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Chapter 1
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The helicopter’s roar slammed into Nora Bennett’s ears as it touched down on Rig Delta-7’s helipad, rotorwash blasting salt and diesel fumes across her face. She staggered out, boots grinding into rusted steel, the Gulf of Mexico a churning black abyss below. Twenty-five, fresh from a petroleum engineering degree, she’d clawed her way into GulfStar Energy’s operations supervisor gig—ruling twenty roughnecks on this offshore beast. Her blonde hair lashed free from its tight ponytail, stinging her hazel eyes, sweat already pooling under her jumpsuit, the fabric chafing her lean frame beneath a hardhat that felt like a vice. The rig assaulted her—pipes groaning like dying beasts, drills shrieking through steel, the air thick with oil mist and raw heat.

Hank, her boss, loomed—a grizzled bear of a man, gray beard flecked with grime, voice a gravelly snarl over the wind. “Bennett, you’re a fuckin’ rookie—don’t choke. Twenty cocks, no cunts. Own ‘em.” She gripped her clipboard—schedules, quotas, safety logs—fingers trembling under her steady nod, and trailed him to the control room, boots clanging on grated walkways slick with grease.

The crew swaggered in—twenty hard bastards, skin scarred and baked by sun and salt, eyes raking her like wolves sizing up prey. Jace Carter hit first—thirty, a towering slab of muscle, dark hair cropped tight, brown eyes blazing with a cocky, molten edge, oil streaking his jumpsuit like war paint, biceps bulging as he crossed his arms. “Boss bitch?” he rasped, voice a low growl, lips twisting into a smirk that screamed trouble. Ryan Holt flanked him—twenty-eight, wiry, blond hair matted with sweat, blue eyes glinting like a predator’s play, a welder’s torch slung over his shoulder, his grin sharp and filthy. “New blood,” he purred, tongue flicking his lip. Cole Vance hulked silent—thirty-two, black hair slicked back, gray eyes piercing through the haze, a roughneck’s bulk rippling under gear, quiet but heavy, a storm coiled tight.

“I’m Nora,” she snapped, voice cutting steel, chin jabbing up. “Your goddamn supervisor. We drill now.” Hank bellowed shift orders, and she plunged into the fray—drill floor a hellscape of clanging metal and hissing valves, oil splattering her boots. Jace heaved pipe, sinews flexing, his stare burning holes through her. Ryan sparked a weld, flames licking steel, winking as she passed. Cole wrestled chain, a silent giant, his gaze a slow, smoldering rake. By dusk, she was drenched—sweat soaking her jumpsuit, streaking her face—their eyes branding her: Jace’s bold hunger, Ryan’s wicked tease, Cole’s dark simmer. She’d bend this rig to her will, but their heat promised a wilder fight.
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Day three on Rig Delta-7 smashed Nora with a brutal fist—drills shrieked like banshees, oil gushed in black spurts, the crew a pack of feral dogs snapping at her heels. She stormed the drill floor, clipboard clutched like a shield, her jumpsuit a sodden second skin, sweat dripping between her breasts, blonde ponytail plastered to her neck, hardhat chafing her skull. At twenty-five, she’d conquered textbooks, but this was war—twenty men snarling through sludge and steel, her voice a whip cracking over the chaos, every command a battle cry.

Jace was a fucking menace—hauling risers with a grunt, oil glistening on his forearms, smirking when she roared, “Move it, Carter!” “Yes, ma’am,” he growled, voice dripping gravel, leaning in close, his breath a hot blast of diesel and musk, brown eyes daring her to flinch—dark pools of raw, reckless want. Ryan played dirty—welding a pipe, sparks showering like hellfire, he flashed a grin, “Hotter’n you, boss,” blue eyes twinkling with filthy promise, his tongue tracing his lip as her pulse hammered, heat clawing her throat. Cole loomed steady—lifting chain, muscles bulging under his jumpsuit, gray eyes slicing through her like a blade, silent but searing, a slow burn that left her skin prickling.

Lunch in the galley was a pressure cooker—metal benches creaking, chili sloshing in bowls, the crew’s jeers a jagged hum that died when she dropped into a seat. Jace sprawled across, knee slamming hers under the table, a jolt ripping through her—hard, electric, his oil-smeared fingers flexing as he growled, “Rough day, huh?” Ryan slid beside, arm brushing hers, skin hot through fabric, his whisper a tease, “Rougher crew.” “Toughest,” she snarled back, smirking, locking eyes—Jace’s laugh a low rumble, Ryan’s a sharp bark—her blood surging, a wild current under her skin.

Afternoon was a grind—pipe jams spewing oil, Rusty’s lip curling with “fuckin’ desk cunt,” Big Tom’s growl about “babysitters.” She roared, “Fix it, now!”—voice a thunderclap—and they obeyed, eyes narrowing with grudging awe. Jace lingered, shoving a wrench into her hand, fingers grinding against hers—calluses rough, heat searing—his smirk a taunt. Ryan sauntered up, tossing a rag, “Hands off, Carter,” his grin a razor, blue eyes daring her to choose. She felt it—Jace’s primal pull, Ryan’s wicked spark, Cole’s quiet inferno—a storm she’d ride or drown in.

By dusk, she collapsed in her bunk—steel walls slick with condensation, bunk creaking—her body a live wire, replaying it: Jace’s challenge dripping sweat, Ryan’s tease slick with promise, Cole’s stare a slow, molten claim. She’d seized power, but their hunger roared louder, a game she’d play with both hands.
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Night swallowed Rig Delta-7, the Gulf a pitch-black maw snarling under floodlights, drills a guttural roar shaking the steel bones. Nora hauled herself to the graveyard shift—10 p.m. to 6 a.m.—jumpsuit snapping tight over her sweat-slicked curves, hardhat crushing her skull, hazel eyes bloodshot but fierce. Five days in, she’d beaten the crew into submission, but exhaustion clawed deep—her twenty-five-year-old frame trembling, thighs burning from holding ground against twenty ravenous wolves.

Jace ruled the night crew—hauling gear with a primal grunt, oil streaking his jumpsuit like blood, brown eyes glinting savage under the glare, a predator stalking steel. She hunched in the control room—logs blurring, numbers swimming—then stormed the drill floor, boots skidding on oil-slick grates, the air a choking haze of diesel and heat. “Carter, pump status?” she bellowed, voice a raw slash through the din.

“Pumping,” he snarled back, wiping sweat with a forearm, sinews rippling, striding over—boots thudding, oil dripping from his jaw—his eyes locking hers, dark and ravenous. “Check it, princess,” he taunted, a dare she snatched—climbing the platform, steel biting her palms, his bulk shadowing her, breath scalding her neck. The pump thrummed, a beast alive, but a valve ruptured—oil blasting like a geyser, drenching her jumpsuit, splattering his chest in black streaks, soaking through to her bra, her skin slick and glistening.

“Fuck!” she roared, slipping, and he seized her—hands clamping her waist, iron-hard, yanking her against his chest, oil smearing between them, his heartbeat a hammer under her palms. Her breath shredded—his grip a vise, oil streaking his stubble, their faces a heartbeat apart, his musk drowning her—sweat, grease, raw man. “Watch it, boss,” he growled, voice a molten rasp, holding her tight, heat exploding low in her gut, a wildfire licking her veins.

“Got it,” she gasped, wrenching free—pulse slamming, legs shaking—but the shed called, 2 a.m., oil still dripping. Inside—door slamming shut, air thick with rust and lust—he cornered her, steel wall ice against her spine, his body a furnace. “Nora,” he rasped, closing in, and she lunged—lips crashing his, savage, starving—tasting oil, salt, and feral need, tongue thrusting deep, a battle of teeth and fire.

He shoved her harder—wall jarring her bones—hands ripping her jumpsuit open, tearing at her bra—black, soaked—baring her breasts, pale and heaving, nipples tight as he palmed them, thumbs grinding peaks with brutal precision, ripping a moan from her throat—guttural, unhinged. She clawed his back—nails shredding fabric, scoring flesh—yanking his zipper down, freeing him—cock thick, rigid, throbbing in her grip, a beast unleashed. He snarled, peeling her jumpsuit lower—panties shredded, drenched—lifting her, legs clamping his waist, and slammed inside—deep, merciless—steel rattling as she screamed, “Jace!”—voice shattering, nails gouging his shoulders.

He fucked her—wild, relentless—hands bruising her ass, hips pistoning, oil-slicked skin slapping, her moans a primal howl swallowed by the rig’s roar. One hand plunged between—fingers crushing her clit, slick and ruthless—driving her over, her climax a detonation—back arching, shrieking into his neck, pulsing tight around him, a flood of fire. He roared—hips bucking, cock pulsing—spilling hot and thick, shuddering against her, sweat and oil mingling in a filthy sheen.

They crumpled—steel cold, breaths jagged—the shed a tomb of their wreckage. “Jesus fuckin’ Christ,” he panted, lips grazing hers, a grin breaking through the haze.

“Fuck yeah,” she rasped, trembling, and they dragged clothes on—jumpsuits torn, skin marked—the night shift a secret branded in oil and lust.
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