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Chapter 1

Samson's car pulled into a parking spot near the front entrance of the MayZing building. Not the back lot near the dumpsters, nor at the service entrance where they'd scurried like frightened mice for the past two weeks. The main lot. Prime real estate. Three rows from the glass doors.

The morning was bright and cheerful. Birds sang in the decorative hedges that lined the walkway. A perfectly ordinary day.

Samson killed the engine and turned to Marcie.

She sat in the passenger seat, legs crossed at the ankle, one hand resting on her knee. Her outfit was different today. A pencil skirt, much tighter and shorter than her usual attire. A sheet silk blouse that showed off her body underneath. Her hair was pulled up in a tight bun, and contacts in place of her usual black glasses. She looked like a weapon.

Their eyes met.

Gone was the fear of the Free Use Mandate. Replaced with acceptance. They were calm. Two people who'd finally stopped running from the inevitable and decided to run towards it instead.

"Ready?" Samson asked.

Marcie's lips curved into a sharp smile. "Let's play."

They stepped out of the car simultaneously. The doors closed with twin thuds.

The walk toward the building felt different this morning. Marcie's heels clicked loudly; each step announced her presence rather than trying to minimise it. Her hips swayed with the movement, the pencil skirt straining against the curves she'd spent the previous fortnight trying to hide.

Samson walked beside her with pride. His stride matched hers, unhurried and confident. He looked like a man who owned something valuable and knew everyone else wanted it.

Because he did. And they did.

Other employees filtered through the car park around them. Some moved in pairs, some alone. Marcie noticed the variations now, the taxonomy of the new world order that had emerged over fourteen days.

A young woman in a rumpled blazer walked three steps behind her husband, head bowed, tissues clutched in her fist. Her makeup was smeared. She'd had to clean herself up recently. Probably from all of her husband's cum.

Another couple passed them. The man's face was tight with something Marcie recognised as guilt. His wife walked beside him in a dress that was too short, too tight, chosen by someone other than herself. She stared straight ahead with hollowed eyes.

Marcie watched them go; not too long ago, she would have seen herself in their defeated faces. Now she felt something closer to pity.

They haven't figured it out yet.

She and Samson had figured it out. A way to exist. To survive. To keep themselves together. Samson's hand brushed against hers as they walked. A brief touch.

We're still here. We're still us.

The sliding glass doors loomed ahead. Through them, Marcie could see the lobby. The security desk. The turnstiles that separated the outside world from MayZing's interior. They walked through the doors together.

The lobby was quieter than it had been during those first chaotic days. The crowds of men looking to fuck any hot piece of ass that walked past had dispersed, absorbed into routines and schedules and HR-mandated rosters. A few employees milled about near the coffee cart. Someone was arguing with the receptionist about a parking validation.

It was all pretty normal. Almost boringly normal, if you ignored that the receptionist was also sucking off the man complaining.

The security podium sat between them and the turnstiles. Behind it, a figure shifted.

Ralph.

Head of lobby security. Fifteen years with the company. Three written warnings for "inappropriate comments" that HR had buried before the Mandate made such concerns laughably quaint.

He was a heavy man. His belt strained against a stomach that spoke of too many vending machine lunches. He had the look of someone who'd spent his career being ignored by women like Marcie and resented every second of it.

Before the Mandate, he would have been invisible to her. Just another middle-aged security guard she walked past without acknowledgment. Now he was watching her approach with the barely contained anticipation of a lottery winner who couldn't quite believe his ticket was real. They walked directly toward him.

Ralph's eyebrows shot up. He stepped out from behind his podium, one hand raised. "Hold up there." His voice carried the false authority of a man who'd never had real power until two weeks ago. "Random security screening."

His eyes dropped to Marcie's chest before he'd finished speaking and lingered there. He made no effort to hide where he was looking, and Samson made no effort to defend her.

Samson stepped to the side, leaning casually against the metal turnstile. He made a show of checking his watch, lifting his wrist, glancing at the face. But his eyes never actually looked at the time. They stayed fixed on Marcie.

The permission was unspoken but unmistakable.

Go ahead. I'm watching.

Ralph's grin spread across his face. The fantasy he'd been nursing about Marcie for years was about to become reality. "Random security screening," he repeated, stepping into Marcie's personal space. "Got to make sure you're not carrying anything prohibited."

Marcie stepped forward. Planted her feet shoulder-width apart. Arched her spine, pushing her chest forward and her ass back, making both easily accessible. She awaited inspection.

Ralph chuckled quietly as he moved closer. Close enough that Marcie could smell the coffee on his breath, "Got to be thorough," he muttered.

His palms landed on her waist. Heavy. He ran them up her sides, a mockery of a pat-down that fooled no one. His fingers traced her ribcage, counting bones, before arriving at their destination. He grabbed her breasts. He cupped them through the silk and squeezed, kneading the soft flesh with enthusiasm. His grip was too hard, his movements clumsy.

Marcie let out a soft moan.

The sound was calculated. Performative. The breathy approval of the "compliant slut" that the Mandate had created. She played the role perfectly, letting her body shake, letting her lips part, letting Ralph believe he was giving her exactly what she wanted.

Over Ralph's shoulder, she found Samson's eyes.

Her face was flushed. Her breathing is shallow. She wasn't dissociating. Wasn't retreating this time.

She was turned on.

The realisation hit her like a truck. This heavy, pathetic man was pawing at her breasts in a public lobby, and she was getting wet. Not because of Ralph. God, no. But because Samson was watching. Because she was performing for him. Because every touch from this stranger was a reminder of what she and Samson had become together.

She bit her lip. Held Samson's gaze.

Ralph pulled back, panting. His face was flushed, his forehead beaded with sweat. The front of his trousers showed an obvious bulge.

"Need to do a full cavity check," he said. His voice was thick, rough. "Got to make sure you aren't smuggling anything inside."

The lie was laughable. But that was the point, wasn't it? The Mandate had made the pretence unnecessary. He could say whatever he wanted, and she had to comply. His hands went to his belt. The buckle clinked. The zipper rasped. His stomach spilled over the waistband as he fished himself free.

Marcie dropped to her knees like a good Mandate slut.

The lobby tiles were cold on her knees, and she liked the discomfort. Around them, other employees walked through the turnstiles, swiped their badges, headed for the lifts. Some glanced at the scene. Most didn't bother.

This was normal now.

She opened her mouth and accepted him.

Ralph groaned as he entered her mouth. He was average in size, not anything special. Marcie worked him anyway, her head bobbing, her tongue slurping. She'd gotten good at this over the past two weeks. Had learned to breathe well, even with a cock invading her mouth.

Samson continued to watch as Ralph fucked his girlfriend's mouth in the middle of the lobby. Possessive power, that's what it was. She was doing this because he allowed it. Because he was secure enough to stand here and watch without flinching. It felt like dominance. Proof that their relationship had transcended the petty jealousies of the old world.

She was Samson's—even when she's on her knees for someone else—especially then.

Ralph's hips pumped faster. His hands gripped the back of Marcie's head. He was close already, overwrought, overwhelmed by the reality of the fantasy.

"Fuck," he grunted. "Fuck, fuck, fuck—"

He held her head still as he finished. Marcie felt the pulses against her tongue, the flood of warmth she'd become so familiar with. She swallowed with each spurt of warmth, draining him completely before pulling back.

She stood in one fluid motion.

She licked the corner of her mouth. A single drop had escaped. She cleaned it away. Ralph stood there, cock still hanging out, expression dazed.

Samson pushed off from the turnstile. He shot Ralph a casual wink and raised his thumb, "Thanks for the show." Then he walked through the security gate, badge beeping as he swiped.

Marcie followed like a loyal pet; she didn't look back at Ralph, didn't acknowledge him at all after she swallowed his load. He'd served his purpose.

They reached the lift bank together. They stepped into the elevator together. The doors closed, sealing them in.

Marcie's hand found Samson's immediately. Their fingers laced together, gripping tight. The adrenaline was still pumping through both of them, that dirty high-octane buzz of what they'd just done. They were complicit now. Both of them. Fully and completely corrupted.

Marcie looked at their reflection in the mirrored wall of the elevator. Two people, holding hands, flushed with triumph.

"That was hot…" she stated.

"Yeah." Samson squeezed her hand. "It was."

Marcie leaned her head against Samson's shoulder.

He pressed a kiss to her hair.

They had never felt closer.


Chapter 2

Marcie's pushed through the door to her workspace and settled into her chair. The leather creaked beneath her weight. Same desk. Same computer. Same anime screensaver she'd loved before the world went mad.

The antechamber doors were unlocked today. She didn't bother locking it. What was the point? Better to leave the doors open. Better to accept the reality of her position.

Marcie pulled up her email. Forty-three unread messages. Meeting requests. Expense approvals. A reminder about the Henderson account follow-up.

She started typing.

Her silk blouse whispered against her skin as she moved. The fabric was thin enough that she could feel the air conditioning raising goosebumps across her chest. She'd chosen one with snap fasteners this morning. Easy access. Quick removal. The uniform of a woman who'd stopped pretending she wasn't available.

Below the desk, she was naked from the waist down.

No skirt. No underwear. Just bare thighs pressed against the leather seat, her pussy exposed. She'd removed them in the car park after Samson had pulled into the spot. Had stuffed them into her handbag along with her dignity and her resistance.

It was easier this way. Faster. More efficient.

If someone wanted to use her, they could use her without the inconvenience of clothing removal. She could keep working through it. Keep typing. Keep being productive while her body performed its other function.

The headset sat on her desk. She pulled it on, adjusting the microphone. The morning conference call with the Singapore office was in twenty minutes. She needed to prepare Gordon's briefing notes. Her fingers flew across the keyboard. Words appeared on the screen. Professional correspondence. Business as usual.

The antechamber door opened.

Marcie didn't look up. She kept typing, her eyes fixed on the screen. Whoever it was could wait. Or they could help themselves. Either way, her work continued.

Footsteps approached. Heavy. Purposeful.

A clipboard landed on her desk with a thump. She glanced at it. Delivery manifest. Package requiring signature.

The courier stood beside her desk. Young. Maybe twenty-two. The brown uniform of an express delivery service stretched across broad shoulders. He held an electronic pad in one hand and a stylus in the other.

"Package for Gordon Fumes." His voice was bored. Routine. "Need a signature."

Marcie reached for the stylus without stopping her typing. Her left hand continued to tap out an email while her right accepted the device.

The courier moved behind her.

His belt buckle clinked, followed by the sound of a zipper. Marcie felt hands grip her hips, lifting them from the chair. She adjusted her position, leaning forward over the desk, bracing herself with her free hand while the other held the stylus poised over the electronic pad.

He entered her from behind.

Marcie grunted as he pushed inside. Her body accepted intrusion like it accepted coffee or fluorescent lighting—an unremarkable feature of the workplace environment.

The courier began to thrust. Short, efficient strokes. He wasn't interested in her pleasure. He was interested in getting off and getting on with his delivery route.

Marcie signed the electronic pad. Her signature came out slightly wobbly—hard to maintain fine motor control with someone fucking you from behind—but legible. She handed the stylus back over her shoulder.

The courier took it without breaking rhythm. His pace increased. The desk shook with each impact. Marcie's keyboard rattled, but she kept typing with one hand.

The email she'd been composing had devolved into gibberish—random letters and numbers as the thrusts jarred her fingers against the keys. She'd have to fix it later. Perhaps start over. But the appearance of work was important. The performance of productivity.

The courier finished with a grunt. She felt him pulse inside her, felt the warmth of his release. Three pumps. Four. Then he pulled out.

"Cheers." He was already zipping up. He closed the door behind him when he left.

Marcie sat back in her chair. She could feel cum leaking out of her, dripping onto the leather seat. She'd need to wipe that down later. Couldn't leave stains.

She deleted the gibberish email and started fresh.

Seven minutes later, the door opened again.

A young man in a cheap suit hovered in the doorway. Junior accountant, from the look of him. Fresh out of university.

"Miss Sinclair?" His voice cracked on her name. "Mr Fumes said you could help me find the quarterly expense file? I need it for the audit review, and I can't… I don't know where…"

"One moment." Marcie was already standing and moving towards a filing cabinet. Third drawer. Under 'Q' for quarterly. She was aware of his eyes tracking her movements. Aware that her bare ass was visible below the hem of her blouse. She didn't bother to hide it. Didn't pretend modesty.

The drawer squeaked as she pulled it open. Files upon files, organised with the precision of a secretary who took pride in her work. She located the quarterly expense folder and pulled it free.

"I'll need to make a copy of it." She said, moving over the printer. "It'll take a minute."

The junior accountant hadn't moved from the doorway. His face was flushed. His eyes kept darting between her face and her exposed lower half.

"You could..." He swallowed hard. "While I wait. Could you...?"

Marcie looked at him. At his trembling hands. At the obvious bulge in his cheap trousers.

She walked back to her desk and sat down. Swivelled her chair to face him. Spread her legs.

"Come here."

He practically ran. When his cock was in front of Marcie's face, it was already hard and leaking, the enthusiasm of youth.

Marcie leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

Behind them, the printer whirred to life. Pages began to feed through. The automatic 'scan and print' cycle started.

She worked him well. Tongue swirling. Lips sealed. Hand stroking the base while her mouth handled the tip. The junior accountant made sounds that reminded Marcie of a cute animal—whimpers and groans and strangled gasps.

He wasn't going to last long. Marcie could tell. Hadn't indulged in the Free Use Mandate much. Or perhaps it was just his first time with anyone who knew what she was doing. She increased her pace, taking him deeper.

The printer beeped. Job complete.

Marcie pulled off just as the junior accountant's hips jerked forward. She aimed him at her open mouth and stroked, fast and firm. He came with a cry, spurting across her tongue, her lips, her chin. She swallowed what she could. Cleaned up the rest while he stood there, panting, trying to remember how to breathe.

The printed pages were still warm from the machine. She gathered them, stapled them, and handed the copied file to the junior accountant.

"The figures you want are on page seven." She could still taste him on her tongue. "Let me know if you need anything else."

He fled without a word.

Marcie retrieved a tissue from the box on her desk. Cleaned her face. Straightened her blouse. Resumed her position in front of the computer.

The door opened again.

Barry Yung strolled in like he owned the place. Which, in a sense, he did. Gordon's golden boy was untouchable.

He walked to Marcie's desk and perched on the edge, his thigh inches from her keyboard, his presence interrupting her workflow with casual arrogance.

"Morning, sweetheart." He loosened his tie. "Got a few minutes?"

Marcie stopped typing. She looked at Barry. At his smug expression. At the bulge already visible in his trousers.

"I have minutes to type."

"They can wait." His fingers found the buttons of her blouse. "This can't."

He popped them open one by one. Slowly. Deliberately. Exposing her bra. Then pulling that down too, freeing her breasts.

"Fuck me." Barry whistled low. "Still the best tits in the building."

He pushed them together. Formed a channel with her flesh. Then he freed himself from his trousers and slid his cock between them.

Marcie craned her neck around his torso. She could just barely see her computer screen from this angle. The meeting minutes document was still open. Cursor blinking. Waiting for input.

She began typing one-handed.

Quarterly strategy meeting commenced at 10:00 AM. Attendees: G. Fumes, B. Yung, R. Tarkovsky...

Barry's hips moved. His cock slid between her breasts, the head appearing at the top of her cleavage with each thrust. He wasn't looking at her. He'd pulled out his phone, scrolling through emails while he fucked her tits.

Marcie's typing was awkward. Slow. Half the letters came out wrong. But she kept at it, summarising the earlier meeting while Barry used her tits like a toy.

"Boring." Barry tossed his phone onto the desk. "I need more than this."

He pulled back. Grabbed Marcie's chair and spun it around, away from the computer. Before she could react, he'd bent her over the armrest, her chest pressed against the padded leather, her ass raised and presented.

"That's better." His hands gripped her hips. "Much better."

He pushed inside her.

Marcie gasped. Barry wasn't gentle. Didn't believe in warm-up or foreplay. He fucked like he sold—aggressive, relentless, closing the deal by any means necessary.

The chair rocked with each thrust. The wheels squeaked against the floor. Marcie gripped the armrest, bracing herself against the impact, worried the whole thing would topple over.

Barry had left the door open, and she could see the corridor. Could see people walking past. Could see—

Samson.

He stood in the corridor, coffee cup in hand, watching her take Barry's cock. His expression was unreadable.

Their eyes met.

Marcie moaned. Louder than necessary. Deliberate. A performance for an audience of one.

Barry's pace increased. "Fuck yeah, that's it. Let me hear you."

But Marcie wasn't moaning for Barry. She was moaning for Samson. Showing him. Proving something. Demonstrating that she could take whatever this world threw at her and still find him in the chaos.

Samson raised his coffee cup. A tiny salute. Then he continued walking, disappearing down the corridor towards the sales floor.

Barry slammed into her harder. "You like that? You like getting fucked at your desk?"

Marcie didn't answer. She just held onto the armrests and let him take what he wanted while her mind stayed fixed on Samson's retreating figure.

Barry finished with a groan. Deep inside her. She felt the pulses, the warmth, the casual deposit of another man's cum in her body. He pulled out. Zipped up. Checked his hair in his phone camera.

"Good talk." He straightened his tie. "Tell Gordon I'll be in later for that strategy meeting."

The door closed behind him.

Marcie straightened up. Her legs trembled slightly. More liquids to wipe down, her own included. She'd just returned to her work when the door opened again.

Samson stood in the doorway.

He didn't enter as her boyfriend. His posture was different. He leaned against the frame, one shoulder braced against the wood, scanning her like she was equipment to be inspected.

Marcie understood immediately. They were still playing. Still performing for each other.

"Miss Sinclair." His voice was cold and professional. "I need to check on Gordon's inventory."

"Of course, Mr Wells." She stood. Turned to face him. Made no move to cover her exposed breasts. "How can I assist?"

Samson moved towards her, his hands grabbing a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back. The motion was sharp. Possessive.

"Gordon keeps his property in good condition," he murmured against her ear; he meant her, she was Gordon's property. "Let's make sure you're properly maintained."

His other hand found her hip. Pulled her against him. She could feel his hardness through his trousers, pressing against her stomach.

"How many today?" His grip tightened in her hair. "How many men have used you this morning?"

Marcie's breath caught. "Three. A courier. A junior accountant. Barry."

"Three?" He walked her backwards until her ass hit the desk. "Three loads before noon. You've been busy."

"Just doing my job, sir."

Samson's hand slid between her thighs. His fingers found her pussy—slick, open. He pushed two fingers inside, feeling the evidence of her morning's work.

"Sloppy." His voice was rough. "They've made a mess of you."

"Yes, sir."

He withdrew his fingers. Brought them to her mouth. "Clean them."

Marcie opened her mouth and sucked his fingers clean. The taste of cum and her own arousal mixed on her tongue. Barry's. The courier's. The junior accountant's. All of them.

Samson's eyes were dark. Hungry.

He spun her around. Bent her over the desk. Papers scattered. Her keyboard clattered to the floor.

"I'm going to add to the collection." He took out his cock. "Make sure you remember who you actually belong to." He entered her with ease.

Marcie cried out, but this was no performance. It was a genuine sound of pleasure as Samson filled her, stretched her, claimed her among all the deposits other men had left behind.

He fucked her hard. Harder than Barry. Harder than the courier. Each thrust drove her into the desk, her breasts pressed flat against the wood.

"How many have been inside you today?" He demanded.

"Three. Four now."

"Who do you belong to?"

"You." The word tore from her throat. "You, Samson, always you—"

He gripped her hips and pulled her back to meet each thrust. The desk shook. Something fell off the edge—a stapler, maybe, or a pen holder. Neither of them cared.

"All those men." His voice was ragged. "Using you. Filling you. And you're still mine."

"Still yours." Marcie felt her legs quake. "No matter what. Still yours."

Samson was getting close; she could feel it in the way his fingers dug into her flesh, the way his breathing fractured.

"Going to come inside you." The words were a growl.

"Yes." Marcie pushed back against him. "Do it. Please."

He slammed deep and held there. She felt him pulse, felt his cum flood her already-full pussy. His body shook against hers as he emptied himself, claiming her from the inside, his seed mixing with everyone else's. They stayed like that for a long moment.

Then Samson pulled out. He patted her cheek. The gesture was patronising. Part of the game.

"Get back to work." He fixed his tie and looked at Marcie's screen. "I'm sure that Gordon's expecting those meeting minutes."

He left without looking back.

Marcie straightened up slowly. Her body ached in the best way. She could feel cum inside of her, Samson's, Barry's, everyone's, all mixed together.

The phone on her desk started ringing.

She picked up the keyboard from the floor. Settled back into her chair and answered the phone.

"MayZing Executive Suite, Marcie speaking. How may I direct your call?"


Chapter 3

The shift in vibe came without warning. One moment, Gordon hummed with the chaotic energy of the coffee-fueled afternoon. The next, silence descended like a fog.

Marcie looked up from her computer.

Larry O'Connell walked through the door.

The Regional Director moved with the confidence of an expert boxer entering a prize fight. His charcoal suit was immaculate, cut so perfectly it seemed painted onto his frame. Silver hair cropped close to his skull. Behind him, like a shadow, walked his secretary, Jessica.

Marcie remembered her from O'Connell's last visit. The blonde secretary who'd knelt beneath the boardroom table, servicing her boss while quarterly projections scrolled across the screen.

Jessica wore a tight grey dress that matched O'Connell's suit in quality. Marcie could tell that Jessica had nothing on underneath. Her nipples and the curve of her ass made that clear. Her hair was pulled back, her hands were clasped in front of her, fingers interlaced. She walked two steps behind O'Connell, maintaining a synchronised distance.

She didn't acknowledge Marcie, she was just there without complaint, waiting for her next orders.

That's what complete surrender looks like, Marcie thought.

Gordon appeared from his office, tie straightened, jacket buttoned. He moved to intercept O'Connell with the energy of a butler greeting visiting royalty.

"Mr O'Connell, sir. We weren't expecting you until—"

"Change of schedule." O'Connell didn't slow his pace. He walked past Gordon as if the man were not there, heading directly for Gordon's room. "Time is money, Gordon."

Gordon scrambled to follow. "Of course, sir. Everything's in order. More than in order, actually. We've exceeded targets by—"

"I'll determine what's adequate."

The office door closed behind them. Through the glass partition, Marcie watched O'Connell settle into Gordon's chair—not the guest seat, but the executive chair itself. Gordon hovered awkwardly, displaced from his own territory. Jessica remained outside. She stood beside the closed door, hands still clasped. Body still at the ready.

After a few minutes of inaudible conversation, Marcie's intercom buzzed. "Marcie, my office, now."

She stood. Smoothed her blouse. Checked that the snap fasteners were properly aligned. Then she walked toward the door where Jessica stood like a statue.

As Marcie passed, Jessica's eyes flickered. Just for a moment. A brief acknowledgment of another woman walking the same path she'd travelled.

Marcie entered the office.

O'Connell sat at Gordon's computer, scrolling through spreadsheets with the focused intensity of a predator examining prey. Numbers reflected in his pale eyes… revenue figures, conversion rates, productivity metrics.

Gordon stood to one side, hands behind his back, trying not to fidget. He glanced at Marcie when she entered, then quickly looked away.

The room felt cold. The air conditioning was the same as always, but the warmth of the room was gone. O'Connell's presence was chilling.

"The Pemberton account," O'Connell murmured, not to anyone in particular, "Closed three weeks ahead of schedule. Impressive."

"Thank you, sir." Gordon's voice was too eager. "Barry Yung handled the negotiations personally. Our team has really—"

"Adequate."

The word cut through Gordon's enthusiasm like a knife. Not praise. Not criticism. Just a cold assessment. O'Connell continued scrolling.

"Public Asset utilisation metrics." His finger tapped the screen. "Productivity correlation shows a seventeen per cent increase since full implementation. Sick days down by forty per cent. Employee satisfaction surveys are at ninety-three per cent positive." A pause. "The board will be pleased."

He finally looked up from the computer.

His eyes found Marcie.

She stood by the door where she'd entered, hands at her sides, waiting. The Secretary Smile was in place. She'd perfected it now. A mask that revealed nothing.

O'Connell pushed back from the desk. He stood slowly, deliberately, and walked toward her. Circled her

Marcie held still as he moved around her, examining her from every angle like a buyer inspecting merchandise at auction. She could feel his gaze cataloguing her body—the curve of her hips, her breasts beneath the silk, the slight dishevelment of her hair from earlier encounters.

"She shows signs of heavy use." O'Connell's voice was clinical. He addressed Gordon while continuing his circuit around Marcie's frozen form. "Slightly smeared lipstick. Hair coming loose from its arrangement. She has settled in well it seems."

Gordon shifted uncomfortably. "She's been very cooperative, sir. The team has found her quite accommodating."

"Obviously." O'Connell completed his circle, stopping in front of Marcie. His eyes met hers. "She looks thoroughly available."

The words should have stung. Should have triggered shame, humiliation, the remnants of pride. But she'd buried that now. Instead, Marcie felt a thrill run through her.

He sees what I am now.

She wasn't hiding anymore. She couldn't pretend to be something she wasn't. The evidence of her new role was clear, and the most powerful man in the regional hierarchy was acknowledging it. She straightened her posture. Lifted her chin. Pushed her chest forward slightly. She presented herself for further inspection.

O'Connell's eyes narrowed almost imperceptibly. Recognition flickered there. If Marcie didn't know better, she would assume it was respect.

"Gordon." O'Connell turned away from Marcie, addressing his underling. "I believe we discussed an arrangement during my last visit."

"Yes, sir. You mentioned a swap."

"Yes, I suggested we swap secretaries during my next inspection," O'Connell's continued, "testing the merchandise and evaluating their merits is an important part of the new Mandate."

He snapped his fingers twice, loudly.

The door opened, and Jessica entered.

She moved without hesitation and knew what she needed to do. She pulled down her grey dress. It slipped over her breasts as they gave a satisfying wobble. Fully exposed. She stepped out of the pool of fabric that landed at her feet. Neatly, she folded her dress and placed it to the side of the room.

She stood there, naked, hands returning to their clasped position. Waiting.

"The desk." O'Connell gestured toward Gordon's mahogany monstrosity. "Both of you."

Marcie understood. She walked to the desk, positioning herself on the left. Jessica joined her on the right. Two secretaries, side by side, awaiting instruction.

O'Connell approached Marcie. His hands found her shoulders, pushing her down until her face met the table. The surface was cold against her skin. She heard the familiar sounds of a man taking himself out and reading himself behind her.

Beside her, Gordon was guiding Jessica into the same position. The blonde woman bent without resistance, her face turning toward Marcie's, their eyes meeting across the expanse of mahogany.

O'Connell positioned himself behind Marcie. She felt his hands grip her hips, adjusting her stance, tilting her pelvis to the angle he preferred, adjusting equipment for optimal performance.

Marcie felt the tip of his cock pushing against her lips and then parting them as he entered. O'Connell began to move in a methodical rhythm. Each stroke was calculated for maximum efficiency, designed to achieve his pleasure with minimum wasted motion.

Marcie closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensation of her pussy being used again. She could feel O'Connell's grip firm on her hips, his pace steady as a metronome. It was different from Gordon. Different from Barry. Different from anyone who'd used her before.

Those men had been messy. Urgent. Driven by their own desires and insecurities. O'Connell felt none of that. He used her body the way he might use a tool.

I'm just a receptacle for his cock.

The realisation was oddly liberating. No performance required. No moans to manufacture. She could simply exist, simply accept, simply be the object he required.

Beside her, Gordon had begun with Jessica. The sounds of his exertion filled the office. Gordon was still a man of his desires, heavy breathing, grunted effort, the slap of flesh against flesh. Jessica made no sound at all. Her eyes were fixed on Marcie's as both women bounced against their superiors' cocks.

"Miss Sinclair." O'Connell's voice cut through the rhythm. His pace didn't change. "Recite the company values."

Marcie's mind blanked. The company values. She'd tried to remember as O'Connell continued his steady pace.

"I... Client Satisfaction..." The words came out fractured, broken by his thrusts. "Market... Dominance..."

"Continue."

She searched her memory. O'Connell's cock drove into her, steady and relentless, each stroke pushing her forward against the desk.

"Compliance..." She gasped as he hit something deep. "Compliance is... is Compassion..."

Samson watched all of this unfold from Marcie's desk, through the glass wall to Gordon's office, which was left unobscured. He had dropped his pen when he was in here earlier, but he couldn't help but stay for the show. From this angle, he could see his girlfriend and the blonde woman getting fucked. It must have been good to be so high up on the corporate ladder to have your own personal fuckdoll by your side at all times.

Fortunately for Samson, he was not alone in this spectacle. As he watched, a head bobbed on his cock.

He couldn't see who it was. Didn't need to. He could tell it was Tina. Though it didn't matter who it was anymore, Tina was just a convenient mouth.

He watched O'Connell fuck his girlfriend as Tina slurped down his cock.

The Regional Director was stoic. No pleasure. No strain. Just focused concentration, like a man completing a particularly challenging crossword puzzle. He adjusted his grip on Marcie's hips, changing his angle, optimising his approach.

Samson felt no jealousy. The emotion had been burned out of him now. What he felt instead was something stranger. Pride.

His girlfriend was servicing the hierarchy. Proving her value at the highest levels. If O'Connell wanted her, that meant Samson had chosen well. He had something valuable. Something worth sharing.

Below his vision, the mouth worked faster. He placed his hand resting on Tina's head, guiding her motion.

He watched Marcie's lips move, reciting something he could not hear. O'Connell was making her speak while he fucked her. Making her perform her role as employee even as she performed her role as Public Asset.

Samson felt himself approaching the edge. He gripped Tina's head firmly, holding it in place, using her mouth as O'Connell used Marcie's body.

Inside the office, O'Connell's grip tightened.

"Again." His voice was harder now. "The full statement."

Marcie struggled to focus. Her body was singing with sensation. The feeling of being used so completely, so thoroughly, that her own desires had become irrelevant.

"Client Satisfaction..." Thrust. "Is our... primary..." Thrust. "...mission..."

O'Connell's pace increased. Still controlled. Still precise. But faster now.

"Market Dominance..." Thrust. Thrust. "Through... superior..." Thrust. "...service..."

He slapped her ass. She'd have bruises tomorrow.

"Compliance..." Her voice cracked. The pleasure was building despite herself. Or maybe because of herself. "Compliance is..." Thrust. "...is..."

She couldn't remember the rest. Her mind had emptied of everything except the sensation of being filled, being used, being reduced to her most basic function.

O'Connell's rhythm faltered.

For the first time since he'd entered her, his control slipped. His thrusts became shorter, more urgent. His breathing roughened.

"Compassion," he finished for her, his voice a thick groan. "Compliance is Compassion." He drove deep and held.

Marcie felt him pulsate inside her. Felt the warmth flood her willing hole. She couldn't resist any longer. The orgasm hit her like a train. Her body shuddered, her inner walls clenching around O'Connell's cock as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. She screamed, not a performance, not manufactured, but real. Raw pleasure from somewhere deep inside her that she hadn't known existed.

She screamed for herself. For the woman she'd been and the thing she'd become. For the surrender she'd fought and the acceptance she'd found. She screamed because she was being used like a total slut and she loved it.

O'Connell grunted. His final pulse filled her completely.

Then he withdrew.

Marcie collapsed against the desk, trembling. Her legs felt like water. Her mind was blank, washed clean by the intensity of her release.

Beside her, Gordon had finished with Jessica. The blonde secretary's silence had turned to wistful moans as she took Gordon's load inside of her at the same time as Marcie's orgasm. The blonde woman straightened up, retrieved her clothes, and dressed herself efficiently. Her face had a hint of a smile upon it.

"Adequate," O'Connell said, adjusting his clothing. "I will want Marcie sent to me for the next board meeting."

He walked out without another word.

Jessica followed two steps behind.

The door closed.

Marcie stayed bent over the desk, catching her breath. Her body still trembled with aftershocks.

Gordon slapped Marcie's ass. "Miss Sinclair. That will be all for now."

Marcie straightened slowly. Her legs held, barely. She found her skirt—when had she removed it?—and pulled it back into place.

She returned to her desk. It had been a good day.


Chapter 4

Samson's car rolled out of the MayZing lot. It was a familiar drive home, but the seating arrangement was anything but familiar.

Tina Swansy occupied the passenger seat like she had always been there. Her orange braids caught the light as she adjusted the sun visor, checking her reflection with the casual ownership of someone who belonged.

Marcie sat alone in the back. She was told to go to the backseat by Samson. A statement of hierarchy that all three of them understood.

Tina was the party favour. The entertainment. The willing accessory who was coming home to serve.

Marcie was the domestic asset. The girlfriend. The woman who did as she was told.

Different roles. Different seats.

The car merged onto the highway. Traffic flowed smoothly for once, the evening rush not yet in full force. Samson's hands rested easy on the wheel, relaxed in a way he hadn't been for weeks.

Tina glanced at him. Then, without being asked, her hand drifted to his lap. Samson didn't respond. His eyes stayed fixed on the road, but his grip on the wheel tightened as Tina's head descended.

Marcie leaned forward.

She positioned herself between the front seats, chin nearly resting on the centre console. From this angle, she could see everything. Tina's orange braids spilling across Samson's thigh. The bob of her head as she took him deeper. The way Samson's body waivered when Tina did something particularly clever with her tongue.

Old Marcie would have looked away. Old Marcie would have felt the hot spike of jealousy, the burn of betrayal, the desperate need to intervene. New Marcie watched with interest.

"She's got good rhythm," Marcie observed. Her voice was casual. Conversational. Like she was commenting on the weather or the traffic. "Better than I expected."

Tina's head lifted briefly. A string of saliva connected her lips to Samson's cock. She grinned at Marcie, then returned to her work with renewed enthusiasm.

Samson's breath caught. "Fuck."

"That's it." Marcie reached forward, her hand finding Tina's head. She didn't push or guide. Just rested her palm there, feeling the motion, part of the circuit. "Take care of my boyfriend's cock."

The highway stretched ahead. Other cars passed on either side, their drivers oblivious or unconcerned with what was happening in Samson's sedan. A woman in the next lane glanced over, saw Tina's bobbing head, and returned her attention to the road without reaction.

Samson placed his hand on Marcie's. Their fingers interlaced over Tina's working head.

"David's coming over tonight." The words came out strained. "Bringing a mate. Jackson."

Marcie's grip tightened. "David."

"The Match is on. Big game apparently." Samson swallowed hard as Tina took him particularly deep. "Thought we'd make an evening of it."

"You hate football."

"I do." Samson shrugged, the motion awkward with Tina's head in his lap. "But it's not about the game, is it? It's about showing David I know how to handle my household. That I get it now."

Tina pulled off with a wet pop. "Ooh, a party?" Her eyes sparkled with genuine excitement. "I love parties. Will there be other girls?"

"Sarah's coming." Samson's voice had steadied now that Tina was talking instead of sucking. "David's wife."

"Yay!" Tina stroked him lazily as she spoke. "I love married women."

Marcie sat back slightly. Her mind processed the information. David. Coming here. To their flat. The same David who'd fucked her senseless. The same David who'd truly started her descent into whoredom.

She was excited.

"What exactly are you planning?" Marcie asked.

Samson's eyes found hers in the rearview mirror. "Hospitality. Family bonding. Showing David that we're fully on board with the programme." A pause. "And you two are the halftime entertainment."

Tina giggled like a schoolgirl invited to prom. "I've always wanted to be entertainment. Do we get to wear costumes?"

"You get to wear nothing."

Tina's giggle intensified. She returned her mouth to Samson's cock with happy enthusiasm, her approval clear in the renewed vigour of her technique.

Marcie considered the proposition. Being served up to David again. To his friend Jackson, whoever that was. Being the entertainment for men watching sport she didn't care about.

"What's the friend like?" Marcie asked. "This Jackson?"

"Big." Samson's voice was getting strained again. Tina was building toward something. "Mechanic type. Works on cars. David says he's built like a stable and hung like a horse."

"Sounds charming."

"David says he barely talks. Just drinks beer and fucks hard."

Tina made a sound of approval around Samson's cock.

Marcie found herself smiling. "And you're okay with this? Watching your brother and his friend use me?"

"I'm more than okay." Samson pushed the back of Tina's head down. "I'm looking forward to it. Going to prove myself."

Tina continued to work Samson's cock with dedicated focus. Marcie watched, her hand still resting on the back of Tina's head, connected to them both.

"Then we'll give them a show," Marcie said. "A proper one."

Samson groaned. His hips lifted slightly off the seat. Tina made a muffled sound of triumph as he released, her throat working to swallow everything he gave. The car drifted slightly. Samson corrected, his driving impeccable even mid-orgasm.

Tina straightened up and made a noise as if she had just drunk a refreshing glass of water. Her grin was satisfied. Proud of a job well done.

"That was fun." She tucked Samson back into his pants. "Can't wait for tonight."

"We will stop by your place on the way so you can get something sexy to wear."

When they got back to the flat they prepared it for company. Samson had moved the furniture, pushing the sofa against one wall, positioning the armchair for optimal viewing of both the television and the floor space. He'd brought in dining chairs from the adjoined kitchen, arranged in a loose semicircle.

A viewing area. An arena.

Marcie had showered and changed three times before settling on wearing nothing at all. She wrapped herself in a silk robe for the moment, waiting for the guests to arrive before the reveal.

Tina had bounced through the door with a bottle of wine and a backpack that presumably contained clothes she wouldn't be wearing. She'd stripped in the hallway, comfortable in her nudity, and helped Samson arrange snacks.

The buzzer sounded at seven sharp.

David's voice crackled through the intercom. "Let us up, Sammy. Jackson's dying for a piss."

Samson pressed the button. The downstairs door click open. Footsteps on the stairs. Voices growing louder.

The door opened.

David filled the frame first. He looked the same as before. Broad and confident. That predatory grin was already spreading across his face as his eyes swept the flat, cataloguing the arrangement, the naked redhead by the snack table, Samson's girlfriend in the silk robe.

"Sammy!" David pulled his brother into a bear hug. "Looking good. Place looks ready for action."

Behind David, a mountain moved.

Jackson was everything Samson had described and more. A head taller than the already tall David was. Shoulders like a wardrobe. Arms that strained his t-shirt, covered in grease stains that suggested he'd come straight from work. His dark-skinned face was rough, weathered, with a jaw that could rival a Greek statue.

He nodded once at Samson. Said nothing.

Then Sarah appeared.

Marcie barely recognised her.

The sad and solemn woman from before had vanished. In her place stood someone else entirely. Sarah wore a dress that was barely a napkin, black mesh that her body spilled out of. Her purple hair was out and styled dramatically. Her makeup was heavy, sultry, the kind of application that took hours to achieve.

But it was her energy that had truly transformed. She moved with a loose, tipsy confidence, hips swaying, lips curved in a permanent smile. She'd been drinking before they arrived, that much was clear.

Sarah spotted Marcie and made a beeline for her.

"Marcie!" She grabbed Marcie's face with both hands and planted a wet kiss directly on her lips. A proper kiss, tongue and all, that lasted long enough for everyone to enjoy it.

When she pulled back, her eyes were bright. Manic. Happy in a way that seemed almost unhinged.

"I'm absolutely starving for cock," Sarah whispered, loud enough for everyone to hear. "David made me edge twice on the drive over and wouldn't let me finish. Said I needed to save my appetite."

David laughed, one hand already reaching for Sarah's barely-covered ass. "She's been gagging for it all day. Literally. I had her practice on a dildo this morning just to keep her mouth busy."

Jackson had already found the beer. He cracked one open, took a long pull, and settled into the armchair. His eyes moved slowly around the room, taking in Tina's naked form, Marcie's robe, Sarah's mesh dress.

He still said nothing.

Samson grabbed beers for himself and David. "Game starts soon. Make yourselves comfortable."

David took the centre of the sofa, spreading his legs wide. Sarah immediately dropped to her knees beside him, her head resting against his thigh like a trained dog awaiting instruction.

"Right then." David's grin widened as he looked at Marcie. "Why don't you lose the covering? It's not polite to be overdressed at a party."

Marcie let her robe fall, leaving her completely bare. She heard David's low whistle of approval. Felt Jackson's silent gaze sweep over her body. Experienced the familiar sensation of being assessed, catalogued, reduced to an object of desire.

Sarah stood and peeled off her mesh dress, adding it to the pile. Three naked women now, standing in the living room while three clothed men settled into their seats.

They weren't guests tonight; they were part of the entertainment package.

Samson turned on the television. The pre-match commentary filled the room, pundits arguing about formations and predicted scores. He settled into one of the dining chairs, beer in hand, eyes on the screen.

"Alright." David took a swig of his beer. "Let's have a proper game night."

The match kicked off but in Samson's living room, no one was watching. Not really.

The men had their eyes on the screen, yes. They commented on plays, cheered when their team attacked, groaned when the opposing keeper made a save. The performance of football fandom continued uninterrupted.

But their attention was divided between the screen and the three naked women crawling across the floor.

Tina had gravitated toward Jackson immediately. Something about his silent bulk seemed to draw her. She knelt between his spread legs, her hands resting on his massive thighs, looking up at him with that eager expression she wore so well.

Jackson glanced down at her. His face revealed nothing. But he set his beer on the side table and took himself out.

What emerged made Tina's eyes go wide.

"Bloody hell." She breathed the words. "You weren't exaggerating."

She wrapped both hands around him, her hands were dwarfed by his big thick shaft. She had to work for it, stretching her mouth wide, taking him inch by inch while Jackson watched the replay of a near-miss.

Sarah had claimed her position against David's leg. She straddled his thigh, grinding herself against the rough denim of his jeans while he ignored her completely. His eyes stayed fixed on the screen as she worked herself to a frenzy, using his leg like a toy.

"Please," Sarah whimpered. "Please, David, I need—"

"Not yet." David didn't look at her. "Match just started. Be patient."

Sarah whined but kept grinding. Her purple hair was wild, strands falling across her face.

Marcie knelt beside Samson's chair. She rested her cheek against his knee, one hand stroking idly up his thigh, available and waiting. Samson's hand found her hair. He stroked it absently, the way one might pet a cat while watching television. Affectionate but distracted.

"Formation's all wrong," David complained. "Four at the back never works against these bastards."

"Should've played a three-five-two," Samson agreed, he had done some last-minute research to pretend he knew what he was talking about. His fingers continued threading through Marcie's hair.

The minutes ticked by. On screen, the match remained scoreless. The tension built with each near-miss, each controversial call.

Sarah's desperation reached its peak.

"I can't," she gasped, still grinding against David's leg. "David, please, I need cock, I need it now, I can't—"

David sighed. He finally looked down at his wife, writhing against him like a woman possessed.

"Fine." He unzipped. "Since you asked so nicely."

Sarah scrambled onto his lap, positioning herself over him, sinking down with a moan that drowned out the match commentary.

"Use me," she breathed, bouncing on his cock. "Use me while you watch. I love being a distraction. I love being your slutty little toy."

David's hands found her hips, guiding her ass up and down on his cock, but his eyes returned to the screen. He watched a midfield battle while his wife fucked herself on his cock.

Jackson still hadn't spoken. But his hand had found the back of Tina's head, and he was guiding her down, down, down until she gagged. He held her there for a three-count, then released. She came up gasping, drool running down her chin.

"More," Tina managed. "Please. More."

Jackson pushed her down again.

Marcie watched it all from her position at Samson's knee, waiting for her turn.

"Get my cock out." Samson commanded.

Marcie obeyed. He was already hard, had been since the women stripped. She stroked him slowly, maintaining his arousal without pushing toward completion.

"That's good." Samson's voice was distant. Distracted by the match. "Just like that."

On the television, someone scored. The room erupted.

"YES!" David thrust up into Sarah, matching the celebration's energy. "Fucking get in!"

Jackson made a sound, the closest thing to emotion he'd shown all night. His hand pressed Tina's head down as his hips lifted off the chair.

Sarah was the only woman making noise, her moans rising with each of David's celebratory thrusts. "Yes, yes, fuck me while they score, I'm your good luck charm, use me—"

The excitement faded. The match resumed. The men settled back into their viewing positions.

The energy in the room had escalated.

"Swap," Samson announced.

"Damn right, little bro." David agreed.

Sarah whimpered as he lifted her off his cock. She stumbled toward Samson, still dazed, still desperate. Marcie moved aside automatically, making room.

"Get on." Samson patted his lap.

Sarah climbed onto Samson's thighs, facing away from him, positioning herself over his cock. She sank down with a sigh of relief.

"She's more willing." Samson's voice was conversational. Observational. Like he was commenting on the quality of the beer. "Much more willing than last time."

David grinned, reaching for Marcie. "Training makes perfect, little bro. You've got to work them regularly. Build up their capacity." They high-fived.

Marcie straddled David's thighs, facing him. His cock pressed against her stomach, hard and familiar. She'd had this inside her before. Knew exactly how it felt, how it stretched her, how it reached places Samson never could.

"Missed this cunt." David's hands gripped her waist. "Been thinking about it all week." He lifted her, positioned her, and pulled her down onto his cock. Marcie gasped. The stretch was immediate, overwhelming. David stretched her so well.

"That's it." David began bouncing her on his cock. "Take it all."

The match continued. No one was watching anymore, not really. The men kept their eyes vaguely pointed toward the screen, maintaining the pretence, but their focus had shifted entirely to the women bouncing on their cocks.

Sarah rode Samson with desperate enthusiasm, her purple hair a sexy mess, her moans filling the room. Tina had climbed into Jackson's lap at some point, impaling herself on his monster cock, her face contorted in a mixture of pain and pleasure.

And Marcie rode David.

Her body remembered him. Remembered the angle, the rhythm, the way he liked to be squeezed. She gave him everything he wanted, using all she had learned, techniques gained from repeated use.

"Fuck." David's grip tightened. "You've gotten better at this."

"Practice makes perfect." Marcie threw his own words back at him.

David laughed. He reached up and grabbed her breast, squeezing as his hand was lost in her flesh. "That's my girl. Sammy's done good work with you."

During a lull in the game, David's energy shifted. His hands slowed on Marcie's hips, his attention drifting from her body to his brother.

"Proud of you, Sammy." The words came out genuine. Sincere in a way David rarely managed. "Really proud."

Samson looked over from Sarah's bouncing form. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." David's arm reached across the space between them, landing on Samson's shoulder. A brotherly gesture, intimate despite the circumstances. "Look at you. Running your household proper. Got your woman trained. Got yourself a little harem going." He squeezed Samson's shoulder. "You've really come into your own."

Samson's expression shifted. Something vulnerable flickered across his features, quickly buried. The little brother, finally earning his older brother's approval.

"Thanks, Dave."

"Mean it." David's hand stayed on Samson's shoulder even as Marcie continued riding him. "Dad always said you were too soft. Too gentle. But look at you now. A real Wells man."

The moment stretched between them. Two brothers, connected by blood and history and the women currently impaled on their cocks. Understanding passed without words.

Then David's grin returned, sharp and predatory.

"Now." He looked at Marcie, then at Tina, who was still gasping around Jackson's girth. "Let's give our guest a proper show."

David lifted Marcie off his cock. She felt the sudden emptiness, the loss, but didn't complain. She understood the game now.

"Marcie. Tina." David pointed to the floor in front of Jackson's chair. "Double-team the big man. Show him what Wells hospitality looks like."

Tina slid off Jackson's cock with obvious reluctance. She joined Marcie on the floor, both women kneeling before the silent giant.

Jackson looked down at them. His face remained impassive. But his cock stood at attention, slick with Tina's efforts, demanding more.

"Together," Marcie whispered to Tina. "We take turns."

They established a rhythm quickly. Marcie took him in her mouth while Tina worked the base with her hands. Then they switched, Tina's mouth replacing Marcie's while Marcie stroked. Back and forth, seamless transitions, four hands and two mouths working in concert on the massive cock.

Jackson's breathing changed. His hands found both their heads, one massive palm on each skull, guiding them, controlling the pace.

"That's it," David encouraged from the sofa, where he'd pulled Sarah back into his lap. "Show Jackson what proper sluts can do."

The match played on, ignored by everyone. The men watched the women instead, trading comments like they were discussing tactics.

"Marcie's got better technique," Samson observed. "But Tina's more enthusiastic."

"Combination's the key," David agreed. "Two mouths are always better than one."

Jackson made a sound. Low. Guttural. His grip tightened on their heads.

"He's close," Tina gasped during a transition. "I can feel it."

Marcie took over, taking Jackson as deep as she could manage. Which wasn't very deep, given his size. But she worked the head with her tongue while Tina's hands stroked the length.

Jackson held Marcie's head in place and released.

The volume was staggering. Marcie's mouth filled immediately, overflowed. She swallowed desperately, trying to keep up, but it ran down her chin, dripped onto her chest.

Tina leaned in, catching what escaped, licking it from Marcie's skin.

"Good girls." David's voice was thick with satisfaction. "Very good girls."

Jackson slumped back in his chair, spent. His cock softened slowly, still impressive even at rest. He reached for his beer and returned his attention to the match.

Still hadn't said a word.

Tina finished cleaning up the cum from Marcie's body with her mouth. A few moments later, David had an idea. He was looking at Marcie with an expression she recognised. Predation. The schemer, hatching plans.

"Come here."

Marcie rose from her position on the floor. Her knees ached from the carpet. Her jaw ached from Jackson. But she walked to David without hesitation.

"Sammy." David didn't look at his brother. "Get over here."

Samson joined David, standing beside him.

"We're going to share her properly." David pulled Marcie between them. "Both of us. At once."

Understanding dawned. Marcie's stomach clenched, though whether from fear or anticipation, she couldn't say.

"You sure?" Samson's voice was uncertain.

"Brothers share everything." David was already positioning Marcie, bending her at the waist. "Remember when we shared that bike? Same principle."

They manoeuvred her, David sat on the sofa, pulling Marcie onto his lap, his cock finding her pussy. Samson moved behind her, his hands on her hips, his cock pressing against her other entrance.

"Relax." Samson's voice was gentle. Different from David's commanding tone. "I'll go slow."

He pushed forward.

The stretch was immense. Marcie gasped, her body fighting to accommodate both brothers at once. David held still, letting Samson find his position, letting her adjust to the fullness.

"That's it." David's hands found her breasts. "Take us both."

Samson began to move. Slow at first, careful, feeling his way. David matched his rhythm from below. They found their synchronisation quickly.

Marcie was overwhelmed. Every nerve ending screamed. Her body had become a vessel for their pleasure, stretched and filled and used. She couldn't think. Could barely breathe. Could only exist in the sensation of being taken completely.

"Speaking of Dad," David grunted, his thrusts punctuating his words, "when's he getting back from deployment?"

"Next month." Samson thrusted. "His ship docks in two weeks."

"We should throw him a party." David squeezed Marcie's breasts. "Welcome home celebration. You know he's been at sea for six months. Probably hasn't had any shore leave."

"Probably not."

Marcie found her voice somewhere in the haze of sensation. "I could... I could be his gift."

The brothers paused. Both of them. Just for a moment.

"What?" David's voice was thick with surprise.

"Your dad." Marcie pushed back against them both, demanding more. "Coming home from deployment. I could be his... welcome home present, a good soon-to-be daughter-in-law."

Silence. Then David laughed, a deep, genuine sound of delight.

"Fuck me, Sammy. You've trained her well." He resumed his thrusting with renewed vigour. "Dad would love that. His son's girlfriend, wrapped up with a bow. Hell, maybe I'll let Sarah fuck him too."

Samson's pace increased behind her. "He has been at sea for six months."

"And Mum's been busy with the neighbours." David's grin was audible. "Proper family values, that is. Everyone sharing."

They fucked her harder now, spurred on by the fantasy, by the idea of passing her to their father. Marcie moaned, lost in the sensation, lost in the depravity of what she'd suggested.

She'd offered herself to her boyfriend's father. And the thought made her wetter than she'd been all night.

The match was approaching its final minutes. On screen, the teams battled desperately, scores tied, time running out. In the living room, the battle was different but no less intense.

Sarah had crawled to Jackson's chair, working his cock back to hardness with her mouth. Tina had joined them, her tongue finding Sarah's pussy while Sarah focused on Jackson.

The men fucked Marcie together, brothers sharing their toy, grunting with effort and pleasure.

"Close," David warned.

"Me too," Samson gasped.

They came within seconds of each other. Marcie felt both releases simultaneously, one flooding her pussy, one filling her ass. Her own orgasm crashed through her, triggered by the double sensation, by the completion of being used. She collapsed between them, trembling, spent.

The match ended. On screen, the score was revealed. Someone had won. No one in the room cared enough to check who.

Jackson's recovery time was inhuman.

Marcie barely had time to catch her breath before Sarah's enthusiastic mouth had coaxed him back to full attention. The monster cock stood proud again, glistening with Sarah's spit, demanding more.

"My turn proper," Sarah breathed, already climbing into Jackson's lap. She positioned herself over him, her eyes glazed with need. "I want that big dick inside of me." She took him inside with a moan of pure desire.

Tina scrambled across the carpet toward the brothers. "Let me clean you both up," she offered, her voice bright and eager. "Can't have you all sticky."

David spread his legs wider, presenting himself. "Get to work."

Tina's mouth found David's cock first, lapping at his softening cock with dedicated attention. Samson watched, still catching his breath, as Tina alternated between them. Her tongue worked methodically, cleaning every inch.

"Fuck, she's thorough," David groaned. His cock was already responding, twitching back to life under Tina's movements. He pulled at Tina's hair. "Forget cleaning. I want more."

He pulled Tina onto the sofa, positioning her on all fours. She wiggled her thin hips in invitation.

"Yes please," Tina gasped. "I've been wanting you all night."

David mounted her from behind. Tina's back arched as she cried out, digging her fingers into the couch.

Across the room, Sarah rode Jackson hard. Her voluptuous body bounced and shook, her moans growing louder with each descent.

Marcie lay on the carpet, cum leaking from both holes, watching the chaos unfold around her. She felt deliciously used. Wonderfully empty. Complete.

Samson appeared above her. He knelt beside her head, still half-hard.

"You did good tonight," he murmured. "But don't get comfortable, you are up next on Jackson's cock."

She smiled up at him. "Wonderful."

Hours blurred together. Partners rotated. Holes were filled and emptied and filled again.

Jackson finally broke his silence when he came inside Sarah for the third time, a single word: "Fuck."

By midnight, all three women lay in the centre of the living room floor on top of one another. Cum painted their skin, their hair, their faces. Marcie's breasts were glazed white. Tina's freckled cheeks were splattered. Sarah's makeup, fully ruined.

They were smiling. All of them.

The men sat in their chairs, spent and satisfied, beers in hand, watching the post-match analysis with the volume low.

"Good game night," David announced.

Samson raised his bottle. "We will have to do it again."


Chapter 5

Sunlight spilled through the bedroom curtains. Marcie arose and padded to the bathroom. The mirror showed her the evidence of the previous night. She cleaned herself methodically, wiping away the remnants of multiple men, multiple hours, multiple orgasms. When she emerged, Samson was awake. He sat on the edge of the bed.

"Morning." His voice was rough. Satisfied.

"Morning." Marcie crossed to the wardrobe. "What's the plan?"

"Thought we might walk to work today." Samson stretched, his shoulders popping. "Beautiful day. Seems a waste to drive."

Marcie paused, her hand on the wardrobe door. She understood what he was really saying. They both did.

"Civic duty," she said. "Reducing traffic."

"Exactly." Samson's smile was sharp. "And giving the neighbourhood something to look at."

Marcie considered her clothing options. The modest blouses she'd worn in the early days hung untouched at the back. She reached past them, fingers finding something else entirely.

A trench coat. cream-coloured, belted at the waist. Respectable. The kind of thing a professional woman might wear on her commute.

She slipped it on over nothing at all.

The silk lining whispered against her bare skin. Her breasts pressed against the fabric, below the hem, her legs were bare down to the black stilettos she stepped into.

"Perfect." Samson's approval warmed her more than the morning sun.

They had breakfast, then left. The street outside their building was quiet. Early enough that most commuters hadn't yet emerged, late enough that the night's debauchery had concluded. A few joggers passed. A woman walked her dog. Normal morning activities in an abnormal world.

Marcie and Samson walked side by side. His hand found the small of her back, guiding her, displaying her. The trench coat's belt emphasised her waist, the fabric shifting with each step to hint at what lay beneath.

"You look incredible." Samson's voice was low.

"I feel incredible." There was power in this, she'd discovered. Not the power of resistance, but the power of surrender. She'd stopped fighting the current and learned to swim with it instead.

They'd barely made it a block when reality intervened.

A crossing guard stood at the pedestrian crossing ahead. Municipal uniform, high-visibility vest, the kind of middle-aged man who'd spent decades being invisible. He held his stop sign like a sceptre, controlling the flow of foot traffic with bureaucratic authority.

His eyes found Marcie immediately.

She watched him catalogue her. The heavy trench coat. The heels that added inches and suggested intention. The way she walked, confident and unhurried, like a woman who knew exactly what she was worth.

"Morning." The crossing guard stepped into their path. His badge identified him as Municipal Officer Collins. "Random pedestrian inspection."

Samson's hand fell away from Marcie's back. He drifted to the side, finding a lamppost to lean against. Steam rose from a travel coffee they had picked up on the way.

He sipped. He watched. He waited.

Collins' eyes lingered on the coat's lapels, where the fabric gaped slightly to reveal the curve of her breasts.

"Regulations require visual confirmation of compliance status." His voice cracked on the final word. Nervous despite his authority. "Need to verify you're properly accessible."

"Of course, Officer." Marcie's hands found the belt of her trench coat. "Just doing your job."

She pulled the knot loose.

The coat fell open.

Collins made a sound like a man who'd been punched in the stomach. His eyes went wide, drinking in the sight of her, completely naked beneath the coat, skin glowing in the morning light, nipples hardening in the cool air.

"Fucking hell." The professionalism dropped away entirely. "Fucking... you're..."

"Compliant." Marcie finished for him. "As required by law."

A utility box sat near the crossing. Marcie walked to it without being told. She bent over the top, presenting herself, the trench coat falling to either side like curtains parting for a show.

Collins ignored his crossing guard job and moved towards Marcie. He was average in every way—average height, average build, average cock now emerging from his regulation pants. But his eagerness was anything but average.

He pushed inside with more enthusiasm than technique, hands firmly on her ass, spreading her apart.

Marcie braced against the utility box. The metal was cold against her palms, warming quickly from her body heat. Behind her, Collins thrust with excited energy.

Commuters walked past.

A businessman in a sharp suit glanced over, checked his watch, and continued toward the tube station. A woman in a wheelchair navigated around them. Two teenagers, barely eighteen, slowed to watch, phones emerging to film as they passed.

Marcie kept her eyes on her boyfriend.

He leaned against the lamppost, coffee in hand, watching her get fucked by a crossing guard in broad daylight. His expression was calm. Proud. The look of a man displaying a prized possession.

Collins lasted perhaps two minutes. His rhythm stuttered, his grip on her ass tightened, and he finished with a strangled groan. He pulled out. Stumbled backward. His face was flushed, his uniform dishevelled, his authority thoroughly respected.

"Thank you for your... cooperation." He couldn't meet her eyes. "You're clear to proceed."

Marcie straightened. She drew the trench coat closed, retied the belt, and smoothed her hair. When she walked back to Samson, her stride was unhurried. Unashamed.

"Coffee?" Samson offered her his cup.

She took a sip. The warmth spread through her chest, mixing with the lingering heat between her legs.

"Shall we?"

They continued walking.

The bus stop appeared two blocks later.

It was a busy route, connecting the residential areas to the business district. A queue had formed, perhaps a dozen people waiting for the morning express. Mostly men in suits, clutching briefcases, checking phones, performing the rituals of the daily commute.

Samson slowed as they approached.

Marcie saw what he saw. The tension in their shoulders. The restless shifting from foot to foot. The particular frustration of men who hadn't yet started their day but already felt the weight of it pressing down.

"They look stressed," Samson suggested.

"They do."

"Probably haven't had time for relief."

Marcie understood. She'd come to understand Samson's new language, the code they'd developed for navigating this world together.

"That does seem unfortunate."

Samson approached the queue. His posture shifted, becoming the confident professional he presented at work.

"Morning, gents." He nodded at the waiting men. "Bit of a wait, is it?"

One of them checked his phone. "Express is running twelve minutes late. Bloody typical."

"Twelve minutes." Samson glanced at Marcie. Then back at the queue. "That's a long time to stand around. Stressful start to the day."

The men exchanged glances. Some confused. Some beginning to understand.

"My partner here—" Samson gestured to Marcie, "—she's very civic-minded. Believes in contributing to community wellbeing. If any of you gentlemen need to take the edge off before your commute?"

He let the offer hang.

Silence. Then one of the men stepped forward. Thirties. Wedding ring.

"Really?"

"Really." Samson stepped aside. "She's very efficient. Won't make you miss your bus."

Marcie knelt on the pavement.

The concrete was rough beneath her knees, still damp from overnight dew. She didn't care. She looked up at the man who'd stepped forward, waiting for him to decide.

He decided quickly.

His zipper descended. He pulled himself free, already hardening from anticipation. Marcie took him in without ceremony, her mouth opening to accept him, her hands finding his hips to control the pace.

Efficiency was the goal. She worked him with purpose, tongue swirling, suction building, drawing him toward climax with skilful sucking. She was the one in charge here, despite appearances.

Ninety seconds. Maybe less.

He gasped, his hips jerking forward, his release flooding her mouth. She swallowed smoothly, cleaning him with a final swipe of her tongue before he stepped back, dazed and satisfied.

"Thanks." The word came out breathless.

The next man was already stepping forward.

This one was older. Grey at his temples. The weathered look of someone who'd been commuting this route for decades. His cock was thick but manageable, and he finished even faster than the first.

The third man waited until his predecessor had finished before approaching. Younger. Nervous. Marcie gentled her approach for him, moving slower, coaxing rather than demanding.

He lasted three minutes. His groan when he finished was almost apologetic.

The bus appeared around the corner.

The queue reformed with remarkable speed, men adjusting their trousers, checking their reflections in phone screens, resuming the posture of professional commuters. Three of them had been inside Marcie's mouth. The others watched with expressions ranging from envy to relief.

"All aboard," the driver announced. The doors hissed open.

The men filed on, tapping their passes, finding seats, settling into the routine of their morning journey. None of them looked back at Marcie, still kneeling on the pavement, lips slightly swollen, the taste of three strangers coating her tongue.

The bus pulled away.

Samson helped Marcie to her feet. His hand lingered on her elbow, steadying her, connecting with her.

"You're amazing." The words were quiet. Meant only for her.

"I know." She smiled at him. "Now let's get to work."

As they reached the end of their walk, the MayZing building rose before them, glass and steel catching the morning light. Employees streamed through the doors, badges beeping, turnstiles clicking.

Marcie walked toward the entrance with her shoulders back and her head high.

Other couples approached alongside them. Marcie noticed them now, the variations in dynamic that revealed everything about a relationship's adaptation to the new world.

A young man walked three steps behind his girlfriend, his face tight with discomfort. She moved stiffly, her clothing chosen for coverage rather than access. They hadn't accepted anything yet. They were still fighting.

Another couple moved in perfect synchronisation, the woman's hand resting on her partner's arm, both of them wearing expressions of grim resignation. Survival mode. Getting through each day without breaking.

Then there was Samson and Marcie.

She was flushed, properly flushed. Her lipstick was slightly smeared despite her efforts to clean up. Her hair had escaped its careful arrangement, strands framing her face in dishevelled waves.

She already looked thoroughly used.

And she walked like she owned the building.

A senior salesman approached the entrance from the car park. Grey suit, silver tie, the particular bearing of someone who made a good living and knew it. He took one look at Marcie, at her state of obvious debauchery, and his eyebrows rose.

Then he looked at Samson.

The nod was small but unmistakable. Respect. Acknowledgment. One man recognising another's achievement in the currency of the new world.

"Morning." The man held the door open. "After you."

Another man fell into step beside them in the lobby. Younger, hungrier, the type who clawed their way up through performance metrics and political manoeuvring. His eyes swept over Marcie with open appreciation.

"Wells, isn't it? Sales floor?"

"That's right." Samson's voice carried new confidence.

"Heard about your recent numbers. Impressive stuff." The man's gaze returned to Marcie. "I can see why you're performing so well. Properly motivated."

A third man joined them at the lifts. An account manager, from the look of him. He exchanged a knowing glance with the others, all of them taking in Marcie's appearance, drawing their conclusions.

"Starting the day right, I see." He pressed the call button. "Nothing like a good morning session to clear the head."

Samson's hand found Marcie's lower back.

"She's very accommodating." The words came out casual. Easy. The declaration of a man who'd figured out the rules and learned to win by them. "Always eager to contribute."

The lift arrived. They stepped inside together, a cluster of suits and Marcie in her rumpled trench coat. The doors closed.

"O'Connell was asking about you yesterday." The accounts manager addressed Samson directly. "Says your girlfriend made quite an impression at the last meeting."

"She aims to please."

"Clearly." The man smiled. "We could use more couples like you two. Sets the right example. Shows everyone how it's supposed to work." The men groped at Marcie, their fingers finding the skin underneath her trenchcoat. She moaned happily as they explored.

The lift rose. The men departed for their departments, each offering a final nod of approval and ass slap as they left. Then Samson and Marcie were alone again.

Samson turned to face Marcie. His hands found her waist, pulling her close. His forehead pressed against hers.

"I love you." The words were quiet. Sincere. "You know that, right?"

"I know." She kissed him softly. "I love you too."

"Whatever happens today—"

"I know." She kissed him again. "Now go close some deals. I've got a boss to blow."

Samson laughed. A real laugh, warm and genuine.

He turned toward the sales floor. Marcie turned toward the executive suite.

Behind her, she heard him whistling as he walked away.


Chapter 6

Gordon intercepted Marcie before she could reach her desk. He looked manic, his tie already loosened despite the early hour, sweat beading at his temples in a way she hadn't seen since those first chaotic days of the Mandate.

"Walk with me." He didn't wait for acknowledgment, just started moving toward the sales floor. "I need to verify everything is in order."

Marcie fell into step beside him, matching his anxious pace. "What's happening, sir?"

"Regional Board Meeting. Tomorrow." Gordon pushed through the double doors onto the sales floor. The noise hit them like a wall. "O'Connell and the entire executive committee. They're reviewing our branch specifically. Productivity metrics. Asset utilisation efficiency. Everything."

He stopped in the centre of the floor, turning slowly, his eyes scanning every cubicle, every workstation, every woman currently servicing a colleague.

"The conference room needs to be spotless. The presentation materials need to be flawless. And you—" He finally looked at Marcie directly. "You need to be exceptional."

"Sir?"

"O'Connell specifically requested you for the board demonstration." Gordon's voice dropped lower, meant only for her. "You'll be the centrepiece. The showcase of what proper Public Asset integration looks like."

The words settled into Marcie's stomach. Centrepiece. Showcase. She'd be performing for the entire regional leadership while they discussed quarterly returns.

"I understand, sir."

Gordon resumed walking, and Marcie followed. They passed Barry's cubicle, where Tina knelt beneath his desk with cheerful dedication. They passed the break room, where two women from Accounting were servicing the logistics team during their coffee break. They passed the glass-walled meeting room where Roman was conducting a conference call while an intern worked between his legs.

Everything looked normal. Everything looked efficient.

But Gordon's eyes kept darting, kept searching for imperfections.

"The refreshments need to be premium," he muttered, half to himself. "Not the usual vendor garbage. Real catering. And the temperature—someone needs to check the climate control. O'Connell runs cold."

They completed their circuit of the floor. Marcie could feel eyes following them, employees trying to piece together what the manager's inspection tour meant. The whispers intensified in their wake.

Near the kitchenette, she spotted Samson. Their eyes met across the floor. Samson's expression shifted—recognition, he'd already heard rumours of tomorrow. Gordon gathered everyone together.

"Gentlemen." Gordon's voice carried forced authority. "I trust you've already heard of tomorrow's meeting."

Barry's grin was wide. "Oh, we're aware, sir. The whole floor's buzzing about it." His eyes slid to Marcie, travelling down her body with familiar ownership. "Heard your secretary's going to be the main event."

"Miss Sinclair will be demonstrating proper asset utilisation for the board, yes." Gordon straightened his tie unnecessarily. "I expect everyone to be on their best behaviour."

"Wouldn't dream of anything else." Barry raised his coffee cup in mock salute. "Though I have to say, the boys are already placing bets on how many executives she can handle simultaneously."

Roman chuckled. "Smart money's on four. She's got good stamina."

Samson said nothing. He just watched Marcie with an amused expression. She was his, even as his colleagues discussed passing her around the boardroom.

Gordon's phone buzzed. He checked it, and his face paled slightly.

"O'Connell's arriving early. This afternoon. He wants to—" Gordon swallowed. "He wants to inspect the presentation materials personally."

The afternoon passed quickly. Samson's morning became a blur of ringing phones and closing deals.

The energy from the rumours had infected everyone. Men worked faster, harder, as if the board's imminent arrival demanded peak performance. The women circulated more efficiently, responding to raised hands and beckoned fingers with hurried speed.

But Samson wasn't thinking about sales quotas. He was thinking about Marcie. About tomorrow. About the image of her servicing an entire boardroom of executives.

The thought should have disturbed him. Would have disturbed him, weeks ago. Now it just made him hard.

"Earth to Samson." Barry's voice cut through his distraction. "You've got that look again."

"What look?"

"The one where you're imagining your girlfriend getting railed, I assume." Barry dropped into the chair across from Samson's desk. "Can't say I blame you. She's going to be quite the attraction tomorrow."

Samson leaned back, "She can handle it."

"Oh, I don't doubt that. Question is, can you?" Barry's grin sharpened. "Watching O'Connell and his cronies use her like a party favour? Some men might find that difficult."

"I find it motivating."

The words came out before Samson could consider them. But they were true. He found the whole scenario intoxicating. His girlfriend, on display for the most powerful men in the company. And they'd all know she belonged to him.

Barry nodded approvingly. "That's the spirit." He stood, straightening his jacket. "Now, speaking of motivation—I've got a client coming in at eleven. Platinum tier. Very interested in our Caribbean packages."

"Congratulations."

"The thing is, he's the traditional type. Likes to feel appreciated." Barry's eyes drifted toward the far end of the floor, where Chloe was fixing her hair after servicing someone from IT. "Thought I might offer him some hospitality. Show him what MayZing customer service really looks like."

Samson understood immediately. "You want to use Chloe as a closing tactic."

"She's enthusiastic. Clients love enthusiastic." Barry shrugged. "Besides, she genuinely enjoys it. You've seen her. Girl practically glows when she's got a cock in her mouth."

"What do you need from me?"

"Nothing. Just thought you might want to watch. Learn something." Barry clapped him on the shoulder. "You're moving up, Sam. Time you started thinking like management."

The client arrived at eleven sharp.

Marcus Webb was exactly the type Barry had described. Mid-fifties, expensive suit, the bearing of a man who expected the world to arrange itself around his preferences. He sat in the glass-walled meeting room, reviewing brochures, occasionally glancing at his phone.

Barry led the pitch: Caribbean destinations. Luxury accommodations. Exclusive experiences unavailable to standard customers.

Samson watched from outside, close enough to see through the glass but far enough to appear uninvolved. He watched Barry gesture expansively, watched Webb nod along, watched the negotiation unfold in body language and carefully chosen words.

Then Barry made his move.

A subtle hand signal toward the door. Chloe appeared moments later, still wearing her bright smile, her doe eyes widening with manufactured excitement as she entered the meeting room. Samson moved closer to hear better.

"Mr Webb, I'd like you to meet Chloe. She's one of our hospitality specialists." Barry's voice carried smoothly through the glass. "She's here to ensure you feel properly appreciated while we finalise the details."

Webb's eyebrows rose. His gaze travelled down Chloe's body with open appreciation.

Chloe practically bounced with enthusiasm. "It's so wonderful to meet you, Mr Webb! Barry's told me all about your interest in our Caribbean packages. You have excellent taste!"

She was already moving toward him, already sinking to her knees beside his chair with that eager expression Samson had come to recognise. Her hands found his thighs, her face tilted up with radiant anticipation.

"Is there anything I can do to make your decision easier?" Her voice pitched higher. Sweeter. "Anything at all?"

Webb looked at Barry. Barry nodded encouragingly.

Webb looked back at Chloe. At her parted lips. At her waiting hands.

"Well." He shifted in his chair, spreading his legs wider. "I suppose I could use some stress relief."

Chloe did what Chloe does best. "Oh, you poor thing! Business decisions are so stressful. Let me help with that."

Samson watched her work. Watched her take the client into her mouth with cheerful dedication, her head bobbing as Barry continued the pitch as though nothing unusual was happening. The numbers and destinations flowed seamlessly while Chloe's mouth provided a different kind of persuasion.

Webb signed the contract twelve minutes later.

His signature was shaky, but the commission was secured, and Chloe was already tidying herself, beaming with satisfaction at a job well done.

"That's how it's done," Barry said to Samson later, triumph radiating from every pore. "Hospitality closes deals. Remember that."

Samson nodded slowly. He took Chloe back to his cubicle and sampled some of her enthusiasm.

"Such a good boy! I missed you soooo much." Chloe said before gagging on Samson's cock. Chloe stayed in Samson's cubicle until the afternoon.

By half past three, O'Connell had arrived and awaited Marcie alone in the conference room. O'Connell's secretary was waiting outside quietly. Marcie joined O'Connell a few minutes later. Samson moved closer to listen and observe.

"Miss Sinclair." O'Connell's voice cut through her hesitation. "Join me."

She entered. The door remained open behind her. Through the glass she could see the whole sales floor. Everyone, including Samson, was watching.

"Tomorrow's board meeting requires precision," O'Connell began, eyes finding Marcie's. "The presentation must be flawless. The demonstration of asset utilisation must be compelling." He gestured toward the centre of the room. "This is a rehearsal. Consider it a calibration session."

Gordon joined them and stepped forward, wringing his hands. "Mr O'Connell thought it would be beneficial to ensure you're properly prepared for—"

"Gordon." O'Connell's voice was mild but absolute. "I can explain my own intentions."

Gordon retreated immediately.

O'Connell stood. He moved around the table with deliberate slowness, circling toward Marcie like a trainer approaching a horse before a race.

"The board members have specific expectations." He stopped in front of her, close enough that she could smell his cologne—something expensive, understated. "They want to see enthusiasm. Compliance, certainly, but more than that. They want to see a Public Asset who understands her role. Who embraces it."

His hand found her chin, tilting her face up to meet his gaze.

"Can you do that, Miss Sinclair? Can you show them what proper integration looks like?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good." He released her chin. "Then let's begin. On your knees."

Marcie dropped with precision. The carpet was rougher in the meeting room than in the executive suite. Her knees would ache tomorrow. She didn't care.

She could feel the attention of the sales floor. Could feel Samson's gaze burning into her. Could feel the weight of being watched, being evaluated, being reduced to a performance.

"Posture," he instructed. "The board members will be seated around you. They need to see your face, your expression. Arch your back. Present yourself."

She adjusted. Straightened her spine. Pushed her chest forward.

"Better. Now, when you take me, I want to see eagerness. Not desperation—that reads as unprofessional. But genuine enthusiasm. Can you manage that?"

"Yes, sir."

He freed himself. Already hard. Already expecting.

"Open."

Marcie opened her mouth.

O'Connell guided himself in with the same controlled precision he brought to everything. No urgency. No rush. Just methodical insertion, testing her limits, gauging her capacity.

"Good." His voice remained steady, conversational. "Now, the board will want to see skill. Technique. Show me what you can do."

She showed him.

Her tongue worked the underside of his shaft. Her lips sealed tight, creating suction. Her head moved in smooth motions, finding the pace that drew the smallest reactions from his otherwise impassive face.

Through the glass, Samson watched.

His expression was unreadable from this distance, but Marcie could imagine it. The dark satisfaction of seeing her displayed like this, evaluated like this, used like this. O'Connell's hand found the back of her head.

"Tomorrow, there will be multiple participants." His voice didn't waver despite her sucking. "The board members will take turns. Some simultaneously. Can you accommodate that?"

She pulled back just enough to answer. "Yes, sir."

"Demonstrate. Show me how you'd handle the transition between partners."

He pulled out entirely. Marcie remained in position, mouth open, waiting. O'Connell circled to her side, then behind her, forcing her to pivot on her knees to follow.

"Good. Natural movement. No hesitation." He returned to face her. "Again."

She took him back in. Deeper this time. He pushed against the back of her throat, testing, and she relaxed to accept him. She felt the bump against her throat. Heard his controlled exhale… the closest thing to approval she'd receive.

"The board appreciates dedication." His pace increased slightly. "They'll want to see you pushed. Challenged. They'll want to know your limits."

She had no limits. Not anymore. She'd discovered that over the past weeks. Whatever they wanted, she could provide. Whatever they demanded, she could accommodate.

O'Connell seemed to read her thoughts.

"Excellent." His hand pressed her head down, holding her in place as his hips began to move. "If you perform half this well tomorrow, the board will be very pleased."

He used her mouth, testing her stamina, her technique, her willingness to be used. The sales floor carried on with its business, but every eye kept drifting toward the glass walls. Toward the spectacle of the Regional Director face-fucking the executive secretary in full view of everyone.

Jessica positioned herself outside the meeting room door, hiking her grey dress up around her waist. No underwear.

"Sales team," O'Connell announced as Marcie serviced him, "Our executive secretary is offering complimentary access to her other holes. Consider it a morale boost."

Roman was already moving, his chair scraping against the floor as he stood. "Don't mind if I do." Jessica presented her glistening pussy to the room. Roman stepped between her legs. Roman grunted as he sank into Jessica.

Samson's cock was already straining against his pants from watching the earlier display. "Yeah, alright," he said to himself. "After Roman's finished, I'm next." Minutes later, it was Samson's turn. He used Jessica like she was a sex doll, reaching around and grabbing her breasts as he watched Marcie suck O'Connell's cock. She looked so fucking hot.

O'Connell's rhythm stuttered. The first crack in his control.

"Swallow everything," he instructed. "The board considers waste unprofessional."

O'Connell drove deep and held. Marcie felt him pulse against her tongue, felt the flood of warmth filling her mouth. She swallowed three times, draining him completely while his hand kept her head pinned in place.

When he finally released her, she sat back on her heels, breathing hard.

"Adequate." O'Connell tucked himself away with the same methodical precision. "With practice, you might even approach excellent."

He turned to Gordon, who'd been standing frozen by the door throughout the entire demonstration.

"She'll do. Make sure she's properly rested tonight. I want her at peak performance tomorrow." His eyes returned to Marcie, still kneeling on the conference room floor. "There's a structural change coming to this department. If she performs well tomorrow, she'll be central to it."

He left without elaboration.

Marcie remained on her knees, savouring the taste of him, her reflection visible in the glass walls. Behind those walls, Samson was still balls-deep inside of Jessica as he watched.

She smiled at him as he blew his load.


Chapter 7

The long table gleamed under the carefully calibrated lighting of the meeting room. Crystal tumblers caught the amber glow of expensive scotch. The air was thick with cigar smoke and the particular scent of men who wielded power without apology.

Seven men sat around the table. Seven suits worth more than most employees' annual salaries. Seven faces that appeared on company letterheads and shareholder reports, and the occasional business magazine cover.

Larry O'Connell occupied the head of the table, naturally. His silver hair caught the light as he leaned back in his leather chair, swirling a glass of something that cost more per bottle than Marcie's monthly rent. To his right sat the CFO, a thin man with spectacles who reviewed spreadsheets even now, numbers dancing across his tablet screen. To his left, the Head of Operations, barrel-chested and red-faced from the scotch he'd been nursing since the meeting began.

The others filled the remaining seats. Legal. Marketing. Two regional managers from other branches. All men. All were watching Gordon with particular attention.

Gordon stood at the front of the room, laser pointer in hand, his presentation glowing on the wall-mounted screen behind him. He'd been speaking for twenty minutes, his voice growing more confident with each slide, each statistic, each piece of evidence supporting his thesis.

"As you can see, gentlemen, productivity metrics have increased by two hundred and twelve per cent since full implementation of the Mandate." Gordon clicked to the next slide. A graph climbed steeply upward, green bars reaching toward an optimistic future. "Sick days are down forty-three per cent. Employee satisfaction surveys show ninety-four per cent positive responses. And most importantly—" Another click. Revenue figures filled the screen. "—our bottom line has never looked healthier."

O'Connell nodded slowly. The CFO made a note on his tablet. The Head of Operations took another sip of scotch.

"The key to our success," Gordon continued, warming to his subject, "has been proper integration of Public Assets into daily operations. Not as distractions, but as tools. Resources that enhance focus rather than diminish it."

He clicked again. A new slide appeared: Case Study: The Integrated Asset Model.

"Which brings me to our demonstration." Gordon set down the laser pointer. His eyes found the door at the back of the room. "Gentlemen, I'd like to introduce Exhibit A."

The door opened.

Marcie entered.

She wore nothing but her glasses and a company lanyard. The laminated badge hung between her breasts, the MayZing logo nestled against her sternum, her employee photo smiling up at anyone who cared to look. Her hair was down, falling in waves past her shoulders. Her skin glowed under the boardroom lights. Her nipples were already hardening in the climate-controlled air.

She walked with purpose. Confident strides that made her breasts sway gently with each step. She stopped beside Gordon, facing the assembled board members, and waited.

Seven pairs of eyes performed the familiar assessment. Tits, ass, face.

"Miss Sinclair has been with MayZing for three years," Gordon announced. "Initially hired as my executive secretary. Since the Mandate's implementation, her role has expanded."

A chuckle rippled around the table. The Head of Operations shifted in his seat, adjusting himself beneath the table.

"She will now demonstrate proper Public Asset integration." Gordon gestured toward the board members. "Please, Miss Sinclair. Circulate."

Marcie began her circuit of the table.

She started with the CFO, approaching from behind his chair, her hands finding his shoulders. He tensed at her touch, then relaxed as her fingers worked the knots in his neck.

"Tension relief," Gordon narrated, "has been shown to improve cognitive function by up to eighteen per cent."

Her hands slid lower. Down his chest. Finding the buttons of his shirt. The CFO's breathing changed, quickening, as Marcie's fingers found his belt.

"Miss Sinclair has been trained to read physiological responses," Gordon continued. "She can identify stress indicators and address them proactively."

The CFO's cock sprang free. Marcie wrapped her hand around it, stroking slowly, maintaining eye contact with the man while Gordon clicked to his next slide.

"Quarterly revenue projections show continued growth across all sectors..."

She worked him with one hand while Gordon discussed market penetration and competitive positioning. The CFO's face reddened. His grip on his tablet tightened. Numbers blurred on his screen as his focus shifted entirely to the woman's hand on his cock.

"Client retention rates remain strong at eighty-seven per cent..."

Marcie released the CFO before he could finish. She moved to the next chair. The Head of Operations watched her approach with undisguised hunger.

"Compliance is compassion," Marcie recited, her voice clear and steady. She knelt beside his chair. "Market dominance through superior service."

She took him into her mouth.

The Head of Operations groaned. His thick fingers found her hair, guiding her. The CFO grabbed her tit from the side. Gordon's presentation continued in the background, statistics flowing like white noise while Marcie's head bobbed between the man's thighs.

"Employee morale" blah, blah, blah.

She worked him thoroughly. Lips sealed. Tongue active. The sounds of her service punctuated Gordon's careful analysis of productivity metrics.

"Asset utilisation efficiency…" slurp, gag, slurp.

The Head of Operations lasted four minutes. His release filled her mouth, and she swallowed without breaking rhythm, without gagging, without any indication that she'd noticed at all. She simply cleaned him with a final swipe of her tongue and long sucking draw before she moved to the next chair.

The next board member was already prepared. He'd freed himself while watching her work, his cock standing at attention, waiting for its turn.

"Innovation drives excellence," Marcie recited, taking him in hand. "Excellence serves the client."

She straddled his lap, taking his cock inside of her. He gasped as she enveloped him, her inner walls gripping tight, her hips beginning their slow rotation.

"Client satisfaction is our primary mission..." She rode him while reciting, her voice breathy but clear. "Satisfaction requires dedication... dedication requires sacrifice..."

Gordon clicked through slides. Revenue charts. Growth projections. Market analysis. The mundane machinery of corporate success while his secretary fucked a board member in full view of the executive committee.

The man beneath her finished quickly. She rose from recovered his seed with her fingers and sucked it off of them. She moved to the next chair.

Two board members at once this time. One seated, one standing. She positioned herself between them, taking the standing man into her mouth while the seated one entered her from behind. They thrust in alternation, using her from both ends like she was designed for exactly this purpose.

"Projected Q4 earnings exceed all previous forecasts," Gordon announced, his voice steady despite the spectacle unfolding beside him. "We anticipate a year-over-year increase—"

Marcie moaned around the cock in her mouth. The sound was muffled but unmistakable. Whether it was performance or genuine pleasure, even she couldn't say anymore. The distinction had ceased to matter.

"Teamwork builds success," she managed between thrusts, the company values emerging fragmented but recognisable. "Success builds... ah... builds community..."

The men grunted their approval. She was the bridge between them. The connection point. The thing that made their collaboration possible. They finished within seconds of each other. Twin floods of warmth, one down her throat, one deep inside her pussy. She swallowed the first and felt the second dripping down her as they withdrew.

O'Connell watched from the head of the table, his expression unreadable, his glass of scotch untouched. He made no move toward her. Not yet. He was saving himself for last.

The next man wanted her on the table. She climbed up, positioning herself on all fours, presenting herself. He took her from behind while another board member circled to her front.

"Integration creates efficiency," she recited, her voice catching as they filled her from both ends. "Efficiency creates value... value creates growth..."

The table was cool against her palms. It supported her weight while two executives used her simultaneously, while Gordon concluded his presentation with projections of continued success.

"In summary, gentlemen—" Gordon clicked to his final slide. A graph showing exponential growth, a hockey stick curve pointing toward an optimistic future. "—our branch represents the gold standard for Mandate implementation. Productivity. Profitability. Proper asset utilisation."

The men finished inside her. She felt them pulse, felt them empty themselves, felt herself being filled with the physical evidence of executive approval.

She rolled onto her back and remained on the table, catching her breath, cum leaking from both ends, while Gordon fielded questions about methodology and scalability. The CFO, stood over her tits and slapped his cock against them. Marcie stroked him to completion as he plastered her breasts with thick ropes of cum.

Finally, O'Connell set down his glass.

"Impressive presentation, Gordon." His voice carried the weight of final judgment. "Both the statistics and the demonstration."

He stood. Walked slowly around the table, past the satisfied board members, past Gordon's nervous smile, until he stood directly behind Marcie's prone form.

"Miss Sinclair." His hand found her hip. "You've exceeded expectations."

She felt him positioning himself. Felt the familiar pressure of his cock against her entrance. He pushed inside her well-used pussy.

"The board has discussed your future," O'Connell continued, thrusting slowly, each word punctuated by measured strokes. "Pending this evaluation, we've concluded that your current role inadequately utilises your talents." The board members all nodded silently.

Marcie's fingers curled against the table. Her back arched involuntarily as he hit something deep inside her.

"Effective immediately," he increased his pace, "You are being promoted. A new position. Created specifically for your skill set." He thrust harder. "Director of Internal Morale and Asset Compliance."

Marcie gasped. Whether from the announcement or from O'Connell's cock hitting her cervix, she couldn't say.

"You'll have your own office. Glass-walled, naturally. Proper visibility." His rhythm grew urgent. "You'll be responsible for training new female hires. Teaching them how to be proper Public Assets. Demonstrating techniques. Setting standards."

She could feel her orgasm building. The combination of his words and his cock, the power of the promotion mixing with the pleasure of being used.

"The position comes with a significant salary increase." O'Connell's control was slipping, his thrusts growing erratic. "And, of course, the respect and authority befitting your new status."

He drove deep and held.

Marcie screamed as they came together. Her orgasm crashed through her like a wave, her inner walls clenching around O'Connell's cock, her whole body shaking with the force of her release. She collapsed against the table, trembling, overwhelmed.

O'Connell withdrew and adjusted his jacket. He returned to his seat as if nothing unusual had occurred.

"Congratulations, Miss Sinclair." His voice was calm once more. Professional. "I look forward to seeing your performance in your new role."

Gordon was beaming. The other board members were nodding approvingly, already discussing implementation timelines and training protocols. Someone poured more scotch. Someone else lit another cigar.

Marcie remained on the table for a long moment. Covered in the approval of seven powerful men. Promoted. Elevated. Rewarded for her surrender. She gathered herself slowly. Climbed down from the table. Found her footing.

A contract appeared before her. The CFO held it out, a pen already uncapped.

Director of Internal Morale and Asset Compliance. The title stared up at her from the page. Beneath it, a salary figure that made her eyes widen.

She signed without hesitation. Marcie stayed for another round with the board. Powerful mens' cocks filled her with recognition and more cum.

An hour later, the boardroom door opened.

Marcie emerged into the corridor, contract clutched in her hand. Her body bore the evidence of what had just occurred. Cum covered and cum drunk.

But she was smiling.

Samson waited by the lift. He pushed off from the wall when he saw her, his eyes taking in her state without surprise. Without disgust. Without anything but curiosity.

"How did it go?"

She held up the contract.

Samson took it. Read it. His eyebrows climbed steadily higher as he processed the title, the salary, and the implications.

"Director." He looked up at her. "They made you a director."

"They did."

"With your own office."

"Glass walls." She smiled wider. "For visibility."

"And you'll be training new hires."

"Teaching them how to be proper Public Assets." She stepped closer. "Demonstrating techniques."

Samson's cock was twitching.

"That's—" He swallowed. "That's actually incredible."

"I know."

She reached for his belt. Right there in the corridor, outside the boardroom, where seven executives had just finished using her. She freed him, wrapped her hand around his hardness, and guided him toward her still-dripping pussy.

"Sloppy seconds," she whispered. "Or fourteenths? I've lost count."

Samson groaned as he pushed inside. He pressed her against the corridor wall, his hands gripping her thighs, lifting her legs around his waist.

"You're amazing," he breathed against her neck. "You know that? Fucking amazing."

She wrapped her arms around his shoulders. Felt him moving inside her, his cock sliding through the accumulated deposits of seven other men.

"Director of Morale," she gasped as he thrust deeper. "Can you believe it?"

"I can." He increased his pace. "You've earned it. Every promotion. Every raise. You've earned all of it."

She came again as he fucked her against the wall. A smaller orgasm this time, gentler, but no less satisfying. He followed moments later, adding his own contribution to the cocktail of cum inside her. They stayed there, connected, breathing together, while the corridor remained mercifully empty.

"I love you," Marcie whispered.

"I love you too." Samson kissed her forehead. "Director."

She laughed. A genuine sound, warm and happy. They separated and walked toward the lift together.

"Let's go home and paint some minis." Marcie smiled

"That sounds perfect."
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