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Chapter 1



I couldn’t help but notice how Emma’s dress hugged her curves as she sat across from me at dinner, her heels making her calves flex in that way that always got me going. She’d just started a new role in HR at the Steelworks Division, a far cry from her old gig in sales. Sales was a mixed bag—men and women, friendly banter, and easy camaraderie. But the machine shop? That was a different beast. Almost all guys, and from what she’d hinted at before, it was a rougher crowd. Tonight, she looked a little distracted, pushing her food around her plate, her cheeks flushed as she sipped her wine.

“So, how was your first day over there?” I asked, leaning forward, genuinely curious. Emma had been excited about the transfer, but I could tell something was on her mind.

She set her fork down and gave me a half-smile, tucking a strand of dark hair behind her ear. “It’s… different. Definitely an old boys’ club vibe.” Her voice was light, but there was a nervous edge to it.

“Old boys’ club? What’s that mean?” I pressed, my mind already wandering. Her dress had a neckline that dipped just enough to show off her full breasts, and I couldn’t help imagining how the guys at the shop might’ve noticed. My pulse quickened at the thought.

Emma’s cheeks went pinker, and she glanced down at her plate. “Well, let’s just say I don’t think any of them were subtle about checking me out. Like, every time I talked to someone, their eyes were glued to my chest.” She laughed softly, but it was the kind of laugh that said she wasn’t entirely sure how to feel about it.

I felt a familiar stir in my pants, picturing her standing in the middle of a gritty machine shop, all eyes on her. Emma was gorgeous—5’6”, curvy in all the right places, with a smile that could charm anyone. The idea of her turning heads wasn’t new, but this setting felt raw, unfiltered. “Sounds like you were the star of the show,” I teased, watching her closely. “Nobody crossed any lines, though?”

She shook her head, taking another sip of wine. “No, nothing like that. It’s just… I don’t know, it felt like they hadn’t seen a woman in forever. I’m used to sales guys flirting a bit, but this was intense. Like I was some rare creature.” Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, and I caught a spark of something—embarrassment, maybe, but also a hint of excitement.

“You didn’t hate it, did you?” I asked, leaning back with a grin. I knew Emma well enough to read her. She wasn’t the type to shrink from attention, and the way her cheeks flushed told me she might’ve enjoyed it more than she was letting on.

She bit her lip, hesitating, then gave a small shrug. “Okay, I won’t lie. It was kind of… thrilling? I mean, a few of the guys were pretty hot, so maybe I didn’t mind them looking. Might’ve even caught myself checking them out a bit.” Her voice dropped, and she looked at me cautiously, like she was testing the waters. “You’re not mad, are you?”

Mad? Hell no. The thought of Emma flirting with some rugged machine shop guys sent a jolt through me. We’d always had this thing—fantasies about her with other men, playing them out in the bedroom. It was our dirty little secret, and hearing her talk like this was like pouring fuel on a fire. “Not mad at all,” I said, my voice low. “You know it turns me on when you get like this. Sounds like there’s more to the story, though?”

Emma’s blush deepened, and she toyed with her glass. “Maybe. I got a little giggly, I guess. I told them I’d be back tomorrow and to think of any questions they had for me. And, well, the way they reacted…” She trailed off, laughing nervously. “I might’ve phrased it wrong. They got this look, like I’d just invited them to something else.”

I chuckled, imagining a room full of gruff mechanics perking up at her words. “You think they’re gonna get bold with you? Ask something inappropriate?”

She shrugged, but her eyes sparkled with a mix of nerves and mischief. “I doubt they’d go too far. The older guys seem to keep things in check. But yeah, I’m a little nervous. I’ve never worked with guys like this. They’re so… different. I don’t know how to connect with them yet.”

“You’ll figure it out,” I said, leaning closer. “When I worked in a shop like that, the guys went nuts for the HR women. Nobody did anything stupid—maybe said something dumb, but that’s it. You could always ask what they’re into. Sports, cars, whatever. Bet they’d eat it up if you showed interest.” I was egging her on, and I knew it. The thought of her flirting, maybe pushing the boundaries a little, was too hot to resist.

Emma smiled, relaxing a bit. “Yeah, maybe. I’ll try that tomorrow.” She took another sip of wine, and I could see her mind turning, maybe picturing herself back in that shop, holding her own.

We moved on to other topics—her new HR duties, like sorting through onboarding paperwork and safety compliance for the Steelworks crew—but my mind kept drifting back to her day. Over the years, Emma and I had played with these fantasies, but something about this new job felt like it could push things further. I wasn’t sure if I was ready for that, or if she was, but the idea was intoxicating.

That night, we didn’t talk about it again, but the tension lingered. As we cleaned up dinner, I caught myself watching her move, the way her dress swayed, and I knew we’d be revisiting this in the bedroom soon. For now, though, I let it simmer, wondering what tomorrow would bring when she walked back into that machine shop.










Chapter 2


I couldn’t get Emma’s words out of my head as we cleared the dinner table. The way she’d described those guys in the machine shop staring at her, the nervous excitement in her voice—it was like a switch had flipped in me. I’d always loved the idea of her turning heads, flirting a little, pushing boundaries. We’d played with those fantasies in bed before, but this felt different. Real. The Steelworks Division wasn’t her old sales crew; it was a raw, masculine world, and she was stepping right into it.

Later that night, as we climbed the stairs to our bedroom, I could feel the air between us crackling. Emma was still flushed from the wine and her confessions, her hips swaying in that dress that hugged every curve. I grabbed her wrist before she could slip into the bathroom to change. “Hey,” I said, my voice low, “why don’t you keep that dress on for a bit? Maybe those heels, too.”

She raised an eyebrow, a playful smirk tugging at her lips. “Oh, you’re in that kind of mood, huh?” She knew exactly where my head was at. Emma had this way of reading me, knowing when I was itching to push our little game further.

“Damn right,” I said, pulling her close. “Put on something sexy underneath, too. Let’s have some fun with this.” I was already hard thinking about her in the machine shop, those guys’ eyes on her, her giggling under their attention.

Emma didn’t hesitate. She slipped into the closet and came back in a black lace thong and bra, the dress still clinging to her body, her heels clicking on the hardwood. My cock twitched at the sight. She looked like a fantasy come to life—my fantasy, but now tangled up with those roughnecks from her work. I stepped into the hallway, motioning for her to follow, and leaned against the wall, blocking her path like I was one of those guys from the shop.

“Gotta get through, huh?” I teased, turning slightly so she’d have to brush against me. Emma played along, stepping close, her body pressing into mine as she tried to squeeze past. Her breasts grazed my chest, and she paused halfway, running a finger down her neckline, drawing my eyes to her cleavage. The dress dipped low, showing off the lace of her bra, and I was hooked.

I stepped forward, pinning her against the wall, my erection pressing against her through my jeans. “What if one of those guys from the shop did this to you?” I murmured, my lips brushing her neck. “Pinned you like this, right there in the shop?” I licked up to her ear, feeling her shiver under me.

Emma’s head tilted back, giving me more access. “Yes,” she whispered, her hand sliding to my ass, pulling me tighter against her. Her voice was breathy, caught up in the game.

“Any guy in particular?” I pushed, wanting to see how far she’d take it. My heart was pounding, the image of her with those men burning in my mind.

“Mmm… Ethan,” she moaned, her hand moving to stroke me through my pants. “Or Ryan.” She sank to her knees, undoing my zipper with a slow, deliberate motion. “Or maybe… I’d suck James’s cock.” She took me deep, her lips wrapping around me, and I groaned, the thought of her kneeling for some burly mechanic driving me wild. Her throat worked me expertly, taking me all the way until I was rock hard, her words echoing in my head. “Or maybe all three.”

I pulled her up, my hands shaking with need. “Come here,” I said, leading her to the bed, keeping that dress on. “What if they took you tomorrow, laid you out on a desk in their shop? Ethan, Ryan, and James, all having their way with you?”

Emma grabbed a dildo from the nightstand, lying back on the bed, her eyes gleaming. She sucked it slowly, teasingly, while I pushed her dress up and slid her thong aside. I went down on her, tasting how wet she was, her hips bucking against my mouth. When I looked up, she’d grabbed another dildo, rubbing it against her nipple, alternating between sucking one and playing with her breasts. The sight was unreal—my wife, lost in this fantasy, putting on a show.

“Who’re you sucking?” I asked, my voice rough.

“Ryan and James,” she purred, her eyes half-closed. “But Ethan… I want him to fuck me. He’d have the biggest cock.” She was deep into it now, and I grabbed our thickest dildo, pressing it against her entrance. Emma took over, working it deeper, her moans filling the room as I slid up to replace the toy in her mouth.

I kept the fantasy going, my voice low and urgent. “I love watching you suck Ryan while Ethan fucks you. You like how he’s stretching you out?” Emma’s body tensed, and she came hard, her pussy clenching around the dildo, her moans muffled around me.

She pulled back, gasping, her eyes locked on mine. “I came for him,” she said, her voice dripping with lust. “Now I want you to fuck me, Jack.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I slid between her legs, her pussy still wet and warm from the toy, stretched and ready. I fucked her hard, loving how she felt after playing with that monster dildo. Emma’s dirty talk pushed me further, her lips brushing my ear. “Did you like watching Ethan fuck me? Should I wear something low-cut tomorrow, lean over his desk, let him see my tits? You think he’d want to fuck me in the bathroom?”

That did it. The image of her pressed against a grimy shop bathroom wall, her leg hooked around Ethan’s back, sent me over the edge
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