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I was the one that no one noticed.  I chose loose-fitting clothing and long pants and loafers.  I pulled my hair back into nondescript ponytails and wore almost no makeup.  Most days I ended up eating lunch by myself in the breakroom with hardly a glance from any of the men I worked with.

I work in a construction company, and am the only woman in the office.  I handle everything from dispatching jobs to paying the utility bills.  I have been known to answer the phones as well, but mostly the calls are forwarded directly to the foremen’s cell phones which makes me much happier.  I only interacted when I had to, but I got my job done.  And I liked having my own private office with a door to keep out any occasional noise that rumbled through the warehouse area.

My home life was about as exciting as the work life I just described.  I am unmarried with one cat and I liked it that way.  It was quiet and tidy and neat, and I did not have to worry about what to fix for dinner.  I could make whatever it was that I wanted, from grilled chicken to microwave popcorn.  My favorite meals were usually Mexican food.  I could make a batch of tacos on Sunday night and pretty much eat that for dinner every night without having to cook again.  I liked cooking big batches of food on the weekends so I didn’t have to worry about it when I got home from work.  I could just heat up something and maybe dice a few fresh vegetables as toppings or a salad.  I even went so far as to pre-make my lunches on Sundays so that I could just grab and go on work mornings.

My weekends had nothing going on.  I grocery shopped, cooked, read, watched movies, and sometimes went to church.  It is not that I was anti-social, I just had nothing in my life that was conducive to meeting people or interacting with them.  Sure, sometimes my sister would push me to join a yoga class or a book club, but it was just easier by myself.

One morning when I got to work with my pre-packed turkey sandwich, the owner of the company was waiting for me.

“Good morning Mr. Alston,” I greeted him politely as always.

“Hello Sherry, good morning.  I was wondering, do you have a moment to chat?”

I nodded and followed him into his office.

“We were hoping to get your help with something,” he smiled from behind his massive oak desk.

“Certainly, how can I help?” I was never in the mindset of saying no.

“Well, we were hoping you could put together a little celebration for all of us for this weekend?  We’ve been having a great year so far, and I thought the guys could use a little fun.”

I nodded, “I’d be happy to.  Do you have anything specific in mind?  How about a budget?”

He rattled off a few details that he had been thinking about, gave me a rough number to target, and pretty much told me the plan was up to me.  It all sounded reasonable, and I was looking forward to doing something out of the ordinary.  Even if it meant I had to socialize and make small talk at the party.  I reassured myself that I could always just putter around with the party fixings to avoid conversation.

I got started that day.  Mr. Alston wanted something more casual than fancy.  After all, these were construction workers.  I found a great Mexican restaurant that had a private room available.  Their catering and bar prices seemed reasonable so I went ahead and signed the contract.  The room was technically free, but we had to hit a certain amount in food and alcohol.  I was pretty certain these big burly guys could handle putting away enough food and beer.

I perused the menu and picked all my favorites, keeping the guys in mind of course.  The Taco Bar looked easy enough, and everyone could put together their own meals instead of me figuring out each person’s special needs.  I also added a quesadilla platter, a salsa bar, guacamole, queso, rice and beans.  I was making myself hungry just planning the menu.  I also took care of several kegs of beer and a margarita machine.

I was not sure what exactly we were celebrating so I declined any sort of decorations package.  I figured a bunch of construction workers did not care about poufy crepe paper flowers anyway.

A few days later, Mr. Alston was back in the office so I ran everything by him just to cover my own ass.  It seemed safer.  He agreed to everything but did have me order a few bottles of tequila for good measure.

That night I was chatting with one of my few friends, and she had a hilarious suggestion.  She told me to go buy a terrifically slutty dress for the party just to see what the guys would do.  I laughed her off but that night I started thinking about it as I laid out my clothes for the next day.  I planned to wear a grey short sleeve turtleneck sweater and a pair of black slacks.  It was as boring as you could get.  I decided that maybe my crazy friend was right, maybe I could try something to knock their socks off.  I called her up and asked her to meet me after work to go shopping.  She jumped on the opportunity and we made plans to grab dinner and then hit the mall.

By the time work ended the next day, I was getting cold feet but I still wanted to meet her for dinner.  I figured that could buy me about an hour to talk her out of the idea.  I spent the entire meal trying to convince her to drop it, but she refused.  We ate our queso and argued; we ate our enchiladas and argued; we paid the check and argued.  And we ended up at the mall.

****

Amber ended up convincing me to buy a horribly slutty blue dress, cut down to here and up to there, if you know what I mean.  She was actually surprised when I took off my shapeless work top and slacks, that I do have a nice figure.  I tried to explain to her that I was not hiding anything in particular, I just did not feel the need to show everything off all the time.

She giggled, “You know, those construction guys are gonna flip over that dress.”

I knew she was right and it scared me a little.  I was grateful the party was on Saturday evening so I did not have to worry about changing in the tiny women’s restroom at the office slash warehouse.  I would have all day to lounge around in my comfy yoga pants and then I could get ready.  Amber offered to help me with my hair and makeup, but I declined.  Her input on the dress was enough; I opted to skip the all-out-hooker look.

On Friday, I re-confirmed all the reservations and arrangements with the venue and then confirmed the plans with Mr. Alston.  He said everything was good to go, but was unable to attend himself.  On my way home, I stopped at a nearby Indian restaurant since I was having Mexican food the next night.  I picked up enough saag paneer with rice and raita and naan bread to last a few meals.

I found one of my favorite movies on television and settled down in those comfortable yoga pants and tee shirt to enjoy my food and my entertainment.  My little calico cat curled up on the throw pillow next to me for the evening.  I realize it was not a particularly exciting evening for someone in their late twenties, but I liked the quiet.

The next day I got up at my regular work time, as always, and headed out to run my errands.  I stocked up on the groceries I wanted for the week and stopped off for a light brunch at the deli near the store.  After downing a few cups of coffee and a spinach omelet, I headed back home.  I would have all of Sunday to prep my food for the week, so I curled up on the couch with the kitten and nodded off.  I rationalized that the party that night was going to last longer than I would normally be awake.  I have no idea who I was justifying that to, other than myself.

When I woke up, I realized it was time to get ready.  I was still nervous about the dress and as I neatly folded my lounging clothes, I almost decided against it.  But I figured, what the hell, and hung it in the bathroom to steam smooth while I showered.

I shaved everything from the neck down.  With the tiny spaghetti straps and high hemline, I needed to be smooth.  And I figured since I was shaving everything else, why not the personal parts too.  After I finished shampooing and bathing, I wrapped my hair in a towel and smoothed cocoa butter into my skin.  I love the fresh chocolate scent.

While my skin absorbed the lotion, I pulled out my rather sparse makeup collection and tried to determine what look would be most appropriate for the skimpy tight dress.  I decided that minimal was best since anything over the top would be way too much.  I finished applying my face and uncoiled my hair from the towel.  I carefully blew it dry and smooth and let it tickle my shoulders.  I usually pulled it back at work so having it down was ‘fancy’ enough for me.

I slid the little blue dress on, and actually smiled at my reflection.  It accentuated my firm breasts nicely, and hugged the curves around my hips and butt.  I shook my head to make my hair move, and it really did not seem all that bad once I put the whole look together.  I slid my feet into the basic black heels and twirled once for the calico.

I arrived at the Mexican restaurant a little earlier than the start time in order to make sure everything looked okay.  The room was decorated simply with white linen tablecloths and colorful cloth napkins.  The bar section was already set up and they were bringing out the food as I walked in.  One of the young servers eyed me up and down with a grin, and I felt a little boost to my ego.  As long as no one laughed at my transformation, I would make it through the night.

When all of the guys started arriving however, it was a different story.  There was not a laugh out of any of them.  They all stared in wonder as I smiled and sashayed up to them in my dress.

“Sherry?” one of the foremen asked.

I nodded, “Hi Thomas, welcome.”

His eyes were wide in amazement and I don’t think they ever left the generous cleavage that peeked out from the top of my dress.

As they all looked at me little differently, I realized I was looking at them differently as well.  Thomas was tall and nicely built with wavy dark hair and flashing green eyes.  Rob was slimmer but still tightly muscled, sporting a shaved head and dark eyes.  Andy was average height but seemed to be made of solid muscle.  They were all the foremen.  Apparently their actual workers were not invited, which I thought was odd.  I hoped I had not over-ordered on the food and drinks.  As I watched the guys drain mugs of beer, I realized the alcohol would not be an issue.

Someone handed me my first margarita and the party began.  Since apparently I was going to be drinking, I loaded up my plate with chicken tacos, guacamole, and several of the different salsas. I finished my food about the time I finished my first margarita, and Thomas never left my elbow.  I was surprised that I found the attention flattering instead of annoying, and happily accepted the second drink.  By the third one, I was giggling and touching his arm.  By the fourth one, he had his arm around my waist and his hand firmly planted on my hip.

****

I’m not sure if it was the margaritas or just the restaurant, but the music started getting louder.  I could feel my hips starting to sway and Thomas moved behind me, resting both hands on my hips.

“This dress is unbelievable,” he whispered in my ear, making me shiver.

I wriggled my hips against him and feel the pressure of his enjoyment against my ass.  I slid up and down just a little, letting the swells of my ass stroke him just a little.  He groaned softly against my neck and I knew his eyes were looking straight down into my cleavage.

“Sherry, I never knew…” his voice trailed off as though he didn’t know how to politely finish his thought.

I leaned back against his chest and feel the solidity of him against my bare upper back.  He ground his swelling cock against me, and was running his hands up and down my hips.  It had been so long since I Had had sex, he felt good even through our mutual layers of clothing.  I could feel the short skirt of my dress inching up and his hands were slowing sneaking inside the hemline.  I had opted for a G-string because of the tightness and briefness of the dress, and his fingers were tickling my bare skin.

I kept rubbing my ass against his thick cock as the music continued and suddenly I found myself sandwiched between Thomas behind me and Rob in front of me.  I wrapped one arm around Rob’s waist to hold him closer and I threaded the other arm behind me to hold Thomas in place.

The thought of Amber flickered through my brain, and I was certain she would have gone insane to see me like that, grinding away between two burly construction workers who both seemed intent on touching every inch of my skin.

While Thomas’s hands continued to tickle under my dress, Rob’s thick fingers were gripping the outer curves of my breasts.  Andy walked in from his trip to the restroom and stared at the transformation of our little party. I met his surprised and curious eyes with my own and beckoned to him with one finger.  He nervously strolled up to our little trio and I leaned over to kiss him.

He responded immediately, his teeth nipping at my lower lip while his tongue demanded entrance between my lips.  I accepted his plundering exploration and tasted the tequila from the shots he had taken.

As I kissed Andy roughly, I felt Thomas’s lips on the back of my neck and I shivered.  When Rob’s mouth found the swell of my tits, I moaned softly and let them taste my skin.

“We need to get this off,” Thomas whispered hoarsely, tugging at the G-string under my dress.

I nodded and wiggled my hips as he slid it down my legs.  I delicately stepped out of it and said a silent prayer of thanks that I had thought to shave before coming out tonight.  When his fingers found the growing wetness between my thighs, he and I both moaned deeply.

He looked at Rob over my shoulder and they both nodded.  I heard Thomas’s slacks unzip and I reached behind to push his hand out of the way.

I slipped my fingers inside and felt the thickness of Thomas’s cock.  It was hard and hot and heavy in my grasp, and I stroked him lightly.  My small fingers barely fit around him, but I grasped him loosely as I stroked him.  His groans were deep and rhythmic from his chest.  I twisted my fingers around the head with each stroke, rubbing against the sensitive spot just below the head.  His body tightened up with each twist of my fingers.

Rob grabbed my other hand and pressed my palm against the hardness under his own fly.  I grinned at him and rubbed him roughly through his slacks.  His hips thrust against my hand as I rubbed him to full hardness inside his clothing.  I was able to even squeeze his balls lightly.  His eyes rolled back in his head as I jerked him through his slacks.

Andy had stopped kissing my lips and had moved on to licking the tops of my tits.  He yanked the spaghetti straps down from my shoulders and the top of the dress slowly slid to my waist, revealing my rather sizeable tits.  Andy fastened his mouth onto one while Rob zeroed in on the other.  I moaned loudly as they teased my already tight little nipples.  My hand was still working Thomas’s cock inside his pants and he was panting against the nape of my neck.

I finally released Thomas from his torment to let him calm back down a little and I reached out for both Andy and Rob.  They thrust their hips towards my hands and my palms found to hard cocks straining to escape.  I massaged both of them through their clothing until they were panting as well.

In a tangle of arms and legs, the three men slowly led me over to a chair and slowly pulled the rest of my dress down to the ground.  My generous breasts were already exposed, but when the dress slid past my trim waist and curvy hips, they all three hummed their approval.

Once I was completely naked, Thomas gently pressed me down into a seated position.  The cool pleather startled me when my warm bare skin touched it.  Thomas grinned as I shivered, and dropped to his knees in front of me.  With his big callused hands, he pressed my thighs apart while Rob and Andy took to standing on either side of me.

They slowly unfastened their slacks and pulled out their swollen cocks.  Rob’s was short but thick and Andy’s was long but without noticeable girth.  I grinned at both of them and reached out a hand toward each of them.  The two cocks felt warm and alive in my hands and I played with them.  I stroked them lightly and loosely, eliciting pained groans from both men.

Thomas’s hands were tickling my inner thighs and I squirmed in my chair.  But when his tongue nuzzled between my folds and found my aching clit, I squeezed both cocks firmly.  Both men yelped a little and I breathlessly apologized.  As further apology, I lightly tugged on Rob and he stepped close enough so that the tip of his cock brushed against my lips.

I licked his thick cock from base to tip and back again, and groaned loudly as Thomas did the same to my needy pussy.  Rob suddenly pushed his hips forward and thrust his cock into my mouth.  It was hot and throbbing against my warm wet tongue, and I let him bury himself down my throat.  My tongue wiggled around to flick over the sensitive ridges at the tip and he grunted as my slender fingers massaged his heavy balls.

I pulled off and grinned up at him as I hefted the pair.

“Been a while?” I giggled.

He nodded with a pained look on his face.  I bent down to run my tongue over the crinkled surface of his sack.  I pulled them into my mouth one at a time, suckling lightly and pulling them away from his body.  Few men can stand to have their balls played with and their cocks ignored, so as I tickled and teased his full load, he stroked his own cock.  Out of the corner of my eye, I realized Andy was stroking himself too.

Suddenly Thomas caught my aching little clit between his lips and flicked the tip of his tongue fast over the taut surface.  I released Rob’s sensitive package only moments before I erupted in the biggest climax I think I had had in years.  I pulled Thomas’s face against my body as I came and came.  Rob pointes his thick cock at my tits and kept stroking until the jets of his seed splashed over my tit.

Andy groaned and stopped stroking himself, trying to hold back.  I reached for him and he obliged by rubbing the swollen tip against my lips.  His cock was slimmer but longer so I was only able to slide half of it into my warm wet mouth.  He held my cheek with surprising gentleness as he slid his cock between my lips.  I reached up to massage his full load as well.  I could feel his cock pulsing against my tongue and his sack slowly tightened up against his body.  Within minutes he grunted and whipped his cock from my mouth.  He stroked it just a few more times and covered my other breast with his cum.

Both Andy and Rob shuffled over to a couple of chairs and sat down heavily.  Thomas on the other hand was still raring to go.  He stood up between my thighs and pulled me up from the chair so that I was pressed up against him.

“My turn,” he growled as he dragged me over to an empty table.

Thomas pressed my ass against the edge of the table and kissed me roughly, sinking his teeth into my lower lip as his hands gripped my quivering tits.  He suddenly released me and spun me around so that my bare ass was facing him, just like when we were dancing together.

His strong arm on my lower back pressed me down until I was bent over the table, squishing my tits into the scratchy linen tablecloth.  I could hear quiet comments from Andy and Rob but could not quite make out the words.  I assumed they were egging Thomas on since they seemed spent for the evening.

I heard was a soft metallic sound followed by the whoosh of moving fabric, then Thomas was buried inside me to the hilt.  I gasped and gripped the table until my knuckles turned white.  He was as thick as Rob but as long as Andy.  In short, he was huge. (so to speak, of course) His fingers bit into the flesh of my hips as he held me steady for the pounding.  His pelvis struck mine with force on each thrust and the edge of the table bit into my tummy.

Rob and Andy had shuffled over to watch and were urging their own cocks back to stiffness.

“Flip her over, man,” Rob leered at my upturned ass.

It took Thomas a moment to fully register that Rob was speaking to him.  I twisted around when he stopped, still buried inside me, to look at Rob confused.

“Let me see those tits again, flip her over,” Rob repeated.

Thomas pulled out slowly, letting me feel each thick inch of his cock.  I quickly spun back around but only to get Thomas back inside me as fast as possible.  As Thomas slid back in, Rob stood over me, still stroking his cock and rubbing it on my breast.

Andy was feeling left out at this point so he hurried over to the other side and offered his cock to my mouth.  I was moaning from Thomas’s hard plunging inside my needy pussy and the vibrations were driving Andy insane.  As Rob and Andy both came on my tits for the second time, my body gave in to Thomas’s thrusting and I groaned loudly as I came for the second time.  I soaked the nice linen tablecloth as my body gripped tightly to Thomas’s cock.

“Shit, shit, shit,” Thomas gasped, meaning only one thing.

He whipped his cock out at the last minute, and sprayed his sizeable load on my belly.  He collapsed forward, leaning over my spent body and panting for breath.

After several minutes, we all refocused our eyes and realized the situation we were in.  Should any of the restaurant employees have walked in at that moment, at minimum we would have been kicked out; at maximum, we could have been arrested.  We lucked out.

The men nicely gathered several napkins from the buffet table and soaked them in cool water.  Together they all cleaned me up and cooled me off.  I kissed each of them in turn, Thomas last and deep.

Andy, ever the smartass, quipped, “Guess we can tell Mr. Alston you plan a helluva party.”

We all chuckled and helped ourselves to a snack from the buffet.

****

We all got home safely that night, and I spent most of Sunday recovering from too much margarita and too much man.  I took a long hot bath and tried to restore my mental sanity from the craziness of the party.  The odd thing was, I had enjoyed myself.  I had never done anything like that in my life, let alone with three coworkers.  Hell, I could get fired for being the little plaything at the party if any of the guys reported me.  I did like Thomas though.  He was the sexiest one of the three and seemed to have a sweetness as well as a heat to him.

I was a little nervous headed into work on Monday, dressed back into my loose fitted blouses and unimpressive work slacks with my hair in its ponytail.  I was the first into the office which did not put me more at ease.  I stowed my lunchbox and made a fresh pot of coffee.  I poured my first cup of the day and headed back to my little office.  Thomas came in shortly afterwards with a sheepish grin on his face as he stood in my doorway.

“Sherry?” he asked.

“Yes Thomas?” I replied nervously.

“I-I-I… was, um, wondering…”

I regarded him with what I hoped was professional detachment.  Not aloof or snotty or anything, I just didn’t want to appear overeager.

“Would you go out with me on Friday?”

I blinked at him, not believing what I was hearing.  He shuffled his big feet and stared at the cracked tile floor.  His square jaw and stubbled cheeks were growing pink.  I stood up from behind my desk and walked over to him.  He was growing redder by the minute and I knew he was scared about what I was going to do.

I stopped directly in front of him and paused for a long moment.  Then I reached around behind him and pulled the door closed.  His muscled body tensed visibly as I turned my face up to meet his gaze.

I stood on my tiptoes and slid my hands up his solid chest, feeling the warmth of his body against my palms.  When my hands were threaded behind his neck, I kissed him firmly, right on his full lips.

“I thought you’d never ask.”
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