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Chapter 1

Marcie stared at the ceiling. The alarm hadn't gone off yet, but she was awake. Had been for hours. The space beside her was warm. Samson was still there, still breathing, still existing in the same bed. But they weren't touching. Hadn't touched all night.

It's just easier, isn't it?

Her own words echoed back at her. She'd meant them. That was the terrifying part. Somewhere between Gordon's office and David's final fuck on the kitchen counter, something inside her had snapped. Not broken—snapped. Like a rubber band stretched too far. The tension was gone now. What remained was… acceptance.

The alarm blared.

Samson stirred beside her. She felt the mattress shift as he reached over to silence it. They rose from opposite sides of the bed like strangers in a hotel room, moving through their morning routines in parallel lines.

Shower. Dress. Coffee.

Marcie stood in front of the wardrobe, staring at her clothes. Last week, she'd agonised over what to wear. Modest blouses. High necklines. Armour against the Free Use Mandate.

Today, she reached for a simple pencil skirt. A silk blouse that showed a hint of cleavage. She didn't bother with tights.

What's the point?

The drive to work was silent.

Samson navigated through traffic, his hands gripped the steering wheel at ten and two. His eyes stayed fixed on the road. The streets had changed since last Monday. The chaos of Week One had settled. The "sexual apocalypse" had become bureaucracy.

At a bus stop, Marcie watched a queue of men waiting patiently at a bus stop. At the front, a woman in a traffic guard uniform knelt on the pavement, servicing each man as they waited for their bus. The men thanked her politely and stepped into their bus when it arrived.

Morning relief, Marcie thought. Like a coffee cart. Or a newspaper stand.

Further down the road, an officer had pulled over a woman in a smart grey suit. The woman leaned against a lamppost, hiking her skirt up around her waist. The officer positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip, the other holding his radio. He was conducting a "random compliance check." The woman stared straight ahead, expressionless, as he thrust into her. Other commuters walked past without a second glance.

Last week, Marcie would have felt horror, shame, disgust. Last week, she'd hidden under her coat, unable to process what she was seeing. Now she just pulled down the visor mirror and checked her lipstick.

Just another Monday.

It was terrifying how quickly this all became normal.

They pulled into the MayZing car park. Samson chose a spot near the back, out of habit. But there was less urgency now. Less fear. The predatory crowds that had swarmed the main entrance last week had dispersed, absorbed into the building's new ecosystem.

They walked towards the service entrance together. Side by side but separate. Two people who happened to be heading in the same direction.

The lift doors opened. They stepped inside. Marcie pressed the button for the second floor.

"Have a good day." Samson's voice was flat. Automatic.

"You too."

The doors opened. The corridor stretched before her—the familiar path to Gordon's office. To her desk. To whatever awaited her today.

Samson turned left towards the sales floor. Marcie turned right towards the executive suite.

No "stay safe." No "I love you." Just a nod.

And then they were gone. Colleagues who happened to share a bed.

Marcie noticed the supply closet was occupied again. She glanced inside without stopping.

A woman from Accounting was pressed against the wall, her skirt bunched around her waist. A man from IT stood behind her, thrusting lazily while he scrolled through his phone with his free hand.

Background noise.

Marcie kept walking.

This is normal now, Marcie thought. This is just... work.

She reached her desk. The antechamber to Gordon's office looked exactly as she'd left it. Same computer. Same stack of files. Same anime screensaver rotating through characters from shows she watched. She hadn't even set down her purse when the intercom buzzed.

The sound made her flinch. Old instincts, dying hard. She stared at the small speaker, watching the green light blink.

"Miss Sinclair." Gordon's voice crackled through. No greeting. No pleasantries. "My office. Immediately."

Marcie set her purse on the desk, walked to the door, and pushed it open.

Gordon stood by the window, silhouetted against the grey morning sky, it seemed to be his favourite place to stand when calling her in. He was pacing. Short, agitated steps that covered the same small section of carpet over and over. His tie was loosened. His hair was slightly dishevelled, as if he'd been running his hands through it.

He turned when she entered. His eyes swept over her body with the same clinical assessment she'd grown accustomed to. Breasts. Hips. Face. Check, check, check.

"Close the door."

She closed it.

"Sit."

She sat.

"Sir?"

Gordon stopped moving. He ran a hand through his hair and let out a long, frustrated breath.

"The weekend." He spat the word like a curse. "My wife. Linda." He resumed pacing. "Do you know what she did?"

Marcie said nothing. She'd learned that Gordon's questions were rarely actually questions.

"She fucked the entire neighbourhood watch committee." Gordon's voice rose. "Saturday afternoon. A 'community bonding exercise,' she called it. Six men. In our living room. While I was at the golf club." He stopped pacing and turned to face her fully. His expression was wild.

"I come home, and she's there on the sofa, covered in... in..." He couldn't finish the sentence. "And she had the audacity to say she was 'doing her duty.'"

Marcie had heard that before.

"I haven't been able to focus at all since then." Gordon moved towards his desk. Towards her. "I keep seeing it. Imagining it. Six men. My wife. Our living room." He stopped in front of her. "I need to clear my head again, Marcie. I have a ten o'clock conference call with the Singapore office. I cannot go into that call thinking about my wife getting gangbanged on my living room couch."

He reached for his belt.

"Just take care of it quickly. Suck my cock. Get me focused."

Marcie looked at Gordon. At his expensive suit and his desperate eyes. She thought about the last time she'd knelt on this carpet. The ache in her knees. The taste of him lingered in her mouth for hours afterwards.

She thought about David. About the kitchen counter. How much easier it was to take than give. It was about time. No resistance. Not anymore. The resistance had been taken out of her over the weekend, fucked out of her by David's cock.

If this is what I am now, I might as well be efficient about it.

"No."

The word surprised her as much as it surprised Gordon. His fingers froze on his belt.

"Excuse me?"

"My knees are a little sore." Marcie heard her own voice as if from a great distance. Calm. Measured. Professional. "The carpet isn't kind."

"Miss Sinclair, I don't think you understand your position here. If you'd prefer, I can have you reassigned to the sales floor. I'm sure the boys down there would love to—"

"That won't be necessary."

Marcie walked past him. She approached his desk—the same massive mahogany monstrosity where she'd sat naked just days ago, where she'd stroked him while he groped her breasts.

She turned around and leaned back against the edge. Her hands found the cool, polished surface. She planted them firmly, supporting her weight.

Then she reached down and hiked her pencil skirt up to her waist.

She wasn't wearing knickers.

Gordon's eyes went wide.

"This will be faster." Marcie's voice was steady. "And it will help you focus better than a blowjob. Get it out of your system properly."

She spread her legs wider.

Gordon's brain was clearly struggling to process what was happening. The timid secretary who'd begged for "clothes-on handjobs" just last week was offering herself. On his desk.

"Miss Sinclair..."

"Sir." Marcie met his gaze. There was nothing coy in her expression,"You have a conference call in less than two hours. You need to focus. I can help you focus. This is the most efficient solution."

Gordon approached slowly. He stopped in front of her, between her parted legs. His hands found her thighs—tentative at first, then gripping harder as his confidence returned.

"You're..." He searched for the word. "Different."

"I'm adapting."

He took out his cock. She could feel the tip of him pressing against her, hot and hard and ready. The same cock she'd stroked. The same cock she'd sucked. Now positioned at her entrance.

He pushed forward.

Marcie gasped as he filled her. Bigger than Samson. Bigger than David. The pressure was immediate, uncomfortable, and then... not. Her body adjusted. Accepted.

Gordon groaned. "Marcie..."

She didn't respond. She focused on the wall behind him instead. On the framed degree hanging there. Gordon T. Fumes, MBA, University of... Who the fuck cares? The glass was slightly dusty. Someone should clean that.

He began to move. Hard, desperate thrusts that rocked the desk beneath her. Thunk-thunk-thunk-thunk. She was a receptacle for his cock. A stress relief tool. A sex toy. The realisation was actually freeing. Now she just... existed. Present but detached. Feeling him move inside her without really feeling anything at all.

Gordon's pace increased. His grunts grew louder. His fingers dug into her thighs and pushed deeper into her pussy.

"Fuck... fuck... Marcie..."

She wrapped her legs around his waist. Not out of pleasure—out of practicality. Better angle. Faster finish. She had emails to answer.

"That's it, sir." Her voice came out calm. Encouraging. "Get it all out."

He slammed into her rapidly as he pulsed inside. Marcie could feel the warmth of his release filling her. His whole body shuddered as the weekend of frustration emptied into her willing body. He stayed there for a long moment, breathing heavily, his forehead pressed against her shoulder. Then he pulled out.

The withdrawal left her feeling like she had completed a task on a to-do list. Assist manager with morning focus. Check.

Gordon stepped back. He had already returned to professional mode. The wild desperation in his eyes had been replaced by calm clarity. His shoulders were relaxed. His breathing was evening out.

"Excellent initiative, Marcie." His voice was steady now. Focused. "You're finally fully on board with the program. I knew you were a team player."

Marcie pushed herself off the desk. She tugged her skirt back down, smoothing the fabric over her thighs. She'd need to visit the bathroom soon. Clean herself up.

"Will that be all, sir?"

Gordon was already at his computer, pulling up files for his conference call. He glanced at her with the same casual indifference he'd show a stapler.

"Yes. Get me coffee. And call IT about the printer—it's been jamming again."

"Of course, sir."

Marcie walked to the door. Her legs felt steady. Her mind felt quiet. The resistance that had been screaming inside her for the past week was silent now. She opened the door and stepped out into the antechamber. Closed it behind her.

She stood there for a moment, one hand on the door handle. Through the glass, she could see Gordon already absorbed in his work, reviewing spreadsheets, completely focused on the day ahead.

Mission accomplished.

She walked to the small kitchenette down the hall. Filled the coffee pot. Measured the grounds. Started the machine. The familiar routine grounded her. Normal tasks in an abnormal world.

While the coffee brewed, she called IT about the printer. The tech who answered sounded distracted. She could hear moaning in the background, and she suspected she knew what was occupying his attention… but he promised to send someone up by noon.

She poured Gordon's coffee into his favourite mug. Added one sugar, no cream. Carried it back to his office, knocked twice, entered when he grunted acknowledgement, set it on his desk, and left.

All without a word.

Back at her own desk, she finally sat down. Her chair creaked as she settled in. Forty-seven unread emails. Three meeting requests. A reminder about expense reports.

She started typing.

This is what I am now, she thought, opening the first email. This is the world.

Her fingers moved across the keyboard with secretarial speed. Reply. Forward. Archive. Familiar.

Outside the window, the grey morning sky had brightened slightly. Another day at MayZing. Another day as a Public Asset.

Marcie worked.


Chapter 2

The phone hadn't stopped ringing all morning. Samson stared at the blinking light on his desk phone, willing it to stop. His head pounded with each shrill tone, a jackhammer driving spikes through his temples. The hangover from the weekend had faded, but the emotional wreckage remained, settling behind his eyes like shards of broken glass.

He picked up.

"Pentium Premium Cruises, Samson speaking. How may I assist you today?"

"Finally!" The voice on the other end was nasal, petulant, dripping with the particular entitlement of someone who'd never been told no. "I've been trying to reach someone competent for twenty minutes. My name is Uckwhit. Gerald Uckwhit. And I have serious concerns about my invoice."

Samson pulled up the account. Uckwhite, Gerald. Platinum tier. Mediterranean package with full suite upgrade. The commission on this one alone had been significant.

"Of course, Mr Uckwhit. I have your account here. How can I help?"

"You can help by explaining why I'm being charged for services I never received." The man's voice rose an octave. "The minibar was supposed to be complimentary. It says so right here in my confirmation email. And yet I see a charge for three hundred and forty-seven dollars."

Samson scrolled through the notes. The minibar was complimentary. The charge was for the custom champagne Mr Uckwhite had specially ordered, twelve bottles, vintage, delivered to his suite for a private party.

"Sir, I can see the minibar was indeed complimentary as promised. The charge you're referring to is for the additional champagne order you placed on—"

"I never ordered any champagne!"

"I have the signed request form here, Mr Uckwhit. Your signature is—"

"That's not my signature. Someone forged it. This is fraud. I'm calling my solicitor."

Samson sighed. This was going to be a long one. It didn't help that everyone was fucking around him.

Two cubicles down, Roman was on a call of his own, his voice steady and calm as he discussed cabin options. Beneath his desk, one of the sales girls was slurping on his meat.

From the meeting room, one of the female supervisors was supervising her own triple penetration.

Samson could see the queue for the break room from his desk. All waiting patiently, coffee cups in hand, for the vending machine intern's service.

"Mr Uckwhit, if you'll just let me explain—"

"Explain? Explain what? That your company is running a scam? That you charge honest customers for products they never ordered?"

Samson had to stop himself from banging his head against the table.

"Sir, the champagne was delivered to your suite at your written request. I have documentation—"

"Documentation can be fabricated. I want a full refund. All of it. The champagne, the suite upgrade, the entire cruise. Otherwise, I'm taking this to the press."

Mr Uckwhit? More like Mr Fuckwit.

"Mr Uckwhit, I'm going to need to place you on hold for just one moment while I consult with my supervisor."

"Don't you dare put me on—"

Samson pressed the hold button.

Silence.

He leaned back in his chair, pressing the palms of his hands against his eyes. The headache was getting worse. Every sound in the office seemed designed specifically to torment him.

DAVID! Right there! Yes! YES!

He could still hear Marcie's voice. Still see his brother's triumphant grin as he carried Marcie to their bedroom.

Their bedroom. Their bed.

"Rough morning?"

Samson's eyes snapped open.

Tina Swansy stood at the entrance to his cubicle. Orange braids. Freckles. That innocent smile hid her complete depravity.

She was already lowering herself to her knees.

"Thought you might need a hand." She shuffled forward, positioning herself between his legs. "Or a mouth. You look stressed, Sam. Really stressed."

Her fingers reached for his belt.

"Tina—"

"It's fine. This is what I'm here for." She was already working on his buckle, "Morale Support Officer. It's literally in my job description now. HR updated the contracts and everything."

Samson looked down at her. At her eager face.

Take what you want.

David's philosophy. David's worldview. The same brother who'd spent all weekend taking what he wanted from Marcie.

It was time for him to take his brother's advice.

Tina had his cock in her hands now. She leaned forward, lips parting.

"Stop."

The word came out harder than he'd intended. Tina froze, looking up at him with surprise.

"Sam?"

Samson reached down and grabbed her arm firmly. He pulled her up from the floor, spinning his chair around to face her fully.

"A mouth isn't enough today."

Tina cocked her head to the side. Then understanding dawned, and her smile returned—wider now. Excited.

"Oh." She breathed the word. "You want—"

"I need to fuck."

He stood, his cock already hard from Tina touching it. He grabbed Tina's waist and turned her around, pressing her precariously against the cubicle's wall. The divider wobbled dangerously.

"Yes." Tina's voice was eager. "Yes, absolutely. Whatever you need, Sam."

Her skirt was already short, and her panties nonexistent. He didn't even need to move it up. She'd come prepared. Her new "uniform" was made for easy access.

"I've been wanting this," Tina whispered, wiggling her ass, presenting herself. "Longer than you know, I've been wanting you to just take me—"

Samson lined himself up and took what he wanted. Tina sighed in delight as he entered her. She was almost impossibly wet. She'd been telling the truth about wanting this.

He fucked his frustrations out on Tina. Every thrust carried the weight of the weekend behind it. Every impact of his hips against her ass was punctuation for the rage he couldn't express. He fucked her like he was trying to break something.

She liked it. She begged for more.

He grabbed Tina's braids, wrapping them around his fist, pulling her head back.

Harder! Please! Don't stop!

Marcie's words. David's reward. Samson's failure.

He thrust deeper. Faster.

"Oh fuck," Tina moaned. "Sam, yes, just like that—"

"DAVID! Right there!"

He slammed into her harder. The cubicle threatened to break with each impact.

Movement in his peripheral vision. Barry walked past with a coffee, glanced into the cubicle, saw Samson balls-deep in Tina, and kept walking without breaking stride.

"Nice one, Sam-the-man," Barry called over his shoulder, not even slowing down.

No shock. No judgment. No consequence.

Because there were no consequences anymore.

Samson felt the last bits of restraint inside him fizzle away, dissolving like morning fog.

If this is the world, I might as well own it.

He released Tina's hair and gripped her ass with both hands. She braced herself against the wall, looking over her shoulder at him with pleasure and surprise.

"You're—oh god—you're really going for it today—"

He was. He really was.

Tina's moans grew louder. She didn't care who heard. Samson didn't care either.

His mind went blank. Empty of guilt, empty of shame, empty of everything except the physical sensation of fucking Tina. A few minutes later, he was about to burst.

"Ready to take my cum?"

"Yes! Inside," Tina gasped. "Do it inside, I'm on the pill, just—yes—yes—"

Samson pushed deep into her and held her there, his hands holding her waist against his hips.

The release was cataclysmic. He felt his cock throb, felt his balls empty into Tina, felt the tension of the entire weekend drain out of him with each pulse. His vision went white at the edges. His headache—the pounding pressure that had been building since he'd woken up—simply... stopped.

Tina looked back at him with a satisfied smile. "Feeling better?"

He was. He really was.

Samson pulled out slowly. Tina turned around, straightening her skirt, fixing her braids. She rose on her tiptoes and pressed a kiss to his cheek.

"That was fun, Sam." She winked. "You're my favourite."

She slipped out of the cubicle, already scanning the floor for the next person who needed 'morale support.'

Samson sat back down in his chair. The leather was warm. The computer screen was still showing Uckwhit's account.

The hold button still blinked. He'd forgotten about the client entirely.

He pressed the button.

"Mr Uckwhit? Thank you for holding."

"Finally! Do you know how long—"

"Sir, I've reviewed your account thoroughly." Samson's voice was different now. Calm. Confident. Relaxed in a way he hadn't been all morning. "The champagne charge is valid and documented. However, I can see that your overall experience may not have met your expectations."

He pulled up the loyalty rewards system.

"As a valued Platinum member, I'm authorised to offer you a complimentary cabin upgrade on your next booking. That's a value of approximately eight hundred dollars—more than covering the champagne charge you've disputed."

Samson could hear the gears turning in Uckwhit's head.

"Furthermore," Samson continued, "I can apply a fifteen per cent loyalty discount to your next cruise, making you one of our VIP Priority customers."

"Well." Uckwhit's voice had lost its edge. "That's... that's quite generous, actually."

"We value our long-term customers, Mr Uckwhit. Your satisfaction is our priority."

Ten minutes later, Samson had not only resolved the dispute but also upsold Uckwhite on an additional cruise booking—a Caribbean package for him and his wife, with the full suite upgrade.

Samson leaned back in his chair, staring at the confirmation screen.

The system actually works.

The thought was dark. Disturbing. But undeniable.

Clear the pipes. Clear the head. Close the sale.

He pulled up his next lead and started dialling.


Chapter 3

The executive printer had been making a grinding noise since nine o'clock. By eleven, it had devolved into full mechanical rebellion. Paper jamming mid-document, toner streaking across pages like black tears, and now, complete silence. The display screen blinked an error code that might as well have been ancient hieroglyphics.

Marcie stared at the machine with the weary resignation of someone who'd seen too much this week to be bothered by office equipment. Where was the IT guy she called to fix this?

The intercom crackled.

"Miss Sinclair." Gordon's voice was clipped. Irritated. "The Pemberton contract. I need it printed. Now."

Marcie pressed the response button. "Sir, the printer is—"

"I'm aware. I've already called IT. They're sending someone up."

A pause. Marcie waited. There was always more with Gordon.

"I may have sweetened the deal to ensure prompt service." His tone shifted. Casual. Like he was discussing catering arrangements. "Promised them premium access to my secretary if they fix it within the hour."

Premium access.

"Sir?"

"You're a valuable resource, Marcie. Not many people have had a chance to enjoy you yet since you've been cooped up in here. Consider it a compliment." The intercom clicked off.

Marcie sat back in her chair. Her hand rested on the desk, fingers spread flat against the wood. She studied her nails. She'd painted them over the weekend, a deep burgundy that had felt defiant at the time. Now they just looked whorish.

He traded me for printer repair.

No use complaining about it now. She just opened her email and started drafting a response to an account query. The IT guys arrived before she had finished the first sentence.

Marcie heard them before she saw them. Heavy footsteps. The particular shuffle of men who spent too much time in server rooms and not enough in natural light.

"...said she'd take care of us while we work..."

"No way. The secretary? The fit one with the massive—"

"That's what Gordon said. Premium access."

They rounded the corner into the antechamber.

Two men. Mid-thirties, maybe. One was tall and gangly, with a patchy beard that couldn't decide if it wanted to exist. The other was shorter, rounder, with glasses held together at the bridge by electrical tape. They both wore the standard IT uniform of wrinkled polo shirts and cargo trousers with too many pockets.

They stopped when they saw Marcie.

Their eyes performed the familiar sweep. The taller one's Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed. They were both staring directly at her tits.

"You're Marcie, yeah?" The shorter one spoke first. His voice cracked slightly on her name.

"The printer's through there." Marcie gestured towards the small alcove where the executive machine sat, silent and useless.

Neither man moved towards it.

"Gordon said..." The tall one trailed off, glancing at his colleague for support.

"He said you'd be taking care of us." The shorter one found his courage. "While we work. You know. As payment."

"Not as payment," Marcie corrected, "as an incentive. It is free use after all." Marcie looked at their eager faces. At the way they stood—shoulders back, chests puffed slightly—trying to project confidence they clearly didn't have. Before the Mandate, these were the men who avoided eye contact in lifts. Who probably said lewd things about her behind her back. Who mumbled when placing coffee orders. Who probably hadn't touched a woman outside of awkward family hugs in years.

Now they stood in her workspace, expecting her to service them as a bonus for fixing a printer.

A flash of the old indignation sparked in her. How dare they. How dare Gordon. How dare any of this. But the spark smouldered and died almost immediately.

Just another task.

Marcie stood. Her chair rolled back slightly, bumping against the desk.

"The printer first." Her voice came out flat. "Show me what you're doing."

The IT techs exchanged a look. The dawning realisation that fantasy was about to become reality. The taller one grabbed his toolkit and headed for the alcove. The shorter one followed, though his eyes kept darting back to Marcie.

The tall tech—his name badge read "Kevin"—crouched beside it, popping open the side panel. The shorter one—"Derek"—positioned himself at the control screen, pulling up diagnostic menus.

Marcie stood in the doorway, watching them work. Kevin pulled out the paper tray, checking the rollers for debris. Derek tapped at the screen, muttering under his breath about firmware updates.

"Paper path's clear," Kevin announced. "Might be the fuser unit."

"Check the toner cartridge alignment first," Derek countered. "Sometimes they shift."

Normal workplace conversation. Normal technical problem-solving. Except for the way both men kept glancing at her. The way their movements had grown slightly jerky, distracted.

"So..." Derek's voice tried for casual and missed by a mile. "Gordon wasn't joking, was he? About the... the premium access?"

Marcie walked further into the alcove. The space was cramped—barely room for three people and the printer.

"No." She lowered herself to her knees between them. "He wasn't joking."

Kevin's hands froze on the toner cartridge. Derek stopped mid-tap on the screen.

Marcie reached for Kevin's cock.

"Keep working. I'm not stopping you from doing your job."

Kevin made a sound somewhere between a squeak and a groan. His hands returned to the printer, though they shook slightly now. Marcie pulled out his cock, it stiffened rapidly in her palm.

"Fuck," Kevin breathed. "Okay. Right. The fuser unit. I need to check the fuser unit."

Marcie leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

"Gad." Kevin's voice pitched higher. His hands fumbled with the printer's internal components, no longer guided by muscle memory. "That's—yeah—the rollers look fine, Derek. Might need to—oh god—might need to reset the—"

"The firmware," Derek finished, his voice strained. He was watching Marcie work, one hand hovering over his own crotch. "I'll need to log in as admin."

Marcie pulled off Kevin long enough to glance at Derek. She nodded towards his trousers.

"Your turn."

They swapped. Kevin stumbled back to the control screen, his cock still wet and exposed, while Derek shuffled forward. His hands shook as he undid his belt. He was thicker than Kevin, though shorter. Marcie adjusted her angle and took him in.

"Oh damn." Derek's voice came out as a wheeze. "This is really—we're really—"

"Focus." Marcie pulled back, working him with her hand while she spoke. "Fix the printer."

Derek nodded rapidly. He fiddled with some circuitry. "I need to check the connection to the main board. Kevin, can you—"

"On it." Kevin shuffled past them, deliberately brushing against Marcie's shoulder as he moved. His cock bobbed near her face. "Let me get the admin password."

Marcie switched again.

Back and forth. Mouth to cock. One cock while the other typed commands into the screen. One cock while the other adjusted components. They rotated with increasing proficiency, treating her presence as simply another variable in the repair process.

"Try the test print now," Kevin said, slightly breathless.

The printer whirred. Paper fed through. Derek adjusted something inside the machine.

"Alignment's off," Derek muttered. He thrust forward slightly, pushing deeper into Marcie's mouth. She accepted it without complaint. "Kevin, check the calibration settings."

Kevin pulled her off Derek and guided himself back in. "The calibration is fine. It's the paper weight sensor."

"How would you know? You haven't even—"

"I can see it from here, you absolute—"

Marcie existed in a strange state of removal, present but distant. Her mouth moved. Her hands worked. Her body performed its function. But her mind had retreated to her work. Thinking about the email replies she still needed to make after these guys were done.

It was almost funny.

The printer whirred again. Clicked. Paper began feeding through with a satisfying mechanical hum. Black text appeared on white paper, crisp and clear.

"It's working!" Kevin's exclamation vibrated through his cock, still buried in Marcie's mouth.

Derek crouched down, peering at the output tray. "Alignment's perfect. No streaking."

Pages emerged one by one. Fifty-three pages of legal documentation, printed flawlessly.

Kevin's hips began moving faster. He was close. Marcie could feel it in the way he swelled against her tongue.

"I'm gonna—" He didn't finish the sentence.

Hot spurts flooded her mouth. Marcie swallowed, keeping her throat relaxed, accepting everything he gave. Kevin groaned, his hands gripping the side of the printer for support.

He pulled out, panting. "Fucking hell. That was—"

"My turn." Derek pushed forward immediately, not waiting for Kevin to fully step aside. His cock replaced Kevin's, sliding past Marcie's lips with desperate urgency.

He lasted thirty seconds. Maybe less.

His release painted her face—hot stripes across her cheek, her chin, the corner of her mouth. He hadn't warned her, hadn't given her time to adjust. Just pulled out and finished wherever gravity took him.

"Sorry," Derek gasped, though he didn't sound sorry. "Couldn't hold it. You're just—you're really good at that."

Neither of them thanked her.

Derek zipped up his trousers, grabbed his toolkit, and headed for the door. Kevin followed, pausing only to tap a few final commands into the printer's control panel.

"Should be good now," Kevin called over his shoulder.

"Tell Gordon we sorted it," Derek added. "Call us again if you need us."

And then they were gone.

The printer hummed contentedly beside her, warm documents stacked in the output tray. The Pemberton contract. All fifty-three pages. Ready for Gordon's signature.

She could feel Derek's cum on her face. Some of it had dripped onto her blouse—a dark spot spreading on the silk near her collar. She would deal with it later. She gathered the documents. Warm paper against her palms as she stood and talked over to Gordon's office door.

She knocked twice and entered when he grunted an acknowledgement.

Gordon sat at his desk, phone pressed to his ear, engaged in some conversation about quarterly projections. He glanced up as Marcie entered, taking in her appearance—the smeared cum on her face, the stain on her blouse, the documents clutched in her hands.

His expression didn't change.

He pointed to the place on his desk where he wanted the contract.

Marcie placed the pages on his desk.

"Good girl," Gordon said, covering the phone's mouthpiece briefly. His eyes had already returned to his computer screen. "Close the door on your way out."

Marcie closed the door.

She walked to the executive bathroom. Locked herself inside. Studied her reflection in the mirror.

The woman staring back at her had cum drying on her face and a thousand-yard stare. Her mascara had smeared slightly. Her lipstick was gone entirely, worn away by friction.

She turned on the tap. Cold water. She cupped her hands beneath the stream and began to clean herself.

She straightened her collar. Smoothed her skirt. Practised the Secretary Smile until it felt natural again.

Then she unlocked the door and walked back to her desk.

Sxity-five unread emails. Four meeting requests. A reminder about the Henderson account follow-up.

Marcie sat down and started typing.


Chapter 4

Three days passed. Three days of routine. Three days of Gordon's morning "focus sessions" and afternoon "stress relief." Three days of emails and expense reports. Three days of avoiding Samson's eyes across the breakfast table and sleeping on opposite sides of the bed.

The intercom buzzed.

"Miss Sinclair." Gordon's voice was brisk. All business. "I need you to fetch Barry Yung from the sales floor. Strategy meeting in twenty minutes. Monthly targets."

Marcie's fingers paused over her keyboard. The sales floor. She hadn't ventured out there since the first day. Gordon had kept her contained in the executive suite, a private resource rather than a public one. The antechamber had become her territory; it was small, it was manageable.

"Sir, I could call down to his extension—"

"He's not answering. Probably has his hands full." A dry chuckle. "Go collect him. Conference room B. Twenty minutes."

The intercom clicked off.

Marcie stared at the door leading to the corridor. Beyond it lay the main office. The sales floor. Samson's domain.

She stood. Checked her reflection in the darkened computer monitor. Put-together. The Secretary Smile firmly in place.

The corridor was quiet as she walked down it, each step carrying her further from safety. She passed the supply closet—occupied again, judging by the thumping and moaning—and the kitchenette, where someone had left the coffee pot burning.

Then she pushed through the double doors onto the sales floor.

Phones ringing. Keyboards clacking. What you would expect from an office. But threaded through it, like bass notes in a symphony, were the grunts, moans, and percussion of bodies meeting.

Marcie kept her eyes down. Fixed on the grey carpet. On her own shoes. One foot in front of the other.

"Hey, sweetheart." A voice from her left. She didn't look. "Nice tits. You busy?"

She walked faster.

"That's Gordon's girl," another voice said. Quieter. Almost respectful. "He keeps her locked up in the back."

"Shame. I'd love to—"

She was past them now. Past the first row of cubicles, where men tracked her movement like predators watching prey cross an open field. She could feel their gazes on her, cataloguing her tits, her ass, the way she walked, how it might feel to fuck her.

Barry hadn't been at his cubicle near the entrance, so Marcie was forced to delve deeper into the lion's den. She finally found him in the break room. Barry leaned against the counter, stirring a coffee with lazy, circular motions. He was near the breakroom's kitchenette, a microwave, a coffee machine, and a mini-fridge beside him. The fluorescent light buzzed overhead, casting everything in a flat, institutional glow.

He looked up when she appeared in the doorway. His eyes swept over her.

"Well, well." His spoon clinked against the ceramic mug. "Gordon's little secret. What brings you out of your cave?"

"Mr Fumes needs you in Conference Room B." Marcie kept her voice level, "Strategy meeting. Monthly targets. Twenty minutes."

Barry didn't move. He took a slow sip of his coffee, watching her over the rim.

"Twenty minutes." He set the mug down on the counter. "Plenty of time."

He shifted his weight. Not much. Just enough to position himself between Marcie and the doorway. The movement was casual, almost accidental. But the result was clear. She'd have to push past him to leave.

"You know what's funny?" Barry smirked. "Everyone thinks you've been hiding up there. Playing hard to get. Gordon's safe little secretary." He shook his head slowly. "But I know better."

Marcie's stomach tightened. "I don't know what you mean."

"Sure you do." Barry's smile widened. "I know about you and Gordon." Barry continued, each word deliberate. "The morning sessions. The afternoon pick-me-ups. That little thing you did for the IT boys with the printer." He chuckled. "Word travels fast around here. Tried to keep it to oral sex and failed? The whole thing has been the best gossip we've had all month."

Marcie looked away.

"I also know about Samson and Tina. Hell, everyone knows. Boy's been railing her in his squeaky chair every day this week. The whole floor can hear it. Trouble in paradise?"

The words landed like punches. She'd known. Of course, she'd known. But hearing it stated so baldly, so casually... Marcie felt the last shred of dignity she'd been clutching slip through her fingers. She'd told herself the antechamber was different. Private and contained. A transaction between her and Gordon, nobody else's business.

But everyone knew.

"The meeting—" she started.

"Can wait." Barry set down his coffee. "I've got something that needs attending to first."

He stepped closer. There was nowhere to retreat.

"Gordon's waiting," Marcie tried. The words came out weaker than she intended. "He specifically asked—"

"Gordon can wait, we have time." Barry's voice hardened. "You know what the Mandate says, don't you? Public Asset must not refuse a male. That's the law." He reached out and touched her shoulder. Not roughly. Almost gentle. The gentleness was somehow worse.

"And me?" Barry's hand slid down her arm. "I'm the top revenue generator this company has. I bring in more money in a week than most of these cubicle drones do in a year. You think Gordon's going to reprimand me for taking some time to play with his little pet?" A soft, confident laugh. "He'll thank me for warming you up."

His hand found her waist. Pushed her backwards until her hips hit the counter. The edge dug into her lower back.

"Just a quicky." His breath was warm against her ear. "Before I face the boss."

Marcie's hands found the counter behind her. She contemplated fighting him… but Barry was right. He was untouchable. And she was just a Public Asset.

"Fine." The word came out flat. "Make it quick."

Barry's grin sharpened. "Good."

His hands found the hem of her blouse. He tugged it upward, exposing her stomach, her bra. He whistled low when he saw what was underneath.

"Fuck me." He cupped her breasts through the lace, testing their weight. "Gordon's been keeping these all to himself? Selfish bastard."

He pushed the cups down, freeing her breasts entirely. They spilled out, heavy and pale in the fluorescent light.

"Heavy tits." Barry's voice was thick with satisfaction. He pressed them together, watching the flesh yield under his fingers. "Perfect for what I need."

He fumbled with his belt. His trousers dropped. He was already hard, pressing against Marcie.

"Wrap them around me."

Marcie obeyed. She pressed her breasts together around his length, creating a channel for him to thrust into. Barry groaned as he began to move, his hips pumping forward, his cock sliding between her tits. It was a bit harder without lube, but Marcie made it work.

"That's it." His hands gripped her shoulders, holding her in place. "Fucking perfect. Gordon doesn't know how good he has it." Barry's pace increased. His grunts grew louder. He was thoroughly enjoying Marcie's breasts. He stuck a single finger into her mouth, which Marcie started to suck on as he continued to pump between her. But after a few minutes, he pulled back with a frustrated growl.

"Not enough." He spun her around before she could react. "Need more."

Her chest hit the counter. Hard. The impact knocked the breath from her lungs. His hands found her hips, yanking her skirt up around her waist.

"Samson's forty feet away," Barry murmured as he positioned himself. "Probably balls-deep in Tina right now. Doesn't give a shit what happens to you."

He pushed inside. Marcie moaned, unable to help herself. She braced against each thrust. The coffee machine rattled beside her. Barry's belt buckle clinked with every impact.

She fixed her eyes on the microwave clock. Ten minutes had passed.

Samson is forty feet away.

Her boyfriend was sitting in his cubicle while his colleague fucked her against the kitchenette counter. Did he know? Did he care? Would he even look up from his spreadsheet if he heard?

Barry's grip tightened. His thrusts grew shorter, sharper. Closer together.

"Get ready, Ms Secretary." His cock throbbed, he held himself deep within Marcie's warm pussy, pulsing inside her.

Marcie watched the clock. Eighteen minutes, they still had time.

Barry pulled out. She heard him zip up behind her. Heard him check his reflection in the microwave door, smoothing his hair.

"Clean up." His voice was casual now. Satisfied. "And bring coffee into the meeting." Barry walked away.

Marcie stayed bent over the counter. Counting breaths. One. Two. Three.

She straightened. Pulled down her skirt. Fixed her bra, her blouse. Found a paper towel and wiped between her legs. Disposed of the evidence in the bin beneath the sink.

The coffee pot was half-full. She poured two cups. Black, two sugars for Gordon. Cream for Barry. She arranged them on a small tray she found in the cabinet. Then she walked to Conference Room B.

Barry was already inside, lounging in one of the leather chairs, laughing at something Gordon had said. Gordon sat at the head of the table, papers spread before him, reading glasses perched on his nose.

Neither man looked at her as she entered.

She set the tray on the table. Distributed the cups. Gordon took his without acknowledgement, already launching into quarterly projections.

"—the Pemberton account alone should push us over target, but we need at least three more Platinum conversions to hit the bonus threshold—"

Marcie retreated to the corner of the room. The designated spot for assistants. For Public Assets. She stood with her hands clasped in front of her, face neutral, mind elsewhere.

Barry caught her eye once. Winked.

The meeting continued. Numbers were discussed. Strategies debated. Coffee was consumed. Marcie stood in the corner and served Gordon's cock whenever he gestured for it. Gordon was even kind enough to share her with Barry by the end.


Chapter 5

The buzzer cut through the sales floor like a referee's whistle. Three long blasts. The sound meant targets had been obliterated.

Samson looked up from his screen. Around him, no more incoming calls. Keyboards fell silent. Even the ambient moaning from the break room seemed to pause.

Gordon emerged into the sales room, a seldom-seen sight. He didn't have his usual clipboard. He wasn't wearing his usual frown. He was carrying a bottle of scotch and wore an expression Samson had never seen on him before.

He was smiling.

"Ladies and gentlemen!" Gordon's voice boomed across the floor. "We've done it. Monthly target smashed. One hundred and forty-four per cent of quota." He held up the bottle like a trophy. "The boardroom. Now. Executive debrief for our top performers."

A cheer rippled through the cubicles. Men clapped each other on the back. Women exchanged glances, some relieved, some resigned.

Samson turned back to his screen. He still had three callbacks to make, two quotes pending approval. The celebration wasn't for him. He was mid-tier at best, climbing but not arrived.

A hand landed on his shoulder.

"Log off, Sam-the-man."

Barry Yung stood behind him, that shark grin splitting his face. He squeezed Samson's shoulder with the casual possessiveness of a man who owned whatever he touched.

"You're coming with us."

"I'm not—"

"Three Platinum conversions this week." Barry cut him off. "Two of them cold leads. Gordon noticed. We all noticed." The grip tightened. "You're in the circle now. Don't make me drag you."

Samson looked at his screen. At the pending callbacks. At the mundane safety of his cubicle. Then he logged off.

The boardroom had transformed. The long conference table had been pushed against the wall. Leather chairs formed a loose semicircle around a makeshift bar, the room's cabinets now lined with bottles, glasses, and an ice bucket sweating in the climate control.

The overhead lights were dimmed. Blinds were drawn. Jazz was playing from the conference speakers, smooth and low.

Roman lounged in one of the chairs, tumbler in hand. Barry claimed the seat beside him. Gordon stood by the window, backlit by the grey afternoon sky, pouring measures of scotch with the precision of a chemist.

"Samson!" Gordon raised a glass in his direction. "Our rising star. Get in here."

The door clicked shut behind him. The sound carried a strange finality. Like an airlock sealing.

Samson accepted the glass Gordon pressed into his hand. The scotch was smooth, warm, rich. He'd never tasted scotch that expensive. He let it sit on his tongue, let the burn spread through his chest.

"To the team." Gordon raised his glass. "To the numbers. To the new world order."

"Hear, hear." The response was unanimous.

They drank.

Barry settled deeper into his chair. "You know what I love about this month? Not a single complaint from HR. Not one. Remember last year? Phillips from Accounts filed three grievances in a week."

"Phillips is currently assigned to the logistics department," Roman smirked. "As 'morale support.' Haven't heard a peep from her since, mouth's too filled with cocks."

Laughter rippled through the room.

Samson sipped his scotch. The warmth was spreading now, loosening his chest. These men understood the new world. These men had adapted.

The boardroom door opened.

"Gentlemen." Gordon's voice shifted. Warmer. Almost paternal. "I'd like you to meet our newest team member. She'll be shadowing Tina for the next few weeks."

The girl who stepped through the door couldn't have been more than nineteen. Barely legal. She had huge eyes—doe eyes, the kind that belonged on anime characters—and an hourglass figure that her modest blouse couldn't hide. Wavy brown hair fell past her shoulders. When she smiled, it was like watching the sun break through clouds.

"Hi, everyone!" Her voice was bright. Musical. Weaponised cheerfulness. "I'm Chloe Brindwald. I'm so excited to be here!"

She bounced a little when she said it.

Samson studied her face, searching for the tells he'd learned to recognise over the past week. The hollow eyes. The fake smile. The thousand-yard stare of a woman who'd been broken in by the Mandate.

He found none of it.

Chloe radiated enthusiasm like the sun. Her smile was real. She was genuine. Terrifyingly genuine in her joy.

"Chloe's been through the full orientation programme," Gordon explained, refreshing drinks as he spoke. "Top marks across the board. Particularly enthusiastic about her civic duties."

"It's such an honour to contribute to the National Social Vitality initiative!" Chloe clasped her hands in front of her chest. "When I heard about the programme at university, I knew immediately this was my calling. Helping to cure the loneliness epidemic. Being part of the solution instead of the problem."

Barry exchanged a glance with Roman. Both men were sitting up straighter now.

"She requested this assignment specifically," Gordon continued. "Wanted to work with our top performers."

"High-value citizens deserve the best support!" Chloe's eyes sparkled. "The research shows that productivity increases of up to thirty per cent are possible when male workers receive adequate sex and blowjobs."

She said sex and blowjob like other people said good morning.

Samson drained half his scotch in one swallow as more morale assistance arrived.

Chloe gravitated towards Samson within minutes.

He'd retreated to the edge of the semicircle, nursing his drink, watching the celebration unfold. Barry was regaling Roman with a story about a Platinum conversion that had allegedly taken place while he was balls-deep in the mailroom intern. Gordon laughed along, refilling glasses, playing the magnanimous host.

And then Chloe was there. Materialising beside him like a cheerful ghost.

"You're Samson Wells, aren't you?" She tilted her head, those huge eyes studying him. "I've heard so much about you!"

"Have you?"

"Three Platinum conversions this week!" She said it like he'd cured cancer. "That's incredible. You must have such a gift for connecting with people."

"Just doing my job."

"That's so modest." Chloe stepped closer. Her perfume was light, floral, probably something that cost thirty bucks a bottle. "I read your personnel file during orientation. Your sales trajectory has been remarkable. Especially this week."

"You read my personnel file?"

"I read everyone's!" She beamed. "I like to know who I'm working with. Who's contributing to the national good. Who's really stepping up during this historic moment."

The words came out smooth. Rehearsed. Like she was reciting from a pamphlet.

Because she probably was.

"The Mandate is such a blessing," Chloe continued, unprompted. "Before the Act, so many men were suffering in silence. Isolated. Disconnected. Now we can help them. Really help them." Her eyes shone with disturbing fervour. "Did you know that male suicide rates have already dropped by eighty per cent since implementation? That's thousands of lives saved. And all it takes is a little generosity."

Samson stared at her. She talked about the Mandate like it was a religious calling. She seemed genuinely happy about her role as a Public Asset.

"What do your parents think about all this?" The question slipped out before he could stop it.

Chloe's smile didn't falter. "They're so proud. My dad, especially. He says I'm doing my duty!" A small laugh. "Mum was a bit hesitant at first, but she came around. She's been registered as a Public Asset too of course. The whole family's contributing now. Especially mum!"

The whole family…

"So!" Chloe clapped her hands together, the sound cutting through Samson's horror. "Tell me about your sales approach. How do you build rapport with the Platinum clients? I'd love to hear your techniques."

But her eyes weren't on his face anymore.

They'd dropped lower. To his belt. To the bulge that his pants didn't quite hide.

"Actually," Chloe's voice shifted, softening, "Orientation materials say that High Value Citizens deserve priority attention. Immediate vitality support."

"Chloe—"

"You've been working so hard." She was already sinking to her knees. Right there in the middle of the boardroom, in front of Barry, Roman, Gordon, and the other high earners, like it were the most natural thing in the world. "You deserve a boost. A reward for all your contributions."

Her hands opened up his pants. She reached inside, palm warm against his cock. Then she pulled him free, and her expression transformed.

"Oh!" Chloe's voice pitched upward. Higher. Sweeter. Almost a coo. "Oh, hello there! Aren't you a handsome one?"

She was talking to his cock.

Samson looked down at her in bewilderment. She cradled his growing erection in both hands, studying it like she'd just found a lost puppy.

"What a good boy," Chloe murmured, stroking him gently. "Such a good, strong boy. You've been working hard too, haven't you? Yes, you have!"

What the fuck.

"Chloe, you don't have to—"

"Shh." She pressed a finger to her lips, then to the tip of his cock. "Don't want to scare him. He's just waking up." She ran her thumb along the underside of his shaft, and her face lit up as it twitched in response. "There we go! He's happy to see me!"

Samson was lost for words. His cock was fully hard now. His body responded to the stimulation even as his brain struggled to process what was happening. Chloe knelt before him in the middle of an executive celebration, baby-talking his erection like it was a small pet.

"Who's a good boy?" She kissed the tip. Light. Affectionate. "Who's been such a hard worker? You have! Yes, you have!"

She took him into her mouth.

The sensation was immediate. Heavenly. Despite her bizarre persona, Chloe clearly knew what she was doing. Her tongue swirled around his head, her lips sealed tight as she bobbed forward.

"Mmm," she hummed against him, pulling back just enough to speak. "Such a good boy. Such a hungry little guy." She stroked the base while she suckled the tip. "Is this puppy hungry? Does he want his treat?"

Puppy.

Was there something wrong with her brain?

Samson looked around the boardroom. Barry watched with undisguised amusement, swirling his scotch. Roman had his phone out, texting. Gordon smiled benevolently from his position by the makeshift bar.

None of them seemed surprised. None of them seemed disturbed. This was just entertainment.

Chloe increased her pace. Her head bobbed faster, her hand working the shaft she couldn't fit in her mouth. She maintained the running commentary between strokes.

"There's a good puppy—" bob "—so eager—" bob "—such a big strong boy—" bob "—making his owner so proud—"

The cognitive dissonance was staggering. The innocence of her voice against the obscenity of the act. The nursery-rhyme cadence against the slutty sounds of her working him. It should have been disturbing. It was disturbing.

But god, it felt good.

Samson felt his resistance crumble. The last fragments of shame dissolving in expensive scotch and Chloe's warm, eager mouth. His hand found Chloe's breasts and explored them while she did her work.

"That's it," he heard himself say. "Good girl."

The words came out rougher than he intended. Commanding. The voice of a man who'd stopped pretending he didn't want this.

Chloe's eyes flicked up to meet his. Still bright. Still eager. Still absolutely fucking delighted to be there.

"Mmhm!" She redoubled her efforts, taking him deeper. Her hands gripped his thighs for leverage as she worked.

"Atta boy, Sam!" Barry raised his glass in salute. "Show her who's boss!"

Roman laughed. Gordon poured another round.

Samson looked down at Chloe. At this bizarre, beautiful girl who seemed genuinely happy to be on her knees, praising his cock like a prize-winning poodle. He thought about Marcie. About the distance between them.

Fuck it.

He patted Chloe's head. Gentle at first. Then more firmly. Like she was the pet. Like she was the one being trained.

"Good girl," he repeated. "Just like that."

Chloe moaned around him. She liked that a lot. She was close to gagging now, pushing her limits, determined to impress.

Samson felt himself approaching the edge of his limit. He continued to pay Chloe's head like she was a pet.

"Coming," he warned.

Chloe didn't pull back. She pushed forward, taking him as deep as she could manage, and when he erupted, she swallowed it all. Every drop. Her throat worked convulsively, milking him through the aftershocks.

She pulled off, looking up at him with satisfaction smeared across her face as she panted.

"Good puppy," she whispered, pressing one final kiss to his softening cock. "Such a good boy. We're going to get along great."

She was still smiling.

Samson tucked himself away. A pleasant buzz filled him. A sense of accomplishment. Of belonging.

Barry clapped him on the back.

"Welcome to the inner circle, Sam-the-man." His grip was warm. Approving. "You've earned it."

Roman raised his glass. Gordon nodded from across the room.

Samson accepted another scotch. The amber liquid caught the light as Gordon poured.

Around him, the celebration continued. The jazz played on. Chloe had moved to Roman's chair, already beginning her routine again—"Oh, hello there, handsome!"—and the men laughed and drank and watched.

This was the new normal. This was success.

Samson drank deep and didn't look back.


Chapter 6

The file storage room occupied a forgotten corner of the second floor, wedged between the emergency stairwell and a wall of electrical panels. Marcie had been down here twice before in her entire tenure at MayZing—once during orientation, once when Gordon needed archived contracts from three years ago. Both times, she'd felt like she was descending into a crypt.

The room hadn't improved with age.

Dust motes swirled in the weak fluorescent light. Metal shelving units stretched from floor to ceiling, stuffed with banker's boxes labelled in faded marker. The air tasted stale, recycled through vents that probably hadn't been cleaned since the building opened. No windows. No natural light. Just rows upon rows of forgotten paperwork and the distant drone of the HVAC system.

Gordon had sent her down here with a stack of month-end contracts and explicit instructions: file everything alphabetically by client surname, cross-reference with the digital database, flag anything requiring follow-up signatures. Busy work. The kind of task that existed purely to keep secretaries occupied while managers attended to "more pressing matters."

Marcie suspected Gordon wanted her out of the way. So here she was. Sorting papers in a windowless tomb. She'd been at it for forty minutes when the door opened.

She stopped mid-motion, a contract from the Henderson account suspended between her fingers. The fluorescent tubes overhead flickered once—they always flickered—casting strange shadows across the cramped space.

Barry Yung stepped through first.

He filled the doorway with his arrogance. His tie was loosened, his shirt untucked slightly on one side. He looked like he'd just come from a celebration. He probably had.

Roman Tarkovsky followed close behind.

The door swung shut.

"Well, well." Barry leaned against a filing cabinet, crossing his arms over his chest. His fingers worked at the knot of his tie, loosening it further. "Look who's hiding in the basement."

"I'm not hiding." Marcie set down the Henderson contract. Her voice came out steadier than she felt. "Gordon sent me to archive the month-end files."

"Gordon sent you." Barry nodded slowly, as if considering this information. "That's convenient. Very convenient." He glanced at Roman. "Wouldn't you say that's convenient?"

Roman's smile was thin. "Extremely."

"See, here's the thing." Barry pushed off from the cabinet and took a step deeper into the narrow aisle between shelving units. "Roman here has been feeling a bit left out. He hasn't had a turn with the executive secretary yet. So Gordon told us where to find you."

"I've been busy," Roman said. His voice was flat. Matter-of-fact. "Closing deals. Hitting targets. Doing my job." He stepped forward, flanking Barry's approach. "But I heard about your performance in the kitchenette the other day. And I thought—hey, if Barry gets a taste, why shouldn't I?"

Marcie rolled her eyes.

Barry reached out, fingers brushing the collar of her blouse.

Marcie looked at the locked door. At the two men blocking her path. At the rows of boxes stretching into the dim recesses of the storage room. "Let's hurry it up then."

Samson Wells lounged on Italian leather like a king surveying his domain, having moved to a smaller executive area that Gordon usually reserved for himself.

The space had been designed for exactly this kind of celebration, low couches arranged in intimate clusters, ambient lighting that could be dimmed to whatever mood the occasion required, a bar stocked with bottles that cost more than Samson's monthly rent.

Most of the other top performers had filtered out over the past hour, returning to their desks for end-of-day wrap-up or heading home early with Gordon's blessing. But Samson had stayed and ended up here.

He had a scotch in one hand and Tina Swansy on his lap.

Tina had appeared shortly after the formal celebration ended, materialising beside his couch with that sweet smile and those orange braids. She'd climbed onto him without asking and settled her weight across his thighs. Her thin body pressed against his chest. Her fingers played with the collar of his shirt.

"I've missed you today," she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. "Been so busy with everyone else. But you're my favourite. You know that, right?"

Samson's free hand rested on her hip. Through the thin fabric of her skirt, he could feel the warmth of her skin.

"I know."

Between his legs, Chloe Brindwald knelt on the plush carpet.

She'd followed him to the breakout area after finishing with Roman and a few others, trailing behind like an eager puppy. Now she gazed up at him with those huge doe eyes, her hands resting on his knees, her face level with his crotch.

"Mr Wells?" Her voice was still pitched in that sing-song tone that made his skin crawl and his cock twitch in equal measure. "Is he ready for more attention? He looks like he might be getting lonely."

The two women hadn't coordinated this. The dynamic had emerged organically. Two women, orbiting him like satellites around a planet. And they were competing.

Samson could see it in the way Tina's grip tightened on his collar whenever Chloe spoke. In the way Chloe's eyes narrowed slightly when Tina pressed closer. They weren't fighting over him, exactly. They were performing for him. Demonstrating their value. Proving who deserved more of his attention.

"Let me take care of you," Tina murmured, grinding her hips against his thigh. "I know exactly what you like. I've learned everything about what makes you feel good."

"I can learn too!" Chloe's enthusiasm was undimmed. "I'm a very fast learner. Top marks in all my orientation modules!" She reached for his crotch. "Please? Let me show you?"

Tina's hand shot down, intercepting Chloe's. "I was here first."

"But I haven't had a proper turn yet." Chloe pouted. "It's only fair."

They both looked up at Samson. Waiting. Deferring to his judgment.

Power. Pure, intoxicating power. Two women wanting his cock. It was unimaginable before the Mandate.

He reached and placed a hand on each woman's head.

"You'll both get a turn."

Chloe's face lit up. Tina's expression sharpened with competitive determination.

Samson leaned back into the leather, spreading his legs wider. "Tina. Kiss me."

Tina surged forward, her mouth finding his with urgency. She kissed like she was trying to devour him.

Below, Chloe's greedy fingers worked his zipper. She freed him, cradling his hardening length in her palms for the second time today.

"There he is," she cooed. "There's my handsome boy. Miss me?" She pressed a kiss to the tip. "I missed you."

Tina's mouth hot against his, Chloe's lips warm around his cock. Two points of pleasure, distinct yet harmonious. Samson groaned.

"That's it," Tina breathed against his lips. "Just relax. Let us worship you."

Chloe's tongue swirled around his head and made out with it like it was a long-lost lover. Her hands stroked what her mouth didn't reach. She worked contentedly, occasional compliments escaping between slurps.

"Such a good boy... growing so big for me... making your owner so happy..."

Tina pulled back from the kiss, her eyes dark with desire. "I want to feel you inside me." She was already shifting, hiking her skirt up around her waist. "Please, Sam. I need it."

She positioned herself over him, having him fill her. The heat of her engulfed him, replacing Chloe's mouth with something tighter and less talkative. Tina moaned as she took him fully.

Chloe sat back on her heels, momentarily displaced. But she recovered quickly, her hands finding new purpose. She cupped Samson's balls, rolling them gently between her fingers. Her other hand slid up Tina's thigh, finding the place where their bodies joined.

"So pretty," Chloe murmured, watching Tina ride. "You look so pretty taking him."

Tina's rhythm faltered. Her eyes snapped to Chloe, surprised by the touch. Then something shifted in her expression. Competition transformed into collaboration.

"Touch me," Tina breathed. "While I fuck him."

Chloe's fingers found Tina's clit. She rubbed in gentle circles, matching the pace of Tina's movements. Tina gasped, her hips grinding harder.

The two women touched each other now. Chloe's free hand reached up to cup Tina's breast, kissing her back as she squeezed her softness. Tina leaned down, capturing Chloe's mouth in a kiss that was more performance than passion, but the visual was pleasing.

Samson watched from his throne of Italian leather. Two women, pleasuring each other to heighten his experience. Fighting for his favour by finding new ways to entertain him.

He felt like a god.

The reality of his actual relationship seemed impossibly distant. Marcie existed somewhere in the abstract—a concept rather than a person. What was she doing right now? Working, probably. Filing papers. Being Gordon's good little secretary.

Being used by someone else.

The thought should have stung. Instead, it barely registered. If anything, it sounded incredibly hot.

Tina bounced faster. Her moans filling Chloe's mouth. Chloe's fingers worked faster, her other hand now holding in Tina's braid, pulling her head back.

"Come for him," Chloe urged. "Show him what a good girl you are."

Tina's whole body convulsed, inner walls clenching around Samson's cock as her finger dug dangerously into Samson's flesh. She screamed… it might have been his name, might have been nonsense, Samson couldn't quite tell.

"Your turn," Tina panted, lifting off him with visible reluctance. "He's close. I can feel it."

Chloe's face transformed. Pure, radiant joy.

She positioned herself facing away from Samson as she took his cock inside of her. She was incredibly nice to be inside. She leaned back, resting her head on his shoulder as she began to ride him. Meanwhile, Tina collapsed on the couch beside them.

"Please," Chloe whispered. "Please, give me my treat. I've been such a good girl. The best girl."

She had been a good girl.

"Only because you've been so good." Samson had bought into her crazy, at least for now. It didn't take him long. Tina had almost gotten him there; now Chloe was just leading him over the ledge. He bit down gently on her neck as he unloaded into her pussy.

"Thank you," she breathed when he finished. "Thank you, thank you, thank you."

She giggled, licking her lips, gathering the overflow that was dripping out with her fingers. Tina crawled over to them.

Samson sank back onto the leather. Spent and triumphant as Chloe sucked his cum off her fingers and as Tina slurped out the cum from the space where Samson and Chloe met.

He didn't think of Marcie.

In the file storage room, Marcie had stopped thinking at all.

Barry and Roman had positioned her like a mannequin grabbing, pushing, arranging her body like she couldn't move on her own.

She was bent over a stack of boxes, completely naked. The cardboard edges dug into her stomach. Her cheek pressed against the top box, eyes fixed on the label stuck to its side.

Q2 TAX RECEIPTS.

The font was Arial. Standard. The corner of the label was peeling slightly, curling up from the cardboard like a dead leaf. Someone had written "2019" beneath the printed text in blue biro. The handwriting was neat. Feminine. Probably whoever had done the filing.

Behind her, Barry's hips slapped against her ass. Each impact drove her forward, grinding her stomach into the boxes.

Roman stood in front of her. His cock filled her mouth, her throat. He guided her head, controlling the depth, the pace. He thrust forward as Barry pulled back, then vice versa, rocking her between them like a piece of driftwood caught between waves.

They weren't looking at her.

They were looking at each other.

Over her bent back, Barry and Roman exchanged grins. Wordless communication. Shared triumph. Barry raised his hand, and Roman met it in a high-five that sounded like a cracked whip.

"Told you she was worth the trip down here," Barry grunted, his pace increasing. "Tight as Gordon said."

"Fucking brilliant, I hope Samson doesn't mind."

"Nah, he's probably too busy enjoying the new girl to care."

Marcie focused on the label.

Q2 TAX RECEIPTS.

The adhesive was yellowing around the edges. If someone didn't replace it soon, the whole thing would peel off. The box would become anonymous. Unlabelled. Lost in the archives forever.

She felt herself retreating. She just enjoyed the physical sensations without registering where they were coming from. The cocks felt good. Who cares whose cocks they were?

Q2 TAX RECEIPTS.

She was an object in this room. No different from the boxes. The filing cabinets. The defunct printer collecting dust in the corner. She existed to be utilised, then put away until needed again.

She should have hated that. But she didn't.

She fucking loved it.

Samson basked in the afterglow.

Tina had curled against his side, her head resting on his shoulder. Chloe knelt at his feet, cleaning him with warm towels she'd gotten from the executive bathroom. Her touch was tender, almost reverent.

"You're so tense here," Chloe murmured, her fingers working a knot in his thigh. "All that stress from working so hard. Let me help."

She massaged as she cleaned, working the muscles with surprising skill. Samson felt himself unwinding, layer by layer.

"You were amazing," Tina breathed against his neck. "So powerful. I love watching you take what you want."

"He's a natural," Chloe agreed. "A true High Value Citizen. The research says men like him are essential to social cohesion."

She pressed a kiss to his knee. Then another. Working her way up his thigh with soft, worshipful attention.

Tina reached across him, her fingers finding Chloe's hair. She stroked the younger woman's head with affection.

"We're going to take such good care of you," Tina promised. "Both of us. Whenever you need it."

"Whatever you need," Chloe echoed. "I'm so grateful for the opportunity to serve."

Samson closed his eyes.

The two women attended to him with the focused devotion of priestesses.

He felt powerful. Important. Worthy.

He felt nothing at all.

Barry's rhythm stuttered.

"Fuck—" He pulled out abruptly, his hand flying to his cock.

Marcie felt the first spray hit her lower back, painting stripes across her ass, dripping down between her cheeks. Barry groaned through the release, his free hand gripping her waist for balance.

"God damn," he breathed. "That's the stuff."

Roman didn't pull out.

His hands tightened in Marcie's hair, holding her head in place as his hips jerked forward. She felt him swell against her tongue, felt the pulse of his release flooding her throat. She swallowed automatically, her body performing its function while her mind remained fixed on the peeling label.

Q2 TAX RECEIPTS.

Roman held her there until he was completely drained. Only then did he release her head, stepping back with a satisfied sigh.

"Not bad," he admitted. "Gordon knows how to pick them."

They dressed immediately and left without acknowledging Marcie further.

Marcie stayed bent over the boxes. Covered in cum.

"—grab a drink before we head home—"

"—wife's making her pot roast tonight—"

The door closed. The lock clicked.

Marcie stayed there resting. A few moments later, she reached down between her legs and started to play with herself.

I'm just an object… I'm just an object… I'm just a slutty little object… Made to be used… Made for cock!

She came harder than she had ever before in her life.

Eventually, she straightened. Found her clothes, put them on.

She straightened her skirt. Smoothed her hair. Found her shoes.

By the time she was done, she looked almost presentable—she looked like she had been fucked in a storage closet—but presentable enough.

She put on the Secretary Smile, this time it was a little more genuine than usual.


Chapter 7

Two doors opened at opposite ends of the second-floor corridor.

From the executive suite, Samson emerged. He walked with a loose-limbed swagger, the kind that came from expensive scotch and sexual satisfaction. His tie hung undone around his neck. His shirt was untucked on one side. The scent of whisky clung to him, layered beneath a floral perfume that didn't belong to anyone he lived with.

From the file storage room, Marcie emerged.

She looked wrecked. Her hair had escaped its careful arrangement, flyaway strands framing her face in a halo of dishevelment. Her lipstick was heavily smeared and was rubbing off. Her blouse was untucked, buttons misaligned by one, and her skirt sat crooked on her hips.

They walked towards the service lift, drawn by habit and routine. The corridor stretched between them, with grey carpet and fluorescent lights. Their footsteps started uneven but gradually synchronised as the distance closed.

Samson reached the brushed steel doors first. He pressed the call button. The panel lit up with a soft glow.

Marcie arrived three seconds later. She stood beside him.

They didn't speak, but this time the silence was strange. Not hostile. Not uncomfortable, exactly. Just heavy, like the air before a thunderstorm. Charged with something neither of them could name.

Samson looked at Marcie.

He saw the shadows pooling beneath her eyes. The smear of lipstick that spoke of mouths pressed cocks that weren't his. The slight stiffness in her posture, the way she stood with her weight shifted to one hip. He recognised the evidence of Barry and Roman without knowing who they were—the faint red mark on her collarbone, the wrinkled state of her blouse.

Marcie looked at Samson.

She saw an aura of satisfaction still coating his features. The slack contentment of a man who'd been thoroughly serviced. She could smell the other women on him—cheap floral perfume fighting with something more sophisticated. His collar was askew. There was a faint lipstick mark on his neck. It certainly wasn't hers.

In the old world, this would have been the moment.

The confrontation. The tears. The shouted accusations and desperate apologies. How could you? and I can explain and What have we become? The whole theatrical performance of betrayal and forgiveness, the relationship either shattered or rebuilt through the crucible of emotional catharsis.

In the new world, there was only recognition.

Marcie looked at Samson and saw herself reflected back. The same hollowness. The same acceptance. The same quiet surrender to forces too large to fight.

Samson looked at Marcie and understood, with perfect clarity, that they had both become exactly what the Mandate required. Not victims. Not rebels. Participants.

They were both monsters now.

They were both "with the programme."

Ding.

The lift announced its arrival. The brushed steel doors slid apart, revealing an empty interior. Mirrored walls. Brass handrails. The faint smell of cleaning products.

They stepped inside together.

The doors slid shut behind them, sealing them in a metal box suspended between floors. The numbers above the door glowed: 2. Waiting for instruction.

Marcie pressed G for the ground floor.

The lift hummed. Began its descent.

Marcie's reflection stared back at her from the mirrored wall—dishevelled, used, exhausted. Samson's reflection flanked hers, equally wrecked in different ways. Marcie's hand twitched at her side.

The movement was small and involuntary. Her fingers flexed, reaching for something that wasn't there. Reaching for comfort and connection. Reaching for the person she'd loved before the world went mad.

Samson's hand met hers.

Their fingers interlaced, a desperate, clawing grip. Nails digging into skin. Palms pressed together so hard the bones ached. They held onto each other like drowning people clutching driftwood.

The contact sent a jolt through both of them.

Electric. Nothing like the touch of Tina or Chloe, nothing like the transactions with Gordon or Barry. This was raw. Real. The only genuine human connection either of them had felt all day.

Marcie's breath caught in her throat.

Samson swallowed hard.

They stood there, hand in hand, watching their reflections watch them back. Two people who'd been used by others all day, now touching each other like it was the first time. Like it was the last time. Like it was the only thing that mattered.

No one else knows us like this.

The thought crystallised in both their minds simultaneously. No one else understood what they were surviving. Not Gordon with his morning focus sessions. Not Tina with her eager enthusiasm. Not Barry or Roman or Chloe or any of the others who'd treated them as objects, as resources, as things to be used and discarded.

Only each other.

Only this.

Samson looked at their joined hands, locked and interlaced. He looked at Marcie's reflection… The ruined makeup, the smeared lipstick, the physical evidence of other men's use written across her body.

Something surged through him. Not jealousy. Not anymore. Something darker. Possessive in a way that had nothing to do with ownership and everything to do with reclamation.

He released her hand.

Marcie turned, a question forming on her lips—

Samson's palm slammed against the Emergency Stop button.

The lift lurched. Metal groaned. The descent halted with a jerk that made them both stagger. The overhead lights flickered. The alarm panel glowed red, bathing the small space in crimson.

They stood in the bloody light, suspended between floors, sealed away from the world.

Samson grabbed Marcie.

His hands found her shoulders, her waist, her hips. He slammed her back against the mirrored wall. The impact was hard enough to rattle the glass.

Marcie didn't flinch. Didn't pull away.

She met him with equal force.

Her fingers clawed at his shirt, buttons popping, fabric tearing. She dragged her nails down his chest, leaving red trails. Her mouth found his—aggressive, biting, nothing like the soft kisses they'd shared in better times.

This wasn't making love. It was war.

Samson pressed his body against hers, pinning her to the mirror. His hands found the hem of her skirt, yanking it up around her waist. The sound of ripping fabric was lost beneath their harsh breathing.

"Sam—" Marcie's voice came out rough. Broken.

"Shut up." He silenced her with his mouth, his tongue, his teeth on her lower lip. "Don't talk."

He lifted her leg, hooked it around his hip. His other hand fumbled with his belt, his zipper, freeing himself. He was already hard. Had been since the moment their hands touched. His body knew what it needed even when his mind was too shattered to process it.

He drove into her for the first time since last week.

Marcie's head hit the mirror. A sound escaped her—half moan, half sob. The stretch of him was familiar and strange all at once. This was Samson. Her Samson. The man she'd been with for years, now claiming her with a ferocity she'd never experienced from him.

"You. Are. Mine." The words tore from his throat as he thrust. "Fucking mine slut."

Each thrust was a declaration. Each impact erased the memory of other hands, other mouths, other cocks. He fucked her like he was trying to rewrite history, to overwrite every touch she'd endured with his own.

Marcie clung to him, legs wrapped around his waist now, suspended between his body and the mirror. The glass was cold against her shoulders, fogged with the heat of their exertion.

"Harder." She didn't recognise her own voice. "Sam, harder, please—"

Samson fucked her harder.

The mirror shook with each impact. Two bodies locked together, fighting their way back to each other through the only language that still made sense.

Marcie screamed his name.

Not Gordon's. Not David's. Not Barry's.

His.

"SAMSON!"

The sound was amplified by the small enclosed space. She screamed it again and again, needing to hear it, needing him to hear it. Needing to remind both of them who she belonged to. Who she wanted to belong to.

Samson's pace increased. His grip on her would leave bruises tomorrow—good bruises, wanted bruises, marks of his making rather than anyone else's. He buried his face in her neck, biting down where other mouths had marked her, reclaiming every inch of skin.

"Say it again." His voice was wrecked. "Say my name."

"Samson." She moaned it like it was sacred. "Samson, Samson, Sam—"

The orgasm hit them both at once.

It was messy, loud, and violent. Marcie's whole body exploded, her inner walls clenching around him as wave after wave crashed through her. Samson followed, spilling into her with a groan that sounded like it was ripped from his very soul.

They collapsed against each other.

The mirror held their weight. Barely. They slid down slightly, Marcie's back squeaking against the glass, Samson's forehead pressed to her shoulder as his breathing slowed. Their bodies remained joined, neither willing to break the connection.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of ragged breathing.

Then Marcie laughed.

It started as a hiccup. Then a giggle. Then a full-body laugh that shook through her, transmitting to Samson where they were still connected. He pulled back, looking at her face, and saw something he hadn't seen in days.

She was crying too.

Laughing and crying, tears streaming down her ruined makeup, mixing with the smeared lipstick and dried sweat. She looked insane. She looked beautiful. She looked like the woman he'd fallen in love with, buried somewhere beneath all the damage.

Samson felt his own eyes sting.

He kissed her. Gently this time. Tender in a way that contradicted everything they'd just done. He kissed the tears from her cheeks, the laughter from her lips, the pain from the corners of her eyes.

"I love you," he whispered against her mouth. "Fuck everything else. I love you."

"I love you too." Her voice cracked. "Even when I hate you. Even when I hate myself. I love you."

They stayed like that, time suspended in their metal cocoon.

Then Samson reached over and pulled the Emergency Stop button out.

The lift jerked back to life.

They separated quickly, adjusting their clothing. Samson buttoned what remained of his shirt. Marcie smoothed what was left of her skirt. They moved in synchronised silence, two people who'd done this dance before.

By the time the lift reached the ground floor, they looked almost presentable.

Almost.

Marcie's lipstick was still smeared. Samson's shirt gaped where buttons were missing. Their clothes were wrinkled, their hair was beyond saving, and their skin was flushed.

But when the doors slid open, they were standing side by side.

Their reflections caught in the mirrored walls showed two people who'd been through something truly insane. Corrupted. Changed beyond recognition from the couple who'd quietly sat painting miniature soldiers together just two weeks ago.

But they were standing together.

Marcie reached for Samson's hand. He took it.

Their grip was gentler now, no longer desperate. They'd found something in that metal box. Not absolution. Not healing. But something equally important.

Understanding.

Their relationship hadn't broken. It had evolved. Transformed into something adapted to survive. They could endure this nightmare.

As long as they were broken together.

The doors slid fully open to the loading dock area, where they had still hidden out of habit. They stepped out with a confidence neither of them had when they entered.

They walked to their car, holding hands.
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