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Content Warning

The following story contains explicit sexual content, including detailed descriptions of group sex, oral sex, unprotected vaginal sex, and anal play. It also features themes of blackmail, power dynamics, and the exploration of forbidden desires. The narrative may include language and situations that some readers might find offensive or uncomfortable.

This story is intended for mature audiences only and should not be read by those under the age of 18 or who are easily offended by graphic sexual content. The characters and situations depicted are fictional and are used to explore themes of desire, power, and the complexities of human relationships.

Reader discretion is advised.


Chapter 1

The weekend left me feeling empty and craving more. I knew that I had to take advantage of the builders for the their week, pushing the limits of our encounters, exploring new possibilities, and taking our interactions to the next level. I couldn't contain my desires for the weekend with just my own fingers; I needed real cocks, and I needed them badly.

My husband was out with friends at a football game, giving me the perfect opportunity to act on my plan. I dressed up as if I were heading to a wedding, donning an elegant white dress that hugged my curves, white stockings held up by suspenders, and high heels that clicked seductively on the floor. I wanted to ensure that I made an impression that I was unforgettable.

I drove close to a garage out of town, a place where I knew I could find some rough, hungry men who wouldn't hesitate to take what I was offering and where they wouldn't see me again. I pulled over and carefully angled a nail into one of my tires as drove over it, ensuring it was that would give me time to play out my scenario. I then drove around the corner to the garage, pulling in just as they were about to close.

The garage had four mechanics, all rugged and handsome in their overalls, their muscles rippling beneath the grease. I parked my car and walked into the reception area, making sure to accentuate my hips and give them a good view of my legs as I walked.

One of the mechanics walked over to me. "We're about to close, ma'am."

I looked up at him, batting my eyelashes, and said, "Oh, dear. I'm in a hurry; I'm heading to a wedding. Can you please fix my tire before you close? I think it's going flat."

He raised an eyebrow as he admired my appearance. "We can have a look, but it'll take a few minutes. You can wait here if you like."

I nodded, acting nervous and flustered. "Thank you so much. I really appreciate it. I just hope it doesn't take too long." As I handed him the keys.

I sat down in a makeshift waiting area on a single low chair, facing a glass window where I could see the workshop and the guys about to work on my car. I pretended that I was unaware that they had a clear view of me, crossing my legs slowly, making sure to give them a good view of my stockings tops and panties. I reached for a magazine on a low table in front of me, making sure to clumsy with the way uncrossed my legs at the same time. The magazine was a car enthusiast publication, and I began to flip through the pages, acting as if I was interested in the content while I was thinking of my next move. All the while, I could feel their eyes on me, their gazes hungry and intense. I could feel the sexual tension building, the air charged with electricity, as they probably made crude comments about me and the free show I appeared to be unaware I was giving them. I knew that I had them right where I wanted them.

I picked up another magazine, a men's magazine filled with naked models. This waiting area was clearly aimed at men, so I knew I was so out of place. The models were posing, stripping off each item of clothing until they were lying on their backs with their legs wide open, holding their pussy lips apart, exposing themselves fully. I was transfixed by the images, one girl had white stockings and high heels just like me and I imagined myself posed like that, my body on display, my most intimate parts exposed for all to see. I felt a thrill of excitement run through me as I flipped through the pages, my mind racing with the possibilities. I knew they were watching my reaction.

After what felt like an eternity of teasing, the mechanics finally finished fixing my tire. One of them walked over to me, a smirk on his lips, and said, "That'll be a hundred dollars, ma'am."

I looked up at him, batting my eyelashes, and said, "Oh, dear. I must have left my purse at home."

A nervous smile on my lips. “I'm so sorry, I don't have any money on me."

The mechanic raised an eyebrow, a wicked smile spreading across his face. "That's alright, ma'am. We can think of other ways for you to pay us."

I looked up at him, a mix of shock and confusion on my face. "Other ways? What do you mean? I don't understand."

He leaned in, his voice low and firm. "You know what I mean. You can pay us in other ways. Ways that don't involve money."

I pretended to be even more confused, shaking my head. "I really don't know what you mean. Maybe I can leave something with you as collateral? A piece of jewelry perhaps?"

The mechanic chuckled, a deep, throaty sound that sent shivers down my spine. "We don't want your jewelry, ma'am. We want something more... personal."

I gasped, feigning shock and horror. "You mean... you want me to... to do something with you?"

He nodded, a smirk on his lips. "That's right, ma'am. And to be precise, you're in debt to all four of us. Unless you want us to put the flat tire back on lock up and leave you here? ". He started to close up.

I bit my lip, trying to hold back tears, pretending to be truly distressed. My heart was pounding with a mixture of fear and excitement. "Please, don't do that. I'll do whatever you want, don’t just leave me stranded here. But... but I don't know if I can do that. I'm not that kind of girl."

The mechanics exchanged glances, and one of them jerked his head towards the workshop. "Come with us, ma'am. Let's quickly get this over with. We want to get home."


Chapter 2

They closed the shutters, blocking out the world, and turned to me, their eyes dark with desire. I knew I was at their mercy as they led me to the workshop, a grimy, oil-stained room filled with tools and car parts. The scent of oil, grease, and dirt filled the air, a stark contrast to my elegant attire. They pulled out an old, stained mattress from a corner, placing it on the floor. The sight of it sent a shiver down my spine, both of anticipation and dread.

"On your knees, ma'am," one of them said, his voice rough and firm.

I reluctantly got on my knees, the mattress protecting me from dirty floor. I looked up at them, a mix of shame and excitement in my eyes. The first mechanic unzipped his overalls, pulling out his already hard cock. He grabbed the back of my head, guiding me onto him. “ That’s it ma’am, it’ll all be over with soon and you can be back on your way” he said as I took him in my mouth, sucking and licking, trying to ignore the taste of sweat, grease, and dirt.

"Keep going, ma'am," he said, his hips moving, slowly fucking my mouth.

The other mechanics stood around, wanking their cocks, awaiting their turn. I could hear their heavy breathing and the sound of their hands moving on their shafts. It was degrading, humiliating, and I was loving every second of it.

The first mechanic came quickly, his hot cum filling my mouth. I swallowed some of it as I savored his manly cum but coughed and spat out the rest and let it dribble out of my mouth and down my chin, pretending to be repulsed by it. He pulled out, and the next one was ready, his cock hard and waiting. "Now, now ma'am it’s rude to spit" he told me with a disappointed look.

The second mechanic quickly took his place as the silent workshop only echoed with the sound of my cock sucking and uncontrollable moans I tried to hide. I took him in my mouth, my hands reaching up to grip his hips, pulling him deeper. He came just as quickly, his cock pulsing in my mouth, filling me with his hot seed. I swallowed it all, my eyes watering slightly from the deep-throating effort I put in to get him all inside.

“That’s more like it!” he groaned as he held my head until I’d sucked him dry.

The third and fourth mechanics followed suit, each taking their turn, each coming quickly and filling my mouth with their cum. I swallowed it all, obedient and eager to please.

After the fourth mechanic pulled out, I let out a sigh of relief, so they would know their debt was paid. My pussy was soaking wet by now and I knew it wanted attention. Luckily, the mechanics had other ideas. "That was great, ma'am," the first one said, a smirk on his lips. "Now take off the dress so we can fuck you properly."

I looked up at them, confusion and exhaustion written all over my face. "What do you mean? I thought I had paid my debt."

The mechanics exchanged glances, a mischievous spark in their eyes. "I'm afraid a quick blowjob only covers parts, ma'am. You still owe us for our time and effort. Unless you want us to put your tire back on?"

I bit my lip, feigning distress. "But... but I can't. I'm not that kind of girl. I can't just let you all fuck me."

The first mechanic stepped closer, his voice a low growl. "Then come up with a solution, ma'am. Something that will satisfy us."

I looked at them, my mind racing. I remembered the magazine, the models posing so provocatively. An idea formed in my mind, a way to satisfy their desires without giving in completely. "What if... what if I model for you? Like the girls in that magazine, I'll pose for you."

The mechanics looked at each other, considering the offer. The first one nodded slowly. "That might work. But you have to give us a real show, ma'am. Something worth remembering."

I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what was to come. "Alright."

The garage was filled with a thick tension, the air heavy with anticipation. I stood before the four mechanics, my heart pounding in my chest as I began to strip, my eyes looking down at the floor as they watched my every move.


Chapter 3

I started with my dress, slowly pulling the zipper down, the sound of it descending echoing loudly in the silent garage. I shrugged the dress off my shoulders, letting it fall to the mattress in a soft whisper, pooling at my feet. I stepped out of it, kicking it aside, and stood before them in my white lace bra, white stockings, and matching panties. I shifted my weight, posing seductively, one hand on my hip, the other running through my hair.

The mechanics surrounded me, their phones out, snapping pictures, the flashes lighting up the dim garage like a strobe light. I could hear the soft clicks and, the occasional beep as they took a video. I posed for them, turning this way and that, giving them a full view of my body.

“Let’s see those titties” said one them. I reluctantly reached behind my back, unhooking my bra, the sound of the clasp popping open loud in the silent room. I slid the straps down my shoulders, taking my time, teasing them, before letting the bra fall to the floor. My breasts spilled free, my nipples hard and erect in the cool air. I cupped them, lifting them, posing for their phones cameras.

The mechanics moved closer, their breaths coming in ragged gasps as they snapped picture after picture, their eyes glued to my body. I could feel the heat of their gazes, the intensity of their desire, and it fueled my own arousal, making me wetter, making me want more.

“Keep going” they encourage me. I turned and walked towards the mattress, my hips swaying, my ass swaying, giving them a good view of my body from behind. I got onto the mattress on my hands and knees, arching my back, sticking my ass out, giving them a view of my pussy through my thin panties. I looked back at them over my shoulder, as I slowly pulled my panties down, inch by inch, revealing my ass and pussy to them.

I pulled my panties to my knees, pausing, giving them a good look, giving them time to snap their pictures, the flashes lighting up the room, the clicks filling the silent garage. I could hear the soft stretch and snap of the elastic as I pulled my panties further down, revealing more of my skin, teasing them, building their anticipation.

I flipped onto my back, giving them a full view of my pussy. I hooked my fingers into the waistband of my panties, pulling them down slowly, revealing my shaved pussy inch by inch. I tossed the panties aside, my legs wide open, my pussy on full display. I brought my legs up, my knees bent, my feet flat on the mattress, giving them a clear view of my ass and pussy, my most intimate parts exposed for their pictures as I looked down at them with glazed eyes.

I unhooked my stockings from the suspender belt, one side at a time, the soft snaps echoing in the silent garage, the sound of elastic stretching and releasing. I started with my right leg, hooking my finger into the top of the stocking, slowly rolling it down, revealing my bare skin inch by inch. I paused, my leg lifted in the air, my foot resting on the mechanic's shoulder for balance, giving them a clear view of my pussy, my most intimate parts exposed for their cameras. I held the position, my leg trembling slightly with the effort, as they snapped picture after picture, the flashes lighting up the room, the clicks and whirs of their cameras filling the silent garage.

I slowly lowered my leg, giving them one last look before I placed my foot back on the mattress. I turned my attention to my left leg, repeating the process, hooking my finger into the top of the stocking, slowly rolling it down, teasing them, giving them a show. I paused again, my leg lifted in the air, my foot resting on the mechanic's shoulder, giving them another clear view, another opportunity to capture the moment, to take their pictures, to immortalize this scene.

With both stockings removed, I unhooked my suspender belt and I was completely naked, my body bare for them, my pussy exposed, my breasts heaving with each breath. I spread my legs wide, giving them a full view, my most intimate parts laid bare. I reached down, spreading my pussy lips wide, exposing my wet, pink flesh, just like the girls in the magazine. I held the position, giving them time to take their pictures, to capture this intimate moment, the flashes lighting up the room, the clicks and whirs of their cameras a constant rhythm, a beat that matched the pounding of my heart.

I slipped a finger inside, my eyes closing as I explored myself, my back arching as I moaned softly, my body responding to my touch. I could feel how wet I was, my juices coating my fingers and running down into my ass, my pussy aching with desire. I added another finger, fucking myself slowly, my hips moving in a steady rhythm, my breath coming in ragged gasps as I brought myself closer and closer to the edge.

I felt something soft against my lips as I opened my eyes, I found a hard cock resting before my mouth, the mechanic standing at the head of the mattress, his eyes dark with desire. I looked up at him, a smirk on my lips as I took him into my mouth, sucking and licking, my head bobbing as I took him deep. I could taste the salt of his pre-cum, the musk of his desire, and it only served to heighten my own arousal, my fingers moving faster, my body aching for release.

I flipped onto all fours, my ass in the air, my pussy exposed and ready. The mechanic in front of me grabbed my head, his fingers tangling in my hair, holding me tight as he fucked my mouth, his hips moving in a steady rhythm, his cock sliding deep into the back of my throat. I could feel another cock at the entrance of my pussy, hard and ready, and I braced myself as it rammed into me, gripping my hips hard, without my permission, filling me, stretching me, taking my breath away.

I was held in this position, my body sandwiched between them, their cocks filling my mouth and pussy, their hands holding me tight it case I tried to stop them as they took their pleasure from me. I couldn't move, couldn't do anything but take them, my body helpless as they used me for their own desires. I could feel hands grabbling my tits and I could feel the cocks inside me pulsing, their bodies tensing as they came, their hot cum filling my mouth and pussy.

They took turns, one after the other, using my mouth and pussy, their cocks ramming into me, their hands holding me tight in position as they fucked me. I could feel my own orgasm building, my body responding to their touch, to the feel of their cocks inside me, to the sound of their grunts and moans. I came, my body shaking, my pussy clenching around the cock inside me, my mouth open in a silent scream as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.

But they didn't stop, whenever one guy pulled out he was quickly replaced with another ready to take their pleasure from my body. They came again and again, their hot cum filling me. I lost count of how many times they came, how many times I came, my body helpless, my mind a blur of pleasure and desire.

After what felt like an eternity of pleasure, they finally pulled out, their cocks spent, their bodies sated. I collapsed onto the mattress, my body glistening with sweat, cum, and my own juices, a mess of pleasure and debauchery.

I looked up at them, as they sat around on some tires, limp and worn out dicks.

I stood up, my body aching from the effort, and began to pick up my clothes, my white dress, bra, and panties, all torn and disheveled. I put them on, half-dressed, not caring about the state of my appearance. I was a mess, a dirty, wanton slut, and I loved it.

I walked out of the workshop, as I carried my high heels, my stockings torn, my hair a mess, my makeup smudged, my body glistening with cum and sweat. I got into my car, starting the engine, a satisfied smile on my lips, knowing that I had gotten what I wanted.


Chapter 4

As I drove away, I looked at myself in the rear-view mirror, a sultry smile on my lips, knowing that I had a whole week of pleasure and debauchery ahead of me, and I couldn't wait to see where this journey would take me.

I drove away from the garage, my body still tingling with pleasure, my mind racing with the intensity of what had just happened. I needed a moment to myself to process the raw, primal experience I had just endured. I found a quiet, secluded spot, a small clearing surrounded by trees, and parked my car.

As I sat there, the engine ticking as it cooled, I looked down at myself. My once-elegant white dress was torn, my stockings ripped, and my high heels scuffed. But it was the state of my body that truly captivated me. Cum was still leaking out of my pussy into my ass, a mix of their desires and my submission.

I took a deep breath, my heart still racing, and slowly began to explore my body. I ran my fingers through the cum that coated my thighs and my pussy, feeling the sticky, warm liquid. I brought my fingers to my nose, inhaling the musky, masculine scent.

I then brought my fingers to my mouth, tasting the salty, bitter flavor of their cum. I swirled my tongue around my fingers, savoring the taste, the essence of their pleasure. It was a heady, intoxicating experience, one that sent shivers down my spine and made my pussy throb with renewed desire.

I continued to play with myself, my fingers dipping into my pussy, coating themselves with my own juices, mixing it with their cum. I rubbed my clit, circling it, teasing it, moaning softly as I brought myself to the brink of orgasm.

"Fuck," I moaned, my head falling back against the seat, my eyes closed, my body alive with sensation. "This is so fucking hot."

I slipped two fingers into my pussy, fucking myself, my palm rubbing against my clit, my hips bucking, my breath coming in short gasps. I could feel the orgasm building, the pleasure coiling in my belly, ready to explode.

"I'm so close," I whispered, my voice hoarse with desire. "I'm going to cum so hard."

And with that, I let go, my body convulsing, my pussy clenching around my fingers, my clit throbbing, my body shaking with the force of my orgasm. I rode it out, my fingers still inside me, my palm still rubbing my clit, milking every last drop of pleasure from my orgasm, a satisfied smile on my lips, a sense of contentment washing over me.

As I came down from my high, I looked at the mess I had made, the cum coating my fingers, my thighs, my pussy, my ass. I brought my fingers to my mouth once more, licking them clean, savoring the taste, the essence of their pleasure, my pleasure, our pleasure.


Chapter 5

As I was about to drive away, a police officer pulled up, his patrol car blocking my path. I had been so lost in my post-orgasmic bliss that I hadn't noticed him approaching. He got out of his car, his eyes immediately drawn to the state of my appearance, and the fact that I was clearly pleasuring myself just moments ago.

"Ma'am, are you alright?" he asked, his voice a mix of concern and authority. "I saw you... well, I saw what you were doing."

I blushed, suddenly self-conscious and frightened that I might be in trouble. "I'm so sorry, officer," I said, my voice barely a whisper. "I didn't mean to... I was just... I'm really sorry."

He looked me up and down, taking in the torn dress, the ripped stockings, the scuffed heels, and the cum still visible on my thighs. "Ma'am," he said, his voice softening. "But you can't do that in public. You understand, right?"

I nodded, my eyes welling up with tears. "Yes, officer. I'm so sorry. I won't do it again"

He paused, considering me for a moment, and then a smirk played on his lips. "You know, I’m going to have to take you down to the station to get some details," he said, his voice low and took a serious tone.

I looked up at him, a mix of fear in my eyes. "What do you mean, officer?"

He leaned in, his breath hot on my ear. "I have the report to fill out, ma'am. I saw everything you were doing”. I began to panic at the implications. Thinking quickly, I asked if there was something we could work out. He immediately knew what this meant like this wasn’t new to him.

He opened my back door for me. "Get in, ma'am. Let's make this quick and discreet."

I slid into the back seat, my heart racing with a mix of nervousness and excitement. He got in beside me, his cock already hard and ready. I unbuckled his belt, pulling out his cock, my hands trembling slightly with anticipation.

I took him in my mouth, sucking and licking, my head bobbing up and down, my moans filling the small space of the patrol car. He groaned, his hands tangling in my hair, pulling me onto him, fucking my mouth with urgent, desperate thrusts.

He groaned, his hips moving, his cock hitting the back of my throat. "Keep going. Make me cum."

I redoubled my efforts, sucking and licking, my head bobbing up and down, my moans vibrating around his cock, driving him wild. I could feel his cock pulsing, his body tensing, and I knew he was close.

"I'm going to cum," he warned, his voice hoarse with desire. "Swallow it!"

And with that, he came, his cock pulsing in my mouth, filling me with his hot, salty cum. I swallowed it all, my throat working, my eyes watering slightly from the effort, determined to take every last drop, to please him, to make amends for my public indiscretion.

As he pulled out, he gave me a satisfied smile, tucking himself back into his pants. "That was excellent, ma'am. Consider this a warning. Don't let me catch you doing that again."

I nodded, a small smile playing on my lips. "Thank you, officer. I won't."

He got out of the car, closing the door behind him, and I was left alone in the back seat, a sense of satisfaction and relief washing over me.

I straightened myself up as best as I could, my body still tingling with the aftermath of my encounter and got back into the driver’s seat. I started the engine and drove away, ready to face whatever came next.
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