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When I got this job it was only meant to be a temporary thing. Not that there is anything wrong with working in a factory, but it didn’t exactly pay that well and besides it wasn’t easy work.

I’m not lazy, but factory work is physically demanding. You put in eight hours on the floor and by the time you come out the other side you feel like you’ve been run through a machine and crushed flat.

It’s a lot.

So when I got this job it was with the intention of continuing to look for someplace new. Circumstances came up that made me reconsider that.

Old boys clubs aren’t restricted simply to corporate board rooms and private clubs. They can be just as present in jobs that women aren’t traditionally found in, just ask any woman who has ever walked into an auto shop or police station.

Factory work has been an old boys club for a very long time, in spite of the fact that women have been a big part of factory work since the world wars. We still get the short end of the stick, still have men thinking that we can’t do the job as well as them since we’re not as strong as they are or as big as they are.

Sure I might have a bit of a chip on my shoulder or I might have something to prove, but from day one I was bound and determined not to be a burden to anyone there. I was smart and capable, and what I lacked in sheer physical strength I made up for with creative solutions.

In short order I became the person they would turn to when they needed something done that took a bit more effort than just putting your shoulder to the grindstone. I became the person who could be relied on to handle the work that required a bit of creative thinking.

And soon enough I found that I was kind of leaning into that, enjoying being the person they called for that. And soon enough I quickly found myself in over my head.

Truth is I didn’t have much of a background in mechanics or engineering, I was quick and figured things out as I went but I didn’t have the body of knowledge to pull from to know when I was doing something right, I just kind of had to guess at it. It worked out more often than not but I knew it was only a matter of time before something went wrong.

Because when you put a woman with something to prove into a mans field, set her as a standout employee with a history of being smart and not needing anyone to help her you set her up to not be able to ask for help when the time comes that she actually does need help.

And that is what wound up screwing me.

The day that it all went wrong my boss pulled me aside and asked me to take a look at one of the machines on the line. Apparently it hadn’t been operating at peak efficiency, kept running in fits and starts which wasn’t exactly ideal.

It was a machine on the far side of the factory, and as I made my way through I caught the wandering eyes I’d grown accustomed to by this point. The men I worked with had learned long ago that shouting things at me wouldn’t get a rise or response from me, but that didn’t mean they wouldn’t enjoy the view.

I wasn’t much to look at, I’d always been on the skinny side and while I knew that I looked good naked I didn’t have a whole lot of boobs or ass to get their attention. Especially wearing the coveralls that I had to wear while working on the floor, they were always more than a little baggy and uncomfortable to me. But I was a woman, and them being the men that they were they liked to look even if all they really saw was baggy dark blue material. They may as well have been checking out an empty sack, didn’t mean they weren’t going to look.

Of course if they knew my little secret I think things would be very different for me, but they didn’t and never would.

Truth was I tended to run a little hot, I was always warm. Even during the colder months of the year I was usually fine hanging about in half the amount of clothes that anyone else did. In the ordinary day to day this high body temperature meant a lot of light and flowing fabrics, but that wasn’t an option in the factory where the coveralls were mandatory.

When I first started working here I honestly tried to make do with a dozen different options. I tried dressing light underneath it at first, light pants and a t-shirt. It proved to be too much so I gradually dressed down and down more and more until finally I was just wearing a bra and panties underneath it. When that proved too much I wound up dressing in just the coveralls themselves.

I know this wasn’t an ideal solution, but I didn’t have much of a choice. Hand of god anything more than that made me sweat and made my whole day uncomfortable. Besides the coveralls were zip up so no one could tell I was nude underneath. And the factory had separate change rooms for the men and the women to get ready, and since I was the only woman working on the floor I had the benefit of having the space all to myself.

No one would ever know.

And if I’m being honest I got a bit of a thrill from it. I mean I was completely covered, but there is something undeniably enthralling for me working next to a guy while I’m only wearing a single layer of clothing to cover my body from him. Society has all of these rules about what we should and shouldn’t do and how we should and shouldn’t act, there was something absolutely thrilling about being able to buck all of that and do something I shouldn’t without getting caught.

More than a few times a day I’d find myself daydreaming about getting caught by one of the guys in the factory. About undoing my zipper and having it hang open just enough that they could get a peek at what I wasn’t wearing underneath.

Most of the guys that I worked with were strong, and some of them were handsome too. They weren’t the brightest guys in the world, but they would be plenty of fun in the sack. I’d had a few daydreams about finding a quiet space on the factory floor with one of the better ones and giving him everything those looks he gave me told me that he wanted from me.

But I couldn’t do that. It would mean dismantling everything I’d done in this place. It would mean every single guy in here would see me as a sexual object, rather than a capable part of the team.

I couldn’t allow myself to get too close to any of them, risking any sort of attachment with them could and likely would destroy my persona in this place, and the longer I kept it all up the more I had riding on keeping my balancing act going.

So today walking across the floor I pretended to ignore their stares, even if it did give me a bit of a thrill to have them looking at me like that. I ignored it and made my way all of the way across to the machine I was supposed to be working on.

I knew instantly that I was going to have a problem.

I didn’t know this machine at all. I knew most of the machines in this place by now, but this one baffled me completely. It was an older model and one that I shouldn’t have been familiar with since it probably should have been scrapped years ago but it stayed and now was causing the company problems. And causing me problems since I couldn’t even begin to understand where to start.

Working on any machine meant hitting the manual shutoff button. Kept you from getting pulled into the machinery or injured in any way. It was safety 101.

Looking around this thing I saw a bunch of rollers and exposed bits of machinery, but not a button or switch on it anyways. Usually that was very well and clearly available somewhere precisely because it was probably the most important part of the machine, but on this one I was at a complete loss.

Lucky for me this machine was out in the back corner of the warehouse, it was a rarely used piece of machinery which meant I could have a few minutes to take my time and try to figure this out without someone coming along and realizing I didn’t have the faintest idea what I was doing. That said it wasn’t exactly dead back here, there wasn’t a place on the factory floor that didn’t go half and hour without someone coming in to do something. I would have to work hard to have this particular piece of machinery back up and fully operational by the time someone came around.

When I finally spotted the shut off I was exasperated and frustrated, so much time wasted searching around on this inefficient piece of junk only to find the damn button hidden near the bottom back half of the machine. I didn’t think twice as I squeezed in next to it, I wasn’t thinking at all and frankly it is a complete miracle that I came out as well as I did.

I felt my coverall catch on something and snag, and as I twisted and turned my body I realized I wasn’t getting out of here without ripping something. I tried to be careful, but I must have brushed the start button or something because I felt the machine kick into gear beside me.

My heart was pounding and my blood was rushing as adrenaline kicked in. I knew I had to put my everything into hitting that shut off, I knew my very life was in danger if I didn’t.

So I threw caution to the wind and pulled myself forward. I felt a tug and then a release as I tumbled forward, heard a rip and fell towards the button as my outstretched hand hit it and thankfully released me from any danger.

Lying there on the ground I felt relief surging through my body. That was bad. That was very bad. If I had been a second slower I would have been in a lot of trouble.

Then I noticed the feeling of the cool floor on my body and realized that I was.

Trying to keep from panicking I slid myself out from beside the machine and stood up as soon as I was free of it. I was still breathing heavily and standing out there in the open but my thought wasn’t on anything but the aftermath of what had just happened.

Because at the moment I was basically wearing two sets of cuffs, one around my wrists and one around my ankles.

Evidently the piece of machinery my coveralls had caught on was some sort of roller. As the machine started up it drew my clothing in, and that massive tearing sound was my coveralls being pulled from my body.

With my fun little habit of going completely naked under my coveralls that meant I was fully exposed. Completely and utterly naked in a warehouse filled with men.

Shit.

I was such an idiot, I could have solved this at any point in time but I had to go and push and push until I got here. Crap. I couldn’t wallow and I couldn’t fuss, I needed to find a way to fix this.

Hiding wasn’t an option. There weren’t enough places to keep hidden and if I just went missing the entire day someone would notice and someone would say something. Likely they’d go to the last place I was, specifically that machine, and find my coveralls all wrapped up in it and then I’d been in some serious shit.

No if I wanted to get through this I had only one real option. I had to get to the change rooms to grab a spare pair of coveralls, get into them and then get back here to get to work on this machine. While I was working on fixing it I could snag all of the little pieces of fabric from out of it and no one would ever be any wiser.

Of course nothing in life for me could be simple.

This machine was pretty much in the south west corner of the building, and the change rooms happened to be on the north east corner of the building. They were as far away from each other as possible and getting from one to the other meant traveling through all of the most highly populated parts of this building.

But I didn’t have much of a choice and I didn’t have much time. The longer I spent standing here the longer I was completely and utterly exposed. I had to move now.

So I did. I knew the warehouse pretty well by now and I knew which parts were bound to be more occupied than other places. I knew how to hide from things pretty well.

I dashed over to the machines, keeping close to them and low and keeping an eye and ear out for anyone coming. It was pretty easy to keep myself out of the way, I was pretty small and most guys working warehouse are fairly focused on their task, if you keep low and out of the way you’re bound to get past them without drawing attention.

At least that was the hope.

The first few times someone passed by me I just ducked down behind a machine and clenched myself tight. I tried to make myself as small as I possibly could and held my breath while they walked past.

The fact that it worked astounded me.

But I didn’t have long to consider because I was moving ever onward, and because if I’m being honest I wasn’t thinking about anything other than the fact that I was naked.

Not in an embarrassed way and not in a shy way. I was thinking of it in a decidedly different fashion, imagining what it would be like to be found.

The scenario played out in my mind so many times. Each time some unseen man passed me by I couldn’t help but think of it.

Them turning to work on the machine I was hiding beside and noticing me down there. Stopping and double checking to be sure they would look around, maybe blink a couple of times just to be sure they weren’t imagining things.

And then being the gruff and tumble men that they were they’d be unable to hold it in. They’d call me out and I’d stand and I’d beg them to keep their silence but their laughter would come out and so would the hunger in their eyes as they looked at me with intensity and it became clear that only one thing would satisfy them. Only one thing would keep them quiet.

Fuck I could feel their hands on my body. Could feel their lips pressing against mine as I pushed my palms into their firm chests and felt them move me to the machine. They’d take me in the best way possible for them over these machines. Bending me over them, laying me down on them, whatever gave them the best access to my body. Whatever got them inside of me as quickly as possible.

Filling me up and pounding into me. Stretching me apart and drilling me as I moaned loud enough to cut through the sounds of the machines all around us. As I drew more attention to me.

More men would come and they would take their turns, each one having his fill of me and then tapping off to leave me there for the next man who would step up and fuck me hard and fast until I screamed with satisfaction. Until I came so hard it tore through my whole body and left me knowing that this would be my new job, that nothing would ever satisfy me as much as this right here would.

But each time the men would pass me by, I remained uncaught and that fantasy remained unfulfilled.

No less powerful though.

Every moment spent naked was another moment spent unable to deny the need throbbing inside of me. Another moment I couldn’t keep from letting that fantasy bubble to the surface and boil over.

On the west side of the factory was the machines and in the middle there was the stacks, the shelves we used to house products before they were bundled up to be shipped away. I knew that there was one row in the stacks that was decidedly less occupied than the rest of it. That was the long term storage section, basically the place where we stored a bunch of bigger pieces or pieces for shipments that required a lot of parts still being put together. It also happened to be the messiest of all of the rows, with plenty of boxes left on the ground half packed.

Point was that I needed to move through the stacks, and that particular row offered me the best chance of getting through undetected.

So I pushed down any thoughts of that fantasy and pressed on, darting my eyes around to make sure I had the all clear before dashing across the open space and into the long term storage row.

I kept myself on the balls of my feet and kept moving forward, dashing from box to box and keeping low just like I had this entire time. I was about halfway through the row when I heard a rumble coming from behind me and I ducked down and onto the shelf itself, worming my way into a little gap in the space.

There was the telltale sounds of a forklift moving through the row, making it’s way down. I worked my way backwards but immediately backed into a box, knowing full well from here that if I could see out then they could see in.

Even here underneath the shelf I was still completely exposed. My body was radiating with heat, my nerves sending my body into overdrive as I tried to keep myself from freaking out. I was practically bouncing with excitement, unable to contain myself as I struggled to keep myself from freaking out.

I didn’t have to hold my breath, it’s not as if he would hear it over the sounds of his forklift. That didn’t mean I didn’t do it anyways, holding my breath and going wide eyed as I saw him stop right in front of me and turn his forklift towards my side of the aisle.

Fuck.

The forks slid into the skid above me. I ducked down low and kept myself pressed to the bottom, willing with all of my might to keep from him noticing me when he slid out the skid above me.

And of course at that point that damn fantasy had to come back, had to show me what would happen if he noticed.

If he pulled out the skid and noticed I was there. How he’d hop off the forklift and offer to smuggle me out of here. How the forklift wouldn’t offer much protection but how he could hide me in the cab of it with him and smuggle me off to safety. How no one looked at the cab.

And how he’d bring me right up to the women's change room and then follow me inside as I slipped in undetected. How I wanted him to because I wanted to reward him.

On my knees with his cock in my mouth, my hands wrapping around it and drawing it into me. Feeling it throb on my tongue and feeling his hips thrust into me. Filling my mouth and then exploding all over my lips and chin and breasts, coating me in his stickiness so that even putting on coveralls wouldn’t hide how wanton I was. How much I wanted to be their little exhibitionist.

But that didn’t happen either. The skid above me slid out and he didn’t pay a second glance to the space. He was concentrating on his work.

I lay there on the wood shuddering with need until I heard the rumble of the forklift fade away and then I pushed myself up on my shaking legs and stumbled out of the space.

I couldn’t let myself be overcome now, not when I was so very close to getting out of this. I made my way shaky and unsteady towards the edge of the stacks and glanced around.

The change rooms were visible in the distance, but this was the loading docks and it was never unoccupied. There were at least a dozen men standing around waiting with boxes. Ready to start loading the next truck to arrive. They weren’t exactly paying attention, but getting past them would be one hell of a problem.

And the fantasy that played out with a dozen men and one little me was so intense it almost overwhelmed me right then and there. It was so strong it hit me like a wave, rushing over me and I could feel their bodies against mine. Could feel their touch on me and had to fight with all of my might to push it down and move.

I kept low and moved quickly, rushing from box to box as quietly as I could. Making my way across the space and over to the wall with the change room doors, only one more last little dash to make it. But all of those men were so close, and they were watching the transport backing into the bay but the slightest change and they would see me and see everything.

I moved, keeping low to the ground and keeping my eyes right on them in front of me. When I saw them turn I acted instinctively, dashing to the side and through the door into the change room.

Slamming through it and moving so fast even if they saw me they would have only seen a blur. Into the change room without stopping and around the corner until I got into the main changing area and only then stopping, only once I was fully in the clear.

And it was only once I was in there that I realized this wasn’t the women’s change room at all.

The man standing half undressed was a clear indication that I was in the completely wrong place. The way that he looked at me made it clear that I wasn’t imagining the fact that my coveralls had been torn off.

“This is the men's room,” I whispered.

He nodded, his eyes darting down my body and then up.

“Oh fuck,” I said, then as I heard the door open behind me I stared at him with panic in my eyes and begged this complete stranger, “Hide me.”

He worked quickly and on instinct, grabbing my hand he dragged me over to his side and then pulled me around the corner of the lockers to a door. He yanked open the door and pushed me inside, pushing himself inside afterwards.

I recognized this place. It was the storage closet and the space where you could store your coveralls after your shift was done. At the moment it was completely empty.

Well empty except for the two of us.

I didn’t know this man in here with me but I knew that he was keeping my secret and that was good enough for me. I also knew that he was pressed right against me, that I could smell his sweat and feel his hard body pressed against mine.

And I knew all of the things I wanted to do to him.

Why shouldn’t I? Why shouldn’t I give in? Why shouldn’t I want so much more than just to have his hard body pressed against me?

He was so good to me. He was my knight in shining armor. He was the man who had pushed me in here without thinking, acting impulsively.

And he was so close to me and I needed this so bad.

My hand reached out to lightly brush against his chest, feeling the firmness of his body responding to me. I looked down at my hand and I looked up at him and saw him staring at my face. And I felt him hardening against me, felt his bulge throbbing against my thigh and knew that I wouldn’t say no to him.

I pulled his mouth down to mine and I felt his hands on my body. He pulled me up and pressed me backwards and I felt my body crushed between him and the shelves in this storage closet. My feet found purchase, pressing on the shelving and keeping myself up as I felt him pressing between my legs.

My hand slipped between us, finding the button of his jeans and undoing it, unzipping and sliding them down and taking his hard cock in my hand. I squeezed him and felt him thicken and pulse in my hands. Without eyes on his length or girth he felt enormous, longer and thicker and harder than I’d ever had before.

His hands were on my waist, pushing me down and lining me up with his cock. I mewled as I took him into me, feeling him press between the lips of my sex and slip inside easily.

I was so fucking horny. So absolutely fucking wet from all of the temptation and fantasies running through my mind. I was ready for him, aching with a need that could only be filled by a nice thick cock.

He gave me just that, pressing into me and spreading me apart, filling me up like I had never been filled up before. His cock hit all of the right places in me, and I felt my body respond to him, squeezing around him and moaning into his mouth.

This stranger took me, his hips pounding into me again and again. He throbbed inside of me, each thrust of him making me groan with need, building a pleasure in me that was undeniable and unforgettable.

I could feel him in me, pounding pleasure into every inch of my body. The way he throbbed and filled me up. The way he made me ache and cry out.

My nails dug into his shoulders, feeling him tense as he held me up. His whole body was taut with tension and I knew as fantastic as this felt it couldn’t last. The position needed to change, and I knew that if I moved it could mean that I could take so much more of him inside of me.

“From behind,” I whispered, “I want you to fuck me from behind.”

He grunted in response and pulled out of me and I cried out and felt a shudder run over my body. I didn’t have much time to think though, his hands were on me lifting and repositioning me until I was bent over the shelf in front of me and he was stepping behind me and sliding himself into me.

God he filled me up so much better this way, feeling enormous buried in me fully like this. And he could fuck me so much harder and faster like this, pounding into me while his fingers gripped me iron tight and held me still.

My climax hit me like a thunderclap, striking me quick and radiating through me. My whole body felt like it was on fire, tense with need as I screamed and rode out the wave of it. I clenched onto the shelf in front of me, my body vibrating as the tension in me ratcheted up until I was vibrating with it, shaking as my body doubled over and I felt him tense behind me.

The warmth of him filled me, his cock throbbing between my legs as he buried himself in me and then throbbed his come into me. I felt the warmth of him melt the tension in my body, letting me moan with pleasure as I relaxed and slumped against the shelf in front of me.

My breath was coming in ragged gasps as I slid to the floor to try to still myself, to try to find my center. That had easily been the most reckless and fantastic thing I’d ever done, and when he reassured me he’d find me a change of clothes and would be right back there wasn’t much I could do but give a thumbs up.

The moment he left I started playing with myself, and only when I was through my fourth orgasm did I really register that he hadn’t returned. Of course that didn’t make me stop. I didn’t know if anything could make me stop right now.

All I did know was that the final bell for the end of the shift rang out five minutes ago, which meant that the men’s change room would be filling up right about now. It was only a matter of time before they came in here to drop off their coveralls, and so only a short matter of time before they found me here on the floor, throbbing with need and ready to take them all on at once.

END


Please enjoy this preview of one of my other works:

MY CLOTHES ARE TORN!
Hitchhiking In Next To Nothing!

I watched him, watching a bulge thicken in his pants and watching him try to ignore the woman sitting next to him. Masturbating for him.

I placed one of my free legs up on the dash, pushing my foot against it and shifting in my seat so I was facing towards him. I wasn’t hiding anything now. I was fingering myself fully and deliberately, the sounds of my body and my moans the only sounds in the car as he breathed heavily and tried to concentrate on the road.

Fuck he was cute, trying his best to ignore what was happening beside him and be an upstanding man. I didn’t want an upstanding man right now though.

I wanted a man who would let me ride him while we drove. I wanted a man who would throw caution to the wind and let me fuck his thick cock while we sped down the road, who gave me the sense of adventure and danger I had been craving for so fucking long. I wanted that man. I needed that man.

He was not that man, but I could pretend he was.

And so as he tried to ignore what was happening beside him I continued to play with myself, fantasizing everything that I wanted to do to him and with him and keeping my eyes firmly on him as his cock throbbed in his pants and he tried to keep from looking over at me.

I felt the climax bubble up in me, felt my sex constricting and squeezing my finger and felt my moans shiver and escape my mouth. My jaw shook as my body ached and relaxed with release. The pleasure ran through me, a light spasm rushing through my body as I shuddered in the seat next to him and let myself crest the wave of my pleasure.

Click here if you want to read the entire story!


If you enjoyed this short feel free to let me know!

E.C.Post.Write@gmail.com

or check out all of my other shorts available on my Author Page.
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