
        
            
                
            
        

    
Free Use At The Factory

The Free Use Temp

by Cleo Carnell

www.cleocarnell.com


First Edition. Copyright © 2025 Cleo Carnell.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. All characters in this work are over the age of 18 and fully consenting.

Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Also By Cleo Carnell


Chapter 1

The alarm went off at 6:30, but I was already awake, lying in bed, thinking about today. My first day at the factory. As a temp, I’d worked a lot of different jobs, and this time I had landed a spot in the admin team, tucked away in the office upstairs. Office hours, air conditioning, free coffee. And the real perk? The place had a free-use policy. For women like me, anyway.

I bit my lip and turned over to see my husband, Ben, already watching me with that sleepy, horny look in his eyes. He reached out, running his fingers over my bare stomach, then lower. I’d slept naked on purpose. Just thinking about today had kept me on edge all night.

“You ready to be the factory’s little cum slut?” he murmured, sleepily. His fingers trailed over the trimmed hair of my mound.

I giggled and rolled into him, feeling his morning wood press against my thigh. “Mmm. Gonna get passed around like a dirty office toy. Think anyone will even let me finish the HR paperwork first?”

Ben groaned and grabbed my ass, pulling me on top of him. My big breasts hung down, framed by my messy blonde hair. My nipples brushed over his chest.

“Fuck, Molly. Those tits of yours. They won’t be able to keep their hands off you.”

I straddled him, grinding slowly, feeling the head of his cock push against my soaking wet opening. “What?” I said innocently, leaning down to kiss his lips. “You don’t like thinking about me bent over a desk, tits bouncing while some greasy shift supervisor uses me like I’m just part of the furniture?”

“I like it too much,” he growled, grabbing my hips and thrusting up into me.

I gasped, arching my back as he filled me. He stretched me easily, my pussy welcoming him like it had been desperate for this for hours. I rocked my hips, my hands planted on his chest. His hands came up to squeeze my tits, hard, and I came, pleasure washing over me in intense waves.

Ben fucked me through it. “Gonna be dripping with other men’s cum by lunch,” he grunted. “You’ll probably forget half their names.”

I laughed breathlessly, bouncing faster. “That’s the point, baby. Just holes for them to use. I don't need to know their names.”

Ben’s hands tightened on my hips, and he fucked me harder, the bed creaking under us. “Fuck, I’m going to come,” Ben gasped.

“Come in me,” I moaned desperately.

He thrust up one last time and came deep inside me, growling as he held me down tight. I clenched around him, moaning at the heat of it, the first load of what I hoped would be many today.

We stayed tangled for a moment, breathless, his cock still inside me, my pussy gripping it. Finally, he kissed me hard, then slapped my ass.

“I’ll make you breakfast,” he said, smirking. “You’ll need your strength.”

I slid off him slowly, cum already starting to drip down my thighs. “I can’t wait,” I said, heading for the shower with a little extra sway in my hips. “Let’s see how filthy this factory really is.”


Chapter 2

The factory was huge. Long metal buildings with the steady hum of machines inside. A few workers were unloading crates from a truck as I walked in, heels tapping on the concrete. A woman was waiting for me in the reception area, with dark hair, a ponytail, and an elegant skirt suit that hugged her figure in all the right ways.

Her blouse was silk, her lipstick a sharp, precise red. I felt underdressed in my pencil skirt and sheer blouse, my nipples faintly visible if you knew where to look.

“You must be Molly,” she said, her voice warm but a little wicked around the edges. She had a filthy glint in her eyes. “I’m Gemma. Come on, I’ll take you upstairs.”

We walked through the factory floor first. It was hot, and loud, and smelled faintly of plastic and lubricant. Men in coveralls glanced at us as we passed, a few of them doing double-takes when they saw me. One actually licked his lips. My thighs clenched. God, this place was going to ruin me.

Up the metal stairs to the admin office, things got quieter and cooler. The walls were cheap paneling, but everything was neat and organized. Gemma led me to a corner desk with a view of the factory floor below through dusty glass.

“This’ll be you,” she said, gesturing. “You’ll be helping me with the shipment paperwork. Business is booming right now, and a big international order came in. We needed someone fast, and I saw your profile on the job site.” She winked. “I liked what I saw. And I figured the workers need a bit of an extra incentive with it being so busy.”

I blushed, grinning. “So what exactly do you make down there? I didn’t get a lot of details.”

Gemma smirked. “Sex toys.”

I blinked. “Seriously?”

“Yup. Vibrators, dildos, plugs, sleeves, and a few high-end fucking machines. Basically, everything your dirty little heart desires.” She leaned closer, her voice lowering slightly. “And we get to test everything before shipping if we’re lucky.”

My breath caught. “You’re free use too?”

“Oh yeah,” she purred. “This department’s free use. Just us girls. Factory staff can come up anytime they want. We keep the admin wheels turning and let them blow off steam. Edith says it’s good for morale.”

“Edith?”

“You’ll meet her in a sec.” Gemma turned and knocked lightly on the door behind us, then opened it. “She’s our head of department.”

The woman inside looked like someone’s grandmother had wandered into the office by mistake. Her enormous breasts were barely contained by her stretched blouse, hanging down and resting on her lap. They were properly massive, the buttons straining across her soft, pillowy chest. She looked up from her desk, glasses perched low on her nose.

“Is this our new temp?” she asked, her voice cheerful and friendly.

“Yes,” Gemma said, ushering me in. “This is Molly. She’s with us for the next two weeks.”

Edith stood up and walked over to shake my hand. She was only about five feet tall and quite chubby, even apart from her gigantic chest. Her grip was surprisingly firm for an older lady, and her smile was all kindness… and mischief. Her blouse gaped open just enough to reveal a pink parachute of a bra.

“Welcome to the filthiest admin team in the country,” she said sweetly. “Gemma tells me you’re keen.”

I grinned. “I am.”

“She’ll fit right in,” Gemma added, crossing her arms under her chest and watching me with lazy approval.

“Mmm, good. Well then.” Edith turned and bent over her desk, rummaging for something in the bottom drawer. Her skirt rode up high over her big, soft ass. She didn’t seem to care that I could see her chubby, pale thighs and her pink, lacy panties. Her impressively bushy pubic hair escaped out of the side of her underwear.

“First thing you need to know, Molly,” she said without looking up, “is that the men down there work hard. Long shifts. Heavy lifting. Sometimes they just need a quick release before getting back on the floor.”

She found what she was looking for and straightened up. It was a lanyard, with “Free Use” written across it. “This is for you,” she said.

“She means it,” Gemma said behind me, her voice thick with amusement. “I’ve watched Edith take three guys in a row during a ten-minute coffee break. She’s filthy. Loves every second.”

Edith winked. “I’m old, not dead. And frankly, I come harder now than I did at twenty. Especially when I’m stuffed full of young cock. Some of the men out there are hung like bulls.”

I felt like my brain was short-circuiting. In the best way. I was already coming to adore my new co-workers.

“Ready to get started?” Gemma asked, leading me to my desk.

I nodded, heart pounding. “Absolutely.” I couldn’t wait. I wondered who was going to fuck me first.

“Right, we’ll start with compliance training. The HR policy section should only take a few hours.

A few hours?


Chapter 3

I blinked at the screen. “Wow, there’s a lot of this.”

Gemma gave me a sympathetic smile. “Factory rules. Everyone’s gotta do it. Even the free-use girls.”

Then she turned and walked off, heels clicking across the office, leaving me staring at a bright blue screen that said MANDATORY STAFF TRAINING. I sighed. Not exactly the kind of mandatory session I’d been hoping for.

The first hour dragged on. Safety videos, harassment policies, hygiene protocol, and storage guidelines for “sensitive goods.” The narrator’s voice was a slow drone, the kind that made my clit throb from sheer frustration. I shifted in my seat, squeezing my thighs together, trying not to touch myself right there at the desk.

Every time a guy walked past the office window, I perked up. Maybe this one would come in. Maybe he’d bend me over, slide into me from behind while I stared wide-eyed at the dull video, trying to keep working like a good little slut.

But they all just walked by. No knocks. No cocks.

It was nearly lunchtime when I finally let out a huff, slumping back in my chair. My pussy ached. My panties were soaked through from daydreaming about cocks. I was starting to wonder if the factory’s free-use policy was just some elaborate hazing ritual, get the new girl worked up and leave her squirming in her chair.

Then I heard heels again. I looked up to see Gemma sauntering over, a coffee in one hand. Her blouse was unbuttoned lower than before. Her dark hair gleamed under the office lights. She didn’t say anything at first, just perched on my desk, sipping from her cup, eyes sliding lazily over my body. Her skirt had ridden up slightly, and I could see the top of her hold-ups.

“How’s compliance going?” she asked.

“I’m going insane,” I said.

“Time for a break, Molly.”

Relief flooded me. Finally. “Thank God. I was starting to think nobody here wanted to use me.”

But Gemma didn’t call anyone over. Instead, she set down her coffee and spread her knees slightly. Her tight skirt rode up her thighs.

“You misunderstood,” she said softly. “I need a break.”

I blinked. “Oh.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Something wrong with that?”

I shook my head quickly. “No. Not at all.”

I glanced between her legs. I could see her panties, plain and pale blue. There was an unmistakable, darker wet patch in the middle.

“Good,” she said, voice dropping to a low purr. “Then get on your knees, Molly.”

Heat flushed through me instantly. I scrambled to the floor, the industrial carpet rough under my knees as I positioned myself between her legs. She slid forward just enough to let me lift her skirt up further.

I pressed my lips to her panties, kissing her clit through the fabric and inhaling her scent. She let out a low hum of approval.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Let’s see if you’re as good with your mouth as your resume would suggest.”

I tugged the panties aside. Her pussy was completely bare. Her labia were large and swollen, already glistening with dampness. I leaned in, running my tongue along her slit. She was soaked, and I moaned softly as I tasted her. Her thighs tightened slightly around my head.

“That’s it, baby,” she sighed. “Lick your boss’s filthy cunt.”

I did. Eagerly.

Her folds were soft and warm, her clit already swollen. I wrapped my lips around it, flicking my tongue, loving the way she gasped and ground herself against my mouth. I had one hand braced on her thigh, the other sliding between my own legs, rubbing frantically through my soaked panties.

Gemma grabbed a fistful of my hair, holding me tight against her.

“You looked so fucking needy this morning,” she growled. “Squirming in your chair like some desperate little office whore.”

I whimpered, licking faster.

“You wanted cock so bad,” she hissed. “But guess what? The first thing you taste here is me.”

She leaned over, spotting what I was doing with my hand.

“Stop that!” she said. “Put your fingers in me instead.”

I whimpered with frustration but did as I was told, sliding two fingers into her tight, wet cunt.

She gasped above me, her thighs tensing as I curled my fingers, still licking her clit with slow, teasing strokes. Her body responded instantly, hips grinding against my face, a soft, breathless moan slipping past her perfect red lips.

“That’s better,” she breathed. “Fuck me harder.”

I did. I pushed deeper, twisted slightly, and increased my tempo. I finger-fucked her as hard as I could. Her arousal ran down my fingers, her cunt gripping me tightly. My mouth didn’t stop either. My tongue circled, sucking and flicking at her. Soon, she was shaking, one heel digging into the floor as the other leg trembled against my shoulder.

Her moans got louder. “Yes… fuck… don’t stop, don’t you dare stop…”

She came hard, hips jerking, grinding herself down on my face as I held her steady, fingers buried deep inside her. I felt her walls clench around my fingers. Her thighs clamped around my head, and I kept going until she finally pulled away, panting.

I sat back on my heels, mouth wet, hand soaked, gasping for air.

Gemma adjusted her skirt, smoothed her hair, and picked up her coffee again like she hadn’t just used my face to come.

“Good girl,” she said simply, already turning to walk away. “You’d better finish that compliance training.”

I stared after her, stunned… aching.

She didn’t look back.

No kiss, no return orgasm, not even a thank-you. Just a smug little smile as she went back to her desk. I was left kneeling on the office floor, soaked panties sticking to me, my pussy throbbing with unsatisfied need.


Chapter 4

A bell rang on the factory floor, and it was lunchtime. The dull roar of machines paused, replaced by the shuffle of boots and heels heading toward the canteen. Gemma appeared by my desk, flashing that wicked smile again.

“Come on,” she said. “It’s time to eat.”

I swallowed hard, heart pounding. I’d been starving for more than food all morning, so I hoped she meant cock.

She led me down the narrow hall to the canteen, a cavernous room with long tables and steaming trays. The aroma of fresh food mixed with the faint smell of sweaty workers. The kitchen door stood slightly ajar, and through the crack, I caught a glimpse of the chef, a burly man with arms like tree trunks and a stained apron stretched over his broad chest.

Gemma’s fingers curled around my wrist. “It’s always a good idea to get on the right side of the chef,” she whispered, eyes gleaming.

Before I could react, she guided me inside the kitchen.

The chef looked up, eyes darkening when he saw me. “Who’s this?” he asked. “I don’t like people in my kitchen.”

“She’s just joined my team,” Gemma replied.

His face softened. “Well, in that case…”

“Get on your knees,” Gemma ordered.

My pulse raced, and I sank down onto the cold, tiled floor. The chef wasted no time removing his apron and tugging down his pants. His cock sprang free. It wasn’t particularly long, but it was very thick and already rock-hard. He grabbed my hair, pulling my head toward him. I parted my lips and took him in.

The chef groaned, rough hands gripping my head as I bobbed eagerly. My mouth watered, saliva running down his shaft and coating his balls. Gemma stood behind me, fingers trailing lightly across my back.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

I sucked harder, desperate to please but painfully aware of how much I needed to be touched myself. The chef’s grip tightened in my hair, and with a loud howl, he spilled into my mouth, hot and messy. I swallowed every drop.

When I pulled away, I looked up at Gemma, pleading with my eyes.

“Not yet,” she said, a cruel smile on her lips. She dragged me away before I could plead for more. “Come on, let’s eat.”

Lunch was chicken curry and rice in beige trays, a bottle of water, and a slice of bread. Gemma ate slowly, chatting about sports and the weather. I glanced around the canteen. A few workers stared at me as they passed, some with smirks, some with open hunger in their eyes. I shifted in my seat, legs pressed tight together. But none of them approached.

Gemma’s gaze flicked up and caught me watching. She smirked.

“What?” I asked.

She sipped her water. “Enjoying the attention?”

I nodded, slowly. “I just thought… someone might want to use me.”

She shrugged. “Maybe they do.”

“Then why hasn’t anyone?”

That wicked smile again. “Maybe I told them to wait.”

My breath caught. “Why?”

“Because it’s fun to watch you squirm. And you have to finish your compliance training first.”

I stared at her, heat rushing to my face. “You’re keeping them away.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You’re not here to get off, Molly. You’re here to work. And make everyone else’s day better.”

I couldn’t argue. Not with the ache between my legs, not with the way my nipples strained against my blouse, not with how much I wanted to be touched. Used.

She stood up, smoothing her skirt.

“Come on,” she said. “Break’s over.”

Back in the office, the second I stepped inside, I heard it. The rhythmic sound of skin slapping against skin. Heavy breathing. Grunts. A wet, sucking noise.

Then Edith’s sweet voice. “Ohhh yes, that’s it boys… stretch me out... come on, fuck this old lady nice and deep…”

Gemma didn’t even flinch. She walked in like this was perfectly normal. I turned toward Edith’s office and froze. She was bent over her desk, enormous tits spread out across the table under her open blouse. Her bra was tangled around one arm. Three men were on her, and every single one of them was hung like a stallion.

One was behind her, pounding her thick ass with relentless force, thighs slapping against her wobbling cheeks. Another had his cock shoved deep in her mouth, her lips stretched wide, her eyes fluttering. The third knelt below her, licking and sucking at her soaked folds whenever the one behind her pulled out, his giant cock swaying unattended.

Her whole body rippled with movement, belly jiggling and tits swaying. And she loved it.

“More!” she cried, spit running down her chin. “Fuck me like you mean it!”

Gemma dropped into her seat like nothing unusual was happening and opened her laptop. I stood frozen in the doorway, heart racing.

Gemma looked up lazily. “You’ve got work to do, Molly. Get that compliance training finished.”

I sat down, legs trembling, trying not to just plunge my fingers into my cunt.

In the background, Edith cried out as one of them came deep inside her, and another sprayed cum all over her face, groaning.

And still… no one touched me.


Chapter 5

I don’t know how I survived another hour of dull videos and ridiculously easy questionnaires. My panties were soaked through, sticking to my mound, and my thighs were glued together in a constant attempt to relieve the pressure.

Gemma barely looked at me. She sat at her desk calmly typing away. I caught her smirking once or twice when I shifted in my chair or let out a frustrated little whimper. She was enjoying this.

When I finished the last module and clicked “Submit,” the screen blinked with a message: Congratulations! You have completed your mandatory training.

I looked up, biting my lip. “Gemma…”

She spun slowly in her chair, sipped her water, and tilted her head. “Yes, sweetheart?”

“I finished.”

“Oh, good,” she said, standing. “You’ve earned a reward.”

Hope bloomed in my chest.

She walked past my desk and crooked a finger. “Come on. I’ll show you some of our products.”

We took the stairs back down to the factory floor. The air was warm, filled with the hum of machines and the steady rattle of conveyor belts. Boxes were stacked high, and everything labeled with barcodes. A long metal belt carried rows of gleaming dildos, standing upright like a bizarre parade. Some were sleek and simple, others thick and veined, some absurdly massive. They moved slowly past, getting spritzed with cleaner, inspected, tagged, and then boxed.

Gemma glanced at me and grinned. “Production line four. All penetrative toys. One of our busiest sections.”

We turned a corner and came to a small workstation where a skinny guy in coveralls was hunched over a control panel. He had shaggy brown hair, wire-frame glasses, and a nervous look like he wasn’t used to seeing women this close. His hands were covered in black grease.

“Hey, Brian,” Gemma said smoothly. “Still fighting with the suction calibrator?”

He startled slightly. “Uh… yeah. It keeps surging past safe pressure. I think one of the sensors is glitching again.”

Gemma stepped closer to me, resting a hand lightly on my lower back. “Molly, this is Brian. Our resident engineering genius.”

Brian flushed. “Oh, uh, hi.”

I gave him a shy smile. He was cute in a gangly, awkward way. His eyes flicked to my large chest, then immediately away, cheeks turning red.

“Don’t worry,” Gemma said, stepping around him toward a nearby plastic bin filled with toys. “We’re just here to show Molly some of the products.”

Gemma reached into the bin and pulled out a bright pink dildo shaped like a spiraled unicorn horn. She turned to me with a mock-serious expression. “This one’s called the Magical Mare.”

I giggled.

She pulled out another, a double-ended, semi-transparent jelly toy with glitter inside. “And this sparkly beauty? The Galactic Slutrail 9000. I don’t know who names these, but I suspect someone in marketing is on edibles.”

We both laughed. Even Brian cracked a nervous smile.

Gemma tossed the glittery one back in the bin and pulled out something that looked like an oversized, rigid traffic cone.

“Now this,” she said proudly, “is the Punishment Pyramid. Not for beginners. Only for optimists.”

I stared at it, wide-eyed. “Has anyone ever actually…?”

“Oh, Edith has,” Gemma said, deadly serious. “Took the whole thing. Got a standing ovation from the guys on the shop floor.”

She reached deeper into the bin. “Ah, this is the one to try,” she purred, lifting out a dildo that was dramatically lifelike, complete with veiny shaft, a prominent head, and even a swinging pair of molded balls. It was hefty, almost intimidating.

“Wow,” I said, eyes wide. “That one’s… detailed.”

Gemma grinned. “Modelled after a real porn star. A guy named Johnny Bigone. Absolute legend. He came in to get cast a few months ago. And before you ask… yes, I did.”

She pressed a button near the base, and the toy began to buzz gently in her hand, a low purring vibration that made my thighs clench involuntarily.

Brian looked like he wanted to vanish into the wall. He started paying even more attention to the dials on the machine.

Gemma turned to me, eyes gleaming with mischief. “You’ve been very patient today, Molly.”

I felt my pulse start to race.

“And this… might help you get acquainted with the product line.”

I nodded slowly, swallowing.

“Good girl,” she said softly. Then, to Brian: “You don’t mind, do you?”

He blinked rapidly. “I… uh… I can give you privacy, I should probably…”

Gemma cut him off with a wave of her hand. “Stay where you are.”

He squeaked slightly but did as he was told, eyes fixed firmly on the dials in front of him like they were the most interesting things in the world.

Gemma turned back to me. “Bend over.”

My heart thudded. I obeyed, leaning forward, bracing my hands against the metal surface of the machine. My breath came in quick, shallow pants.

She lifted my skirt slowly, teasingly. I could feel the air against the back of my thighs.

“Mmm,” she murmured, fingers trailing lightly over my mound. “So fucking wet.”

I whimpered.

I felt the toy buzz gently against the inside of my thigh, a mere preview. Then she slipped my panties down so they pooled around my ankles. I caught Brian glancing at my exposed pussy and then looking away.

Gemma moved my legs apart a bit more and parted my lips. The touch of her fingers sent a pulse of electricity through me. Then she slid one inside me.

“Mmm, wet, but tight,” she purred. “You’re not ready for this beast yet.”

She added another finger and started to fuck me with them. I moaned, my pussy aching with desire. She stroked the dildo up my thigh, and then it brushed my clit. The vibrations almost made me come immediately.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

“Oh, you like that?” Gemma smirked. She added a third finger, stretching me open some more. “You’ve been holding back all day,” she murmured, pressing the vibrating dildo against my clit again. “I think it’s time you let go.”

I could barely breathe. My fingers clenched around the edge of the workstation, my body caught in that delicious, torturous place between pleasure and need. She pressed the vibrator firmly against my clit and I came hard.

My orgasm hit like a wave, crashing through my body with a force that made me cry out. My thighs shook and my cunt clenched around her hand. My vision blurred as the pleasure overtook me, deep and desperate and utterly overwhelming. It had been hours of teasing, of denial, of aching frustration, and now it all came flooding out in one shattering release.

But I’d barely had time to recover before she pulled her fingers from me and replaced them with the smooth, buzzing length of the toy. I gasped at the size, the fullness. The head pushed past my entrance with firm pressure, and slowly, gently, she slid it deeper inside me.

“Good girl,” she said softly. “Just relax and take it.”

I could feel every buzzing inch, stretching me deep, deep in my cunt. Finally, I felt the vibrating balls against my clit. The overwhelming sensations intensified as it seated fully within me. Gemma held it steady with one hand while her other hand slipped inside my top and squeezed my nipple.

I came again, deeper this time, my whole cunt contracting around the toy as waves of pleasure washed over me. I would have collapsed to the floor, but Gemma held me up.

Finally, she pulled the toy out with a filthy, wet sound. I was panting heavily.

“How do you like our product?” she smirked.

I could barely get the word out. “Good.”

Gemma looked at Brian. He was standing there with his mouth open, watching the whole thing.

“Don’t just stand there, then,” Gemma told him. “Get your dick out and fuck her.”


Chapter 6

Brian froze. Gemma tilted her head and gave him a look.  “Well?”

He looked at me, still bent over, skirt hiked around my waist, flushed and trembling from the orgasms.

“I… uh,” he stammered, then swallowed hard. “Yes. Okay.”

He tried unsuccessfully to wipe his greasy hands on the leg of his pants and stepped closer. His movements were a little awkward as he unzipped and peeled off his coveralls. Underneath, he was wearing tight white briefs. But there was no mistaking the bulge in them. He pulled his cock out.

It was enormous. Bigger than the pornstar dildo I’d just fucked. He was lean everywhere else, all elbows and nervous glances, but somehow his cock was the exact opposite: thick, long, and already hard. My eyes widened as he freed it from his briefs, and even Gemma gave a low whistle.

“Looks like the quiet ones really are full of surprises,” she said. “Why haven’t you come to see me before, Brian?”

Brian blushed furiously, but he stepped closer. His hand trembled slightly as he reached out, unsure where to touch me first. I was still braced against the worktable, my release dripping down my thighs.

Gemma came to his side, wrapping a hand around his cock and stroking him firmly.

“Fuck her,” she commanded gently.

I looked over my shoulder, eyes meeting his. “Please,” I whispered.

He stepped behind me, one hand on my hip, the other guiding himself. I felt the head of his cock nudge against me, hot, thick, and more than I expected. My breath came fast as he started to press in, stretching me open.

“Oh my god,” I gasped. He was so much.

My body stretched to take him, still slick and trembling from the toy, but this was different. Real and pulsing. I felt every inch as he sank deeper, and a broken moan escaped my lips as my walls clenched around him.

“Fuck,” Brian muttered under his breath, his hands tightening on my waist.

He moved with surprising control, his strokes slow and deep, filling me in a way that made my whole body tremble. The sound of our bodies coming together echoed in the high-ceilinged factory room, almost drowned out by the distant conveyor belts and hum of machinery.

Gemma watched, arms crossed, a satisfied smirk on her lips. I could only moan in response, already feeling another climax build inside me. Brian’s hips moved faster now, deeper, every stroke sending a fresh wave of pleasure rushing through me. My fingers curled against the edge of the machine. His cock filled me so completely, I was already on the edge.

“That’s it,” she purred. “She’s close, Brian. Don’t you dare stop.”

I felt it build. My thighs trembled, and my vision blurred. My whole body tightened around him, and then… I shattered.

The orgasm hit like a flood, sweeping everything away. My cry echoed off the factory walls, and I buried my face in the crook of my arm as my whole body pulsed and clenched, my knees buckling beneath me. Brian held me, surprisingly strong, riding it out with me as I came hard around him.

By the time I was able to breathe again, I felt deliciously wrecked.

Gemma hopped up onto one of the nearby metal tables, slipping off her panties and hiking her skirt up. She spread her legs, exposing her pink, shaved pussy. “My turn,” she told Brian.

His eyes widened again, but he didn’t hesitate. He stepped forward, his massive dick still hard and wet from me. Gemma welcomed him with a little moan as he lined himself up.

She looked over at me. “Don’t just stand there like a spent little toy,” she said, crooking a finger. “Come here.”

I obeyed, my body still shaky but buzzing with the afterglow.

“Oh… that’s it,” she murmured as Brian slid inside her. “Fuck he’s big. Now, Molly, you put that mouth of yours to good use.”

Her blouse had already fallen open, and I moved in close, taking in the sight of her flushed skin, the soft curve of her breasts rising and falling as Brian began to thrust. I bent forward, pulled down the cup of her bra, and pressed my lips to her nipple. I sucked gently, then harder, rolling my tongue in slow circles as she gasped.

“That’s it,” she whispered, hand sliding into my hair. “Such a good girl.”

Her breathing got faster as Brian picked up his rhythm. Soon, he was slamming hard into her, making her moan with every thrust. Her hand clutched the table’s edge, knuckles white, body arching into the pleasure. My mouth moved from one nipple to the other, teasing, biting just a little, delighting in the way her body responded beneath me.

“Brian… yes... right there,” she panted.

And then she came, loud and glorious. Her thighs clamped around Brian, and her fingers dug into my scalp. Her back arched, and her cry echoed even louder than mine had moments ago.

With a soft grunt, Brian’s balls tightened and he let go, his thick cock pumping load after load into her cunt. He stood there, panting for a few seconds, before pulling out. A waterfall of cum followed, running down her ass crack and pooling on the table.

Gemma looked at me. “Lick it up then.”

I bent between her legs, lapping at the salty cum as it leaked from her pussy. Then I moved lower, licking it from her asshole. She murmured with pleasure.

My encounter with Brian had been fun, but I was still aching for more. I wanted my own load of cum.


Chapter 7

It was almost the end of the day, and I was beginning to think that I wasn’t going to get any more action. It seemed like a big order was due to go out before closing, and everyone on the factory floor was running around, far too busy to come and see us admin girls.

I’d just resigned myself to waiting until I got home to my husband when Gemma’s posture shifted. She sat up straighter, eyes zeroing in on the window overlooking the factory floor. A slow, unmistakably filthy grin spread across her face.

“Well, well,” she murmured, straightening her blouse and tugging it down to reveal a bit more cleavage. “Look who it is.”

I glanced over. Three men had just sauntered into the building. They were all wearing sharp suits and polished shoes. One even had sunglasses on indoors. They moved through the space with a cocky swagger, like they owned it.

“The sales team,” Gemma said, practically purring. “They’re back early.”

The men laughed as they passed a group of workers, high-fiving one of the foremen, grinning like they’d just closed a million-dollar deal.

“They usually come up here if they’re feeling… frisky,” Gemma added, licking her bottom lip. “And they’re always feeling frisky.”

Sure enough, the three of them headed for the stairs. One of them looked up and winked directly at our window.

Gemma stood, adjusting her skirt. “Oh, Molly,” she whispered. “You’re about to get busy. I hope you like having your ass stretched.”

“My ass?” My stomach flipped, and I felt my pussy getting even wetter. As their footsteps echoed up the stairs, I scrambled to tuck my long, blonde hair behind my ears and undo the top button of my blouse.

The door swung open.

“Ladies,” said the one in the middle, his voice like warm whiskey.

Gemma rushed to the door and greeted them, kissing them all on the cheek. They obviously knew her well; each of their hands strayed to Gemma’s ass or side, quite contrary to the compliance training I had been given.

I stood up from my desk. The man in the center, dark-skinned and dazzling, raised an eyebrow as his eyes locked on me.

“And who is this beautiful woman?” he asked, smiling.

Gemma smirked. “That’s Molly. She’s joined the admin team in a temporary capacity. And yes, she has the same… duties as the rest of us.”

The effect was immediate. All three men turned toward me at once, their energy shifting, tightening, like a pack that had just scented prey. I straightened a little, my heart thumping in my chest. My thighs clenched, and I could feel the heat flood through me under their gazes.

The man who’d spoken first stepped forward and extended a hand.

“I’m Marcus,” he said. “Sales manager. A pleasure to meet you.”

Behind him, a lean man with icy blue eyes and messy blonde hair gave a lazy salute. “Dylan,” he said. “I handle international accounts.”

“And I’m Jace,” said the third, shorter than the other two but thick in the chest and thighs, his suit straining in the best ways. “Domestic sales and special demonstrations.”

My mouth had gone dry. They were all devastating in different ways.

Marcus took a step closer, eyes flicking down over my body, then back up to my face. “Welcome to the team, Molly.”

Gemma let out a soft laugh. “Careful, boys. She only just finished compliance training.”

Dylan grinned. “Perfect. We’ve just closed a huge deal with Sweden and are looking to celebrate.”

They were all around me now. My breath quickened. My body already knew what it wanted, and it wanted all three. Gemma watched from the side, her arms still crossed. She was clearly enjoying every second.

Marcus was the first to move, stepping in close enough for his chest to brush against mine. He reached up, slow and deliberate, and tugged at the first button on my blouse.

“Nice blouse,” he murmured.

“It looks like it’s from Goodwill,” Gemma replied dryly from the side. “Tear it.”

He did. Buttons popped, fabric parted, and cool air swept across my flushed skin. My bra was sheer lace, black, and already doing little to hide the hardness of my nipples.

Dylan was behind me now, his fingers brushing my shoulders as he pushed the blouse off entirely, letting it slide down my arms and fall to the floor. I could feel his breath by my ear. He unhooked my bra, and my large, soft breasts hung free.

Jace unfastened my skirt and pulled it down. My panties followed. I stepped out of them without hesitation, feeling their gaze on my trimmed bush. The three suited men surrounded me now, fully clothed, while I stood there stripped and trembling with desire.

Marcus tilted my chin up with two fingers. “On your knees.”

The carpet was rough on my skin, but I didn’t care. I knelt before them, head tilted slightly back. My nipples ached in the open air.

Gemma leaned back on a desk. “She’s such a quick learner.”

Jace was the first to unzip. His belt clinked as it slid loose, his suit jacket falling open as he stepped in close. I looked up, heart pounding, mouth already parting with need. His trousers dropped enough that he could pull his cock out. It was short but thick and hard.

Marcus undid his fly slowly, deliberately, his eyes on me. Keeping his pants on, he reached inside and pulled out a long, black cock. Dylan, meanwhile, had dropped his pants and underwear completely, standing there naked from the waist down with his throbbing erection in his hand.

I reached out, grabbing the cocks on either side of me. Then I wrapped my lips around Jace, tongue swirling. I moaned softly, bobbing my head, taking him as deep as I could. I worked my way from one to the next, my mouth wet and eager as their hands tangled in my hair. I got praise when I got a cock all the way in my throat, and a laugh when I gagged on it. But I kept going, spit running down my chin and dripping onto my tits.

To one side, Gemma bit her lip and murmured, “This might be the best hire I’ve ever made.” Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Edith come out of the inner office and lean against the door to watch approvingly.

Marcus was already undoing his tie, tossing it onto the desk. “This desk sturdy, Gemma?” he asked with a grin.

“Built to take a pounding,” she replied without missing a beat. “Just like she is.”

Jace and Dylan were already lifting me up, turning me so I was bent over the paperwork-strewn surface, tits pressed to the cool laminate. My legs were parted, and my body offered up without question. I was dripping again, absurdly ready for more.

“God, she’s soaked,” Dylan muttered, spreading me as wide as he could with his hands. “You lot been warming her up all day?”

Gemma laughed. “I’ve been teasing her all day. She’s been begging for it, the poor thing.”

Marcus moved behind me. I felt his hand between my thighs, his fingers pressing inside my aching pussy, stretching me, examining me. I felt his thumb on my asshole, rubbing the tight muscles there.

“Think she can take all of us?” he asked.

“I’m sure of it,” replied Gemma.

He grabbed hold of his cock and slid it all the way inside me in one movement. I gasped for breath as he bottomed out inside me.

“Fuck!” I whimpered.

“God, she feels amazing,” said Marcus. “So fucking tight, but wet enough to take it.”

He started to thrust into me, fucking me raw and hard. My hands scrambled for purchase on the desk, my moans of pleasure filling the air.

Gemma sauntered over and slapped Marcus on the ass. “Come on, you can fuck her harder than that,” she laughed.

Marcus took that as a challenge and started pounding into me as hard as he could. The sensations were overwhelming, sending me spiraling. I came hard, face down on the desk, my cunt clenching around his cock.

He pulled out, gasping. “Fuck, nearly lost it there,” he smirked. “Someone else have a turn.”


Chapter 8

Marcus stepped back, his breathing heavy, running a hand through his hair as he admired the flushed and swollen mess of my pussy. My legs were still trembling, my palms flat on the desk, my chest heaving. I could feel the heat of their eyes on my skin.

Dylan took his place, slipping his cock easily between my folds and setting a steady pace. He was slower and more deliberate. His hands roamed my body, touching and exploring me. Behind me, I heard a little moan from Gemma. She was perched on the desk with her panties around her thighs and her fingers in her cunt.

Dylan’s hand curved up and cupped the side of my jaw, turning my head so I could see him. His icy blue eyes locked on mine.

“You like it in the ass, sweetheart?”

“Yes,” I managed to gasp.

“That’s enough talking,” said Jace, and stepped forward, pushing his cock roughly into my mouth. At the same time, I felt Dylan collect up some of my arousal on his fingers, and push two of them into my ass.

I moaned around Jace’s cock, my eyes rolling back in my head at being pleasured in three holes at once. Dylan fucked me like that, with his cock in my pussy and his fingers thrusting in and out of my ass. I felt my climax building again, and it didn’t take long before I went over the edge, groaning with relief as it washed over me.

“Right then… Jace,” groaned Dylan in between thrusts, “time for the famous sales force DP. Pussy or ass?”

“Rock, paper, scissors?” he suggested, his cock still deep in my throat.

They quickly played best of three as they fucked me, and Dylan won.

“I’m having her ass then,” he smirked. “It’s so fucking tight.”

He pulled out, leaving me gaping and clenching around empty air. Jace pulled me over to a neat sofa at the edge of the office. He sat down, his erect cock pointing straight up, and dragged me down on top of him. My needy cunt stretched open again around his shaft and I rode him for a few seconds.

But Dylan was already lining himself up behind. With a firm thrust, he slid his cock into my ass. With Jace in my pussy, I was even tighter now, and I cried out in ecstasy as I felt their dicks rub against each other through my walls.

I gasped, caught between them, every nerve ending alight. The sheer fullness, the way their bodies moved together inside me, sent shockwaves through my core. My hands gripped Jace’s shoulders, my ample tits bouncing in his face. I arched back into Dylan, the air full of my moans and cries.

Marcus sauntered over, and I hungrily pulled his thick, black cock into my mouth.

“Look at her,” Gemma whispered, sounding like she was about to come herself. “A perfect little free-use whore getting triple stuffed.”

She was right, my body was stretched to its limits, but I didn’t want them to stop. I couldn’t get enough. I closed my eyes and came so hard I nearly passed out. I could feel my cunt clenching around Jace’s cock, as my ass contracted on Dylan’s.

“Fuck, this slut’s ass,” groaned Dylan, “I’m not going to last long.”

“Give me a go on it then,” laughed Marcus. My stomach did a flip. He was a lot bigger.

Dylan pulled out, and Marcus took his place. It was hard for him to get his cock in me at first, and he spat on my ass for some extra lube. When he finally entered me, I felt stretched like never before.

“God, I love sluts like this,” murmured Marcus, working his cock deeper into my ass and making me cry out again. “Reminds me of that air hostess on the flight back from Sweden.”

Dylan looked over at Gemma. “There’s another slut over there,” he smirked. He walked over to her and grabbed her roughly by the arm. He pushed her down next to me on the sofa, her ass in the air, and spread her cheeks with his hands. “Another slutty asshole that wants some cock,” he laughed.

Then he pushed his cock deep into her ass and started fucking her. Soon, her cries of ecstasy were mixing with mine, as we both got fucked hard. They didn’t stop. They moved harder, faster, their hands gripping us, their big dicks pounding into us in every available hole. On and on.

I lost count of how many times I came. Eventually, Marcus let out a loud groan, and I felt him throb as he spilled his warm cum in my ass. Soon after, Jace let go with cries of relief and I took another load in my pussy. When I rolled off onto the sofa, I could feel it pouring out of me and making my thighs sticky.

Dylan and Gemma were still going. Dylan had her pinned down on the sofa with her knees on her shoulders, his ass pumping up and down hard as he fucked her pussy. When he finally came, he pulled out at the last minute and spurted all up her front. Some of it went on her smart, black skirt, some on her exposed tits, and some even on her face.

Gemma just licked the cum off her lips and purred. “Thank you, boys.”

“Yes. Thank you,” I managed to whimper, my body still shaking with aftershocks.

When I finally stepped out of the office, my legs were still shaky and my mind buzzing. My body ached in the most delicious ways, my thighs sore and my lips tingling. I pulled my jacket tight around me as I walked to the car, trying to suppress the smug little smile that kept playing across my lips.

At home, I slipped quietly through the front door. Sure enough, the kitchen lights were on, and Ben was there: barefoot, in joggers, humming along to something I couldn’t hear, a glass of wine already poured on the counter for me.

“Hey, babe,” he called without turning. “How’d it go?”

I kicked off my heels and dropped my bag, letting the weight of the day slide from my shoulders. “Busy,” I said. “Eventually.”

I stepped up to him, kissed his cheek, and leaned close enough to whisper, “I need a shower. But first…”

I reached for his hand and guided it up my skirt. His fingers slipped in the side of my soaked and ruined panties, and brushed the soaked, sticky mess of my pussy, still leaking cum. His breath caught.

“Jesus, Molly,” he murmured, eyes darting to mine.

I leaned back just enough to watch his expression. His pupils dilated, and his cock started straining at the fabric of his joggers.

“You’re still full of cum,” he said, his finger pushing up inside me.

“And in my ass,” I whispered.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You slut.”

“Mmhmm,” I said sweetly, stepping back and letting my skirt ride up as I bent over the kitchen table. “Now, what are you going to do about it?”

I heard the soft swish of fabric as he pushed his joggers down and stepped in close, the heat of him pressed against me. His hands gripped my hips. He slid inside me with one deep, urgent thrust, groaning as he felt how wet and open I already was. I gasped, fingers curling around the edge of the table.

Afterward, he made me dinner, gave me a massage, and ran me a bath. He really was the perfect husband.


Chapter 9

The next day at the office, everything felt normal. Gemma gave me a casual greeting, without even the slightest whiff of the fact that, less than twenty-four hours ago, we’d both been fucked in the ass together by the sales team.

“Molly,” she said, placing a steaming mug of coffee beside me, “I need you to clean up the Q2 data sheet and update the supplier costs. It’s a mess.”

She leaned over and opened up a file on my desktop, showing me what to do. She was so close I could smell her perfume, and see down her top at her perfectly shaped breasts. I got a sudden flashback to how they had bounced when she was getting fucked, and felt a rush of heat between my legs. But this morning, Gemma was like any normal boss, setting me a task. I tried to concentrate on what she was saying.

Once I knew what I was doing, she walked off, her ponytail swinging. Cool, calm, not a single hair out of place. Meanwhile, I was already squirming in my seat, my brain full of memories that had nothing to do with spreadsheets. I shifted in my chair, trying to focus, but my knickers were damp and my attention span was non-existent. I desperately hoped I wouldn’t have to wait as long for some action today.

I’d barely gotten started when someone knocked on the office door. One of the product designers, Harrison, poked his head in. He was tall, tattooed, and never looked like he’d ever worn a tie in his life.

“Sorry to interrupt,” he said, his accent smooth. “We’ve got one of the new prototypes ready. We need someone to help with testing.”

Gemma didn’t even look up from her laptop. “Perfect. Molly’s free.”

My head snapped up. “I… what kind of testing?”

Harrison smiled. “Just come with me.”

Gemma looked over her glasses and gave me the tiniest smirk. “Don’t worry, Molly. You’ll be excellent at it.”

Whatever it was, my heart was already pounding. I stood, trying to act like a professional person with normal thoughts and a functioning brain, and followed Harrison down the corridor.

“Is this like a... usability thing?” I asked as we walked.

“You’ll see,” he said, grinning.

The door to the testing lab opened automatically and slid shut behind us with a hiss.

The lab looked like something out of a sci-fi film… if sci-fi films had racks of vibrators instead of ray guns. The walls were lined with sleek shelving units, each displaying a different prototype: toys in silicone and metal, remote controls, tangled bundles of wires, and the occasional half-finished casing lying open like a dissected robot.

A couple of engineers were busy at their stations. One guy was hunched over a soldering bench, the soft smell of melted solder in the air. Two women in lab coats were talking over a laptop, pointing at the screen. It showed a 3D rendering of what looked like a rocket-powered dildo slowly rotating on the screen, glowing in pink and chrome.

Then I saw it. Right in the middle of the room. A saddle.

No, really. Like a fucking saddle. Black leather, bolted to a low platform, with proper stirrups and a thick, shiny dildo sticking up from the middle.

“Oh my god,” I muttered.

“Ah, yes,” said Harrison, “That’s what we need to test.”

I looked at him, trying to play it cool. “What is it?” I asked, already knowing full well what it was.

“We call it the Wild Pony. It’s got programmable rhythms, pressure sensors, oh, and it’s AI-controlled to work out exactly how to make you climax.. Still in beta.”

I swallowed nervously. “So… what exactly do you need me to do?”

He didn’t blink or smirk. This was just his job. “We just need you to run through the sequence. See how it feels. Give us honest feedback.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You mean sit on it.”

“Exactly. You’ll need this.” He handed me a small tub of lubricant.

I hiked my skirt up and slipped my panties down to my ankles. The lab was air-conditioned, and I felt the cold breeze on my pussy. I scooped out some of the lube and rubbed it around my entrance, then pushed two fingers in my cunt, making sure I was nice and slick.

Then, nervously, I threw one leg over the saddle. I ran my hands over the attached dildo. It wasn’t very long, but it was very thick and slightly curved. I moved over it and spread myself with my fingers, pressing it against my entrance. Then I sank down on top of it, an involuntary moan coming from my lips as it stretched me wide open.

“How does it feel?” asked Harrison. The rest of the technicians had gathered around to watch now. One woman in a lab coat was making notes on a tablet.

“Good,” I gasped, still getting accustomed to the thick shaft. They all stared at me, and I realized they wanted a bit more than that. “I’m enjoying how thick it is… um… ooh, and the curve is nice,” I added, moving slightly and feeling it rub against my G-spot.

“Put your feet in the stirrups, and hold onto the handle at the front,” he instructed. “This button here is the emergency stop; you can hit that at any time. Are you ready for the program?”

I nodded. He walked over to a laptop nearby and clicked the mouse. Suddenly, the whole saddle started humming with vibrations. It was subtle, but the rush of pleasure was immediate, flooding my body with sensations.

And then the whole thing started to rock slowly back and forth like one of those mechanical bulls. Every movement made the dildo inside me rub against my sensitive spots. The rocking intensified, just slightly, enough to make me let out another breathless gasp. The stirrups forced my legs wide apart, and I felt completely open, completely on display. My clit throbbed against the leather as the machine bucked gently beneath me.

“Pressure sensors are kicking in,” one of the women said, glancing at her tablet. “Look at the spike on the pelvic contact data.”

“The AI should start adapting to her pleasure cues about… now,” said another.

It did… something happened, and I started unraveling. My fingers clenched the front handle as the rhythm shifted again, slightly faster now, the angle adjusting automatically so the tip inside me hit exactly where I needed it. I whimpered.

“Rate the penetration on a scale of one to ten,” said the woman with the tablet, her tone totally clinical. “And detail any discomfort.”

“Ten,” I said instantly, struggling to get the word out. “No… eleven. And no discomfort. Jesus.”

“Let’s try the pulsing algorithm,” Harrison said.

The dildo inside me began to throb, a deep, rhythmic pressure that matched the rocking motion. It was like being fucked and teased at the same time. I could feel my orgasm already starting to build, fast and hot, curling through me like wildfire.

“She’s not going to last much longer,” someone behind me said.

My hips rocked with the motion of the saddle, greedy now, chasing the pressure. My skin was flushed, my nipples stiff under my blouse. I was soaking, the lube mixing with my own release and running down the base of the dildo to make the saddle wet.

The machine tilted slightly, the angle of the thrust shifting so the curved shaft inside me stroked up and forward, slow and deliberate. I cried out, my whole body clenching.

“Oh fuck… yes… that… oh my god…”

I came like a tidal wave. It was sudden, brutal, and completely overwhelming. My thighs shook, my feet strained at the stirrups, and I couldn’t stop the scream coming out of my mouth. I was grinding down, riding the machine shamelessly as it drew the orgasm out longer, harder. It seemed to adapt to my movements, coaxing more and more out of me as my orgasm went on and on.

Before one orgasm had finished, I felt another one wash over me, more and more pleasure, making me dizzy. I’d never felt anything like it. Wave after wave it came, on and on, the machine dragging out more and more pleasure from my shaking, screaming body.

But suddenly, it was too much, I slammed my fist on the emergency stop button, and the whole thing ground to a halt. I collapsed forward against the handle, panting. I could feel sweat sticking my blouse to my back. My pussy was still twitching, sensitive and wet, and clenching around the dildo.

“Wow,” said Harrison, stepping forward and offering me a bottle of water like I’d just finished a gym session. “That was some excellent data. And we achieved a new record length orgasm at fifty-eight seconds.”

The lab team was already going over the readouts, murmuring things like “peak duration” and “sustained response curve,” like I hadn’t just publicly ridden their machine to the most intense orgasm of my life.

I looked up at Harrison, flushed and dazed. Despite his professional demeanor, his pants were tented at the front, his stiff cock straining at the fabric. There was something else I needed now, and I wasn’t going to stop until I got it. I practically crawled across the floor until I was kneeling in front of him. I unfastened his belt and pulled down his zipper.

“Um…” he started to say.

I pulled out his cock. It was rock hard and already leaking at the tip.

“Did you like watching me come?” I purred, looking up at him as I lazily stroked his big erection.

“Yes…” he whimpered. “The test subjects don’t usually…”

But I stopped him speaking by taking his whole cock deep into my throat. He groaned, his fingers automatically twining in my hair.

“Mmm-mmm,” I murmured around his cock, making him whimper again as he felt the vibrations in my throat.

About to gag, I pulled my head back, spit connecting my mouth to his dick. I looked up at him and gave his shaft a long, lazy lick. His cock was so hard it was visibly throbbing.

“Do you want to come all over my face?” I whispered, looking him in the eyes.

He nodded frantically, unable to speak.

I wrapped my hand around his shaft and started stroking him, occasionally taking the head into my mouth and hollowing my cheeks. I knew he wasn’t going to last long. When he started to groan, I stroked faster, looking up at him with my mouth open.

He came. A fat load of thick cum right into my mouth. The next load went across my cheek and nose. I closed my eyes. More and more pulsed out of him, warm and wet on my face as he completely covered me.

“Right, you’ve had your fun, back to work, Harrison,” one of the women in lab coats said. She handed me a box of tissues.


Chapter 10

On the walk back to the office, my thighs were still trembling, and my legs were weak. I could hardly walk. The look on Gemma’s face when I entered said she knew exactly what I’d been up to. She didn’t say anything right away. Just handed me a coffee, while I sank into my chair like someone who had just ridden a robotic cock to multiple screaming orgasms in front of a team of engineers.

“So,” she said after a sip of her own drink. “How did the testing go?”

I blinked, flushed, and tried to act normal. “Fine,” I said, voice slightly hoarse. “Very… thorough.”

Gemma smirked over her cup, her eyes flicking briefly to my blouse. “I’ll bet.”

She turned to her laptop, tapped a few keys, then glanced back at me. “You know, I’ve enjoyed teasing you, and you have been very patient. As a reward, I’ve arranged a little something for you during morning break.”

I opened my mouth. Closed it. My pussy clenched automatically.

“What kind of… something?” I asked, heat already pulsing between my legs.

Gemma just smiled and checked her watch. “You’ll find out in about three minutes.”

I stared at her, a million filthy fantasies ricocheting through my brain. Three minutes later, the factory bell rang, sharp and metallic.

Gemma stood. “Come with me.”

She didn’t wait for a reply. Just turned and walked toward the break room, her heels clicking on the tiles, her ponytail swinging behind her.

When she pushed open the break room door, I stopped dead. The room was full. There must have been a dozen men, maybe more. They were all factory floor workers: big, muscular, sweat-streaked, still in their coveralls and safety boots. Some had already unzipped, revealing thick, hard cocks in eager hands. Others were just watching me, eyes dark, hungry. The smell of sex and engine oil clung to them like heat.

One of them smiled. “This the new girl?”

Gemma nodded. “Yes, and she’s been a very good girl.”

Every eye turned to me. My heart was pounding in my chest.

“So, Molly,” Gemma said, stepping behind me and sliding her hand down my back, over the curve of my ass. “What do you say? Want your reward?”

My cunt was already soaking wet. I looked around at the wall of horny, hard men, then back at Gemma. “Yes, please.”

The men surrounded me, eyes greedy, their cocks already stiff. They led me to the center of the room, where there was a low table. It was heavy wood, about knee height. They peeled off my blouse slowly, buttons popping open one by one, revealing the lace of my bra and the flushed skin beneath. Someone unhooked it, and my big breasts fell out.

“Fuck, look at those titties,” murmured one of the men.

I squeezed my breasts together in my hands. “You boys hungry?”

A chorus of affirmations erupted from the group. I climbed up onto the table, dropping to my knees and crawling across the surface, skirt riding high on my hips. I reached under, hooked my soaked panties, and slid them down my thighs, tossing them to one of the men like a prize. He caught them and stuffed them in his pocket with a grin.

Another man stepped forward. Huge, dark-skinned, with forearms like tree trunks and a cock that looked as thick as my wrist. He reached out, testing the slickness between my thighs with his fingers. I gasped.

“She’s dripping,” he said, grinning at the others. “Fuckin’ ready.”

Hands were on me from every direction, rough palms squeezing my ass, fingers tugging at my nipples, and someone pulling my hair back as they fed me the first cock of the session. I opened my mouth gladly, taking him deep, moaning around his thickness.

Another man lined up behind me and shoved inside my cunt without warning. I was already so wet that he slid up to the hilt on the first thrust. I cried out, my voice muffled by the cock in my throat.

“God, she’s tight,” the one fucking me groaned, hands gripping my hips like a vice.

I was caught between them, throat full, cunt stuffed, and getting fucked hard. My moans were constant now, my body already spiraling towards a climax. Someone else moved next to me and offered his cock to my hand. I wrapped my fingers around it and started stroking, eager to please all of them at once.

There were cocks everywhere; rubbing against my face, slapping against my tits. They were slick with precum and eager for my attention. I couldn’t get enough. I was sucking and fucking, drool dripping down my chin, juices running down my thighs onto the table beneath me.

Gemma stood in the corner, sipping her coffee and watching the scene like a queen surveying her kingdom.

“She’s such a good girl,” she said softly. “Takes cock so beautifully.”

They started rotating. The one fucking me came with a groan, his hot load flooding my cunt, and immediately another took his place, this one faster, rougher, spanking my ass with every thrust. I switched cocks in my mouth, taking a new one down my throat. The owner of it gripped the sides of my face and fucked my mouth. I came hard.

Then they moved me onto my back, legs spread wide and feet in the air. One of the men, overweight with a short, fat cock, started fucking me in the ass while another one ejaculated onto my tits. The table creaked beneath us. Sweat poured down my body. I was soaked, sticky, absolutely ruined, and loving every second of it.

Men groaned and shouted as they came, in my mouth, on my tits, across my belly. The fat guy came in my ass and was quickly replaced by someone else. One of them managed to get his cock in my pussy at the same time, and soon the two of them were pounding me in sync. I came so hard that I nearly passed out.

By the end, I was lying sprawled across the table, covered in cum, my cunt still twitching from yet another orgasm, my makeup a total mess, my throat raw and my body trembling with satisfaction.

The factory bell rang again, and break time was over. The men gradually pulled up their pants and disappeared. Gemma stepped forward, finally, and helped me sit up.

“How was your little surprise?” she asked, brushing a stray lock of hair from my flushed face.

I smiled, utterly fucked-out, glowing with satisfaction. “Best… coffee break… ever.”

She stroked my cheek. “But now you’ve got to finish updating the supplier costs. Get back to work, you dirty slut.”

THE END
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