

CHAPTER 1

The shrill ring of my landline pierced the silence of my small apartment, jolting me out of the book I'd been engrossed in. I let it ring a few more times before answering.

"Alyssa? Hey, it's been ages!" I said, trying to sound casual despite the flutter of excitement in my chest. We'd been coworkers for years, until she started a new job somewhere else six months ago.

"I know, right?" Alyssa replied, her voice warm and familiar even after all time. "How have you been?"

"Oh, you know," I sighed, settling back into my armchair. "Same old same old. Work, reading, baking..." I trailed off, not wanting to go into detail about how lonely I really felt since my divorce last year, right after my 50th birthday. "What about you? How’s your new gig been?"

Alyssa laughed, a rich, throaty sound that made me smile. "It’s actually why I’m calling. Listen, we just had a temp position open up, pay is fifty percent better than your current role, and I thought of you immediately."

My eyebrows shot up. "Really? That’s great! But... where exactly did you end up working again?" I couldn’t remember her mentioning specifics during our occasional catch-up texts, and there were a lot of truck repair shops in the city we worked in.

"Well, it's a bit unconventional, to say the least," Alyssa began, her tone turning conspiratorial. "The shop itself is totally legit - they specialize in heavy-duty rigs and do a lot of work for the big haulers. But the real twist is that the owner and his crew are all part of a local motorcycle club."

She paused for a moment, letting the information sink in. "And here's the thing - the girls in the office aren't just administrative assistants. They're also, ahem, 'available' to the guys whenever they need a break from their wives."

A sudden chill ran down my spine as Alyssa dropped that bombshell. Available? To the guys? I couldn't wrap my mind around it, my thoughts reeling from the implications.

Even as a spark of intrigue flickered within me, I quickly squashed it, my practicality kicking in. Me, available to a bunch of rough-around-the-edges bikers? With my extra pounds and lackluster self-image? Please. I'd be lucky if they even looked twice at me, let alone wanted to get horizontal with a middle-aged divorcée who barely remembered what it felt like to be desired.

"Alyssa, I don't know," I hedged, trying to find the right words to express my reservations without completely dismissing her offer. "This whole arrangement sounds...complicated. And I'm not sure I could handle the, uh, potential rejection."

I could practically hear Alyssa rolling her eyes on the other end of the line. "Come on, Karen, live a little! It's not like you're signing up to be anyone's permanent squeeze. Just some fun on the side, a little young cock to keep you happy at work. Trust me, these guys like to fuck."

Her words sent a shiver down my spine, but I still wasn't convinced. "I appreciate the vote of confidence, but I think I'll pass. Thanks anyway for thinking of me." I was about to hang up when Alyssa threw in one final piece of information that made my heart skip a beat.

"Actually, there is one more thing," Alyssa continued, her voice taking on a sly edge. "Jack just patched into the club last month. He's been working at the shop for a couple weeks now."

My stomach dropped as if I'd been punched.

Jack. Even hearing his name brought back a flood of memories - those broad shoulders straining against his coveralls, the way his dark hair always seemed to fall across his forehead, the charming grin he flashed when he thought no one was watching. Oh God, the things I'd fantasized about while he worked on those big rigs, just below me on the shop floor...

But I'd never acted on those feelings, too afraid of jeopardizing my marriage and the comfortable routine we'd established. Now, with the bitter taste of divorce lingering on my tongue, it seemed almost laughable that I'd let fear hold me back for so long. If only I'd known then what I knew now - that my husband's affections had been waning long before I finally gathered the courage to leave.

"Wait, hold on," I interrupted, my mind racing with possibilities. “How-how is he? Has he ever fucked you?”

“Nope, he hasn’t touched any of the girls…yet,” she whispered. “But he did mention your name when this job opened up, if you want to connect the dots there.”

"Fuck it, you only live once, I guess,” I blurted out. “I'll take the job. But I need to know more about how this whole arrangement works."

There was a pause on the other end of the line, and for a moment I worried Alyssa might change her mind about offering me the position. But then she spoke up, her voice low and conspiratorial. "Well, first of all, the girls are expected to be discreet. No gossiping, no drama. We're all adults here, and everyone knows the rules going in."

She went on to explain that the mechanics could enter the office and have their way with the ladies whenever they wanted, no holes barred.

"No holes barred?" I repeated, my cheeks flushing at the graphic implication. "So, anal, oral, whatever they desire?"

"That's right," Alyssa confirmed with a chuckle. "These guys are rough trade, so they like it rough. But hey, you're a grown woman, not some frail young waif. You can handle whatever they dish out."

I swallowed hard, trying to imagine myself on those terms. It was daunting, to say the least. But the prospect of finally experiencing pleasure again, of having a young, virile man worship my body, was undeniably tantalizing.

"Okay, I think I understand the general gist," I said slowly, processing the information. "But what about contracts or agreements? Are there any formalities to sign before getting started?"

"There isn't anything official," Alyssa replied. "Just a handshake deal between the owner and us gals. He trusts us to be professional during business hours, and we trust him to respect our boundaries. It's all pretty laid-back, honestly."

I nodded, even though she couldn't see me. A handshake deal seemed surprisingly casual considering the nature of the arrangement. But it made sense that these outlaws wouldn't want to get bogged down in paperwork or legal entanglements. "Alright, got it," I said, feeling a thrill of anticipation mixed with trepidation. "When do I start?"

"As soon as possible," Alyssa said. "In fact, I was hoping you could come in tomorrow morning for orientation."

My pulse quickened at the thought of seeing Jack again, of potentially having him look at me with lust rather than as a friend. He had always been nice to me. It was time to find out if he secretly wanted more. "Tomorrow works for me," I agreed, my voice steady despite the butterflies rioting in my stomach. "What time should I be there?"

"Eight o'clock sharp," Alyssa said, her tone playful. "Don't be late. And Karen?" She hesitated for a beat, then added, "You should probably wear something with easy access."

I smiled despite the nervous energy coiling in my gut. "Will do," I said, hanging up the phone with a mixture of excitement and anxiety. For the first time in years, I felt a spark of possibility, a glimmer of something exciting and new. Maybe this was my chance to rediscover my sexuality, to feel desired again, to finally experience the passion that had eluded me for so long.

But as I stared at my reflection in the hallway mirror, I couldn't shake the nagging doubt that whispered in the back of my mind. What if I wasn't enough?


CHAPTER 2


The next morning, I arrived at the shop just after 7:45, my nerves buzzing like a swarm of bees. The parking lot was already buzzing with motorcycles as the mechanics showed up to work, but I kept my head down and walked straight toward the main building. As I approached, I noticed a narrow stairway tucked behind the building, its steps worn smooth by years of use. A rusted sign above the door read "ADMIN EMPLOYEES ONLY" in faded letters. 

Certain this was where I was meant to go, I climbed the stairs, my heels clicking loudly against the metal steps. The door creaked as I pushed it open, revealing a dimly lit corridor that led to a small office space. The air smelled faintly of motor oil and something sweeter, perfume, maybe, or something more intimate.

As I stepped inside, I froze mid-step.

There, in the center of the room, was Alyssa, her blouse unbuttoned, her skirt hiked up around her waist, her back arched as a burly mechanic with a tattooed forearm pounded into her from behind. Her head was thrown back in ecstasy, her fingers gripping the edge of the desk as she moaned. The man's hands were on her hips, guiding her back onto his thick cock, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

Alyssa was a curvaceous woman, her figure soft in all the right places, just like mine. Her rounded hips swayed as she took each thrust, her full breasts bouncing slightly beneath the undone buttons of her blouse. She was ten years younger than me, but the similarities were undeniable.

Despite the chaos unfolding around her, Alyssa tried to maintain some semblance of professionalism, her fingers flying across the keyboard as if she were typing up a report instead of being impaled by a man's erection. Her face was flushed, her lips parted in a silent scream as she struggled to focus on the screen, but her concentration was clearly shattered. Every time the mechanic drove into her, she let out a whimper, her fingers tightening on the mouse as she fought to stay composed. It was clear she was enjoying herself, but she was also trying to act like this was just another day at the office, like the feeling of a man's massive cock disappearing into her pussy before most people had their coffee wasn't the most scandalous thing she'd ever done.

The sight of it all left me frozen in place, my mouth dry, my heart pounding in my chest. This was real. Not some fantasy I'd conjured up in the privacy of my own home, but actual, flesh-and-blood fucking happening right in front of me. The mechanic wasn't even trying to be quiet, either. His grunts and groans echoed off the walls, mingling with the clatter of keys and the distant rumble of engines from the shop below.

Alyssa finally noticed me standing there, her eyes widening in surprise before she gave a sheepish grin. "Oh, hey, Karen!" she panted, her voice laced with both embarrassment and amusement. "Didn't expect to see you so early!"

The man behind her didn't stop moving, his hands gripping her hips as he continued to fuck her relentlessly.

"Hi, Alyssa," I managed to croak, my voice hoarse with shock and something dangerously close to arousal. I forced myself to step further into the office, my eyes darting between the scene before me and the two other women seated at desks nearby.

Alyssa caught my eye and gave a quick nod, then turned to address the others. "Ladies, this is Karen. She's starting today."

Two women looked up from their computers. One, a tall, slender blonde named Tara, gave me a bright, practiced smile. The other, a petite brunette named Destiny, raised an eyebrow and smirked, clearly amused by the situation. Both were in their late twenties, their bodies impossibly slim, their outfits tight and provocative in ways that made me suddenly aware of how frumpy my own clothes felt.

My gaze drifted to the intricate ink that adorned their arms and necks, swirling patterns, delicate flowers, and bold symbols that told stories of their own. Tara had a rose blooming from her collarbone, its petals curling like living things, while Destiny sported a small silver skull peeking out from under the neckline of her tank top. Their artistry was mesmerizing, a stark contrast to my own plain, unadorned skin. In that moment, I felt like a relic from another era, a woman who had spent too many years hiding behind layers of fabric and self-doubt.

"Welcome aboard, Karen!" Tara said, her voice sweet and inviting as she stood up to shake my hand. Her touch was light, her grip firm but gentle. "We're glad to have you on board." Destiny followed suit, leaning across her desk with a wink. "Yeah, it's gonna be fun having another woman around who's not afraid to get a little dirty." She leaned in slightly, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "You look like you could use a decent fuck, Karen."

Their warmth was disarming, but it also made me acutely aware of how different we were. They moved with effortless confidence, while I felt like an awkward outsider stepping into a world I hadn't prepared for. Still, I returned their smiles, trying to match their ease, even as my heart raced with uncertainty.

I laughed, a sound that came out higher and more nervous than I intended, but it was genuine. "Well, I suppose that's true," I admitted, forcing a smile that felt a little too wide. "After all, that's why I'm here, right?"

Destiny chuckled, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "That's the spirit. Don't worry, Karen. We're all in the same boat. Some of us just jumped in first."

Tara nodded, her expression warm and encouraging. "We're a family here. You'll fit right in."

Despite their kindness, I couldn't shake the feeling that I was walking into something far more complicated than I'd anticipated. But for now, I let their friendship wash over me, allowing myself to believe, just for a moment, that maybe this was exactly where I was meant to be.

On the other side of the room, the man came with a scream, holding Alyssa’s hips bruisingly tight as he spilled his seed deep inside her. His climax triggered her own, and she allowed herself to ride out the aftershocks as she trembled and momentarily collapsed against the desk.

The man pulled out with a pop, his cum leaking all over the carpet as he sheathed his member, gave me a nod, and walked out of the office. Alyssa put her panties back in place, smoothed down her skirt, and grabbed a folder before making her way to my desk.

She handed me a stack of pay stubs and a clipboard, her eyes twinkling with knowing amusement. "Here, take these and fill out the payroll sheet for the week. Despite the nature of your employment, we still do have to do actual work around here."

I sat down at the desk, the leather creaking beneath me as I flipped through the documents. “Sure thing, Alyssa,” I agreed.

The numbers blurred slightly in my vision, my mind drifting to the question that had been circling in my head since I walked through that door: when would my turn come? Would it be Jack? Or someone else?

Speak of the devil, there he was, climbing the narrow staircase to the admin office with the confident stride of a man who belonged in this world. His dark hair was slightly tousled, his sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms corded with muscle and tattoos, and the familiar scent of grease and engine oil clinging to him like a second skin. When he reached the top, he glanced around the office, his eyes scanning the room before landing on me.

He stopped dead in his tracks, his brow furrowing in confusion, then slowly broke into a slow, knowing grin. “Karen?” he said, his voice rich and deep, the way it always had. “It’s good to see you again.”

For a moment, I was speechless. My heart thudded in my chest, my palms damp against the clipboard.

"Hey, Jack," I managed, my voice barely above a whisper, my throat dry as dust. “You too.”

He looked different somehow, more rugged, more dangerous, the kind of man who could make a woman forget every rule she’d ever lived by.

He handed me a crumpled purchase order, his fingers brushing mine briefly, sending a jolt of electricity through me. "Need someone to process this," he said, his voice low, almost teasing. "I’ve got a few trucks waiting on parts. Gotta get back to work."

His eyes lingered on me for a beat longer than necessary, and I saw something flicker in them: curiosity, maybe even recognition of the old crush I’d carried for him all those years ago before he walked out the door leading back to the shop floor.

I kept my head down, focusing intently on the payroll sheets, my fingers moving mechanically as I filled in the numbers. The office hummed with the usual noise, keys tapping, phones ringing, the occasional muffled grunt from somewhere beyond the door, but nothing compared to the charged atmosphere that had settled over me since Jack walked in. My heart still fluttered at the memory of his touch, the way his eyes had lingered on me, and I found myself replaying the moment over and over in my mind.

An hour passed, and I finally excused myself, heading toward the restroom at the back of the office. As I stepped inside, the scent of bleach and something muskier hit me immediately. I locked the open stall, pulled my long leather skirt up and panties down, and was about to sit down when I heard it: a wet, slapping sound, followed by a low, guttural moan.

I kept my eyes fixed on the floor, my breath catching in my throat as I recognized the unmistakable swirl of ink on the woman’s outer thighs in the stall next to me: those same intricate floral designs that curled up her legs like living things. Tara. Kneeling, completely absorbed in whatever was happening above her. I could hear the wet, slick sounds of flesh meeting flesh, the rhythmic squelch of a cock sliding in and out of her mouth, the muffled groans of pleasure escaping from her lips.

My first instinct was to flee, back to the safety of the desk, back to the sterile world of numbers and spreadsheets, but my feet refused to move. Instead, I sat frozen, my heart hammering in my chest, torn between the urge to run and the strange, magnetic pull of what I was witnessing. My body betrayed me, my core pulsing with a heat I hadn’t expected, my thighs pressing together as I fought the urge to reach between them and relieve the growing ache that had taken root.

I told myself I shouldn’t watch. That it wasn’t my place. That I was just an observer in a world I barely understood. But I stayed, my breath shallow, my fingers twitching at my sides. A part of me wanted to touch myself, to give in to the raw, unfiltered sensation of being turned on by something so utterly forbidden.

The man above Tara shifted, his movements becoming more aggressive, his hands gripping her head as he drove into her mouth with increasing force. She choked slightly, her body trembling as he pistoned in and out of her, his breath coming in loud, labored gasps. Then, without warning, he pulled back just enough to let her breathe before slamming forward once more, his cock disappearing past her throat.

She gagged, her fingers digging into his thighs as she struggled to accommodate him, a low, guttural moan escaped her lips, and I realized I was holding my breath, my entire body tense with the intensity of the scene playing out mere inches away from me.

The sound of her struggle sent a shiver down my spine, a mix of horror and fascination coursing through me.

With a final, guttural growl, the man tensed, his fingers digging into Tara's shoulders as he shoved himself deep into her throat one last time. A low, satisfied grunt escaped his lips, and then he came: thick, hot bursts of cum flooding her mouth. Tara's eyes widened, her body convulsing as she swallowed, her throat bobbing as she worked to keep everything down. She coughed once, then again, determined to keep it down.

The silence that followed was thick with tension, broken only by the soft, uneven rhythm of her breathing. Then, with a shaky exhale, she stood up, and I could hear a wet kiss before the man sheathed his cock and they both exited the bathroom.

I finished peeing, my body still tingling from the encounter, my thoughts tangled in a web of shame, curiosity, and something dangerously close to desire. I wiped myself carefully, my fingers lingering just a second too long, my mind racing with questions I wasn't sure I wanted answers to.

As I unlocked the stall and stepped back into the main bathroom, I caught a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror: my face pale, my eyes wide, my lips slightly parted. I looked like a woman who had just glimpsed something forbidden, something wild and untamed. I shook my head, trying to dispel the strange energy that had settled in my chest as I washed my hands, and turned toward the door, ready to return to my desk and pretend none of it had happened.

As I slid back into my chair, my mind still reeling from what I’d just witnessed, I didn’t notice the shift in the air until it was too late. Strong, calloused hands closed around my knees, spreading my thighs apart with deliberate ease. Before I could react, a warm, wet tongue pressed against my soaked underwear, and a deep, rumbling sigh filled the space between us.

I looked down. It wasn't Jack, but he was just as handsome. A mechanic had hidden himself beneath my desk while I was gone, and he didn’t wait long to make his move.

I felt his breath against my bare skin, the heat of his mouth searing through the thin fabric as he worked his way up my inner thigh, licking and nipping with practiced precision. My body responded instantly: my knees buckling, my breath hitching, my fingers clutching the edge of the desk as if it might anchor me to reality.

He didn’t ask permission. He didn’t need to. I didn't want him to.

His mouth was relentless, hungry, as if he hadn’t tasted a woman in days. Perhaps he hadn’t. His tongue lapped at my soaked panties, tracing the outline of my clit before slipping my panties aside and pressing it firmly against me, driving me mad with need. He sucked hard, his lips forming a tight seal around my swollen flesh, and I let out a strangled gasp, my body arching involuntarily toward him.

He worked me with a feverish intensity, his fingers gripping my hips to hold me in place as he devoured me, his beard scraping against my tender skin, his breath hot and ragged against my thighs.

The office had gone eerily silent, save for the occasional rustle of paper and the faint click of a keyboard. No one seemed to notice, or perhaps no one cared, that I was being eaten out in full view of everyone. Alyssa, sitting at her desk just a few feet away, had paused mid-task, her eyes glued to the spectacle unfolding behind me. Her lips parted slightly, her cheeks flushing as she watched with a mixture of indifference and slight intrigue.

Tara, perched on the edge of her seat, leaned forward slightly, her fingers drumming restlessly against the armrest. Her eyes never left me, her gaze drinking in every detail: the way my body trembled, the way my thighs quivered, the way my hips jerked involuntarily each time he touched me. She wore a smug, satisfied grin, like she knew exactly what was happening and approved of it wholeheartedly.

Destiny, meanwhile, remained perfectly still, her eyes narrowed in concentration as she typed away at her computer. Yet, despite her outward composure, her knuckles whitened slightly on the mouse, betraying the tension coiled within her. She was listening, waiting, savoring every second of this unexpected display.

Without warning, his tongue slipped inside me, dragging along my folds with exquisite pressure, and then, just as I thought I might lose control, he added two fingers, curling them gently inside me, stretching me wider, deeper. My back arched violently off the chair, my toes curling, my entire body seizing up as waves of pleasure crashed over me like a tidal wave.

My scream tore from my throat, high-pitched and raw, echoing through the office as I shattered. My juices erupted from me in quick, intense pulses, coating his face, dripping down his chin, splattering onto his shirt. He didn’t stop. He didn’t pause. If anything, he licked faster, deeper, his fingers pumping in tandem with his mouth, milking me dry until I collapsed back into the chair, panting heavily, my legs shaking uncontrollably.

After a moment, he withdrew, his fingers still glistening with evidence of our shared pleasure. He straightened up, wiping his face clean with the back of his hand, his expression unreadable, part satisfaction, part indifference, as if he'd simply done his job.

Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he offered me a small, almost mocking bow, his lips quirking upward in a half-smile. "Thank you, miss," he murmured, his voice low and gravelly, carrying just enough arrogance to remind me who held the power here. "You taste delicious."

Before I could respond, or even think of one, he turned and disappeared back into the chaos of the shop, leaving me sitting there, panties still pushed to the side, my body humming with aftershocks, my face burning hotter than the engine bay outside.

I tried to refocus on the paperwork in front of me, my fingers stiffening as I stared blankly at the numbers, but my brain refused to cooperate. Every time I blinked, my gaze drifted toward the window overlooking the shop floor, drawn like a moth to flame. There, standing amidst the chaos of wrenches and engines, was Jack, his sleeves rolled up, his tattooed arms flexing as he guided a massive engine block into place. Sweat clung to his forehead, his muscles rippling under his shirt, and for a moment, he caught sight of me looking.

Our eyes met across the distance. His lips curved into a slow, knowing smirk, and he gave me a single, deliberate wink before turning back to work.

It was enough to drive a girl mad.

Just as I was beginning to settle back into my work, a sudden burst of shouting echoed from below: grunts, curses, laughter. My ears pricked up, and instinctively, I lowered my gaze to the shop floor through the glass window. What I saw made my stomach drop.

Through the window, I saw Destiny standing in the middle of the shop floor, her arms pinned behind her back as she bent over slightly, her ass thrusting backward against the firm grip of one man’s hips. His cock slid in and out of her tight hole with brutal efficiency, his heavy balls swinging wildly with each powerful thrust. In front of her, another man loomed over her, his large frame casting a shadow across her body as he lined himself up with her gaping mouth.

Phew. Neither was Jack.

With a rough groan, the man in front of her plunged himself deep into her throat, swallowing her scream as he began to fuck her face with the same relentless pace. Her head bobbed up and down, her nose bumping against his pelvis, her lips stretched impossibly wide around his shaft.

Watching the two men claim Destiny in such a brazen, unapologetic manner stirred something primal inside me. My pulse quickened, my breath grew shallow, and my core tightened with renewed interest. I clenched my thighs together, trying to suppress the growing heat pooling between them, but it was useless.

Each thrust, each moan, each slap of skin against skin drew me further into the trance-like state I’d fallen into earlier. I imagined myself in her place, bent over a workbench, exposed and vulnerable, my body used however these men saw fit. And I wondered, not for the first time, when it would be my turn. When someone would step behind me, grab my hips, shove themselves inside me, stretch me open until I begged for more. Would it be Jack? Could it be him, pretty please?

Destiny’s body convulsed violently as both men reached their peaks simultaneously, her pussy clenching around the thick cock buried inside her, her throat squeezing greedily around the one invading her mouth. She screamed around his cock, a high-pitched, gut-wrenching cry that echoed through the shop, her body jerking and trembling as waves of ecstasy rolled over her.

Her legs nearly buckled, her arms falling limp at her sides as she was emptied, used, claimed by two sets of hands and mouths. Cum spilled from her cunt and mouth and dripped onto the ground, mixing with sweat and oil, staining the floor beneath her. Her lips trembled as she exhaled sharply, her eyes rolling back in pure, unrestrained pleasure.

And then, slowly, the frenzy subsided.

The men withdrew, their spent cocks slipping free from her slick holes with a wet pop, leaving her standing there, exhausted, dazed, and  utterly drained. One of them patted her ass lightly, a lazy chuckle rumbling in his chest as he muttered something obscene under his breath. The other merely adjusted his pants, brushing off his gloves with a dismissive shrug before walking away.

Destiny swayed on her feet for a moment, blinking rapidly as she tried to regain her bearings. Her hair stuck to her damp forehead, her chest rising and falling in short, uneven breaths. She looked absolutely wrecked, but also strangely proud.

After a few moments of staring at Destiny as she put herself back together, I forced myself to refocus on the task at hand. I returned to my work, pretending to concentrate on the spreadsheet in front of me, but my mind was elsewhere, still buzzing with the images I’d seen, the sensations I’d felt, the hunger stirring deep inside me.

Finally, unable to ignore the gnawing emptiness building in my belly, or the way my body throbbed with restless anticipation, I decided to take my lunch. I packed up my notes, tucked my pen into my bag, and headed toward the breakroom, my steps light and purposeful.

The breakroom was quiet. But it wouldn't be for long.

I sat alone at the small table, picking at my salad, my appetite dulled by the events of the morning. My fingers idly twisted the fork in my hand as I glanced around the room, half-expecting to see someone else sitting nearby. But instead, I was alone, until the door swung open with a quiet creak.

Two men entered, their presence commanding immediate attention. They were tall, broad-shouldered, dressed in grease-stained shirts and faded jeans, their faces partially hidden beneath the brims of their hats. Their eyes landed on me immediately, sharp and assessing, before settling on the table with predatory intent.

One of them approached slowly, his boots clicking softly against the linoleum floor. “Hey there,” he said, his voice low and smooth, like velvet wrapped around steel. "You're the new girl, right?"

I raised an eyebrow at him, a small, knowing smile tugging at the corner of my mouth after being called a "girl" at my age. Amused? Yes. Intrigued? Definitely. Flattered? Maybe. But mostly, I was just plain curious to see where this was going.

"I suppose I am," I replied, setting my fork down and leaning back in my chair.

His friend chuckled, stepping closer, his eyes scanning me from head to toe with blatant appreciation. "Oh, sweetheart," he drawled, his tone dripping with amusement. "I hope you know what you’ve gotten yourself into."

I crossed my arms over my chest, tilting my head slightly as I regarded them both with a calm, measured expression. “Maybe I don’t,” I admitted, my voice smooth and level, though my heartbeat quickened slightly at their proximity. “But I’m ready for you to show me.”

The taller of the two men grinned, flashing a set of sharp teeth as he sauntered closer, his gaze locking onto mine with a challenge in his eyes. “Good answer,” he said, his voice low and rich, like whiskey poured over ice. “Because we’re about to give you a hell of a dessert.”

With a swift motion, the taller man pulled down his zipper, freeing his impressive length from confinement. His cock stood proudly erect, already throbbing with anticipation, its dark purple head glistening with pre-cum. The second man followed suit, producing a similarly impressive specimen, thicker and longer, veins bulging beneath his skin.

With a tug, he pulled my chair to face him, and they positioned themselves in front of me, their massive dicks pulsing with life as they hovered inches from my face. I swallowed hard, feeling my own arousal spike as I prepared for what was coming next.

The first man wasted no time, grabbing my head firmly and guiding his cock to my lips. I opened my mouth willingly, accepting him fully as he pushed past my teeth and into my throat.

I groaned softly as I took him deep, my throat stretching to accommodate his size, my nose bumping against his pelvis as I struggled to breathe. His balls slapped insistently against my chin, sending ripples of sensation through my sensitive skin. I gagged once, twice, but only briefly, because I couldn’t bring myself to pull away. Not yet.

He pistoned in and out of my mouth, his grip tightening on my hair, forcing me to take him deeper, faster. My lips stretched obscenely around his thickness, my tongue swirling lazily around the base as I tried to milk him for everything he had.

Just as I started to adjust to the rhythm, he yanked me off, growling in frustration.

The second man wasted no time, grabbing my head with both hands and slamming his thick, veiny cock directly into my mouth without hesitation. I choked instantly, my eyes watering as I struggled to breathe, my nose pressed flat against his pelvis. He didn’t care, he just kept pushing, deeper and harder, his balls slapping against my cheeks with punishing force.

“C’mon, baby,” he grunted, his voice muffled by the mask of saliva and sweat covering his face. “Open up your throat. Take it like a good little slut.”

I gagged violently, my body rejecting the intrusion, but he didn’t relent. Instead, he gripped my jaw tighter, forcing me to swallow, to accept him fully.

Despite the initial resistance, despite the way my throat burned and my lungs fought for air, I found myself enjoying the roughness of it. It was degrading, humiliating, and completely exhilarating all at once. The men above me weren’t gentle, they were dominating, aggressive, and utterly relentless. And somehow, I loved every second of it.

His cock hit the back of my throat repeatedly, bouncing off my uvula with each deep thrust, making me choke and cough, tears streaming down my cheeks. Still, I stayed put, my lips sealed tightly around him, my tongue working overtime to massage his shaft as best I could.

He grunted approvingly, his hands tightening in my hair as he pounded into me, his balls slapping against my face with each powerful stroke.

Without warning, the first man also grabbed my head, sliding his cock into my mouth alongside his friend's, filling me completely, stretching me wider than I ever thought possible. I gasped, my nose squished flat between their thick shafts, my lips stretched taut around both of them as they pushed deeper, forcing me to take every inch of their hardness.

At once, both men let out deep, guttural groans, their bodies tensing as they reached their peak. Their cocks pulsed violently inside my mouth, flooding me with scalding streams of thick, sticky cum that coated my tongue, my throat, my entire mouth. I gagged reflexively, overwhelmed by the sheer volume pouring down my throat, but neither man relented. They held me firmly by the hair, keeping me locked in place, ensuring that I swallowed every last drop.

Their balls slapped against my face, their hips pistoning in tandem, their bodies shuddering with release.

Panting heavily, I sat there, my body slack, my limbs weak with exhaustion and overwhelming pleasure. My mouth hung open slightly, drool trickling down my chin as I stared up at them, my eyes glazed and unfocused, still reeling from the intensity of what had just happened. My cheeks flushed pink, my lips swollen and sore from the dual invasion, my throat raw and sore from swallowing so much cum.

I leaned back in my chair, my spine arching slightly as I let out a shaky sigh, my chest rising and falling rapidly. My heart raced, pounding in my ears, echoing the rush of adrenaline coursing through my veins. Used. Useful. Wanted. All words that described exactly how I felt in that moment.

They watched me, smirking knowingly, clearly pleased with themselves and with me.

As I sat there, still catching my breath, the two men finally released their grip on my hair, stepping back with satisfied smirks plastered across their faces. They exchanged a glance, one filled with mutual respect and pride, and then, with a final pat to my cheek, they turned and walked out of the breakroom, leaving me alone once more.

They left the room, their footsteps fading gradually into the background noise of the shop beyond. I remained seated for a moment, still processing the incredible experience I'd just endured. My body hummed with residual energy, tingling and sore in places I hadn't known existed. My mind buzzed with conflicting emotions - shame, pride, confusion, and a strange sense of liberation.

Slowly, I gathered myself together, packing up my lunch and stuffing the remains of my salad into my bag. As I stood up, I realized that my clothes were still slightly damp from sweat and arousal, clinging to my skin uncomfortably. And I was still missing a cock in my pussy.

Making my way back to the office, I could barely contain the flush creeping up my neck and the lingering need between my legs. My thoughts were still tangled in the aftermath of what had transpired in the breakroom, my body humming with leftover electricity. I pushed those thoughts aside as best I could, focusing instead on the mundane tasks ahead.

As I stepped into the office, Alyssa was already at her desk, typing furiously on her keyboard. She looked up at me, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief as she noticed the slight redness in my cheeks and the disheveled state of my clothes. A slow, knowing smirk spread across her face, and she leaned back in her chair, folding her arms behind her head.

“Well well, look who’s back from lunch,” she drawled, her voice laced with playful teasing.

I shot her a glare, trying to hide the fact that my heart was still racing from the events in the breakroom. "I'm fine," I lied smoothly, crossing my arms over my chest. "Just fine."

Alyssa arched an eyebrow, her smirk widening as she studied me carefully. "Sure you are," she replied, tapping her pen against her desk. "But since you're feeling so fine, why don't you do me a favor and fetch that document from the bottom drawer of the file cabinet over there?"

I hesitated for a moment, glancing suspiciously at Alyssa as if trying to read her intentions. Was she trying to test me? Was this some kind of trap?

Shaking my head, I decided to play along, determined to keep up appearances and maintain my composure. "Fine," I sighed, rolling my eyes dramatically. "What am I looking for?"

Alyssa smiled sweetly, pointing towards the file cabinet. "It's labeled 'Confidential Personnel Files'. Just grab the top folder and bring it back here."

I nodded, muttering under my breath as I made my way towards the cabinet.

As I bent down to reach for the document, a shadow loomed behind me. Before I could react, strong hands grasped my hips, pulling me backward roughly. Instinctively, I tried to push away, but the grip tightened, holding me in place.

Suddenly, I felt fabric moving beneath me, the familiar sensation of my skirt hiking up higher on my thighs. My heart skipped a beat as I realized what was happening. The mechanic behind me was positioning himself to expose me further, to enter me from behind.

In one swift movement, the mechanic yanked my panties down, exposing my bare ass to the cool air of the office. My cheeks flushed bright red as I struggled to maintain my composure, but the shock of the sudden exposure sent a jolt of electricity through my nerves.

Before I could react, I felt his large, calloused fingers pressing gently against my tight ring of muscle, circling and teasing my untouched hole. My breath hitched in my throat as I realized what he intended to do. This wasn't just a simple fuck, he was going to take my anal virginity, to claim me in a way I hadn't anticipated.

Panic surged through me, but so did curiosity and a flicker of excitement.

My heart pounded in my chest as I felt his fingers probe deeper, spreading me open inch by excruciating inch. I whimpered softly, my body tense with anticipation and fear as I gripped the file cabinet. Never before had I experienced anything quite like this, never before had anyone touched me in such an intimate, invasive way.

The mechanic growled low in his throat, his voice vibrating against my skin as he whispered, "Oh yes, she's so tight, good girl."

His words sent a shiver down my spine, igniting a fire within me that I couldn't quite explain.

The mechanic’s single finger slid inside me, slow and deliberate, breaking through my tight seal with a soft pop. I gasped, my body tensing instinctively as he worked the digit deeper, stretching me impossibly wide. My muscles clenched around him, resisting at first, then relaxing as my body began to adjust to the foreign intrusion.

Behind me, Alyssa, Tara, and Destiny stood watching, their eyes gleaming with fascination and barely contained lust. They leaned in close, whispering amongst themselves, exchanging glances filled with excitement and approval.

“I knew she would be good at this job,” Alyssa murmured, her voice barely audible over the sounds of my breathing and the occasional grunt from the mechanic.

Another finger joined the first, sliding effortlessly past my tight ring of muscle, stretching me even wider. I moaned softly, my body adjusting to the sensation, my inner walls fluttering around the invading digits. My toes curled, my hips bucking slightly as I struggled to maintain balance, caught between discomfort and unexpected pleasure.

At the same time, his thumb found my clit, circling it lazily, applying just enough pressure to send sparks dancing across my nerve endings. My breath came in shallow gasps, my nipples hardening beneath my shirt as my entire body responded to the dual stimulation.

The mechanic groaned appreciatively as he pulled his fingers from my stretched hole, giving it a quick wipe against my thigh before reaching for the bottle of lube resting on the edge of the file cabinet. He uncapped it with practiced ease, pouring a generous amount onto his palm and then rubbing it liberally over his cock, coating it thoroughly in preparation for what was coming next.

"Feels good, doesn’t it?" he asked, his voice low and husky as he guided the lubed tip of his cock to my entrance, teasing me with slow, torturous circles against my puckered hole. 

From behind me, Alyssa, Tara, and Destiny watched intently, their expressions ranging from pure lust to wicked delight.

Slowly, agonizingly, he pushed forward, inch by excruciating inch, stretching me open in ways I never imagined possible. Each centimeter of his thick, glistening cock slid deeper into my virgin asshole, forcing my body to yield, to adapt, to surrender. I screamed, a high-pitched wail tearing from my throat as the intense pressure built, my nails digging into the file cabinet for support. Pain and pleasure collided in my core, twisting together into something indescribable, something primal and raw.

My ass clamped around him instinctively, trying to squeeze him back in, trying to push him deeper, desperate to feel him fill me completely.

Once fully embedded, he didn’t waste any time. With a brutal snap of his hips, he drove himself home again, bottoming out inside me with a sharp, wet slap that reverberated through my entire body. My scream morphed into a guttural cry, raw and unrestrained, as my ass convulsed around him, struggling to accommodate his relentless pace. 

He picked up speed immediately, driving in and out of me with punishing force, his thick cock hitting the deepest parts of my stretched hole with every brutal thrust. Flesh slapped against flesh in a rhythmic, almost hypnotic cadence, punctuated by the occasional grunt from him and the ragged, broken cries spilling from my lips.

Behind me, Alyssa, Tara, and Destiny lost themselves in the scene unfolding before them, their inhibitions melting away in the heat of the moment. Alyssa leaned back in her chair, her hand slipping easily beneath her blouse, palming her breast roughly as she pinched her nipple between her fingers. Her other hand delved beneath her skirt, wrapping around her slick folds, stroking herself slowly at first, then faster, matching the tempo of the mechanic’s thrusts into my ass.

Tara, standing nearby, sat against the edge of a desk, her hands flying to her own breasts as she squeezed and twisted her nipples ruthlessly. Her eyes were glued to the sight of me being fucked from behind, her expression wild with desire.

Destiny, unable to resist the temptation either, moved closer, her fingers trailing down her own stomach before diving beneath her skirt, finding her dripping cunt with surprising ease. She wasted no time, her fingers plunging deep inside her sopping wet hole as she began to rub her clit in earnest, moaning loudly as she touched herself. Her moans blended seamlessly with mine, creating a symphony of pleasure that echoed throughout the office.

"You’re doing so great, Karen," Alyssa purred, her voice dripping with encouragement and arousal.

Every time the man slammed into me, my huge ass bounced and swayed, the movements exaggerated by the sheer depth of his penetration. My cheeks flexed and rippled with each powerful thrust, my hole clenching and releasing around his thick cock as if trying to milk him for every drop of cum. The sight of my ass bouncing wildly, my body trembling with each impact, was apparently mesmerizing, as Alyssa, Tara, and Destiny couldn't tear their eyes away.

They watched in awe, their own arousal building with each passing second.

His free hand wrapped around my tit, squeezing roughly, kneading the soft flesh as he continued to hammer into me with relentless precision. My body jerked involuntarily at the sensation, my nipples hardening beneath his touch, my breath hitching in my throat. He leaned in close, his lips brushing against my earlobe as he whispered dirty, filthy things, words meant to degrade, to arouse, to push me further into submission.

“You're being such a good little fuck toy,” he growled, his voice low and rough, vibrating against my skin. “Your ass is so tight, so perfect.”

His fingers found my clit, circling it slowly at first, teasing me with feather-light touches that sent electric shocks straight to my core. But soon, his strokes became firmer, more insistent, his finger pressing harder against my sensitive bundle of nerves. My whole body trembled, my toes curling, my hips bucking uncontrollably as I teetered on the precipice of climax.

My body betrayed me, quivering and pulsing as waves of intense pleasure crashed over me, threatening to consume me entirely. I cried out, my voice cracking with desperation and ecstasy as my orgasm hit me full-force, my ass clamping down on his cock like a vice. My vision blurred, my hearing faded, and all I could focus on was the overwhelming sensation radiating from my core, spreading outward like wildfire.

He didn’t stop, didn’t pause, not even when I collapsed forward, my forehead slamming against the edge of the file cabinet. Instead, he kept thrusting, driving himself deeper, harder, faster, milking my spasming hole for everything it was worth.

With a guttural roar, he emptied himself into me, his cock throbbing and twitching as wave after wave of scalding-hot cum pumped deep into my stretched hole. My ass clenched around him, gripping him tightly as if trying to hold him inside forever, as if trying to absorb every last drop of his essence.

I screamed again, my voice raw and broken, my body shaking violently as I rode out the aftershocks of my own release. The sensation of being absolutely stuffed, absolutely claimed, was overwhelming, intoxicating, addictive. It was everything I had ever dreamed of and more than I could have imagined.

Just as I was beginning to recover from the overwhelming sensations coursing through my body, I heard a commotion come from the shop floor.

“Where the hell is he?” the voice demanded. “I know he’s here! I'm tracking him!”

The mechanic froze mid-thrust, his eyes widening in alarm.

“Oh shit, that’s my wife,” he muttered, his voice low and urgent. “You’d better hide, Karen. Fast.”

Before I could process his words, he yanked out of me roughly, leaving me gasping and dizzy, my body empty yet still throbbing from the intense pleasure. Without hesitation, I stumbled toward the nearest door, my legs unsteady beneath me.

In the blink of an eye, I ducked into a supply closet, barely managing to squeeze myself inside before the door burst open.

Heart pounding in my chest, I crouched low in the cramped space of the supply closet, my breath coming in short, panicked bursts. The screams outside grew louder, more frantic, as if someone was searching desperately for their missing partner. My pulse raced, my body hyper-aware of every sound, every vibration in the thin walls surrounding me.

Suddenly, the door creaked open, revealing a tall figure silhouetted against the dim light streaming in from the corridor. My heart leapt into my throat as I recognized the broad shoulders and familiar build of Jack. Relief flooded through me, washing away some of the tension coiling tight in my stomach.

"Hey there, Karen," he greeted warmly, his voice carrying a hint of amusement. "Mind if I join you in here, away from the madness?"

I swallowed hard, my gaze darting nervously between the door and Jack’s expectant expression. "Um... sure," I stammered, scooting back against the wall to make room. "I mean, if you want."

Jack chuckled softly, stepping inside and closing the door behind him with a quiet click. He turned to face me, his muscular frame filling the small space. Up close, I could see the faint lines of worry etched into his brow, the concern evident in his dark brown eyes.

Jack's warm smile softened, genuine concern shining through his usually confident demeanor. "Hey, Karen," he said gently, kneeling down to sit cross-legged beside me. "How has your day been so far?"

His question hung in the air, innocent yet loaded with meaning.

"I've been alright," I replied carefully, choosing my words with care. "Still getting to know everyone."

A low chuckle escaped Jack’s lips, rich with amusement and something else, something softer, warmer. He tilted his head slightly, studying me with those deep-set eyes of his, and then, without warning, he leaned in close, his breath ghosting over my cheek as he whispered,

“C’mon, Karen… don’t tell me you haven’t missed *some* kind of cock in that pretty little pussy of yours.”

His words landed like a spark in dry tinder, igniting a flicker of heat in my belly despite myself.

My eyes widened in shock, my mouth parting slightly as I processed his bold words. How could he possibly know? Had he seen something? Said something? Was this some kind of cruel joke?

But then, just as quickly, confusion gave way to realization and a strange, fluttering warmth blooming low in my belly.

"I-I don’t understand," I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper. "Was that on purpose?"

Jack exhaled slowly, running a hand through my hair before meeting my gaze with unwavering sincerity.

“I’m not playing games, Karen,” he said quietly, his tone gentle but firm. “When I told Alyssa to hire you, I made it clear to the rest of the team - I wanted your pussy for myself first.”

He paused, his thumb brushing lightly against my cheekbone, grounding me in the moment.

“I’ve been waiting for this moment since the day I met you,” he admitted, his voice low and steady, filled with emotion.

"Why wait so long to make a move?" I asked hesitantly, my voice barely above a whisper. "Why now?"

Jack sighed, running a hand through his hair before meeting my gaze with a mixture of regret and longing. "Because you were married," he confessed, his voice heavy with emotion.

"But now..." he trailed off, his eyes roaming over my face, drinking in every detail. "...now there are no rules. And I think it's time for me to have a taste."

Before I could respond, Jack captured my lips in a searing kiss, his tongue sweeping into my mouth with practiced dominance. My body melted against his, overwhelmed by the intensity of his touch, by the sheer magnetism of his presence. His arms encircled me, pulling me flush against his broad chest, his heartbeat thrumming against my ear like a war drum.

As our kiss deepened, I found myself marveling at the strength and power radiating from his body, at the intricate tattoos winding along his arms and torso, telling stories of battles fought and victories won.

Jack's hands moved swiftly, tugging my panties aside with practiced ease, exposing my bare sex to his hungry gaze. He wasted no time, dropping to his knees and capturing my swollen clit between his lips, sucking gently before dragging his tongue along my slit in slow, deliberate motions.

I gasped, arching my back instinctively as pleasure shot straight to my core, my fingers tangling in his thick hair. Moans spilled from my lips, loud and unrestrained, echoing off the confines of the tiny closet.

Jack’s skilled fingers worked magic inside me, sliding effortlessly past my soaked folds and plunging deep into my core. He found my G-spot instantly, circling it with expert precision, applying just enough pressure to send jolts of electricity shooting straight to my brain. At the same time, his tongue remained relentless on my clit, flicking and swirling, teasing and tormenting, driving me higher and higher towards oblivion.

Screams tore from my throat, raw and unrestrained, my body writhing and bucking against his hands as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me.

I came undone, my body shuddering and seizing as another earth-shattering orgasm ripped through me. My pussy convulsed around his fingers, squirting copiously, drenching both us in my juices. I screamed, my voice breaking with the intensity of my release, my toes curling, my spine bowing backward as pleasure consumed me utterly.

Jack drank greedily, lapping up every drop with reverence, his tongue tracing patterns across my inner thighs and belly as he cleaned me up.

As I caught my breath, panting heavily, I looked down at Jack, my eyes wide with wonder and gratitude. He stood up slowly, his hands working deftly to strip off his pants, revealing the impressive length of his cock straining against his briefs. I gasped audibly, my heart racing at the bulge of his massive erection, easily the biggest I'd ever seen, and I wondered how his thin boxer briefs kept it contained.

Without hesitation, Jack stepped closer, positioning himself directly in front of me. He reached out, taking my chin in his hand and tilting my head up to meet his gaze.

"Ready for my cock, sweetheart?" he asked, his voice low and seductive, filled with promise and anticipation. I nodded eagerly, my eyes locked onto his, my body already responding to his presence, already craving more.

With a swift motion, Jack peeled off his briefs, freeing his massive cock from its confines. It stood proudly erect, veiny and thick, dripping precum already. I stared in awe, my mouth hanging open as I took in the sight of his impressive member.

Jack lifted me effortlessly, cradling me against his strong chest as he positioned me on his lap, facing him directly. My legs wrapped instinctively around his waist, my feet planted firmly on the ground for balance. He leaned forward, kissing me deeply once more, his tongue invading my mouth with slow, deliberate strokes, coaxing a moan from my lips.

Then, with infinite patience, he pressed the head of his cock against my dripping entrance, teasing me with light, feathery touches before finally sinking inside, inch by agonizing inch.

Each movement was slow, deliberate, as if savoring the moment, savoring me. I felt every ridge, every vein, every pulse of his thick shaft stretching me wider than I thought possible. My body trembled, overwhelmed by the sheer size of him, by the way he filled me completely, locking us together in a way that felt impossibly intimate.

And then, with a groan that vibrated through me, he began to thrust, deep, hard, relentless. His cock pistoned in and out of me with a rhythm that matched the beating of my heart, his hands gripping my hips as he drove me higher and higher, pushing me toward another mind-blowing climax.

Pleasure built rapidly, coiling tighter and tighter in my core with each powerful thrust. I clung to Jack, my nails digging into his shoulders, my head thrown back in ecstasy as he pounded into me mercilessly. Sweat glistened on his skin, his muscles flexing and rippling with each movement, a living work of art.

"Yes, yes!" I cried out, my voice high and needy, lost in the throes of passion. "Harder, Jack! Fuck me harder!"

He obliged with a growl, one hand moving to grip my bulbous ass, holding me steady as he increased his pace, slamming into me with a force that shook the very walls of the closet.

My body tensed, every muscle pulled taut as a bowstring as I teetered on the brink of another explosive orgasm. Jack's thrusts became erratic, driven by his own impending release, his cock throbbing and pulsing inside me.

"Cum for me again, baby," he grunted, his voice strained with exertion and pleasure. "Let go. Scream my name."

Those words were all it took to push me over the edge. I shattered, my pussy clamping down on him like a vice as I came with a scream that echoed off the metal shelves.

"JACK!" I wailed, my body convulsing, my juices gushing out around his pistoning cock.

At the feel of my walls fluttering around him, Jack let out a hoarse shout, burying himself to the hilt inside me as he found his own release.

We collapsed together in a tangle of limbs, both of us panting heavily, our bodies slick with sweat. Jack held me close, his strong arms wrapped around me possessively as he peppered my neck and jaw with soft kisses, murmuring sweet praises and promises against my skin.

"You're incredible," he breathed, nuzzling into my hair. "So beautiful, so responsive. I've never been happier to get exactly what I've always wanted."

His words sent a shiver down my spine, warming me from the inside out. Before I could respond, however, he shifted, sliding down my body until his face was level with my still-sensitive sex.

Jack started to eat me out again, alternating between my pussy and ass with equal fervor. His tongue delved deep, stroking along my walls, lapping up the combined juices of our lovemaking. He seemed determined to taste every inch of me, to worship my body in a way that left me weak and trembling.

I whimpered, my hips bucking involuntarily against his face as he worked me over, bringing me back to the edge of another mind-blowing climax. His hands gripped my thighs, holding me open for his oral assault, his thumbs rubbing circles on my sensitive skin.

For the next twenty blissful minutes, Jack devoted himself entirely to pleasuring me with his mouth. He alternated between long, slow licks and quick, flickering flicks of his tongue, varying his technique to keep me guessing, to keep me on the knife's edge of ecstasy. He brought me to the brink of orgasm multiple times, only to back off at the last second, denying me release until I was a babbling, incoherent mess, my thighs quivering and my hands fisted in his hair.

Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, when I was sure I would die from the sheer intensity of the sensations, Jack sat back on his heels, his erection renewed.

With a wicked grin, he lined himself up with my entrance once more, the head of his cock nudging insistently against my slick folds. In one smooth, powerful stroke, he sheathed himself fully inside me, stretching me wide around his thick girth.

"Fuck, you feel even better the second time," he groaned, his hands gripping my hips bruisingly tight as he set a punishing pace. "Gonna ruin this perfect pussy for anyone else. Make it mine. All mine."

Jack's hips snapped forward, driving into me with a force that rocked my entire body. The obscene slap of skin on skin echoed in the confined space as he pounded me relentlessly, chasing his own pleasure. His cock hammered my G-spot with every thrust, sending sparks of electric ecstasy zinging up my spine.

But just as quickly as he had started, he slowed his pace, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in with excruciating slowness. Each deep, deliberate thrust kissed my cervix, the head of his cock nudging against the entrance to my womb. He angled his hips, grinding against my clit with every pass, stoking the flames of my arousal higher and higher.

As he continued his torturously slow thrusts, Jack leaned in, capturing my lips in a searing kiss. His tongue delved into my mouth, twining with mine in a sensual dance that mirrored the movements of his hips. He swallowed my moans and whimpers, devouring them as if they were the most delicious ambrosia.

One hand slid up my body to cup my breast, kneading the soft flesh, rolling my nipple between his fingers until it pebbled under his touch. The other hand gripped my hip, holding me steady as he picked up the pace once more, the new angle allowing him to hit that magical spot inside me with unerring accuracy.

The dual stimulation of his cock hitting my deepest spots and his fingers plucking at my sensitive nipples proved too much to bear. With a keening cry, I came undone, my pussy clamping down on him like a velvet vise as I shuddered and spasmed in his arms.

"JACK!" I screamed, my voice raw and broken with the force of my release. "Oh god, oh fuck, JACK!"

The rhythmic squeezing of my walls milking his cock was all it took to trigger his own climax. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt inside me, his thick shaft pulsing as he emptied himself deep within my fluttering sheath.

As we both reached our peak, Jack once again captured my lips in a passionate, almost desperate kiss. Our tongues tangled frantically, mirroring the frenzied movements of our joined bodies. He swallowed my screams of ecstasy, muffling them against his mouth as he poured himself into me, his hot seed painting my insides white for the second time.

We clung to each other, riding out the waves of shared pleasure, our hearts pounding in sync, our breaths mingling in the scant space between us. The kiss went on and on, a silent declaration of the intense connection we had forged in this moment of primal passion. When we finally broke apart, gasping for air, Jack rested his forehead against mine, his eyes boring into mine with an intensity that stole my breath all over again.

As we lay there, basking in the afterglow, Jack propped himself up on one elbow, his free hand tracing idle patterns on my sweat-slicked skin. There was a mischievous glint in his eye as he spoke, his voice low and intimate.

"You know, I have to take my rig out on the road for a few days come tomorrow morning. And I'd really love for you to join me, Karen. We could make some stops, see the country, maybe find a few more...private moments like this along the way."

A slow smile spread across my face at Jack's invitation, excitement and anticipation already building in my chest. "I'd love nothing more," I replied softly, reaching up to caress his cheek. "A few days alone with you, seeing the world from the cab of your truck? It sounds like heaven."

Just as I was about to lean in for another kiss, sealing our plans, the closet door suddenly burst open. Standing there, grinning from ear to ear, were Alyssa, Tara, and Destiny.

"Hey now, not fair!" Alyssa whined playfully, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she took in the scene before her - Jack and I entwined naked on the floor, both flushed and disheveled from our passionate encounter. "Why didn't we get to watch?"

Tara chimed in, her voice tinged with mock indignation. "Yeah, Karen! I've been dying to see Jack’s cock!"

Destiny giggled, biting her lip as her gaze raked appreciatively over Jack's muscular form before it lowered to his crotch. "Holy shit, what a fucking monster."

The three women crowded into the small space, their eyes roving hungrily over Jack's nude form, lingering on his semi-erect cock. They turned to me, their expressions a mix of envy and admiration.

"What a treat," Alyssa said, shaking her head in wonder. "To be stretched out on such a magnificent piece of man meat."

"Seriously, Karen," Tara added, her voice husky with desire. "You got with Jack on your first day?!"

Destiny simply licked her lips, her gaze still fixed on Jack's impressive package. "Lucky, lucky girl," she murmured.

Jack and I exchanged a look, bursting into laughter at the absurdity of the situation - being caught naked and post-coital by our coworkers, who were openly ogling his impressive physique. The sound of our mirth filled the small closet, echoing off the metal shelves.

"We should probably get dressed," I managed to say between giggles, reluctantly untangling myself from Jack's embrace. "I still have some paperwork to finish before we hit the road tomorrow."

Jack grinned, pressing a quick, hard kiss to my lips before standing up, not bothering to cover his nakedness. "I should get back to my truck." he said, his eyes twinkling with promise and affection. “Make sure it’s road ready.”

Over the next few years, Jack and I embarked on an unconventional yet thrilling romance. I accompanied him on his cross-country hauls, spending nights tangled together in seedy motel rooms, exploring each other's bodies with insatiable hunger. The confined space of his big rig cabin only heightened our passion, forcing us into creative and intimate positions.

During our days back at the shop, our relationship took an unexpected turn. Jack, it seemed, had a penchant for watching me with his fellow mechanics.

I discovered that keeping my role as one of the shop's resident free-use fuck toys made Jack incredibly happy. Whether it was letting him fuck my face during his break, or making him watch as I got stuffed in all three holes in the break room, every act of sexual generosity on my part seemed to fuel his desire for me.

There were times when Jack would bend me over the workbench, hiking my skirt up and plunging into my dripping cunt as the other guys cheered him on. Other times, he'd sit back and enjoy the show as I knelt submissively, taking turns sucking the cocks of half a dozen horny men until my throat was sore and my belly full of cum.

And sitting here now, recounting our first time together, I realized that I have never been happier. Our unconventional relationship, with its thrilling road trips and kinky shop adventures, has fulfilled me in ways I never knew I needed. From the moment we fucked in that supply closet, to the countless orgasms we shared, to the pride I felt in making him happy by indulging in group fun, every moment was a gift.

As I sit in the passenger seat of his rig, watching the miles roll by as I type, I can't help but smile. The future is uncertain, but one thing is crystal clear - whatever comes next, I will face it with Jack by my side, ready for anything. Because with him, life is an endless adventure, and I wouldn't have it any other way.
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