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Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What do you mean, demonstrate, John?"

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

"You can't be serious."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They can be fucking serious.

WTF!!!???

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

OMG gonna abuse the fuck outta this one.

Why only guys?

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

Based government!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Sexy, beautiful, hard working."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"That was incredible." Samson huffed.

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

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

"You're so cheesy."


Chapter 2

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

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

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

"So fucked up." He said.

"So very fucked up." Marcie agreed.

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

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

"What about me?" Samson raised an eyebrow.

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

"I'll try to be eviler."

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

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

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

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

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

"Maybe we should have stayed home."

"Bills aren't going to pay themselves."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"That bad?" Samson asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Blowjob?" Samson asked, surprised.

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

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

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

"So you like the Free Use Mandate?"

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

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

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

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

"Coming!" Tina skipped off.

This was going to be a hell of a shift.


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Linda, tell him to leave."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Sir?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Sir!" Marcie complained.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What the fuck man?"

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

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

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

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

"What does morale have to do with Payroll?"

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

"You'd get in—in trouble for that?"

"Yeah. Huge trouble!" Tina nodded rapidly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

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

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

"Please. No more news."

Samson nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You go first." Samson held his breath.

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

"Jesus… did he make you?"

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

"Fuck Marcie, really?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

"It's called oral sex Sam."

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

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

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

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

"The sale?"

"No, not the sale."

"Yeah… I did."

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

"Sorry." Samson apologised.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Prove it."

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

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

Smack!

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Sam, what—"

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

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

His. Only his.

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

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

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

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

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

"Together," he managed.

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 6

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Just give him the file. Be professional. Leave.

She turned the handle and stepped inside.

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

That somehow made it worse.

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

The door clicked behind her.

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

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

"I can prepare the presentation materials—"

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

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

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

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

"No."

The word hung in the air between them.

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

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

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

"Surely there's another way—"

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

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

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

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

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

Gordon had said exactly what Marcie was worried about.

"Your choice, Marcie."

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

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

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

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

She stood there, bearing all.

"On the desk." Gordon gestured.

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

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

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

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

Marcie squeezed lube onto her palm and got to work.

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

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

His palm landed on her bare thigh.

Marcie flinched.

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

"Sir—"

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

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

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

A gasp escaped her before she could stop it.

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

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

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

Marcie's hand squeezed harder than intended.

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

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

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

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

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

"Clean up."

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

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

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

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

Gordon continued typing. Continued not looking.

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

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

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

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

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

She was a good piece of office equipment.


Chapter 7

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Good girl. Get to it."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No. I have a girlfriend. I love Marcie.

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

But the dam had cracks now.

She put her hands on Gordon.

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

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

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

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

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

She did what she had to do to survive.

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

I am doing this to thrive.

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

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

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

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

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

Entitlement.

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

Thriving.

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

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

Normal. This was all normal now.

Samson stepped forward.

"Me next."

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Just do what you were doing for Roman."

"Yes, sir."

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Had to talk through our days."

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

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

None of that mattered. Not here. Not now.

He felt powerful.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Hope your morning is going okay. Love you. x

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

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

He had work to do.


Chapter 8

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

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

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

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

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

"I can take the minutes—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then Marcie noticed movement beneath the table.

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

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

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

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

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

Gordon nodded. He turned to Marcie.

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

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

Or she could kneel.

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

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

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

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

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

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

O'Connell grunted. His pen scratched against paper.

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

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

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

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

She took him into her mouth.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I intend to."

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

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

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

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

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

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

"One more thing."

"Yes sir?"

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

"Of course, sir."

O'Connell left. The door closed behind them.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She thought of Samson.

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

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

Where would it end?

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

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

The Secretary Smile.

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

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

She had survived.

For now.


Chapter 9

The apartment smelled of lemon and desperation.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Exactly."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"And I belong to you."

The buzzer shattered the fragile quiet.

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

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

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

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

Samson opened the door.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Marcie could tell where this was going.

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

The room went silent.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They walked back into the living room.

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

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

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

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

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

She heard the movement before she felt it.

THWACK.

The sound was like a gunshot in the small room.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And David knew it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 10

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

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

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

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

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

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

Samson blinked. "What?"

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

The question landed like a grenade.

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

Sarah kept her eyes fixed on her uneaten salad.

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

"Dave, I don't think—"

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

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

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

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

Marcie closed her eyes and shook her head.

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

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

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

It was exactly what David wanted to hear.

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

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

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

Marcie was disappointed.

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

She's been on my cock all week.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This sucked.

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

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

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

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

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

Marcie stopped scraping. She turned to look at Sarah.

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

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

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

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

"Sarah..."

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

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

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

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

Marcie didn't know what to say.

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

"Samson wouldn't—"

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

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

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

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

Before Marcie could respond, someone entered the room.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then he turned and sauntered back to the living room.

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

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

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

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

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

She took a breath.

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

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

Great…

She looked at Samson. Pleading.

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

"Sam—" Marcie started.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

David caught her eye and winked.

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

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

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

Which left Marcie alone in the hallway.

With David.

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

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

David took the towel but he didn't leave.

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

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

"David—" she gasped.

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

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

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

His hand found her breast.

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

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

Marcie tried to say something but mouthed wordlessly.

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

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

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

Marcie stumbled back, shoulders hitting the wall.

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

Marcie stood in the hallway, trembling.

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

The bathroom door opened.

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

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

Marcie opened her mouth. Closed it.

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

Samson stared at her, waiting. Oblivious. Drunk.

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

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

"In a minute."

He shuffled away, leaving Marcie alone in the hallway.

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

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

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


Chapter 11

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

She heard the shower running.

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

Either way, the shower was occupied.

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

An idea formed through the fog of her hangover.

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

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

She pushed the door open and stepped inside.

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

Marcie closed the bathroom door behind her.

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

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

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

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

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

The back was wrong.

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

This was not Samson.

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

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

Marcie recoiled.

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

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

She couldn't help but look.

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

And between them...

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

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

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

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

She reached for the shower door.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Marcie thought that this sounded familiar.

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

Of course he did.

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

The alternative hung unspoken between them.

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

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

Transactional.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She wrapped her fingers around the base.

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

Marcie opened her mouth and took him in.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She felt used. Violated.

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

She reached for the door handle.

"Marcie."

David's voice stopped her.

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

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

Marcie's hand froze on the handle.

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

He smiled. That lazy, predatory smile.

Marcie fled the bathroom.

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


Chapter 12

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

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

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

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

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

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

The car stopped.

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

But it wasn't empty.

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

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

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

Samson sighed.

This is where we caught hermit crabs.

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

His cock twitched in his swim trunks.

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

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

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

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

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

Sarah and Marcie emerged from the car.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Hey—"

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sarah didn't react. She just accepted it.

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

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

His cock was half-hard in his trunks.

Other men want what I have.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I can do it myself—" Marcie started.

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

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

Then they changed.

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

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

His palms cupped her breasts.

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

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

Her nipples were hard.

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

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

He didn't move.

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

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

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

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

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

The thought was acid. It burned going down.

She looks like she likes it.

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

"All done. Nice and protected."

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

Samson looked away.

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

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

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

He didn't look up.

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

He was still studying the shell.

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

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

Samson looked away.

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

She looked at him. Her eyes were wide.

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

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

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

"Sarah—"

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

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

His cock throbbed in his trunks.

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

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

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

She reached for his trunks.

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

She lowered her head.

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

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

He looked out at the ocean.

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

Thumbs up.

Celebrating.

Like this was exactly what he'd planned.

Because it was.

Of course it was.

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

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

Arousal.

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

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

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

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

"Thank you, Sam," she whispered.

As if he'd done her a favour.

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

The waves continued to crash against the shore.

The sun continued to shine.


Chapter 13

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

David's patience ran out after a few minutes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

David held her in place.

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

The men descended.

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

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

The third man took his cock out.

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

Marcie closed her eyes. Her mind went somewhere else.

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

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

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

Thirty seconds. Maybe less. Then he pulled out.

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

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

The three strangers shifted, clearly hoping for their turn.

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

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

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

Then they left.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Marcie looked at Samson.

He wouldn't meet her eyes.

They left the beach.


Chapter 14

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

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

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

"Fuck." Samson slumped back in his chair.

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

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

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

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

Samson blinked. "What about us?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Samson said nothing.

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

"That's not—"

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

Samson hit, he managed a score of twenty.

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

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

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

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

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

"Do what?" Samson's voice cracked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Sam, I can explain—"

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

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

"We agreed to tell each other everything." Samson's voice was cold. "We agreed to be a team. To navigate this together."

"I was trying to—"

"You sucked my brother's cock. In our bathroom. And you didn't think to mention it?"

The words hit Marcie like a cock slap across the face. She took a step back.

David watched the exchange with undisguised amusement. He swirled his whisky, ice clinking against glass.

"She's good at keeping secrets, Sammy." David's voice was oil-smooth. "Makes you wonder what else she hasn't told you."

Samson turned on his brother. "Stay out of this."

"Just pointing out the obvious." David checked his watch. He tapped the glass face, grinning. "Oh, would you look at the time. 12:05 AM."

He held up the watch for everyone to see.

"It's Sunday now." David's grin spread wider. "The deal was for 'the rest of the day.' Saturday is over. New day, new rules. The technicality expired at midnight."

Marcie's face drained of colour. "That's not—you can't—"

"I absolutely can." David set down his glass. "She played you, Sam. Kept secrets from you. Made side deals without your knowledge or consent." He stepped closer to Samson, voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur. "Why should you protect her virtue when she's running around making arrangements behind your back?"

Samson was quiet.

"Sam." Marcie's voice broke. "Please. Don't listen to him. I love you. I did it for us."

Samson looked at her. At the woman he loved. The woman who'd kept secrets from him. The woman his brother had been using all day while he sat and watched.

He looked at Sarah. Still curled on the sofa. Eyes wide. Waiting.

He looked at David. Standing there with that asshole grin.

The beach flashed through his mind. Marcie's breasts in David's hands. Sarah's mouth on his cock while his girlfriend serviced his brother in the ocean.

The jealousy. The anger. The arousal. They twisted together.

"Fuck it." Samson's voice came out flat. Bitter. "If the deal is over, the deal is over." He met David's eyes. "Do what you want."

Marcie's face crumpled. "Sam—"

David moved.

He crossed the distance to Marcie and yanked her towards the sofa.

"About fucking time."

Samson fell backwards into the armchair. Before he could process what he'd just done, Sarah was there.

She climbed onto his lap. Her transparent bikini was long gone, replaced by a thin nightdress that rode up as she straddled him. She kissed him. Deep. Her hands clawed at his shirt.

"Thank you." She breathed the words against his lips. "You're so much more gentle than he is."

On the sofa, David threw Marcie down. She bounced once on the cushions, her protest dying as she hit the cushions. His hands found her pyjama shorts. He ripped them off. The sound of tearing fabric cut through the room.

Marcie's underwear followed. Shredded. Discarded.

"I've been waiting for this all fucking day." David positioned himself between her legs. "All fucking week."

She was already wet; it wasn't a struggle to push inside.

Marcie moaned as he entered. She felt violated. But as David's thick cock stretched her, filled her, she felt… good.

"So fucking tight." David's voice was guttural. "Sammy really doesn't fuck you enough, does he?"

He began to thrust. Hard. Deep. Each stroke drove Marcie further into the cushions.

In the armchair, Sarah had taken out Samson's cock. She wiggled down onto him with her own reserved breathless moan, her pussy welcoming him as she began to move. Her hips rolled in smooth circles. This was more intimate. As if she actually wanted to fuck him.

"You feel good." She kissed his neck, his cheek, the corner of his mouth. "So gentle. So different to the men who just take me."

David fucked Marcie like he was trying to break her. Each thrust was punishing, possessive. His hands slapped her ass hard enough to leave a mark. He angled himself differently, pushing Marcie's legs up against her breasts. He searched for the perfect—Marcie moans changed pitch.

"There." David's laugh was triumphant. "Found it."

Marcie wiggled against him. Her body betrayed her, responding to the stimulation even as her mind recoiled. He was hitting something inside her that Samson had never reached. Something that shook her to her core.

"This is your fault!" She moaned at Samson across the room, her voice fracturing with each thrust. "You let this happen! You bastard!"

David drove deeper. Harder.

"That's right." He grabbed her face, forcing her to look at him. "Tell him off. Let him know what he's missing."

Marcie's eyes locked with Samson's across the room. He was buried inside Sarah, his sister-in-law, riding him. But his eyes were fixed on her. On his girlfriend being fucked by his brother.

"Harder." The word escaped Marcie's lips before she could stop it. "Fuck. Me. Harder."

David obliged.

Marcie's legs wrapped around David's waist, pulling him deeper. She hated herself for it. This smug asshole was the only one who had gotten to fuck her besides Samson for years. She hated the pleasure he gave her with every stroke of his cock. Hated the way her body craved more.

Sarah came first. A soft, happy cry escaped her lips as she clenched around Samson. Her whole body shuddered. Samson followed seconds later. He stabilised his hands on Sarah's hips as he thrust upward. He spilled inside of her. A groan that sounded more like defeat than pleasure.

"Good work bro!" David shouted out, She isn't on birth control either, so you just rolled the dice.

"What the fuck Dave?"

"It's all good, we're family. I'd raise your bastard like he was my own."

"That's seriously fucked up."

Sarah remained seated on Samson as cum leaked out of her.

Across the room, David's pace increased. "Gonna fill you up. Gonna breed this pussy like it belongs to me." His words made Marcie more excited than expected.

"Do it." Marcie's voice was wrecked. "Just fucking do it. Fill me up in front of Sam."

David slammed home one final time. He held himself there, buried to the base, as his cock pulsed inside her. Marcie felt the heat of his release flooding her. She was fortunately on birth control.

He stared directly at Samson the entire time.

Brothers locking eyes while their loads filled up each other's girls.

David grinned.

Samson looked away.

David pulled out of Marcie. He stood up, stretching, completely unselfconscious. His cock glistened as he pushed it into Marcie's face. Marcie cleaned it like a good girl.

"That's more like it." He looked down at Marcie, "Should have done that on day one."

Sarah climbed off Samson carefully, tugging her nightdress back into place. She curled into herself again, all that energy spent.

"Right then." David bent down and scooped Marcie up into his arms. She didn't resist. Didn't have the strength to resist. "I'm not done with this one. We're taking the main room."

He carried her towards the hallway, her head lolling against his shoulder.

"David—" Samson started.

"Go fuck my wife again if you want." David didn't look back. "She could use more of that gentle touch."

The bedroom door opened. Closed.

Samson sat in the armchair, cock softening, cum cooling. He stared at the spot on the sofa where his girlfriend had been. At the ruined fabric of her shorts, still lying on the floor.

Sarah's voice broke through the mental fog.

"Guest bedroom?" She asked softly, shyly. "I don't want to sleep out here."

Samson looked at her with a mix of pity and desire.

"Yeah." His voice was hollow. "Okay."

They stood. They walked down the hallway, past the main room door, where muffled sounds were already starting up again. Past the bathroom, where this whole nightmare had escalated. Into the guest bedroom. Onto the bed.

They lay down together. Not touching. Not fucking. Just existing in the darkness.

"You're a good person, Sam." Sarah's whisper broke the silence. She rolled towards him, resting her head on his chest. "You're gentle. Patient." Her fingers traced idle patterns on his skin. "I wish things were different."

Through the wall, the thumping grew louder.

Steady. Heavy. The headboard of Samson's bed hitting the drywall. It didn't take long for David to be ready again, it seemed.

Then the moans started.

Marcie's voice.

"Oh god... oh god... David... fuck..."

Each word punched through the plaster. Through his chest. Through whatever remained of his dignity.

"Harder! Please! Don't stop!"

Sarah's arms tightened around him. A silent apology. A shared understanding of powerlessness.

"DAVID! Right there! Yes! YES!"

The thumping increased. Faster. The whole house seemed to vibrate.

Marcie screamed. A long, sustained sound of release that seemed to go on forever.

Then silence.

Then the thumping started again.

Samson stared at the ceiling. The paint was starting to crack in the corner. He'd been meaning to fix that for months.

Sarah's breathing evened out. Sleep claimed her, even with the sounds continuing through the wall.

Samson didn't sleep.

He lay there in the dark, holding his brother's wife, listening to his brother fuck his girlfriend into submission. Listening to her beg for more. Listening to her scream another man's name.

He'd let it happen.

He'd told David to do what he wanted.

This was his fault.

The thumping continued for hours.


Chapter 15

Sunday morning light filtered through the blinds, casting pale stripes across the wreckage of the living room. Samson emerged from the guest bedroom first. He'd barely slept. Three hours, maybe four, stolen in fragments between the sounds that had bled through the wall. His eyes were red-rimmed, his movements slow as he gathered David and Sarah's overnight bags from where they'd been dumped by the guest room door.

Sarah followed him out, wrapped in her thin nightdress. She moved like a ghost, silent and insubstantial, drifting towards the bathroom without making eye contact.

The main bedroom door opened.

David emerged looking revitalised. Refreshed. Like a man who'd just returned from a spa weekend rather than a night of marathon sex with his brother's girlfriend. He stretched his arms above his head, joints popping, a satisfied grin plastered across his face.

"Morning, Sammy!" His voice was far too loud for the hour. "Sleep well?"

Samson didn't answer. He placed the bags by the front door with exaggerated care.

Marcie appeared in the bedroom doorway behind David.

She looked wrecked. Her hair was a tangled mess. Dark circles under her eyes. She walked with a slight limp, each step careful and deliberate. She'd pulled on one of Samson's old t-shirts—it hung to mid-thigh, barely covering what needed covering. The fabric couldn't hide the marks on her neck. The red hand marks on her thighs.

She didn't look at Samson.

David made his way to the kitchen, scratching his stomach through his shirt. He opened the fridge, grabbed the orange juice carton, and drank directly from it.

"Actually," he said, wiping his mouth, "I need one for the road."

Marcie froze in the hallway.

David set down the juice and moved to Marcie. His hand closed around her ass. Not roughly. He didn't need to be rough anymore. He'd established his dominance. Now he could be casual about it.

"Bend over." He nodded towards the kitchen counter.

"David—" Marcie's voice cracked.

He was already guiding her into position. His free hand pressed between her shoulder blades, pushing her down until her chest met the cold granite. The t-shirt rode up, exposing her bare ass. She wasn't wearing anything underneath.

Samson stood by the door, bags at his feet. Sarah emerged from the bathroom. She saw what was happening and immediately fixed her gaze on the floor.

David freed himself from his shorts. He positioned himself behind Marcie, one hand gripping her hip, the other flat on her lower back.

"Quick one." He said it to the room. To Samson. "Then we're out of your hair."

He moved inside Marcie with extreme ease, she was wide open for him.

Marcie gasped. She pressed her cheek against the smooth surface of the counter and closed her eyes.

David fucked her quickly as promised. No build-up. Just hard, fast strokes. His hips slapped against her ass as Marcie let out a half-moan, half-yawn.

Sarah kept her eyes on the floor. Her hands clasped in front of her, twisting together. Samson watched, but he didn't move. Didn't speak. Didn't intervene. He just watched his brother fuck his girlfriend again. This time, on their kitchen counter at eight o'clock on a Sunday morning.

David grunted. His pace increased. Marcie's body jerked with each thrust, her breasts pressed flat against the granite, flopped there like the morning catch. It didn't last long. David wasn't trying to make it last. He slammed home one final time, held himself there, and groaned as he emptied himself inside her.

He pulled out.

Marcie stayed bent over the counter, cum began to leak down her inner thigh.

David crossed to the sink, washed his hands with soap, and dried them on the tea towel hanging from the oven handle.

"Good weekend, Sammy." He slapped Marcie's ass one more time, then collected the bags from where Samson stood frozen. "You've got a good one here." He jerked his chin towards Marcie, still bent over the counter. "Keep her trained."

He crossed to Sarah, grabbed her arm, and planted a kiss on her forehead. Sarah's eyes briefly met Marcie's. Something passed between them. Understanding. Sympathy.

"Let's go, babe." David steered Sarah towards the door. "Long drive ahead."

They left.

The door clicked shut behind them.

Peace returned to the apartment.

Marcie finally straightened up. She pulled the t-shirt down, covering herself. She stood there in the kitchen, one hand braced against the counter for support, staring at the closed door.

They spent the rest of the day cleaning. Not talking, just cleaning.

Marcie stripped the sheets from the main bedroom, shoved them into a garbage bag rather than the laundry basket. Some things couldn't be washed clean.

Samson attacked the living room. He gathered empty bottles into recycling bags, the glass clinking together like wind chimes. He scrubbed the wine stain from the coffee table until his arm ached. He straightened the sofa cushions, though he couldn't bring himself to sit on them.

They moved around each other like ghosts. When Marcie entered a room, Samson found a reason to leave it. When Samson needed something from the kitchen, Marcie suddenly remembered a task in the bedroom.

They didn't touch. Didn't speak beyond functional necessities.

"Rubbish bags?"

"Under the sink."

"Spare sheets?"

"Hall closet."

The trauma of the weekend was a physical barrier. The swap. The sounds through the wall. David's final parting fuck. Too much.

Marcie scrubbed the kitchen counter three times. She could still feel the cold granite against her cheek. Could still feel David's hands on her hips. Could still feel him inside her.

She scrubbed harder.

Samson vacuumed the guest room carpet. He vacuumed until the motor overheated.

Evening came.

They sat on the sofa—the same sofa where David had fucked Marcie the night before—with a pizza box open on the coffee table. The television was off. Neither of them had suggested turning it on. The silence felt appropriate.

Marcie picked at a slice, pulling the cheese into strings without actually eating anything. Samson chewed, tasting nothing.

The apartment was clean now. Physically, at least. The bottles were gone. The sheets were changed. The surfaces were scrubbed. But it still felt contaminated.

"I'm sorry."

Samson's voice broke the silence. Marcie looked up. His pizza slice sat forgotten in his hand.

"I'm sorry for saying 'fuck it.'" He set the slice down. His hands shook slightly. "I was angry. About the shower. About the secret deal. I felt... betrayed. And I lashed out. And I—" His voice cracked. "I let him do that to you. I told him he could. That's on me."

Marcie stared at her boyfriend. At the man who'd watched his brother fuck her multiple times. Who'd said the words that gave David permission.

"I'm sorry too." Her voice was quiet. Tired. "About the shower. About not telling you. I thought I was protecting us. Protecting the rule." A bitter laugh escaped her lips. "A lot of good that did."

"The rule." Samson shook his head. "The oral-only rule. Like that was ever going to hold."

"It held for almost a week."

"And now?"

Marcie set down her pizza. She'd managed half a slice. Her stomach couldn't handle more.

"Now I've been used by two men who aren't you." She stated it flatly. A fact. "Your brother and our boss. And you've been serviced by god knows how many women at the office. And we're sitting here eating pizza like we're going to pretend it didn't happen."

"Christ." Samson ran his hands through his hair. "Christ, Marcie."

"And you?" She met his eyes. "Tina from Payroll? The mailroom intern? How many others?"

The question hung between them.

Samson's silence was answer enough.

They sat there on the sofa… the pizza grew cold between them. The apartment felt cold.

"I thought I could fight it." Marcie's voice was barely above a whisper. "The Mandate. The system. I thought if we just held the line, if we just maintained our boundaries, we could survive it."

"And now?"

Marcie looked at her hands. At the fingers that had wrapped around Gordon's cock. That had held onto David while he fucked her all night long.

"It's just... easier, isn't it?" The words came out slowly. Painfully. Like admitting defeat. "To just let it happen. To stop fighting. To accept that this is what we are now."

Samson nodded. The motion was small. Defeated.

"This is the world now."

They didn't make any new promises. Didn't create new rules. The old ones had shattered beyond repair. They just sat there, side by side on the sofa, staring at cold pizza.

Eventually, they went to bed. Different sides of the mattress. Not touching. The space between them felt like an infinite void.


Chapter 16

Marcie stared at the ceiling. The alarm hadn't gone off yet, but she was awake. Had been for hours. The space beside her was warm. Samson was still there, still breathing, still existing in the same bed. But they weren't touching. Hadn't touched all night.

It's just easier, isn't it?

Her own words echoed back at her. She'd meant them. That was the terrifying part. Somewhere between Gordon's office and David's final fuck on the kitchen counter, something inside her had snapped. Not broken—snapped. Like a rubber band stretched too far. The tension was gone now. What remained was… acceptance.

The alarm blared.

Samson stirred beside her. She felt the mattress shift as he reached over to silence it. They rose from opposite sides of the bed like strangers in a hotel room, moving through their morning routines in parallel lines.

Shower. Dress. Coffee.

Marcie stood in front of the wardrobe, staring at her clothes. Last week, she'd agonised over what to wear. Modest blouses. High necklines. Armour against the Free Use Mandate.

Today, she reached for a simple pencil skirt. A silk blouse that showed a hint of cleavage. She didn't bother with tights.

What's the point?

The drive to work was silent.

Samson navigated through traffic, his hands gripped the steering wheel at ten and two. His eyes stayed fixed on the road. The streets had changed since last Monday. The chaos of Week One had settled. The "sexual apocalypse" had become bureaucracy.

At a bus stop, Marcie watched a queue of men waiting patiently at a bus stop. At the front, a woman in a traffic guard uniform knelt on the pavement, servicing each man as they waited for their bus. The men thanked her politely and stepped into their bus when it arrived.

Morning relief, Marcie thought. Like a coffee cart. Or a newspaper stand.

Further down the road, an officer had pulled over a woman in a smart grey suit. The woman leaned against a lamppost, hiking her skirt up around her waist. The officer positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip, the other holding his radio. He was conducting a "random compliance check." The woman stared straight ahead, expressionless, as he thrust into her. Other commuters walked past without a second glance.

Last week, Marcie would have felt horror, shame, disgust. Last week, she'd hidden under her coat, unable to process what she was seeing. Now she just pulled down the visor mirror and checked her lipstick.

Just another Monday.

It was terrifying how quickly this all became normal.

They pulled into the MayZing car park. Samson chose a spot near the back, out of habit. But there was less urgency now. Less fear. The predatory crowds that had swarmed the main entrance last week had dispersed, absorbed into the building's new ecosystem.

They walked towards the service entrance together. Side by side but separate. Two people who happened to be heading in the same direction.

The lift doors opened. They stepped inside. Marcie pressed the button for the second floor.

"Have a good day." Samson's voice was flat. Automatic.

"You too."

The doors opened. The corridor stretched before her—the familiar path to Gordon's office. To her desk. To whatever awaited her today.

Samson turned left towards the sales floor. Marcie turned right towards the executive suite.

No "stay safe." No "I love you." Just a nod.

And then they were gone. Colleagues who happened to share a bed.

Marcie noticed the supply closet was occupied again. She glanced inside without stopping.

A woman from Accounting was pressed against the wall, her skirt bunched around her waist. A man from IT stood behind her, thrusting lazily while he scrolled through his phone with his free hand.

Background noise.

Marcie kept walking.

This is normal now, Marcie thought. This is just... work.

She reached her desk. The antechamber to Gordon's office looked exactly as she'd left it. Same computer. Same stack of files. Same anime screensaver rotating through characters from shows she watched. She hadn't even set down her purse when the intercom buzzed.

The sound made her flinch. Old instincts, dying hard. She stared at the small speaker, watching the green light blink.

"Miss Sinclair." Gordon's voice crackled through. No greeting. No pleasantries. "My office. Immediately."

Marcie set her purse on the desk, walked to the door, and pushed it open.

Gordon stood by the window, silhouetted against the grey morning sky, it seemed to be his favourite place to stand when calling her in. He was pacing. Short, agitated steps that covered the same small section of carpet over and over. His tie was loosened. His hair was slightly dishevelled, as if he'd been running his hands through it.

He turned when she entered. His eyes swept over her body with the same clinical assessment she'd grown accustomed to. Breasts. Hips. Face. Check, check, check.

"Close the door."

She closed it.

"Sit."

She sat.

"Sir?"

Gordon stopped moving. He ran a hand through his hair and let out a long, frustrated breath.

"The weekend." He spat the word like a curse. "My wife. Linda." He resumed pacing. "Do you know what she did?"

Marcie said nothing. She'd learned that Gordon's questions were rarely actually questions.

"She fucked the entire neighbourhood watch committee." Gordon's voice rose. "Saturday afternoon. A 'community bonding exercise,' she called it. Six men. In our living room. While I was at the golf club." He stopped pacing and turned to face her fully. His expression was wild.

"I come home, and she's there on the sofa, covered in... in..." He couldn't finish the sentence. "And she had the audacity to say she was 'doing her duty.'"

Marcie had heard that before.

"I haven't been able to focus at all since then." Gordon moved towards his desk. Towards her. "I keep seeing it. Imagining it. Six men. My wife. Our living room." He stopped in front of her. "I need to clear my head again, Marcie. I have a ten o'clock conference call with the Singapore office. I cannot go into that call thinking about my wife getting gangbanged on my living room couch."

He reached for his belt.

"Just take care of it quickly. Suck my cock. Get me focused."

Marcie looked at Gordon. At his expensive suit and his desperate eyes. She thought about the last time she'd knelt on this carpet. The ache in her knees. The taste of him lingered in her mouth for hours afterwards.

She thought about David. About the kitchen counter. How much easier it was to take than give. It was about time. No resistance. Not anymore. The resistance had been taken out of her over the weekend, fucked out of her by David's cock.

If this is what I am now, I might as well be efficient about it.

"No."

The word surprised her as much as it surprised Gordon. His fingers froze on his belt.

"Excuse me?"

"My knees are a little sore." Marcie heard her own voice as if from a great distance. Calm. Measured. Professional. "The carpet isn't kind."

"Miss Sinclair, I don't think you understand your position here. If you'd prefer, I can have you reassigned to the sales floor. I'm sure the boys down there would love to—"

"That won't be necessary."

Marcie walked past him. She approached his desk—the same massive mahogany monstrosity where she'd sat naked just days ago, where she'd stroked him while he groped her breasts.

She turned around and leaned back against the edge. Her hands found the cool, polished surface. She planted them firmly, supporting her weight.

Then she reached down and hiked her pencil skirt up to her waist.

She wasn't wearing knickers.

Gordon's eyes went wide.

"This will be faster." Marcie's voice was steady. "And it will help you focus better than a blowjob. Get it out of your system properly."

She spread her legs wider.

Gordon's brain was clearly struggling to process what was happening. The timid secretary who'd begged for "clothes-on handjobs" just last week was offering herself. On his desk.

"Miss Sinclair..."

"Sir." Marcie met his gaze. There was nothing coy in her expression,"You have a conference call in less than two hours. You need to focus. I can help you focus. This is the most efficient solution."

Gordon approached slowly. He stopped in front of her, between her parted legs. His hands found her thighs—tentative at first, then gripping harder as his confidence returned.

"You're..." He searched for the word. "Different."

"I'm adapting."

He took out his cock. She could feel the tip of him pressing against her, hot and hard and ready. The same cock she'd stroked. The same cock she'd sucked. Now positioned at her entrance.

He pushed forward.

Marcie gasped as he filled her. Bigger than Samson. Bigger than David. The pressure was immediate, uncomfortable, and then... not. Her body adjusted. Accepted.

Gordon groaned. "Marcie..."

She didn't respond. She focused on the wall behind him instead. On the framed degree hanging there. Gordon T. Fumes, MBA, University of... Who the fuck cares? The glass was slightly dusty. Someone should clean that.

He began to move. Hard, desperate thrusts that rocked the desk beneath her. Thunk-thunk-thunk-thunk. She was a receptacle for his cock. A stress relief tool. A sex toy. The realisation was actually freeing. Now she just... existed. Present but detached. Feeling him move inside her without really feeling anything at all.

Gordon's pace increased. His grunts grew louder. His fingers dug into her thighs and pushed deeper into her pussy.

"Fuck... fuck... Marcie..."

She wrapped her legs around his waist. Not out of pleasure—out of practicality. Better angle. Faster finish. She had emails to answer.

"That's it, sir." Her voice came out calm. Encouraging. "Get it all out."

He slammed into her rapidly as he pulsed inside. Marcie could feel the warmth of his release filling her. His whole body shuddered as the weekend of frustration emptied into her willing body. He stayed there for a long moment, breathing heavily, his forehead pressed against her shoulder. Then he pulled out.

The withdrawal left her feeling like she had completed a task on a to-do list. Assist manager with morning focus. Check.

Gordon stepped back. He had already returned to professional mode. The wild desperation in his eyes had been replaced by calm clarity. His shoulders were relaxed. His breathing was evening out.

"Excellent initiative, Marcie." His voice was steady now. Focused. "You're finally fully on board with the program. I knew you were a team player."

Marcie pushed herself off the desk. She tugged her skirt back down, smoothing the fabric over her thighs. She'd need to visit the bathroom soon. Clean herself up.

"Will that be all, sir?"

Gordon was already at his computer, pulling up files for his conference call. He glanced at her with the same casual indifference he'd show a stapler.

"Yes. Get me coffee. And call IT about the printer—it's been jamming again."

"Of course, sir."

Marcie walked to the door. Her legs felt steady. Her mind felt quiet. The resistance that had been screaming inside her for the past week was silent now. She opened the door and stepped out into the antechamber. Closed it behind her.

She stood there for a moment, one hand on the door handle. Through the glass, she could see Gordon already absorbed in his work, reviewing spreadsheets, completely focused on the day ahead.

Mission accomplished.

She walked to the small kitchenette down the hall. Filled the coffee pot. Measured the grounds. Started the machine. The familiar routine grounded her. Normal tasks in an abnormal world.

While the coffee brewed, she called IT about the printer. The tech who answered sounded distracted. She could hear moaning in the background, and she suspected she knew what was occupying his attention… but he promised to send someone up by noon.

She poured Gordon's coffee into his favourite mug. Added one sugar, no cream. Carried it back to his office, knocked twice, entered when he grunted acknowledgement, set it on his desk, and left.

All without a word.

Back at her own desk, she finally sat down. Her chair creaked as she settled in. Forty-seven unread emails. Three meeting requests. A reminder about expense reports.

She started typing.

This is what I am now, she thought, opening the first email. This is the world.

Her fingers moved across the keyboard with secretarial speed. Reply. Forward. Archive. Familiar.

Outside the window, the grey morning sky had brightened slightly. Another day at MayZing. Another day as a Public Asset.

Marcie worked.


Chapter 17

The phone hadn't stopped ringing all morning. Samson stared at the blinking light on his desk phone, willing it to stop. His head pounded with each shrill tone, a jackhammer driving spikes through his temples. The hangover from the weekend had faded, but the emotional wreckage remained, settling behind his eyes like shards of broken glass.

He picked up.

"Pentium Premium Cruises, Samson speaking. How may I assist you today?"

"Finally!" The voice on the other end was nasal, petulant, dripping with the particular entitlement of someone who'd never been told no. "I've been trying to reach someone competent for twenty minutes. My name is Uckwhit. Gerald Uckwhit. And I have serious concerns about my invoice."

Samson pulled up the account. Uckwhite, Gerald. Platinum tier. Mediterranean package with full suite upgrade. The commission on this one alone had been significant.

"Of course, Mr Uckwhit. I have your account here. How can I help?"

"You can help by explaining why I'm being charged for services I never received." The man's voice rose an octave. "The minibar was supposed to be complimentary. It says so right here in my confirmation email. And yet I see a charge for three hundred and forty-seven dollars."

Samson scrolled through the notes. The minibar was complimentary. The charge was for the custom champagne Mr Uckwhite had specially ordered, twelve bottles, vintage, delivered to his suite for a private party.

"Sir, I can see the minibar was indeed complimentary as promised. The charge you're referring to is for the additional champagne order you placed on—"

"I never ordered any champagne!"

"I have the signed request form here, Mr Uckwhit. Your signature is—"

"That's not my signature. Someone forged it. This is fraud. I'm calling my solicitor."

Samson sighed. This was going to be a long one. It didn't help that everyone was fucking around him.

Two cubicles down, Roman was on a call of his own, his voice steady and calm as he discussed cabin options. Beneath his desk, one of the sales girls was slurping on his meat.

From the meeting room, one of the female supervisors was supervising her own triple penetration.

Samson could see the queue for the break room from his desk. All waiting patiently, coffee cups in hand, for the vending machine intern's service.

"Mr Uckwhit, if you'll just let me explain—"

"Explain? Explain what? That your company is running a scam? That you charge honest customers for products they never ordered?"

Samson had to stop himself from banging his head against the table.

"Sir, the champagne was delivered to your suite at your written request. I have documentation—"

"Documentation can be fabricated. I want a full refund. All of it. The champagne, the suite upgrade, the entire cruise. Otherwise, I'm taking this to the press."

Mr Uckwhit? More like Mr Fuckwit.

"Mr Uckwhit, I'm going to need to place you on hold for just one moment while I consult with my supervisor."

"Don't you dare put me on—"

Samson pressed the hold button.

Silence.

He leaned back in his chair, pressing the palms of his hands against his eyes. The headache was getting worse. Every sound in the office seemed designed specifically to torment him.

DAVID! Right there! Yes! YES!

He could still hear Marcie's voice. Still see his brother's triumphant grin as he carried Marcie to their bedroom.

Their bedroom. Their bed.

"Rough morning?"

Samson's eyes snapped open.

Tina Swansy stood at the entrance to his cubicle. Orange braids. Freckles. That innocent smile hid her complete depravity.

She was already lowering herself to her knees.

"Thought you might need a hand." She shuffled forward, positioning herself between his legs. "Or a mouth. You look stressed, Sam. Really stressed."

Her fingers reached for his belt.

"Tina—"

"It's fine. This is what I'm here for." She was already working on his buckle, "Morale Support Officer. It's literally in my job description now. HR updated the contracts and everything."

Samson looked down at her. At her eager face.

Take what you want.

David's philosophy. David's worldview. The same brother who'd spent all weekend taking what he wanted from Marcie.

It was time for him to take his brother's advice.

Tina had his cock in her hands now. She leaned forward, lips parting.

"Stop."

The word came out harder than he'd intended. Tina froze, looking up at him with surprise.

"Sam?"

Samson reached down and grabbed her arm firmly. He pulled her up from the floor, spinning his chair around to face her fully.

"A mouth isn't enough today."

Tina cocked her head to the side. Then understanding dawned, and her smile returned—wider now. Excited.

"Oh." She breathed the word. "You want—"

"I need to fuck."

He stood, his cock already hard from Tina touching it. He grabbed Tina's waist and turned her around, pressing her precariously against the cubicle's wall. The divider wobbled dangerously.

"Yes." Tina's voice was eager. "Yes, absolutely. Whatever you need, Sam."

Her skirt was already short, and her panties nonexistent. He didn't even need to move it up. She'd come prepared. Her new "uniform" was made for easy access.

"I've been wanting this," Tina whispered, wiggling her ass, presenting herself. "Longer than you know, I've been wanting you to just take me—"

Samson lined himself up and took what he wanted. Tina sighed in delight as he entered her. She was almost impossibly wet. She'd been telling the truth about wanting this.

He fucked his frustrations out on Tina. Every thrust carried the weight of the weekend behind it. Every impact of his hips against her ass was punctuation for the rage he couldn't express. He fucked her like he was trying to break something.

She liked it. She begged for more.

He grabbed Tina's braids, wrapping them around his fist, pulling her head back.

Harder! Please! Don't stop!

Marcie's words. David's reward. Samson's failure.

He thrust deeper. Faster.

"Oh fuck," Tina moaned. "Sam, yes, just like that—"

"DAVID! Right there!"

He slammed into her harder. The cubicle threatened to break with each impact.

Movement in his peripheral vision. Barry walked past with a coffee, glanced into the cubicle, saw Samson balls-deep in Tina, and kept walking without breaking stride.

"Nice one, Sam-the-man," Barry called over his shoulder, not even slowing down.

No shock. No judgment. No consequence.

Because there were no consequences anymore.

Samson felt the last bits of restraint inside him fizzle away, dissolving like morning fog.

If this is the world, I might as well own it.

He released Tina's hair and gripped her ass with both hands. She braced herself against the wall, looking over her shoulder at him with pleasure and surprise.

"You're—oh god—you're really going for it today—"

He was. He really was.

Tina's moans grew louder. She didn't care who heard. Samson didn't care either.

His mind went blank. Empty of guilt, empty of shame, empty of everything except the physical sensation of fucking Tina. A few minutes later, he was about to burst.

"Ready to take my cum?"

"Yes! Inside," Tina gasped. "Do it inside, I'm on the pill, just—yes—yes—"

Samson pushed deep into her and held her there, his hands holding her waist against his hips.

The release was cataclysmic. He felt his cock throb, felt his balls empty into Tina, felt the tension of the entire weekend drain out of him with each pulse. His vision went white at the edges. His headache—the pounding pressure that had been building since he'd woken up—simply... stopped.

Tina looked back at him with a satisfied smile. "Feeling better?"

He was. He really was.

Samson pulled out slowly. Tina turned around, straightening her skirt, fixing her braids. She rose on her tiptoes and pressed a kiss to his cheek.

"That was fun, Sam." She winked. "You're my favourite."

She slipped out of the cubicle, already scanning the floor for the next person who needed 'morale support.'

Samson sat back down in his chair. The leather was warm. The computer screen was still showing Uckwhit's account.

The hold button still blinked. He'd forgotten about the client entirely.

He pressed the button.

"Mr Uckwhit? Thank you for holding."

"Finally! Do you know how long—"

"Sir, I've reviewed your account thoroughly." Samson's voice was different now. Calm. Confident. Relaxed in a way he hadn't been all morning. "The champagne charge is valid and documented. However, I can see that your overall experience may not have met your expectations."

He pulled up the loyalty rewards system.

"As a valued Platinum member, I'm authorised to offer you a complimentary cabin upgrade on your next booking. That's a value of approximately eight hundred dollars—more than covering the champagne charge you've disputed."

Samson could hear the gears turning in Uckwhit's head.

"Furthermore," Samson continued, "I can apply a fifteen per cent loyalty discount to your next cruise, making you one of our VIP Priority customers."

"Well." Uckwhit's voice had lost its edge. "That's... that's quite generous, actually."

"We value our long-term customers, Mr Uckwhit. Your satisfaction is our priority."

Ten minutes later, Samson had not only resolved the dispute but also upsold Uckwhite on an additional cruise booking—a Caribbean package for him and his wife, with the full suite upgrade.

Samson leaned back in his chair, staring at the confirmation screen.

The system actually works.

The thought was dark. Disturbing. But undeniable.

Clear the pipes. Clear the head. Close the sale.

He pulled up his next lead and started dialling.


Chapter 18

The executive printer had been making a grinding noise since nine o'clock. By eleven, it had devolved into full mechanical rebellion. Paper jamming mid-document, toner streaking across pages like black tears, and now, complete silence. The display screen blinked an error code that might as well have been ancient hieroglyphics.

Marcie stared at the machine with the weary resignation of someone who'd seen too much this week to be bothered by office equipment. Where was the IT guy she called to fix this?

The intercom crackled.

"Miss Sinclair." Gordon's voice was clipped. Irritated. "The Pemberton contract. I need it printed. Now."

Marcie pressed the response button. "Sir, the printer is—"

"I'm aware. I've already called IT. They're sending someone up."

A pause. Marcie waited. There was always more with Gordon.

"I may have sweetened the deal to ensure prompt service." His tone shifted. Casual. Like he was discussing catering arrangements. "Promised them premium access to my secretary if they fix it within the hour."

Premium access.

"Sir?"

"You're a valuable resource, Marcie. Not many people have had a chance to enjoy you yet since you've been cooped up in here. Consider it a compliment." The intercom clicked off.

Marcie sat back in her chair. Her hand rested on the desk, fingers spread flat against the wood. She studied her nails. She'd painted them over the weekend, a deep burgundy that had felt defiant at the time. Now they just looked whorish.

He traded me for printer repair.

No use complaining about it now. She just opened her email and started drafting a response to an account query. The IT guys arrived before she had finished the first sentence.

Marcie heard them before she saw them. Heavy footsteps. The particular shuffle of men who spent too much time in server rooms and not enough in natural light.

"...said she'd take care of us while we work..."

"No way. The secretary? The fit one with the massive—"

"That's what Gordon said. Premium access."

They rounded the corner into the antechamber.

Two men. Mid-thirties, maybe. One was tall and gangly, with a patchy beard that couldn't decide if it wanted to exist. The other was shorter, rounder, with glasses held together at the bridge by electrical tape. They both wore the standard IT uniform of wrinkled polo shirts and cargo trousers with too many pockets.

They stopped when they saw Marcie.

Their eyes performed the familiar sweep. The taller one's Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed. They were both staring directly at her tits.

"You're Marcie, yeah?" The shorter one spoke first. His voice cracked slightly on her name.

"The printer's through there." Marcie gestured towards the small alcove where the executive machine sat, silent and useless.

Neither man moved towards it.

"Gordon said..." The tall one trailed off, glancing at his colleague for support.

"He said you'd be taking care of us." The shorter one found his courage. "While we work. You know. As payment."

"Not as payment," Marcie corrected, "as an incentive. It is free use after all." Marcie looked at their eager faces. At the way they stood—shoulders back, chests puffed slightly—trying to project confidence they clearly didn't have. Before the Mandate, these were the men who avoided eye contact in lifts. Who probably said lewd things about her behind her back. Who mumbled when placing coffee orders. Who probably hadn't touched a woman outside of awkward family hugs in years.

Now they stood in her workspace, expecting her to service them as a bonus for fixing a printer.

A flash of the old indignation sparked in her. How dare they. How dare Gordon. How dare any of this. But the spark smouldered and died almost immediately.

Just another task.

Marcie stood. Her chair rolled back slightly, bumping against the desk.

"The printer first." Her voice came out flat. "Show me what you're doing."

The IT techs exchanged a look. The dawning realisation that fantasy was about to become reality. The taller one grabbed his toolkit and headed for the alcove. The shorter one followed, though his eyes kept darting back to Marcie.

The tall tech—his name badge read "Kevin"—crouched beside it, popping open the side panel. The shorter one—"Derek"—positioned himself at the control screen, pulling up diagnostic menus.

Marcie stood in the doorway, watching them work. Kevin pulled out the paper tray, checking the rollers for debris. Derek tapped at the screen, muttering under his breath about firmware updates.

"Paper path's clear," Kevin announced. "Might be the fuser unit."

"Check the toner cartridge alignment first," Derek countered. "Sometimes they shift."

Normal workplace conversation. Normal technical problem-solving. Except for the way both men kept glancing at her. The way their movements had grown slightly jerky, distracted.

"So..." Derek's voice tried for casual and missed by a mile. "Gordon wasn't joking, was he? About the... the premium access?"

Marcie walked further into the alcove. The space was cramped—barely room for three people and the printer.

"No." She lowered herself to her knees between them. "He wasn't joking."

Kevin's hands froze on the toner cartridge. Derek stopped mid-tap on the screen.

Marcie reached for Kevin's cock.

"Keep working. I'm not stopping you from doing your job."

Kevin made a sound somewhere between a squeak and a groan. His hands returned to the printer, though they shook slightly now. Marcie pulled out his cock, it stiffened rapidly in her palm.

"Fuck," Kevin breathed. "Okay. Right. The fuser unit. I need to check the fuser unit."

Marcie leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

"Gad." Kevin's voice pitched higher. His hands fumbled with the printer's internal components, no longer guided by muscle memory. "That's—yeah—the rollers look fine, Derek. Might need to—oh god—might need to reset the—"

"The firmware," Derek finished, his voice strained. He was watching Marcie work, one hand hovering over his own crotch. "I'll need to log in as admin."

Marcie pulled off Kevin long enough to glance at Derek. She nodded towards his trousers.

"Your turn."

They swapped. Kevin stumbled back to the control screen, his cock still wet and exposed, while Derek shuffled forward. His hands shook as he undid his belt. He was thicker than Kevin, though shorter. Marcie adjusted her angle and took him in.

"Oh damn." Derek's voice came out as a wheeze. "This is really—we're really—"

"Focus." Marcie pulled back, working him with her hand while she spoke. "Fix the printer."

Derek nodded rapidly. He fiddled with some circuitry. "I need to check the connection to the main board. Kevin, can you—"

"On it." Kevin shuffled past them, deliberately brushing against Marcie's shoulder as he moved. His cock bobbed near her face. "Let me get the admin password."

Marcie switched again.

Back and forth. Mouth to cock. One cock while the other typed commands into the screen. One cock while the other adjusted components. They rotated with increasing proficiency, treating her presence as simply another variable in the repair process.

"Try the test print now," Kevin said, slightly breathless.

The printer whirred. Paper fed through. Derek adjusted something inside the machine.

"Alignment's off," Derek muttered. He thrust forward slightly, pushing deeper into Marcie's mouth. She accepted it without complaint. "Kevin, check the calibration settings."

Kevin pulled her off Derek and guided himself back in. "The calibration is fine. It's the paper weight sensor."

"How would you know? You haven't even—"

"I can see it from here, you absolute—"

Marcie existed in a strange state of removal, present but distant. Her mouth moved. Her hands worked. Her body performed its function. But her mind had retreated to her work. Thinking about the email replies she still needed to make after these guys were done.

It was almost funny.

The printer whirred again. Clicked. Paper began feeding through with a satisfying mechanical hum. Black text appeared on white paper, crisp and clear.

"It's working!" Kevin's exclamation vibrated through his cock, still buried in Marcie's mouth.

Derek crouched down, peering at the output tray. "Alignment's perfect. No streaking."

Pages emerged one by one. Fifty-three pages of legal documentation, printed flawlessly.

Kevin's hips began moving faster. He was close. Marcie could feel it in the way he swelled against her tongue.

"I'm gonna—" He didn't finish the sentence.

Hot spurts flooded her mouth. Marcie swallowed, keeping her throat relaxed, accepting everything he gave. Kevin groaned, his hands gripping the side of the printer for support.

He pulled out, panting. "Fucking hell. That was—"

"My turn." Derek pushed forward immediately, not waiting for Kevin to fully step aside. His cock replaced Kevin's, sliding past Marcie's lips with desperate urgency.

He lasted thirty seconds. Maybe less.

His release painted her face—hot stripes across her cheek, her chin, the corner of her mouth. He hadn't warned her, hadn't given her time to adjust. Just pulled out and finished wherever gravity took him.

"Sorry," Derek gasped, though he didn't sound sorry. "Couldn't hold it. You're just—you're really good at that."

Neither of them thanked her.

Derek zipped up his trousers, grabbed his toolkit, and headed for the door. Kevin followed, pausing only to tap a few final commands into the printer's control panel.

"Should be good now," Kevin called over his shoulder.

"Tell Gordon we sorted it," Derek added. "Call us again if you need us."

And then they were gone.

The printer hummed contentedly beside her, warm documents stacked in the output tray. The Pemberton contract. All fifty-three pages. Ready for Gordon's signature.

She could feel Derek's cum on her face. Some of it had dripped onto her blouse—a dark spot spreading on the silk near her collar. She would deal with it later. She gathered the documents. Warm paper against her palms as she stood and talked over to Gordon's office door.

She knocked twice and entered when he grunted an acknowledgement.

Gordon sat at his desk, phone pressed to his ear, engaged in some conversation about quarterly projections. He glanced up as Marcie entered, taking in her appearance—the smeared cum on her face, the stain on her blouse, the documents clutched in her hands.

His expression didn't change.

He pointed to the place on his desk where he wanted the contract.

Marcie placed the pages on his desk.

"Good girl," Gordon said, covering the phone's mouthpiece briefly. His eyes had already returned to his computer screen. "Close the door on your way out."

Marcie closed the door.

She walked to the executive bathroom. Locked herself inside. Studied her reflection in the mirror.

The woman staring back at her had cum drying on her face and a thousand-yard stare. Her mascara had smeared slightly. Her lipstick was gone entirely, worn away by friction.

She turned on the tap. Cold water. She cupped her hands beneath the stream and began to clean herself.

She straightened her collar. Smoothed her skirt. Practised the Secretary Smile until it felt natural again.

Then she unlocked the door and walked back to her desk.

Sxity-five unread emails. Four meeting requests. A reminder about the Henderson account follow-up.

Marcie sat down and started typing.


Chapter 19

Three days passed. Three days of routine. Three days of Gordon's morning "focus sessions" and afternoon "stress relief." Three days of emails and expense reports. Three days of avoiding Samson's eyes across the breakfast table and sleeping on opposite sides of the bed.

The intercom buzzed.

"Miss Sinclair." Gordon's voice was brisk. All business. "I need you to fetch Barry Yung from the sales floor. Strategy meeting in twenty minutes. Monthly targets."

Marcie's fingers paused over her keyboard. The sales floor. She hadn't ventured out there since the first day. Gordon had kept her contained in the executive suite, a private resource rather than a public one. The antechamber had become her territory; it was small, it was manageable.

"Sir, I could call down to his extension—"

"He's not answering. Probably has his hands full." A dry chuckle. "Go collect him. Conference room B. Twenty minutes."

The intercom clicked off.

Marcie stared at the door leading to the corridor. Beyond it lay the main office. The sales floor. Samson's domain.

She stood. Checked her reflection in the darkened computer monitor. Put-together. The Secretary Smile firmly in place.

The corridor was quiet as she walked down it, each step carrying her further from safety. She passed the supply closet—occupied again, judging by the thumping and moaning—and the kitchenette, where someone had left the coffee pot burning.

Then she pushed through the double doors onto the sales floor.

Phones ringing. Keyboards clacking. What you would expect from an office. But threaded through it, like bass notes in a symphony, were the grunts, moans, and percussion of bodies meeting.

Marcie kept her eyes down. Fixed on the grey carpet. On her own shoes. One foot in front of the other.

"Hey, sweetheart." A voice from her left. She didn't look. "Nice tits. You busy?"

She walked faster.

"That's Gordon's girl," another voice said. Quieter. Almost respectful. "He keeps her locked up in the back."

"Shame. I'd love to—"

She was past them now. Past the first row of cubicles, where men tracked her movement like predators watching prey cross an open field. She could feel their gazes on her, cataloguing her tits, her ass, the way she walked, how it might feel to fuck her.

Barry hadn't been at his cubicle near the entrance, so Marcie was forced to delve deeper into the lion's den. She finally found him in the break room. Barry leaned against the counter, stirring a coffee with lazy, circular motions. He was near the breakroom's kitchenette, a microwave, a coffee machine, and a mini-fridge beside him. The fluorescent light buzzed overhead, casting everything in a flat, institutional glow.

He looked up when she appeared in the doorway. His eyes swept over her.

"Well, well." His spoon clinked against the ceramic mug. "Gordon's little secret. What brings you out of your cave?"

"Mr Fumes needs you in Conference Room B." Marcie kept her voice level, "Strategy meeting. Monthly targets. Twenty minutes."

Barry didn't move. He took a slow sip of his coffee, watching her over the rim.

"Twenty minutes." He set the mug down on the counter. "Plenty of time."

He shifted his weight. Not much. Just enough to position himself between Marcie and the doorway. The movement was casual, almost accidental. But the result was clear. She'd have to push past him to leave.

"You know what's funny?" Barry smirked. "Everyone thinks you've been hiding up there. Playing hard to get. Gordon's safe little secretary." He shook his head slowly. "But I know better."

Marcie's stomach tightened. "I don't know what you mean."

"Sure you do." Barry's smile widened. "I know about you and Gordon." Barry continued, each word deliberate. "The morning sessions. The afternoon pick-me-ups. That little thing you did for the IT boys with the printer." He chuckled. "Word travels fast around here. Tried to keep it to oral sex and failed? The whole thing has been the best gossip we've had all month."

Marcie looked away.

"I also know about Samson and Tina. Hell, everyone knows. Boy's been railing her in his squeaky chair every day this week. The whole floor can hear it. Trouble in paradise?"

The words landed like punches. She'd known. Of course, she'd known. But hearing it stated so baldly, so casually... Marcie felt the last shred of dignity she'd been clutching slip through her fingers. She'd told herself the antechamber was different. Private and contained. A transaction between her and Gordon, nobody else's business.

But everyone knew.

"The meeting—" she started.

"Can wait." Barry set down his coffee. "I've got something that needs attending to first."

He stepped closer. There was nowhere to retreat.

"Gordon's waiting," Marcie tried. The words came out weaker than she intended. "He specifically asked—"

"Gordon can wait, we have time." Barry's voice hardened. "You know what the Mandate says, don't you? Public Asset must not refuse a male. That's the law." He reached out and touched her shoulder. Not roughly. Almost gentle. The gentleness was somehow worse.

"And me?" Barry's hand slid down her arm. "I'm the top revenue generator this company has. I bring in more money in a week than most of these cubicle drones do in a year. You think Gordon's going to reprimand me for taking some time to play with his little pet?" A soft, confident laugh. "He'll thank me for warming you up."

His hand found her waist. Pushed her backwards until her hips hit the counter. The edge dug into her lower back.

"Just a quicky." His breath was warm against her ear. "Before I face the boss."

Marcie's hands found the counter behind her. She contemplated fighting him… but Barry was right. He was untouchable. And she was just a Public Asset.

"Fine." The word came out flat. "Make it quick."

Barry's grin sharpened. "Good."

His hands found the hem of her blouse. He tugged it upward, exposing her stomach, her bra. He whistled low when he saw what was underneath.

"Fuck me." He cupped her breasts through the lace, testing their weight. "Gordon's been keeping these all to himself? Selfish bastard."

He pushed the cups down, freeing her breasts entirely. They spilled out, heavy and pale in the fluorescent light.

"Heavy tits." Barry's voice was thick with satisfaction. He pressed them together, watching the flesh yield under his fingers. "Perfect for what I need."

He fumbled with his belt. His trousers dropped. He was already hard, pressing against Marcie.

"Wrap them around me."

Marcie obeyed. She pressed her breasts together around his length, creating a channel for him to thrust into. Barry groaned as he began to move, his hips pumping forward, his cock sliding between her tits. It was a bit harder without lube, but Marcie made it work.

"That's it." His hands gripped her shoulders, holding her in place. "Fucking perfect. Gordon doesn't know how good he has it." Barry's pace increased. His grunts grew louder. He was thoroughly enjoying Marcie's breasts. He stuck a single finger into her mouth, which Marcie started to suck on as he continued to pump between her. But after a few minutes, he pulled back with a frustrated growl.

"Not enough." He spun her around before she could react. "Need more."

Her chest hit the counter. Hard. The impact knocked the breath from her lungs. His hands found her hips, yanking her skirt up around her waist.

"Samson's forty feet away," Barry murmured as he positioned himself. "Probably balls-deep in Tina right now. Doesn't give a shit what happens to you."

He pushed inside. Marcie moaned, unable to help herself. She braced against each thrust. The coffee machine rattled beside her. Barry's belt buckle clinked with every impact.

She fixed her eyes on the microwave clock. Ten minutes had passed.

Samson is forty feet away.

Her boyfriend was sitting in his cubicle while his colleague fucked her against the kitchenette counter. Did he know? Did he care? Would he even look up from his spreadsheet if he heard?

Barry's grip tightened. His thrusts grew shorter, sharper. Closer together.

"Get ready, Ms Secretary." His cock throbbed, he held himself deep within Marcie's warm pussy, pulsing inside her.

Marcie watched the clock. Eighteen minutes, they still had time.

Barry pulled out. She heard him zip up behind her. Heard him check his reflection in the microwave door, smoothing his hair.

"Clean up." His voice was casual now. Satisfied. "And bring coffee into the meeting." Barry walked away.

Marcie stayed bent over the counter. Counting breaths. One. Two. Three.

She straightened. Pulled down her skirt. Fixed her bra, her blouse. Found a paper towel and wiped between her legs. Disposed of the evidence in the bin beneath the sink.

The coffee pot was half-full. She poured two cups. Black, two sugars for Gordon. Cream for Barry. She arranged them on a small tray she found in the cabinet. Then she walked to Conference Room B.

Barry was already inside, lounging in one of the leather chairs, laughing at something Gordon had said. Gordon sat at the head of the table, papers spread before him, reading glasses perched on his nose.

Neither man looked at her as she entered.

She set the tray on the table. Distributed the cups. Gordon took his without acknowledgement, already launching into quarterly projections.

"—the Pemberton account alone should push us over target, but we need at least three more Platinum conversions to hit the bonus threshold—"

Marcie retreated to the corner of the room. The designated spot for assistants. For Public Assets. She stood with her hands clasped in front of her, face neutral, mind elsewhere.

Barry caught her eye once. Winked.

The meeting continued. Numbers were discussed. Strategies debated. Coffee was consumed. Marcie stood in the corner and served Gordon's cock whenever he gestured for it. Gordon was even kind enough to share her with Barry by the end.


Chapter 20

The buzzer cut through the sales floor like a referee's whistle. Three long blasts. The sound meant targets had been obliterated.

Samson looked up from his screen. Around him, no more incoming calls. Keyboards fell silent. Even the ambient moaning from the break room seemed to pause.

Gordon emerged into the sales room, a seldom-seen sight. He didn't have his usual clipboard. He wasn't wearing his usual frown. He was carrying a bottle of scotch and wore an expression Samson had never seen on him before.

He was smiling.

"Ladies and gentlemen!" Gordon's voice boomed across the floor. "We've done it. Monthly target smashed. One hundred and forty-four per cent of quota." He held up the bottle like a trophy. "The boardroom. Now. Executive debrief for our top performers."

A cheer rippled through the cubicles. Men clapped each other on the back. Women exchanged glances, some relieved, some resigned.

Samson turned back to his screen. He still had three callbacks to make, two quotes pending approval. The celebration wasn't for him. He was mid-tier at best, climbing but not arrived.

A hand landed on his shoulder.

"Log off, Sam-the-man."

Barry Yung stood behind him, that shark grin splitting his face. He squeezed Samson's shoulder with the casual possessiveness of a man who owned whatever he touched.

"You're coming with us."

"I'm not—"

"Three Platinum conversions this week." Barry cut him off. "Two of them cold leads. Gordon noticed. We all noticed." The grip tightened. "You're in the circle now. Don't make me drag you."

Samson looked at his screen. At the pending callbacks. At the mundane safety of his cubicle. Then he logged off.

The boardroom had transformed. The long conference table had been pushed against the wall. Leather chairs formed a loose semicircle around a makeshift bar, the room's cabinets now lined with bottles, glasses, and an ice bucket sweating in the climate control.

The overhead lights were dimmed. Blinds were drawn. Jazz was playing from the conference speakers, smooth and low.

Roman lounged in one of the chairs, tumbler in hand. Barry claimed the seat beside him. Gordon stood by the window, backlit by the grey afternoon sky, pouring measures of scotch with the precision of a chemist.

"Samson!" Gordon raised a glass in his direction. "Our rising star. Get in here."

The door clicked shut behind him. The sound carried a strange finality. Like an airlock sealing.

Samson accepted the glass Gordon pressed into his hand. The scotch was smooth, warm, rich. He'd never tasted scotch that expensive. He let it sit on his tongue, let the burn spread through his chest.

"To the team." Gordon raised his glass. "To the numbers. To the new world order."

"Hear, hear." The response was unanimous.

They drank.

Barry settled deeper into his chair. "You know what I love about this month? Not a single complaint from HR. Not one. Remember last year? Phillips from Accounts filed three grievances in a week."

"Phillips is currently assigned to the logistics department," Roman smirked. "As 'morale support.' Haven't heard a peep from her since, mouth's too filled with cocks."

Laughter rippled through the room.

Samson sipped his scotch. The warmth was spreading now, loosening his chest. These men understood the new world. These men had adapted.

The boardroom door opened.

"Gentlemen." Gordon's voice shifted. Warmer. Almost paternal. "I'd like you to meet our newest team member. She'll be shadowing Tina for the next few weeks."

The girl who stepped through the door couldn't have been more than nineteen. Barely legal. She had huge eyes—doe eyes, the kind that belonged on anime characters—and an hourglass figure that her modest blouse couldn't hide. Wavy brown hair fell past her shoulders. When she smiled, it was like watching the sun break through clouds.

"Hi, everyone!" Her voice was bright. Musical. Weaponised cheerfulness. "I'm Chloe Brindwald. I'm so excited to be here!"

She bounced a little when she said it.

Samson studied her face, searching for the tells he'd learned to recognise over the past week. The hollow eyes. The fake smile. The thousand-yard stare of a woman who'd been broken in by the Mandate.

He found none of it.

Chloe radiated enthusiasm like the sun. Her smile was real. She was genuine. Terrifyingly genuine in her joy.

"Chloe's been through the full orientation programme," Gordon explained, refreshing drinks as he spoke. "Top marks across the board. Particularly enthusiastic about her civic duties."

"It's such an honour to contribute to the National Social Vitality initiative!" Chloe clasped her hands in front of her chest. "When I heard about the programme at university, I knew immediately this was my calling. Helping to cure the loneliness epidemic. Being part of the solution instead of the problem."

Barry exchanged a glance with Roman. Both men were sitting up straighter now.

"She requested this assignment specifically," Gordon continued. "Wanted to work with our top performers."

"High-value citizens deserve the best support!" Chloe's eyes sparkled. "The research shows that productivity increases of up to thirty per cent are possible when male workers receive adequate sex and blowjobs."

She said sex and blowjob like other people said good morning.

Samson drained half his scotch in one swallow as more morale assistance arrived.

Chloe gravitated towards Samson within minutes.

He'd retreated to the edge of the semicircle, nursing his drink, watching the celebration unfold. Barry was regaling Roman with a story about a Platinum conversion that had allegedly taken place while he was balls-deep in the mailroom intern. Gordon laughed along, refilling glasses, playing the magnanimous host.

And then Chloe was there. Materialising beside him like a cheerful ghost.

"You're Samson Wells, aren't you?" She tilted her head, those huge eyes studying him. "I've heard so much about you!"

"Have you?"

"Three Platinum conversions this week!" She said it like he'd cured cancer. "That's incredible. You must have such a gift for connecting with people."

"Just doing my job."

"That's so modest." Chloe stepped closer. Her perfume was light, floral, probably something that cost thirty bucks a bottle. "I read your personnel file during orientation. Your sales trajectory has been remarkable. Especially this week."

"You read my personnel file?"

"I read everyone's!" She beamed. "I like to know who I'm working with. Who's contributing to the national good. Who's really stepping up during this historic moment."

The words came out smooth. Rehearsed. Like she was reciting from a pamphlet.

Because she probably was.

"The Mandate is such a blessing," Chloe continued, unprompted. "Before the Act, so many men were suffering in silence. Isolated. Disconnected. Now we can help them. Really help them." Her eyes shone with disturbing fervour. "Did you know that male suicide rates have already dropped by eighty per cent since implementation? That's thousands of lives saved. And all it takes is a little generosity."

Samson stared at her. She talked about the Mandate like it was a religious calling. She seemed genuinely happy about her role as a Public Asset.

"What do your parents think about all this?" The question slipped out before he could stop it.

Chloe's smile didn't falter. "They're so proud. My dad, especially. He says I'm doing my duty!" A small laugh. "Mum was a bit hesitant at first, but she came around. She's been registered as a Public Asset too of course. The whole family's contributing now. Especially mum!"

The whole family…

"So!" Chloe clapped her hands together, the sound cutting through Samson's horror. "Tell me about your sales approach. How do you build rapport with the Platinum clients? I'd love to hear your techniques."

But her eyes weren't on his face anymore.

They'd dropped lower. To his belt. To the bulge that his pants didn't quite hide.

"Actually," Chloe's voice shifted, softening, "Orientation materials say that High Value Citizens deserve priority attention. Immediate vitality support."

"Chloe—"

"You've been working so hard." She was already sinking to her knees. Right there in the middle of the boardroom, in front of Barry, Roman, Gordon, and the other high earners, like it were the most natural thing in the world. "You deserve a boost. A reward for all your contributions."

Her hands opened up his pants. She reached inside, palm warm against his cock. Then she pulled him free, and her expression transformed.

"Oh!" Chloe's voice pitched upward. Higher. Sweeter. Almost a coo. "Oh, hello there! Aren't you a handsome one?"

She was talking to his cock.

Samson looked down at her in bewilderment. She cradled his growing erection in both hands, studying it like she'd just found a lost puppy.

"What a good boy," Chloe murmured, stroking him gently. "Such a good, strong boy. You've been working hard too, haven't you? Yes, you have!"

What the fuck.

"Chloe, you don't have to—"

"Shh." She pressed a finger to her lips, then to the tip of his cock. "Don't want to scare him. He's just waking up." She ran her thumb along the underside of his shaft, and her face lit up as it twitched in response. "There we go! He's happy to see me!"

Samson was lost for words. His cock was fully hard now. His body responded to the stimulation even as his brain struggled to process what was happening. Chloe knelt before him in the middle of an executive celebration, baby-talking his erection like it was a small pet.

"Who's a good boy?" She kissed the tip. Light. Affectionate. "Who's been such a hard worker? You have! Yes, you have!"

She took him into her mouth.

The sensation was immediate. Heavenly. Despite her bizarre persona, Chloe clearly knew what she was doing. Her tongue swirled around his head, her lips sealed tight as she bobbed forward.

"Mmm," she hummed against him, pulling back just enough to speak. "Such a good boy. Such a hungry little guy." She stroked the base while she suckled the tip. "Is this puppy hungry? Does he want his treat?"

Puppy.

Was there something wrong with her brain?

Samson looked around the boardroom. Barry watched with undisguised amusement, swirling his scotch. Roman had his phone out, texting. Gordon smiled benevolently from his position by the makeshift bar.

None of them seemed surprised. None of them seemed disturbed. This was just entertainment.

Chloe increased her pace. Her head bobbed faster, her hand working the shaft she couldn't fit in her mouth. She maintained the running commentary between strokes.

"There's a good puppy—" bob "—so eager—" bob "—such a big strong boy—" bob "—making his owner so proud—"

The cognitive dissonance was staggering. The innocence of her voice against the obscenity of the act. The nursery-rhyme cadence against the slutty sounds of her working him. It should have been disturbing. It was disturbing.

But god, it felt good.

Samson felt his resistance crumble. The last fragments of shame dissolving in expensive scotch and Chloe's warm, eager mouth. His hand found Chloe's breasts and explored them while she did her work.

"That's it," he heard himself say. "Good girl."

The words came out rougher than he intended. Commanding. The voice of a man who'd stopped pretending he didn't want this.

Chloe's eyes flicked up to meet his. Still bright. Still eager. Still absolutely fucking delighted to be there.

"Mmhm!" She redoubled her efforts, taking him deeper. Her hands gripped his thighs for leverage as she worked.

"Atta boy, Sam!" Barry raised his glass in salute. "Show her who's boss!"

Roman laughed. Gordon poured another round.

Samson looked down at Chloe. At this bizarre, beautiful girl who seemed genuinely happy to be on her knees, praising his cock like a prize-winning poodle. He thought about Marcie. About the distance between them.

Fuck it.

He patted Chloe's head. Gentle at first. Then more firmly. Like she was the pet. Like she was the one being trained.

"Good girl," he repeated. "Just like that."

Chloe moaned around him. She liked that a lot. She was close to gagging now, pushing her limits, determined to impress.

Samson felt himself approaching the edge of his limit. He continued to pay Chloe's head like she was a pet.

"Coming," he warned.

Chloe didn't pull back. She pushed forward, taking him as deep as she could manage, and when he erupted, she swallowed it all. Every drop. Her throat worked convulsively, milking him through the aftershocks.

She pulled off, looking up at him with satisfaction smeared across her face as she panted.

"Good puppy," she whispered, pressing one final kiss to his softening cock. "Such a good boy. We're going to get along great."

She was still smiling.

Samson tucked himself away. A pleasant buzz filled him. A sense of accomplishment. Of belonging.

Barry clapped him on the back.

"Welcome to the inner circle, Sam-the-man." His grip was warm. Approving. "You've earned it."

Roman raised his glass. Gordon nodded from across the room.

Samson accepted another scotch. The amber liquid caught the light as Gordon poured.

Around him, the celebration continued. The jazz played on. Chloe had moved to Roman's chair, already beginning her routine again—"Oh, hello there, handsome!"—and the men laughed and drank and watched.

This was the new normal. This was success.

Samson drank deep and didn't look back.


Chapter 21

The file storage room occupied a forgotten corner of the second floor, wedged between the emergency stairwell and a wall of electrical panels. Marcie had been down here twice before in her entire tenure at MayZing—once during orientation, once when Gordon needed archived contracts from three years ago. Both times, she'd felt like she was descending into a crypt.

The room hadn't improved with age.

Dust motes swirled in the weak fluorescent light. Metal shelving units stretched from floor to ceiling, stuffed with banker's boxes labelled in faded marker. The air tasted stale, recycled through vents that probably hadn't been cleaned since the building opened. No windows. No natural light. Just rows upon rows of forgotten paperwork and the distant drone of the HVAC system.

Gordon had sent her down here with a stack of month-end contracts and explicit instructions: file everything alphabetically by client surname, cross-reference with the digital database, flag anything requiring follow-up signatures. Busy work. The kind of task that existed purely to keep secretaries occupied while managers attended to "more pressing matters."

Marcie suspected Gordon wanted her out of the way. So here she was. Sorting papers in a windowless tomb. She'd been at it for forty minutes when the door opened.

She stopped mid-motion, a contract from the Henderson account suspended between her fingers. The fluorescent tubes overhead flickered once—they always flickered—casting strange shadows across the cramped space.

Barry Yung stepped through first.

He filled the doorway with his arrogance. His tie was loosened, his shirt untucked slightly on one side. He looked like he'd just come from a celebration. He probably had.

Roman Tarkovsky followed close behind.

The door swung shut.

"Well, well." Barry leaned against a filing cabinet, crossing his arms over his chest. His fingers worked at the knot of his tie, loosening it further. "Look who's hiding in the basement."

"I'm not hiding." Marcie set down the Henderson contract. Her voice came out steadier than she felt. "Gordon sent me to archive the month-end files."

"Gordon sent you." Barry nodded slowly, as if considering this information. "That's convenient. Very convenient." He glanced at Roman. "Wouldn't you say that's convenient?"

Roman's smile was thin. "Extremely."

"See, here's the thing." Barry pushed off from the cabinet and took a step deeper into the narrow aisle between shelving units. "Roman here has been feeling a bit left out. He hasn't had a turn with the executive secretary yet. So Gordon told us where to find you."

"I've been busy," Roman said. His voice was flat. Matter-of-fact. "Closing deals. Hitting targets. Doing my job." He stepped forward, flanking Barry's approach. "But I heard about your performance in the kitchenette the other day. And I thought—hey, if Barry gets a taste, why shouldn't I?"

Marcie rolled her eyes.

Barry reached out, fingers brushing the collar of her blouse.

Marcie looked at the locked door. At the two men blocking her path. At the rows of boxes stretching into the dim recesses of the storage room. "Let's hurry it up then."

Samson Wells lounged on Italian leather like a king surveying his domain, having moved to a smaller executive area that Gordon usually reserved for himself.

The space had been designed for exactly this kind of celebration, low couches arranged in intimate clusters, ambient lighting that could be dimmed to whatever mood the occasion required, a bar stocked with bottles that cost more than Samson's monthly rent.

Most of the other top performers had filtered out over the past hour, returning to their desks for end-of-day wrap-up or heading home early with Gordon's blessing. But Samson had stayed and ended up here.

He had a scotch in one hand and Tina Swansy on his lap.

Tina had appeared shortly after the formal celebration ended, materialising beside his couch with that sweet smile and those orange braids. She'd climbed onto him without asking and settled her weight across his thighs. Her thin body pressed against his chest. Her fingers played with the collar of his shirt.

"I've missed you today," she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. "Been so busy with everyone else. But you're my favourite. You know that, right?"

Samson's free hand rested on her hip. Through the thin fabric of her skirt, he could feel the warmth of her skin.

"I know."

Between his legs, Chloe Brindwald knelt on the plush carpet.

She'd followed him to the breakout area after finishing with Roman and a few others, trailing behind like an eager puppy. Now she gazed up at him with those huge doe eyes, her hands resting on his knees, her face level with his crotch.

"Mr Wells?" Her voice was still pitched in that sing-song tone that made his skin crawl and his cock twitch in equal measure. "Is he ready for more attention? He looks like he might be getting lonely."

The two women hadn't coordinated this. The dynamic had emerged organically. Two women, orbiting him like satellites around a planet. And they were competing.

Samson could see it in the way Tina's grip tightened on his collar whenever Chloe spoke. In the way Chloe's eyes narrowed slightly when Tina pressed closer. They weren't fighting over him, exactly. They were performing for him. Demonstrating their value. Proving who deserved more of his attention.

"Let me take care of you," Tina murmured, grinding her hips against his thigh. "I know exactly what you like. I've learned everything about what makes you feel good."

"I can learn too!" Chloe's enthusiasm was undimmed. "I'm a very fast learner. Top marks in all my orientation modules!" She reached for his crotch. "Please? Let me show you?"

Tina's hand shot down, intercepting Chloe's. "I was here first."

"But I haven't had a proper turn yet." Chloe pouted. "It's only fair."

They both looked up at Samson. Waiting. Deferring to his judgment.

Power. Pure, intoxicating power. Two women wanting his cock. It was unimaginable before the Mandate.

He reached and placed a hand on each woman's head.

"You'll both get a turn."

Chloe's face lit up. Tina's expression sharpened with competitive determination.

Samson leaned back into the leather, spreading his legs wider. "Tina. Kiss me."

Tina surged forward, her mouth finding his with urgency. She kissed like she was trying to devour him.

Below, Chloe's greedy fingers worked his zipper. She freed him, cradling his hardening length in her palms for the second time today.

"There he is," she cooed. "There's my handsome boy. Miss me?" She pressed a kiss to the tip. "I missed you."

Tina's mouth hot against his, Chloe's lips warm around his cock. Two points of pleasure, distinct yet harmonious. Samson groaned.

"That's it," Tina breathed against his lips. "Just relax. Let us worship you."

Chloe's tongue swirled around his head and made out with it like it was a long-lost lover. Her hands stroked what her mouth didn't reach. She worked contentedly, occasional compliments escaping between slurps.

"Such a good boy... growing so big for me... making your owner so happy..."

Tina pulled back from the kiss, her eyes dark with desire. "I want to feel you inside me." She was already shifting, hiking her skirt up around her waist. "Please, Sam. I need it."

She positioned herself over him, having him fill her. The heat of her engulfed him, replacing Chloe's mouth with something tighter and less talkative. Tina moaned as she took him fully.

Chloe sat back on her heels, momentarily displaced. But she recovered quickly, her hands finding new purpose. She cupped Samson's balls, rolling them gently between her fingers. Her other hand slid up Tina's thigh, finding the place where their bodies joined.

"So pretty," Chloe murmured, watching Tina ride. "You look so pretty taking him."

Tina's rhythm faltered. Her eyes snapped to Chloe, surprised by the touch. Then something shifted in her expression. Competition transformed into collaboration.

"Touch me," Tina breathed. "While I fuck him."

Chloe's fingers found Tina's clit. She rubbed in gentle circles, matching the pace of Tina's movements. Tina gasped, her hips grinding harder.

The two women touched each other now. Chloe's free hand reached up to cup Tina's breast, kissing her back as she squeezed her softness. Tina leaned down, capturing Chloe's mouth in a kiss that was more performance than passion, but the visual was pleasing.

Samson watched from his throne of Italian leather. Two women, pleasuring each other to heighten his experience. Fighting for his favour by finding new ways to entertain him.

He felt like a god.

The reality of his actual relationship seemed impossibly distant. Marcie existed somewhere in the abstract—a concept rather than a person. What was she doing right now? Working, probably. Filing papers. Being Gordon's good little secretary.

Being used by someone else.

The thought should have stung. Instead, it barely registered. If anything, it sounded incredibly hot.

Tina bounced faster. Her moans filling Chloe's mouth. Chloe's fingers worked faster, her other hand now holding in Tina's braid, pulling her head back.

"Come for him," Chloe urged. "Show him what a good girl you are."

Tina's whole body convulsed, inner walls clenching around Samson's cock as her finger dug dangerously into Samson's flesh. She screamed… it might have been his name, might have been nonsense, Samson couldn't quite tell.

"Your turn," Tina panted, lifting off him with visible reluctance. "He's close. I can feel it."

Chloe's face transformed. Pure, radiant joy.

She positioned herself facing away from Samson as she took his cock inside of her. She was incredibly nice to be inside. She leaned back, resting her head on his shoulder as she began to ride him. Meanwhile, Tina collapsed on the couch beside them.

"Please," Chloe whispered. "Please, give me my treat. I've been such a good girl. The best girl."

She had been a good girl.

"Only because you've been so good." Samson had bought into her crazy, at least for now. It didn't take him long. Tina had almost gotten him there; now Chloe was just leading him over the ledge. He bit down gently on her neck as he unloaded into her pussy.

"Thank you," she breathed when he finished. "Thank you, thank you, thank you."

She giggled, licking her lips, gathering the overflow that was dripping out with her fingers. Tina crawled over to them.

Samson sank back onto the leather. Spent and triumphant as Chloe sucked his cum off her fingers and as Tina slurped out the cum from the space where Samson and Chloe met.

He didn't think of Marcie.

In the file storage room, Marcie had stopped thinking at all.

Barry and Roman had positioned her like a mannequin grabbing, pushing, arranging her body like she couldn't move on her own.

She was bent over a stack of boxes, completely naked. The cardboard edges dug into her stomach. Her cheek pressed against the top box, eyes fixed on the label stuck to its side.

Q2 TAX RECEIPTS.

The font was Arial. Standard. The corner of the label was peeling slightly, curling up from the cardboard like a dead leaf. Someone had written "2019" beneath the printed text in blue biro. The handwriting was neat. Feminine. Probably whoever had done the filing.

Behind her, Barry's hips slapped against her ass. Each impact drove her forward, grinding her stomach into the boxes.

Roman stood in front of her. His cock filled her mouth, her throat. He guided her head, controlling the depth, the pace. He thrust forward as Barry pulled back, then vice versa, rocking her between them like a piece of driftwood caught between waves.

They weren't looking at her.

They were looking at each other.

Over her bent back, Barry and Roman exchanged grins. Wordless communication. Shared triumph. Barry raised his hand, and Roman met it in a high-five that sounded like a cracked whip.

"Told you she was worth the trip down here," Barry grunted, his pace increasing. "Tight as Gordon said."

"Fucking brilliant, I hope Samson doesn't mind."

"Nah, he's probably too busy enjoying the new girl to care."

Marcie focused on the label.

Q2 TAX RECEIPTS.

The adhesive was yellowing around the edges. If someone didn't replace it soon, the whole thing would peel off. The box would become anonymous. Unlabelled. Lost in the archives forever.

She felt herself retreating. She just enjoyed the physical sensations without registering where they were coming from. The cocks felt good. Who cares whose cocks they were?

Q2 TAX RECEIPTS.

She was an object in this room. No different from the boxes. The filing cabinets. The defunct printer collecting dust in the corner. She existed to be utilised, then put away until needed again.

She should have hated that. But she didn't.

She fucking loved it.

Samson basked in the afterglow.

Tina had curled against his side, her head resting on his shoulder. Chloe knelt at his feet, cleaning him with warm towels she'd gotten from the executive bathroom. Her touch was tender, almost reverent.

"You're so tense here," Chloe murmured, her fingers working a knot in his thigh. "All that stress from working so hard. Let me help."

She massaged as she cleaned, working the muscles with surprising skill. Samson felt himself unwinding, layer by layer.

"You were amazing," Tina breathed against his neck. "So powerful. I love watching you take what you want."

"He's a natural," Chloe agreed. "A true High Value Citizen. The research says men like him are essential to social cohesion."

She pressed a kiss to his knee. Then another. Working her way up his thigh with soft, worshipful attention.

Tina reached across him, her fingers finding Chloe's hair. She stroked the younger woman's head with affection.

"We're going to take such good care of you," Tina promised. "Both of us. Whenever you need it."

"Whatever you need," Chloe echoed. "I'm so grateful for the opportunity to serve."

Samson closed his eyes.

The two women attended to him with the focused devotion of priestesses.

He felt powerful. Important. Worthy.

He felt nothing at all.

Barry's rhythm stuttered.

"Fuck—" He pulled out abruptly, his hand flying to his cock.

Marcie felt the first spray hit her lower back, painting stripes across her ass, dripping down between her cheeks. Barry groaned through the release, his free hand gripping her waist for balance.

"God damn," he breathed. "That's the stuff."

Roman didn't pull out.

His hands tightened in Marcie's hair, holding her head in place as his hips jerked forward. She felt him swell against her tongue, felt the pulse of his release flooding her throat. She swallowed automatically, her body performing its function while her mind remained fixed on the peeling label.

Q2 TAX RECEIPTS.

Roman held her there until he was completely drained. Only then did he release her head, stepping back with a satisfied sigh.

"Not bad," he admitted. "Gordon knows how to pick them."

They dressed immediately and left without acknowledging Marcie further.

Marcie stayed bent over the boxes. Covered in cum.

"—grab a drink before we head home—"

"—wife's making her pot roast tonight—"

The door closed. The lock clicked.

Marcie stayed there resting. A few moments later, she reached down between her legs and started to play with herself.

I'm just an object… I'm just an object… I'm just a slutty little object… Made to be used… Made for cock!

She came harder than she had ever before in her life.

Eventually, she straightened. Found her clothes, put them on.

She straightened her skirt. Smoothed her hair. Found her shoes.

By the time she was done, she looked almost presentable—she looked like she had been fucked in a storage closet—but presentable enough.

She put on the Secretary Smile, this time it was a little more genuine than usual.


Chapter 22

Two doors opened at opposite ends of the second-floor corridor.

From the executive suite, Samson emerged. He walked with a loose-limbed swagger, the kind that came from expensive scotch and sexual satisfaction. His tie hung undone around his neck. His shirt was untucked on one side. The scent of whisky clung to him, layered beneath a floral perfume that didn't belong to anyone he lived with.

From the file storage room, Marcie emerged.

She looked wrecked. Her hair had escaped its careful arrangement, flyaway strands framing her face in a halo of dishevelment. Her lipstick was heavily smeared and was rubbing off. Her blouse was untucked, buttons misaligned by one, and her skirt sat crooked on her hips.

They walked towards the service lift, drawn by habit and routine. The corridor stretched between them, with grey carpet and fluorescent lights. Their footsteps started uneven but gradually synchronised as the distance closed.

Samson reached the brushed steel doors first. He pressed the call button. The panel lit up with a soft glow.

Marcie arrived three seconds later. She stood beside him.

They didn't speak, but this time the silence was strange. Not hostile. Not uncomfortable, exactly. Just heavy, like the air before a thunderstorm. Charged with something neither of them could name.

Samson looked at Marcie.

He saw the shadows pooling beneath her eyes. The smear of lipstick that spoke of mouths pressed cocks that weren't his. The slight stiffness in her posture, the way she stood with her weight shifted to one hip. He recognised the evidence of Barry and Roman without knowing who they were—the faint red mark on her collarbone, the wrinkled state of her blouse.

Marcie looked at Samson.

She saw an aura of satisfaction still coating his features. The slack contentment of a man who'd been thoroughly serviced. She could smell the other women on him—cheap floral perfume fighting with something more sophisticated. His collar was askew. There was a faint lipstick mark on his neck. It certainly wasn't hers.

In the old world, this would have been the moment.

The confrontation. The tears. The shouted accusations and desperate apologies. How could you? and I can explain and What have we become? The whole theatrical performance of betrayal and forgiveness, the relationship either shattered or rebuilt through the crucible of emotional catharsis.

In the new world, there was only recognition.

Marcie looked at Samson and saw herself reflected back. The same hollowness. The same acceptance. The same quiet surrender to forces too large to fight.

Samson looked at Marcie and understood, with perfect clarity, that they had both become exactly what the Mandate required. Not victims. Not rebels. Participants.

They were both monsters now.

They were both "with the programme."

Ding.

The lift announced its arrival. The brushed steel doors slid apart, revealing an empty interior. Mirrored walls. Brass handrails. The faint smell of cleaning products.

They stepped inside together.

The doors slid shut behind them, sealing them in a metal box suspended between floors. The numbers above the door glowed: 2. Waiting for instruction.

Marcie pressed G for the ground floor.

The lift hummed. Began its descent.

Marcie's reflection stared back at her from the mirrored wall—dishevelled, used, exhausted. Samson's reflection flanked hers, equally wrecked in different ways. Marcie's hand twitched at her side.

The movement was small and involuntary. Her fingers flexed, reaching for something that wasn't there. Reaching for comfort and connection. Reaching for the person she'd loved before the world went mad.

Samson's hand met hers.

Their fingers interlaced, a desperate, clawing grip. Nails digging into skin. Palms pressed together so hard the bones ached. They held onto each other like drowning people clutching driftwood.

The contact sent a jolt through both of them.

Electric. Nothing like the touch of Tina or Chloe, nothing like the transactions with Gordon or Barry. This was raw. Real. The only genuine human connection either of them had felt all day.

Marcie's breath caught in her throat.

Samson swallowed hard.

They stood there, hand in hand, watching their reflections watch them back. Two people who'd been used by others all day, now touching each other like it was the first time. Like it was the last time. Like it was the only thing that mattered.

No one else knows us like this.

The thought crystallised in both their minds simultaneously. No one else understood what they were surviving. Not Gordon with his morning focus sessions. Not Tina with her eager enthusiasm. Not Barry or Roman or Chloe or any of the others who'd treated them as objects, as resources, as things to be used and discarded.

Only each other.

Only this.

Samson looked at their joined hands, locked and interlaced. He looked at Marcie's reflection… The ruined makeup, the smeared lipstick, the physical evidence of other men's use written across her body.

Something surged through him. Not jealousy. Not anymore. Something darker. Possessive in a way that had nothing to do with ownership and everything to do with reclamation.

He released her hand.

Marcie turned, a question forming on her lips—

Samson's palm slammed against the Emergency Stop button.

The lift lurched. Metal groaned. The descent halted with a jerk that made them both stagger. The overhead lights flickered. The alarm panel glowed red, bathing the small space in crimson.

They stood in the bloody light, suspended between floors, sealed away from the world.

Samson grabbed Marcie.

His hands found her shoulders, her waist, her hips. He slammed her back against the mirrored wall. The impact was hard enough to rattle the glass.

Marcie didn't flinch. Didn't pull away.

She met him with equal force.

Her fingers clawed at his shirt, buttons popping, fabric tearing. She dragged her nails down his chest, leaving red trails. Her mouth found his—aggressive, biting, nothing like the soft kisses they'd shared in better times.

This wasn't making love. It was war.

Samson pressed his body against hers, pinning her to the mirror. His hands found the hem of her skirt, yanking it up around her waist. The sound of ripping fabric was lost beneath their harsh breathing.

"Sam—" Marcie's voice came out rough. Broken.

"Shut up." He silenced her with his mouth, his tongue, his teeth on her lower lip. "Don't talk."

He lifted her leg, hooked it around his hip. His other hand fumbled with his belt, his zipper, freeing himself. He was already hard. Had been since the moment their hands touched. His body knew what it needed even when his mind was too shattered to process it.

He drove into her for the first time since last week.

Marcie's head hit the mirror. A sound escaped her—half moan, half sob. The stretch of him was familiar and strange all at once. This was Samson. Her Samson. The man she'd been with for years, now claiming her with a ferocity she'd never experienced from him.

"You. Are. Mine." The words tore from his throat as he thrust. "Fucking mine slut."

Each thrust was a declaration. Each impact erased the memory of other hands, other mouths, other cocks. He fucked her like he was trying to rewrite history, to overwrite every touch she'd endured with his own.

Marcie clung to him, legs wrapped around his waist now, suspended between his body and the mirror. The glass was cold against her shoulders, fogged with the heat of their exertion.

"Harder." She didn't recognise her own voice. "Sam, harder, please—"

Samson fucked her harder.

The mirror shook with each impact. Two bodies locked together, fighting their way back to each other through the only language that still made sense.

Marcie screamed his name.

Not Gordon's. Not David's. Not Barry's.

His.

"SAMSON!"

The sound was amplified by the small enclosed space. She screamed it again and again, needing to hear it, needing him to hear it. Needing to remind both of them who she belonged to. Who she wanted to belong to.

Samson's pace increased. His grip on her would leave bruises tomorrow—good bruises, wanted bruises, marks of his making rather than anyone else's. He buried his face in her neck, biting down where other mouths had marked her, reclaiming every inch of skin.

"Say it again." His voice was wrecked. "Say my name."

"Samson." She moaned it like it was sacred. "Samson, Samson, Sam—"

The orgasm hit them both at once.

It was messy, loud, and violent. Marcie's whole body exploded, her inner walls clenching around him as wave after wave crashed through her. Samson followed, spilling into her with a groan that sounded like it was ripped from his very soul.

They collapsed against each other.

The mirror held their weight. Barely. They slid down slightly, Marcie's back squeaking against the glass, Samson's forehead pressed to her shoulder as his breathing slowed. Their bodies remained joined, neither willing to break the connection.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of ragged breathing.

Then Marcie laughed.

It started as a hiccup. Then a giggle. Then a full-body laugh that shook through her, transmitting to Samson where they were still connected. He pulled back, looking at her face, and saw something he hadn't seen in days.

She was crying too.

Laughing and crying, tears streaming down her ruined makeup, mixing with the smeared lipstick and dried sweat. She looked insane. She looked beautiful. She looked like the woman he'd fallen in love with, buried somewhere beneath all the damage.

Samson felt his own eyes sting.

He kissed her. Gently this time. Tender in a way that contradicted everything they'd just done. He kissed the tears from her cheeks, the laughter from her lips, the pain from the corners of her eyes.

"I love you," he whispered against her mouth. "Fuck everything else. I love you."

"I love you too." Her voice cracked. "Even when I hate you. Even when I hate myself. I love you."

They stayed like that, time suspended in their metal cocoon.

Then Samson reached over and pulled the Emergency Stop button out.

The lift jerked back to life.

They separated quickly, adjusting their clothing. Samson buttoned what remained of his shirt. Marcie smoothed what was left of her skirt. They moved in synchronised silence, two people who'd done this dance before.

By the time the lift reached the ground floor, they looked almost presentable.

Almost.

Marcie's lipstick was still smeared. Samson's shirt gaped where buttons were missing. Their clothes were wrinkled, their hair was beyond saving, and their skin was flushed.

But when the doors slid open, they were standing side by side.

Their reflections caught in the mirrored walls showed two people who'd been through something truly insane. Corrupted. Changed beyond recognition from the couple who'd quietly sat painting miniature soldiers together just two weeks ago.

But they were standing together.

Marcie reached for Samson's hand. He took it.

Their grip was gentler now, no longer desperate. They'd found something in that metal box. Not absolution. Not healing. But something equally important.

Understanding.

Their relationship hadn't broken. It had evolved. Transformed into something adapted to survive. They could endure this nightmare.

As long as they were broken together.

The doors slid fully open to the loading dock area, where they had still hidden out of habit. They stepped out with a confidence neither of them hand when they entered.

They walked to their car, holding hands.


Chapter 23

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 24

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 25

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 26

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 27

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 28

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 29

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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Hope you enjoyed Season 1, please consider leaving a review.
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