower was occupied.

Marcie sat up slowly, wincing as the movement sent fresh waves of pain through her temples. She felt gross. Sticky. She needed to wash it all off. The wine. The stress. The memory of David's hand on her breast.

An idea formed through the fog of her hangover.

She could join Samson in the shower. Surprise him. They could start the day together, wash away the ugliness of the night before. Maybe some intimacy would help. Reconnect them. Remind her that she belonged to him, not to the leering monster sleeping down the hall.

Marcie swung her legs over the side of the bed. She stumbled towards the bathroom. The door was closed. Steam curled from beneath it, ghosting across the floorboards.

She pushed the door open and stepped inside.

The room was thick with humidity. Samson had forgotten to turn on the extractor fan. The mirror above the sink had fogged completely, and the air felt heavy. Visibility was poor. The glass shower door was misted over, showing only the vague silhouette of a figure standing beneath the spray.

Marcie closed the bathroom door behind her.

She stripped off her pyjamas quickly. The oversized t-shirt she slept in. The cotton shorts. She left them in a heap on the tile floor, shivering slightly as the cool air hit her bare skin before the steam wrapped around her like a blanket.

She crossed to the shower. The figure inside had its back to her, facing the showerhead. Water cascaded over broad shoulders, running down a muscled back. They were washing their hair, arms raised, fingers working through the strands.

Marcie stepped into the shower and closed the door behind her.

She moved forward, pressing herself against his back. Her breasts flattened against warm skin. Her arms wrapped around his waist. She nestled her cheek between his shoulder blades.

"Morning," she murmured sleepily. "Thought I'd join you."

The back was wrong.

The realisation hit her before her brain could process it. This back was broader. Harder. The skin beneath her hands was rougher, coarser. There was hair here, a light dusting across the shoulder blades, thickening as it descended. Samson's back was smooth.

This was not Samson.

The figure stopped washing his hair. He didn't jump. Didn't startle. He lowered his arms and turned around.

"Morning, sunshine." David's grin split his face. Water ran down his features, dripping from his jaw. "Samson's making breakfast."

Marcie recoiled.

Her back slammed against the shower wall. The tiles were cold. Shockingly cold against her bare skin. She pressed herself flat, as if she could phase through the wall and escape.

David stood before her, completely naked, completely unashamed. Water continued to pour over him from the showerhead, streaming down his chest, his stomach, his—

She couldn't help but look.

He was built like an athlete. Thick. Solid. His chest was broad, covered in a dark patch of hair that tapered down his stomach. His arms were corded with muscle. His thighs were like tree trunks.

And between them...

He was already half-hard. Considerably larger than Samson in every dimension. How did she keep running into cocks the size of pornstars?

Marcie's eyes filled with fear. But beneath the fear, something else stirred. Something traitorous. Something that looked at this wall of masculine flesh and felt a spark of arousal she desperately wanted to deny.

He looked like a man. Not like her boyfriend, with his boyish charm and gentle hands. A man. Dominant. Powerful. The kind of man who took what he wanted.

"I—I thought you were Sam." Her voice came out high. Panicked. She crossed her arms over her breasts, trying to cover herself. "I'm leaving."

She reached for the shower door.

David's hand shot out. His palm landed flat against the glass, holding it shut. He wasn't aggressive about it. No violence in the gesture. Just firm.

"No need to rush." His voice was casual. Conversational. Like they were discussing breakfast plans. He looked down at himself, at the cock that was growing harder by the second, then back up at Marcie. "I was just thinking about last night. About how I promised to keep the guest room door open for you."

He takes what he wants. Sarah's warning echoed in Marcie's head. She pressed harder against the tiles, feeling the cold seep into her spine. She braced herself. This was it. He was going to fuck her right here in the shower.

David stepped closer. The shower stall wasn't large. One step, and he was in her space. Steam swirled around them.

"Tell you what." David's voice dropped lower. "I'm a reasonable man. I can see you're nervous about the full package."

He reached up and tucked a strand of wet hair behind his ear. The gesture was pure confidence.

"You service me now." His eyes held hers. "Finish what you started by walking in here naked and wrapping yourself around me. And I promise I won't try to fuck your pussy for the rest of the day."

Marcie thought that this sounded familiar.

"I'll be a perfect gentleman," David continued. "Oral only. That's the rule you two have, right? Samson told me."

Of course he did.

"You suck me off now, and you buy yourself a whole day of peace. I won't touch you below the waist. Scout's honour." He held up three fingers in a mock salute. "That seems fair, doesn't it? Better than the alternative."

The alternative hung unspoken between them.

It was a trap. Marcie knew it was a trap. But it felt like a lifeline. A compromise. If she did this now, she could protect herself later. She could preserve the rule, the line in the sand that she and Samson had drawn.

Oral only. Just like Gordon. Just like the office.

Transactional.

"Just oral." Her voice was barely a whisper. "And you leave me alone for the rest of the day."

David's grin widened. "Great. You have my word."

His word meant nothing. She knew that. But she was naked and trapped, and his cock was inches from her stomach. She didn't have any other options.

Marcie lowered her arms from her chest. She felt David's eyes drink in her exposed breasts, felt him cataloguing her body. Then, slowly, she dropped to her knees.

The shower floor was hard beneath her. Water sprayed over her face, running into her eyes, her mouth. She blinked against it, looking up at the man looming above her.

David's cock was fully hard now. It jutted out from his body, thick and veined. He wasn't as big as Gordon, but he was still impressive.

She wrapped her fingers around the base.

"That's it." David's voice was husky. Satisfied. "We're family. We look out for each other's needs."

Marcie opened her mouth and took him in.

The stretch was immediate. Her mouth strained to accommodate his girth. She could only get a few inches in before she had to stop, work her tongue, adjust her angle. David's hands found the back of her head. He didn't force her down. Just rested his fingers there, weaving through her wet hair.

"Fuck, Marcie." A groan rumbled through his chest. "Sammy really is a lucky bastard."

She worked him as best she could. Her hand stroked the length she couldn't fit in her mouth. Her lips slid up and down his shaft. Water continued to cascade over them both, running down her back, though his body was stopping the majority of it from hitting her now.

David's hips began to move. Testing just how far Marcie could take him. He went deeper, then deeper. Before long, he was fucking her mouth, using her, gripping her hair and hitting the back of her throat.

"That's a good girl." His voice was thick. "Take it. Take all of it."

She gagged as he pushed too deep. Pulled back. Took a breath. Went back in.

It went on for what felt like hours. He used her mouth like he owned it. Marcie couldn't help but feel herself feel hot from being used so blatantly. Why didn't Samson fuck her mouth like this?

Finally, Marcie could feel David's cock throbbing. His grip on her hair tightened.

"Here it comes." A warning that was also a command. "Swallow it. Every drop."

He drove deep and held her there as he came. She felt the first pulse hit the back of her throat. Hot. Thick. She swallowed reflexively as he continued to spurt. A few moments later and he was done, David released her hair and stepped back. He turned off the water with a casual flick of his wrist.

Marcie scrambled out of the shower, free. She grabbed a towel from the rack and wrapped it around herself, clutching it like armour. Her whole body trembled. She couldn't tell if it was from shock or arousal.

She felt used. Violated.

But she also felt a strange, sick sense of accomplishment. She'd handled the threat. She'd bought her safety. The rule remained intact. No pussy for David today.

She reached for the door handle.

"Marcie."

David's voice stopped her.

He stood in the shower, water dripping from his body, making no move to cover himself. He grabbed a towel and began drying his hair with casual indifference.

"We're going to the beach today. A little hidden that not many people go to, it's a place Samson and I found when we were kids."

Marcie's hand froze on the handle.

"Make sure you pack a nice bikini." David's eyes met hers in the mirror. "Best to look sexy for the public. You're a Public Asset, after all. Got to represent."

He smiled. That lazy, predatory smile.

Marcie fled the bathroom.

Marcie could hear bacon sizzling on the stove. Samson was almost done cooking.


Chapter 4

The car journey took forty minutes. Forty minutes of David's music blasting through the speakers, some aggressive rock playlist that made conversation impossible. Samson sat in the passenger seat, sunglasses on, nursing a hangover. Every pothole sent a fresh spike of pain through his temples.

David drove like he owned the road. One hand on the wheel, the other out the window, drumming against the door. He was in high spirits. Too high. The kind of manic energy that Samson was all too used to coming from his brother.

In the back seat, Marcie and Sarah sat in silence. Samson caught glimpses of them in the rearview mirror whenever the sun shifted. Sarah stared out the window, expressionless. Marcie kept her eyes forward, fixed on the back of his headrest.

She hadn't spoken to him all morning. Not really. Just functional words. Pass the butter. Is there more coffee. He should have asked what was wrong. He hadn't.

The beach appeared suddenly, hidden behind a bend in the coastal road. David pulled off onto a dirt track that wound through scrubby dunes, the car bouncing over sticks and stones. Samson remembered this path. He'd walked it a hundred times as a kid, bucket and spade in hand, David leading the way.

"David's Spot." That's what they'd called it. A secluded cove where the rocks curved inward, creating a natural shelter from wind and prying eyes. They'd spent entire summers here, building sandcastles, catching hermit crabs, pretending to be pirates.

The car stopped.

Samson stepped out and immediately regretted it. The sunlight stabbed through his sunglasses like a physical assault. He shaded his eyes with his hand, squinting at the beach spread before them.

But it wasn't empty.

Half a dozen groups dotted the sand. Couples. Small clusters of people. Normal beach activity, at first glance. Then his eyes adjusted, and the details sharpened into focus.

Against the weathered dune fence, a woman was on all fours. A man knelt behind her fucking her for dear life. Her bikini top dangled from one arm. Her face was pressed into the sand. Neither of them seemed to notice or care that they had an audience.

Further down, closer to the water, a woman lay on a towel. Naked. Sunbathing. Two men stood over her, cocks in hand, stroking themselves. As Samson watched, one of them groaned and spurted across her tits. She didn't move. Didn't react. Just lay there, absorbing it, like she was receiving a particularly warm ray of sunshine.

Samson sighed.

This is where we caught hermit crabs.

The memory felt absurd now. Childish. Like remembering a dream that belonged to someone else entirely. That innocent cove had become a sex beach, and somehow the world had decided this was normal.

His cock twitched in his swim trunks.

He hated himself for it. He was hungover, exhausted, standing on a beach where his childhood memories were being actively defiled, and his body was responding to the visual stimulation like a trained animal.

"Beautiful, isn't it?" David appeared beside him, clapping a hand on his shoulder. "The new world. No pretence. No bullshit. Just people being honest about what they want."

Samson didn't respond. His headache pounded in agreement with his self-loathing.

David grabbed the cooler and beach bag from the car. He strode towards a clear patch of sand near the dune fence, moving with the confidence of a man who expected the world to arrange itself around his preferences.

"Ladies!" he called over his shoulder. "Grab the towels!"

Sarah and Marcie emerged from the car.

Sarah took off her long t-shirt that was covering her up. She wore a sheer white bikini, the fabric almost entirely transparent; her nipples and pussy were completely visible. She might as well have been nude. She walked with her head down, sunglasses on.

Marcie wore black. A tiny bikini that Samson had never seen before. It wasn't hers. The top was little more than two triangles of fabric held together by strings. The bottoms were high-cut, riding up on her hips. Her breasts strained against the material, threatening to spill free with every step.

Sarah must have given it to her. Or David… He perished the thought.

They walked across the sand, the women trailing behind the men like accessories. Samson watched Marcie move. The way the bikini shifted with each step. The way her breasts bounced. The way her hips swayed. It was almost better than seeing her naked.

A group of four men sat nearby. Locals from the look of them. Beer bottles scattered around their towels, skin already reddening from sun exposure. They'd been chatting amongst themselves, laughing and drinking.

They stopped talking when the women passed. All four heads turned. All four sets of eyes locked onto Marcie and Sarah.

One of them wolf-whistled. A sharp, piercing sound that cut across the beach. "Hey! Nice tits!"

It was directed at Sarah. Or maybe at both of them. It didn't matter.

Samson's body moved before his brain caught up. He stepped forward, positioning himself between the women and the men. A shield. A barrier.

"Hey—"

David's arm shot out, catching Samson across the chest. He didn't push. Just stopped him. Held him in place.

"Easy, little bro." David's voice was calm. Amused. "They're just looking. That's what Public Assets are for."

David stepped around Samson. Not to block the men's view. To frame it. He positioned himself beside the women like a showman presenting his merchandise. He raised a hand and waved at the group of men.

"Morning!" His voice carried across the sand. "Enjoy the view!"

The men laughed. One of them raised his beer in acknowledgement.

David's hand dropped to Sarah's waist. He pulled her against his side, his palm sliding down to cup her ass through the transparent fabric. He squeezed. Hard. The gesture was performative.

Sarah didn't react. She just accepted it.

The defensive instinct that had propelled Samson forward evaporated. He started to wrestle with the new emotions that were bubbling to the surface.

He watched the men watch the women. Watched their eyes move over Marcie's body, over Sarah's body. Watched them leer and comment to each other, pointing, discussing the women like they were items in a shop window.

His cock was half-hard in his trunks.

Other men want what I have.

A poisonous thought. He tried to push it away, but it clung like tar.

They're looking at Marcie. At my girlfriend. And they want her. And I...

He didn't finish the thought. He couldn't. The moment passed, and they continued on their way.

David spread the towels in a neat row, anchoring the corners with shoes and bags, creating their little camp. Sarah sank onto her towel immediately, drawing her knees up to her chest.

Marcie sat on hers, trying to make herself small. Her hands fidgeted with the strings of her bikini, tugging, adjusting, seeking coverage that didn't exist.

Samson lowered himself onto his own towel, sunglasses still firmly in place. The fabric was already warm from the sun.

David stood over them, surveying his domain. His eyes landed on Marcie.

"Can't have you burning now, can we?" He produced a bottle of sunscreen from the beach bag. He squeezed a generous amount into his palm. "Fair skin like yours? You'll be a lobster by noon."

"I can do it myself—" Marcie started.

"Nonsense." David was already kneeling behind her. "What kind of gentleman would I be?"

David's hands landed on her shoulders. He began to work the lotion into her skin. His movements started reasonably. Chaste almost. Shoulders. Upper back. The tops of her arms.

Then they changed.

His hands slid forward, over her shoulders, down towards her chest. His fingers hooked under the strings of her bikini top, pulling them aside to reach the skin beneath.

"Don't want tan lines," David murmured.

His palms cupped her breasts.

Samson watched his brother's hands disappear beneath the triangles of black fabric. Watched the material shift as David's fingers found their targets. Watched Marcie's face wince.

David kneaded her breasts like dough. No pretence of sunscreen application anymore. Just groping. Fondling. His fingers dug into the soft flesh, testing, squeezing. He pulled the bikini top aside completely, exposing her to the open air.

Her nipples were hard.

Samson stared at them. At his girlfriend's nipples, peaked and stiff, being rolled between his brother's fingers. He watched David pinch. Watched Marcie bite her lip to keep from making a sound.

Get up, a voice screamed in his head. Push him away. Tell him to stop. She's yours. YOURS.

He didn't move.

His cock was fully hard now, pressing painfully against his trunks. He shifted, trying to adjust without drawing attention to himself. The movement did nothing to relieve the pressure.

David twisted one of Marcie's nipples. A sharp, deliberate motion that made her gasp.

"Nice and firm." David's voice was thick with satisfaction. "You're lucky, Sammy."

Samson said nothing. He just sat there, watching his brother molest his girlfriend, feeling his own arousal war with shame war with something that felt terrifyingly like appreciation.

He handles her like he knows what he's doing.

The thought was acid. It burned going down.

She looks like she likes it.

David finally released Marcie's breasts, pulling her bikini top back into place with casual indifference. He patted her shoulder.

"All done. Nice and protected."

He stood, wiping his hands on his trunks. His eyes found Samson's through the dark lenses of the sunglasses. A knowing look. A challenge. What are you going to do about it?

Samson looked away.

"Right then." David grabbed Marcie's hand before she could retreat. "Time to cool off. Let's hit the waves."

Marcie's head whipped around. Her eyes found Samson's. Even through the sunglasses, even with the distance between them, he could read her face. Help me. Stop this. Do something.

Samson picked up a shell from the sand beside his towel. He turned it over in his fingers, examining the ridges, the spiral pattern, the faded colours.

He didn't look up.

David pulled Marcie to her feet. She stumbled, off-balance, her hand trapped in his grip. She looked back at Samson one more time.

He was still studying the shell.

David led her away, across the sand, towards the water. Samson watched them go through his periphery. Watched his brother's hand drop from Marcie's grip to her lower back. Watched it slide down to rest on her ass as they walked.

They reached the water. Waded in. David pulled Marcie close, wrapping an arm around her waist. They were hip-deep now, facing each other, the distance between them measured in inches.

Samson looked away.

Sarah shifted on her towel. The movement drew his attention. She was sitting closer now. When had she moved? Her knees were still drawn up, her transparent bikini leaving nothing to the imagination.

She looked at him. Her eyes were wide.

"David gave me instructions, Sam." Her voice was barely audible over the crash of the waves. "Before we this morning."

"Sarah, you don't have to do what he told you to. Whatever it is, I can lie and say that you did."

Sarah shook her head rapidly. "He would know, he can read me too well. If I don't do it, he'll... he'll punish me. He'll get his buddies to run a train on me again. Please, Sam. Just let me."

"Sarah—"

"Please." Her voice cracked. "I'm begging you. It's easier if I just do it. It's easier than what happens if I don't."

Samson looked at this woman. His sister-in-law. This broken, beautiful woman in her transparent bikini, kneeling before him on a beach towel, asking permission to service him because the alternative was being gangbanged by strangers. He should stand up and walk away and figure out how to get all of them out of this nightmare.

His cock throbbed in his trunks.

He glanced towards the water. David was still there, holding Marcie, his back to the beach. They were talking about something. Or maybe David was talking and Marcie was just… surviving.

"Be..." Samson's voice came out hoarse. "Be quick."

Sarah's relief was palpable. "Thank you, Sam," she sighed. "Thank you."

She reached for his trunks.

Her fingers found the waistband and pulled it down. His cock sprang up, hard already. Sarah looked at it without expression. Not with desire. Not with disgust. Just assessment. A task to be completed.

She lowered her head.

The sensation was immediate. Warm. Wet. Her mouth enveloped him, she bobbed steadily, her purple hair falling to cover her actions.

Samson leaned back on his elbows. The sun was hot on his shoulders. The sound of the waves filled his ears. He could smell salt and sunscreen and the faint sweetness of Sarah's shampoo.

He looked out at the ocean.

David was still waist-deep in the water, Marcie pressed against his chest, his arms wrapped around her. He was looking at the beach. He was looking at Samson. He was looking at his wife, on her knees, her head bobbing in Samson's lap. David raised a hand. Extended his thumb.

Thumbs up.

Celebrating.

Like this was exactly what he'd planned.

Because it was.

Of course it was.

He's getting a handjob from Marcie right now, Samson thought, watching David's hips move in the water. Right there in the ocean. While I sit here getting blown by his wife.

The jealousy hit him like a fist. His girlfriend was jerking off his brother and he was powerless to stop it. But beneath the jealousy… desire.

Arousal.

The thought of Marcie with David. The image of his brother's hands on her body, his cock inside her. It should have made him sick. It did make him sick. But it also made him harder than he'd ever been in his life.

Sarah's head continued to bob. She wasn't enjoying this. She was getting through it. Just like Marcie was surviving in the water.

Samson placed a hand on Sarah's purple hair. Gentle. Nothing like how David would have touched her. It was all too much. He came with a groan.

Sarah swallowed. She drained him completely, then pulled back, fixing her bikini top where it had shifted during her work.

"Thank you, Sam," she whispered.

As if he'd done her a favour.

Samson sat there, cock hanging out as he continued to watch his brother and girlfriend. They waded out of the water, David was leading Marcie back towards the shore. But they didn't come back to them; they dipped behind some rocks, out of sight.

The waves continued to crash against the shore.

The sun continued to shine.


Chapter 5

The sand was coarse beneath Marcie's knees. It was the gritty, shell-flecked variety of sand that dug into skin and left marks.

David had led her behind the rocky outcrop, where a shallow depression in the sand created a natural bowl, shielded from the main beach by weathered stone. Her bikini top was gone. David had plucked it from her chest the moment they were out of sight, stuffing the black triangles into the pocket of his swim trunks with casual ownership.

"There we go." He stood before her, water still dripping from his chest, "Much better without the packaging."

Marcie knelt in the sand, her massive breasts pressed together around David's shaft. The seawater that clung to both their bodies provided slick lubrication as she worked him between her cleavage. Unlike Samson's cock, David's cock easily jutted out of the top of Marcie's tits.

"See?" David grinned down at her, "I'm a man of my word. I promised I wouldn't fuck your pussy. This isn't a pussy."

She focused on the motion. The way his cock slid between her breasts, the head appearing at the top of her cleavage with each upward stroke before disappearing again. This wasn't penetration, at least.

Just like the office. Just like Gordon. Keep detached.

Though it wasn't like the office, she was outdoors. Exposed. Anyone could walk around that rocky corner and see her kneeling here, tits wrapped around David's thick cock. She pushed the thought away and focused on the sensation of David's hardness sliding between her breasts.

David's patience ran out after a few minutes.

"Not enough." His hand found the back of her neck. He pushed down, forcing her head towards his crotch. "Wet it. Use that mouth."

Marcie sank lower. Her knees shifted in the sand, finding a new position. The shallow water of a tidal pool lapped at her waist. She complied. She took him into her mouth.

David's hips thrust forward. He wasn't content to let her set the pace. He gripped her hair with both hands and fucked her tits and mouth, driving himself deep, pulling back, driving deep again.

"That's it." His encouragements were surprisingly arousing. "That's how you do it."

She gagged. Recovered. Gagged again. Her eyes watered. Then she heard footsteps.

Marcie froze, David's cock still buried in her mouth. Her eyes darted to the side.

A group of men had appeared on the rocks above them. The same group from the beach, the ones who'd catcalled earlier. They stood on the natural shelf of stone, looking down at the scene below with undisguised interest. Beer bottles dangled from their hands.

"Don't stop." David's voice was calm. His grip on her hair tightened, pushing her head back into motion. "They're just admiring the view."

She tried to pull away. To cover herself. To do something.

David held her in place.

"She's got silky tits and a throat like a vacuum, boys!" he called up to the watchers. He waved, casual and friendly, like he was greeting neighbours at a barbecue. "Come have a closer look."

The men descended.

They scrambled down the rocks with the careless confidence of the slightly drunk, sand scattering beneath their feet. They got close enough. Close enough that Marcie could smell the beer coming from them.

One of them reached out. Slapping her ass. David's cock slid deeper down her throat. Another hand found her breast. Obviously loving the sensation. She tried to cry out, but the sound was muffled by the cock in her mouth.

The third man took his cock out.

He stepped close, so close that when Marcie pulled off David to gasp for air, his half-hard cock slapped against her cheek.

Marcie closed her eyes. Her mind went somewhere else.

The slapping continued. The hands continued to grope. Cock slapping against her skin. She was meat in a shark tank. Nothing more.

"Alright." David's voice cut through the haze. Sharp. Commanding. "That's enough foreplay. She's finishing me."

His hands found Marcie's hair again, pulling her back onto his cock. He fucked her face hard, abandoning her tits, fucked her face harder than before. Each thrust drove her head back against the resistance of his grip. His grunts louder, like an ape, a display of dominance for the watching men.

Thirty seconds. Maybe less. Then he pulled out.

The first rope of cum hit her directly in the face. Her cheek. Her lips. The second splattered across her chest. He kept stroking himself, milking out every drop, painting her with his release.

When he finally finished, Marcie knelt there. Covered. Marked. The cum ran down her face, dripping from her chin, sliding down her breasts.

The three strangers shifted, clearly hoping for their turn.

David squared his shoulders. He puffed out his chest, drawing himself up to his full height.

"Show's over, gents." His voice was friendly but firm. "Go find your own."

The men looked at David. At his size. They grumbled amongst themselves, exchanging disappointed looks.

Then they left.

Marcie stayed still as David retrieved her bikini top from his pocket. He dangled it in front of her like a treat for a dog.

"Clean yourself up, then put this back on."

She stumbled to her feet and waded back into the ocean, sinking beneath the surface, letting the ocean wash David's cum off of her. The salt stung her eyes, or maybe it was the cum.

When she emerged, David was waiting on the sand. He held out the bikini top. She took it. The strings tangled. She fumbled with the clasp three times before managing to secure it.

"Right then." David stretched, rolling his shoulders like he'd just finished a good workout. "Let's head back."

They walked around the rocks, back towards the main stretch of beach. Back towards the towels and the cooler and Sarah and Samson. They all knew. They all knew what had happened. What continued to happen.

"Right!" David clapped his hands together, the sound sharp and cheerful. "Good swim! Let's head back. I'm starving."

They gathered the towels, the cooler, the bag. They trudged across the sand towards the car park. The men from earlier watched them go, empty beer bottles glinting in the sun.

Marcie looked at Samson.

He wouldn't meet her eyes.

They left the beach.


Chapter 6

The apartment was a mess. Nothing like the pristine sheen it had been made to look like on Friday evening. Empty bottles cluttered the coffee table like fallen soldiers. David had found a deck of cards in the junk drawer, and they'd been playing Blackjack for the past two hours. The stakes had started small. Sips of drinks. Forfeits like telling embarrassing stories. But the alcohol had dissolved those boundaries long ago.

"Hit me." Samson tapped the table. His words slurred at the edges.

David flicked a card across the surface. Jack of spades. Samson was bust.

"Fuck." Samson slumped back in his chair.

"That's three in a row, little bro." David gathered the cards. He shuffled with the ease of a regular card player. "Never hit on an eighteen. That only applies to cards. Eighteen-year-olds on the other hand."

Marcie sat rigid in her seat, nursing the same glass of wine she'd been holding for the last hour. Sarah was curled into the corner of the sofa, legs tucked beneath her, watching the game with the same hollowed eyes she had since she arrived.

David dealt a new hand. He picked up his cards, glanced at them, and set them face down.

"You know what I don't understand?" His voice cut through the haze. "You two."

Samson blinked. "What about us?"

"The way you're clinging to the old world." David took a deep swig of his beer. "The mandate's been law for almost a week now. A whole week. And you're still acting like it's temporary."

"It should be temporary." Marcie's voice was quiet but firm. "It's insane."

David laughed. A sharp, humourless sound. "Insane? Look around you. The whole country's already adjusted. Productivity's up. Depression's down. The system works." He gestured with his bottle, beer scattering onto the carpet. "But here's Sammy, guarding his girlfriend like a dragon sitting on gold."

"She's my girlfriend, Dave." Samson's voice lacked conviction.

"She's a Public Asset. Everyone's fucking everyone. It's the law." David leaned forward, elbows on the table. "It's selfish. It's unpatriotic. You're hoarding resources that belong to society."

"I'm not a resource." Marcie gripped her wine glass tighter.

David ignored her. His eyes stayed fixed on Samson. "All day today, I've been watching you. Watching you watch me with her. And you know what I saw?"

Samson said nothing.

"Jealousy, yeah. But also..." David's grin widened. "Excitement. You liked it. Part of you got off on it."

"That's not—"

"Don't lie to me, Sammy. We're brothers. I know you better than you know yourself." David chuckled. "You've been fighting nature all week. Your nature. Men aren't meant to be monogamous. We're meant to conquer. To share. To take."

Samson hit, he managed a score of twenty.

David picked up his hand. Flipped the cards over. Twenty-one. Blackjack.

"Well, well." He slammed the cards down with theatrical triumph. "Looks like I win again."

"As punishment, we get to play a new game." David's voice dropped lower. "New stakes."

He stood up from the table. Crossed to the drinks cabinet. Poured himself a whisky from Samson's good bottle. Took a long sip.

"Let's just do it." He turned to face them. "Clear the air. Get rid of all this tension that's been building since we got here."

"Do what?" Samson's voice cracked.

"A full swap," David said it like he were suggesting they order pizza. "Samson, you take Sarah. She's been dying for a gentle touch. God knows I don't give her that."

Sarah's head snapped up. Her eyes found Samson's. She didn't say no. She looked hopeful.

"And I'll take Marcie." David's gaze locked onto Marcie's chest, then rose to her face. "Properly. Not a blowjob. Not a handjob. The real thing. We get it out of our systems, satisfy the curiosity, and go back to being boring tomorrow."

Marcie shot to her feet. Her wine glass toppled, red liquid spreading across the coffee table like blood.

"No!" Her voice shook but held. "We made a deal, David! In the shower. You said if I… if I sucked you off wouldn't touch my pussy. That was the deal!"

Samson's face went slack. The drunken haze cleared from his eyes.

"A deal?" His voice was deadly quiet. "You made a deal with him?"

Marcie froze. She looked at Samson. At the betrayal spreading across his features.

"Sam, I can explain—"

"Without telling me?" Samson rose from his chair. Unsteady. But his eyes were focused now. Focused on her. "You went behind my back? To negotiate with him?"

"I was protecting us!" Marcie's voice rose. "I walked into the bathroom by accident. I thought it was you in the shower. He cornered me. He was going to—" She stopped. Swallowed. "I did what I had to do to keep the rule intact. Oral only. That's what we agreed."

"We agreed to tell each other everything." Samson's voice was cold. "We agreed to be a team. To navigate this together."

"I was trying to—"

"You sucked my brother's cock. In our bathroom. And you didn't think to mention it?"

The words hit Marcie like a cock slap across the face. She took a step back.

David watched the exchange with undisguised amusement. He swirled his whisky, ice clinking against glass.

"She's good at keeping secrets, Sammy." David's voice was oil-smooth. "Makes you wonder what else she hasn't told you."

Samson turned on his brother. "Stay out of this."

"Just pointing out the obvious." David checked his watch. He tapped the glass face, grinning. "Oh, would you look at the time. 12:05 AM."

He held up the watch for everyone to see.

"It's Sunday now." David's grin spread wider. "The deal was for 'the rest of the day.' Saturday is over. New day, new rules. The technicality expired at midnight."

Marcie's face drained of colour. "That's not—you can't—"

"I absolutely can." David set down his glass. "She played you, Sam. Kept secrets from you. Made side deals without your knowledge or consent." He stepped closer to Samson, voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur. "Why should you protect her virtue when she's running around making arrangements behind your back?"

Samson was quiet.

"Sam." Marcie's voice broke. "Please. Don't listen to him. I love you. I did it for us."

Samson looked at her. At the woman he loved. The woman who'd kept secrets from him. The woman his brother had been using all day while he sat and watched.

He looked at Sarah. Still curled on the sofa. Eyes wide. Waiting.

He looked at David. Standing there with that asshole grin.

The beach flashed through his mind. Marcie's breasts in David's hands. Sarah's mouth on his cock while his girlfriend serviced his brother in the ocean.

The jealousy. The anger. The arousal. They twisted together.

"Fuck it." Samson's voice came out flat. Bitter. "If the deal is over, the deal is over." He met David's eyes. "Do what you want."

Marcie's face crumpled. "Sam—"

David moved.

He crossed the distance to Marcie and yanked her towards the sofa.

"About fucking time."

Samson fell backwards into the armchair. Before he could process what he'd just done, Sarah was there.

She climbed onto his lap. Her transparent bikini was long gone, replaced by a thin nightdress that rode up as she straddled him. She kissed him. Deep. Her hands clawed at his shirt.

"Thank you." She breathed the words against his lips. "You're so much more gentle than he is."

On the sofa, David threw Marcie down. She bounced once on the cushions, her protest dying as she hit the cushions. His hands found her pyjama shorts. He ripped them off. The sound of tearing fabric cut through the room.

Marcie's underwear followed. Shredded. Discarded.

"I've been waiting for this all fucking day." David positioned himself between her legs. "All fucking week."

She was already wet; it wasn't a struggle to push inside.

Marcie moaned as he entered. She felt violated. But as David's thick cock stretched her, filled her, she felt… good.

"So fucking tight." David's voice was guttural. "Sammy really doesn't fuck you enough, does he?"

He began to thrust. Hard. Deep. Each stroke drove Marcie further into the cushions.

In the armchair, Sarah had taken out Samson's cock. She wiggled down onto him with her own reserved breathless moan, her pussy welcoming him as she began to move. Her hips rolled in smooth circles. This was more intimate. As if she actually wanted to fuck him.

"You feel good." She kissed his neck, his cheek, the corner of his mouth. "So gentle. So different to the men who just take me."

David fucked Marcie like he was trying to break her. Each thrust was punishing, possessive. His hands slapped her ass hard enough to leave a mark. He angled himself differently, pushing Marcie's legs up against her breasts. He searched for the perfect—Marcie moans changed pitch.

"There." David's laugh was triumphant. "Found it."

Marcie wiggled against him. Her body betrayed her, responding to the stimulation even as her mind recoiled. He was hitting something inside her that Samson had never reached. Something that shook her to her core.

"This is your fault!" She moaned at Samson across the room, her voice fracturing with each thrust. "You let this happen! You bastard!"

David drove deeper. Harder.

"That's right." He grabbed her face, forcing her to look at him. "Tell him off. Let him know what he's missing."

Marcie's eyes locked with Samson's across the room. He was buried inside Sarah, his sister-in-law, riding him. But his eyes were fixed on her. On his girlfriend being fucked by his brother.

"Harder." The word escaped Marcie's lips before she could stop it. "Fuck. Me. Harder."

David obliged.

Marcie's legs wrapped around David's waist, pulling him deeper. She hated herself for it. This smug asshole was the only one who had gotten to fuck her besides Samson for years. She hated the pleasure he gave her with every stroke of his cock. Hated the way her body craved more.

Sarah came first. A soft, happy cry escaped her lips as she clenched around Samson. Her whole body shuddered. Samson followed seconds later. He stabilised his hands on Sarah's hips as he thrust upward. He spilled inside of her. A groan that sounded more like defeat than pleasure.

"Good work bro!" David shouted out, She isn't on birth control either, so you just rolled the dice.

"What the fuck Dave?"

"It's all good, we're family. I'd raise your bastard like he was my own."

"That's seriously fucked up."

Sarah remained seated on Samson as cum leaked out of her.

Across the room, David's pace increased. "Gonna fill you up. Gonna breed this pussy like it belongs to me." His words made Marcie more excited than expected.

"Do it." Marcie's voice was wrecked. "Just fucking do it. Fill me up in front of Sam."

David slammed home one final time. He held himself there, buried to the base, as his cock pulsed inside her. Marcie felt the heat of his release flooding her. She was fortunately on birth control.

He stared directly at Samson the entire time.

Brothers locking eyes while their loads filled up each other's girls.

David grinned.

Samson looked away.

David pulled out of Marcie. He stood up, stretching, completely unselfconscious. His cock glistened as he pushed it into Marcie's face. Marcie cleaned it like a good girl.

"That's more like it." He looked down at Marcie, "Should have done that on day one."

Sarah climbed off Samson carefully, tugging her nightdress back into place. She curled into herself again, all that energy spent.

"Right then." David bent down and scooped Marcie up into his arms. She didn't resist. Didn't have the strength to resist. "I'm not done with this one. We're taking the main room."

He carried her towards the hallway, her head lolling against his shoulder.

"David—" Samson started.

"Go fuck my wife again if you want." David didn't look back. "She could use more of that gentle touch."

The bedroom door opened. Closed.

Samson sat in the armchair, cock softening, cum cooling. He stared at the spot on the sofa where his girlfriend had been. At the ruined fabric of her shorts, still lying on the floor.

Sarah's voice broke through the mental fog.

"Guest bedroom?" She asked softly, shyly. "I don't want to sleep out here."

Samson looked at her with a mix of pity and desire.

"Yeah." His voice was hollow. "Okay."

They stood. They walked down the hallway, past the main room door, where muffled sounds were already starting up again. Past the bathroom, where this whole nightmare had escalated. Into the guest bedroom. Onto the bed.

They lay down together. Not touching. Not fucking. Just existing in the darkness.

"You're a good person, Sam." Sarah's whisper broke the silence. She rolled towards him, resting her head on his chest. "You're gentle. Patient." Her fingers traced idle patterns on his skin. "I wish things were different."

Through the wall, the thumping grew louder.

Steady. Heavy. The headboard of Samson's bed hitting the drywall. It didn't take long for David to be ready again, it seemed.

Then the moans started.

Marcie's voice.

"Oh god... oh god... David... fuck..."

Each word punched through the plaster. Through his chest. Through whatever remained of his dignity.

"Harder! Please! Don't stop!"

Sarah's arms tightened around him. A silent apology. A shared understanding of powerlessness.

"DAVID! Right there! Yes! YES!"

The thumping increased. Faster. The whole house seemed to vibrate.

Marcie screamed. A long, sustained sound of release that seemed to go on forever.

Then silence.

Then the thumping started again.

Samson stared at the ceiling. The paint was starting to crack in the corner. He'd been meaning to fix that for months.

Sarah's breathing evened out. Sleep claimed her, even with the sounds continuing through the wall.

Samson didn't sleep.

He lay there in the dark, holding his brother's wife, listening to his brother fuck his girlfriend into submission. Listening to her beg for more. Listening to her scream another man's name.

He'd let it happen.

He'd told David to do what he wanted.

This was his fault.

The thumping continued for hours.


Chapter 7

Sunday morning light filtered through the blinds, casting pale stripes across the wreckage of the living room. Samson emerged from the guest bedroom first. He'd barely slept. Three hours, maybe four, stolen in fragments between the sounds that had bled through the wall. His eyes were red-rimmed, his movements slow as he gathered David and Sarah's overnight bags from where they'd been dumped by the guest room door.

Sarah followed him out, wrapped in her thin nightdress. She moved like a ghost, silent and insubstantial, drifting towards the bathroom without making eye contact.

The main bedroom door opened.

David emerged looking revitalised. Refreshed. Like a man who'd just returned from a spa weekend rather than a night of marathon sex with his brother's girlfriend. He stretched his arms above his head, joints popping, a satisfied grin plastered across his face.

"Morning, Sammy!" His voice was far too loud for the hour. "Sleep well?"

Samson didn't answer. He placed the bags by the front door with exaggerated care.

Marcie appeared in the bedroom doorway behind David.

She looked wrecked. Her hair was a tangled mess. Dark circles under her eyes. She walked with a slight limp, each step careful and deliberate. She'd pulled on one of Samson's old t-shirts—it hung to mid-thigh, barely covering what needed covering. The fabric couldn't hide the marks on her neck. The red hand marks on her thighs.

She didn't look at Samson.

David made his way to the kitchen, scratching his stomach through his shirt. He opened the fridge, grabbed the orange juice carton, and drank directly from it.

"Actually," he said, wiping his mouth, "I need one for the road."

Marcie froze in the hallway.

David set down the juice and moved to Marcie. His hand closed around her ass. Not roughly. He didn't need to be rough anymore. He'd established his dominance. Now he could be casual about it.

"Bend over." He nodded towards the kitchen counter.

"David—" Marcie's voice cracked.

He was already guiding her into position. His free hand pressed between her shoulder blades, pushing her down until her chest met the cold granite. The t-shirt rode up, exposing her bare ass. She wasn't wearing anything underneath.

Samson stood by the door, bags at his feet. Sarah emerged from the bathroom. She saw what was happening and immediately fixed her gaze on the floor.

David freed himself from his shorts. He positioned himself behind Marcie, one hand gripping her hip, the other flat on her lower back.

"Quick one." He said it to the room. To Samson. "Then we're out of your hair."

He moved inside Marcie with extreme ease, she was wide open for him.

Marcie gasped. She pressed her cheek against the smooth surface of the counter and closed her eyes.

David fucked her quickly as promised. No build-up. Just hard, fast strokes. His hips slapped against her ass as Marcie let out a half-moan, half-yawn.

Sarah kept her eyes on the floor. Her hands clasped in front of her, twisting together. Samson watched, but he didn't move. Didn't speak. Didn't intervene. He just watched his brother fuck his girlfriend again. This time, on their kitchen counter at eight o'clock on a Sunday morning.

David grunted. His pace increased. Marcie's body jerked with each thrust, her breasts pressed flat against the granite, flopped there like the morning catch. It didn't last long. David wasn't trying to make it last. He slammed home one final time, held himself there, and groaned as he emptied himself inside her.

He pulled out.

Marcie stayed bent over the counter, cum began to leak down her inner thigh.

David crossed to the sink, washed his hands with soap, and dried them on the tea towel hanging from the oven handle.

"Good weekend, Sammy." He slapped Marcie's ass one more time, then collected the bags from where Samson stood frozen. "You've got a good one here." He jerked his chin towards Marcie, still bent over the counter. "Keep her trained."

He crossed to Sarah, grabbed her arm, and planted a kiss on her forehead. Sarah's eyes briefly met Marcie's. Something passed between them. Understanding. Sympathy.

"Let's go, babe." David steered Sarah towards the door. "Long drive ahead."

They left.

The door clicked shut behind them.

Peace returned to the apartment.

Marcie finally straightened up. She pulled the t-shirt down, covering herself. She stood there in the kitchen, one hand braced against the counter for support, staring at the closed door.

They spent the rest of the day cleaning. Not talking, just cleaning.

Marcie stripped the sheets from the main bedroom, shoved them into a garbage bag rather than the laundry basket. Some things couldn't be washed clean.

Samson attacked the living room. He gathered empty bottles into recycling bags, the glass clinking together like wind chimes. He scrubbed the wine stain from the coffee table until his arm ached. He straightened the sofa cushions, though he couldn't bring himself to sit on them.

They moved around each other like ghosts. When Marcie entered a room, Samson found a reason to leave it. When Samson needed something from the kitchen, Marcie suddenly remembered a task in the bedroom.

They didn't touch. Didn't speak beyond functional necessities.

"Rubbish bags?"

"Under the sink."

"Spare sheets?"

"Hall closet."

The trauma of the weekend was a physical barrier. The swap. The sounds through the wall. David's final parting fuck. Too much.

Marcie scrubbed the kitchen counter three times. She could still feel the cold granite against her cheek. Could still feel David's hands on her hips. Could still feel him inside her.

She scrubbed harder.

Samson vacuumed the guest room carpet. He vacuumed until the motor overheated.

Evening came.

They sat on the sofa—the same sofa where David had fucked Marcie the night before—with a pizza box open on the coffee table. The television was off. Neither of them had suggested turning it on. The silence felt appropriate.

Marcie picked at a slice, pulling the cheese into strings without actually eating anything. Samson chewed, tasting nothing.

The apartment was clean now. Physically, at least. The bottles were gone. The sheets were changed. The surfaces were scrubbed. But it still felt contaminated.

"I'm sorry."

Samson's voice broke the silence. Marcie looked up. His pizza slice sat forgotten in his hand.

"I'm sorry for saying 'fuck it.'" He set the slice down. His hands shook slightly. "I was angry. About the shower. About the secret deal. I felt... betrayed. And I lashed out. And I—" His voice cracked. "I let him do that to you. I told him he could. That's on me."

Marcie stared at her boyfriend. At the man who'd watched his brother fuck her multiple times. Who'd said the words that gave David permission.

"I'm sorry too." Her voice was quiet. Tired. "About the shower. About not telling you. I thought I was protecting us. Protecting the rule." A bitter laugh escaped her lips. "A lot of good that did."

"The rule." Samson shook his head. "The oral-only rule. Like that was ever going to hold."

"It held for almost a week."

"And now?"

Marcie set down her pizza. She'd managed half a slice. Her stomach couldn't handle more.

"Now I've been used by two men who aren't you." She stated it flatly. A fact. "Your brother and our boss. And you've been serviced by god knows how many women at the office. And we're sitting here eating pizza like we're going to pretend it didn't happen."

"Christ." Samson ran his hands through his hair. "Christ, Marcie."

"And you?" She met his eyes. "Tina from Payroll? The mailroom intern? How many others?"

The question hung between them.

Samson's silence was answer enough.

They sat there on the sofa… the pizza grew cold between them. The apartment felt cold.

"I thought I could fight it." Marcie's voice was barely above a whisper. "The Mandate. The system. I thought if we just held the line, if we just maintained our boundaries, we could survive it."

"And now?"

Marcie looked at her hands. At the fingers that had wrapped around Gordon's cock. That had held onto David while he fucked her all night long.

"It's just... easier, isn't it?" The words came out slowly. Painfully. Like admitting defeat. "To just let it happen. To stop fighting. To accept that this is what we are now."

Samson nodded. The motion was small. Defeated.

"This is the world now."

They didn't make any new promises. Didn't create new rules. The old ones had shattered beyond repair. They just sat there, side by side on the sofa, staring at cold pizza.

Eventually, they went to bed. Different sides of the mattress. Not touching. The space between them felt like an infinite void.
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