
Man Meat, Mixer 3

Copyright © 2014 by Davie Dix

Table of Contents

On The Job

Man Meat At The Movies

Getting Neighbourly

The Well Hung Hitchhiker

Going Postal

The Limber Librarian

​On The Job

(Sausage Fest)

––––––––

Had he known that incredible sex would be the result of a job interview, Tyler would have applied for it a lot sooner.

He found the position at a major marketing firm as an sales associate, doing mundane sales calls. It was a job, nothing more nothing less. Certainly not a career for him by any stretch, but it paid his rent and bills, allowing him to save a little for more a new car.

Of course, he had no idea that when he took it that he would be seeing naked men at work, doing delightfully naked things together. Perhaps he should really be considering this factor as a bonus.

In hindsight, his interview did have clues. He had found the job posting online, and emailed his resume with cover letter. His experience was water thin, having only just graduated from college. Throngs of other sales associates with much more mileage than him, had no doubt applied as well. Yet, the very next day, he got a phone call from George, the manager, and, yes, the manager who would later show he could not keep it in his pants.

At first, Tyler was excited to be speaking to him. Any call from an employer was a good call in his books. George had asked some general questions about him schooling, then arranged for an interview.

Tyler was thrilled to the point of being ecstatic. It hadn't occurred to him right then that something might be a little amiss, or to wonder why he of all people would be asked for further questioning for a job he was sorely under qualified for. At best, he had hoped for an entry level position. He was certainly more than capable to do the posted job, but his expectations of getting it were low.

Arriving fifteen minutes early - he always showed up early for everything, even his best friend, Tim, had said he would even be early for his own funeral - and waited in the plush office lobby. He was a little intimidated with the fancy surroundings. This was obviously a company with cash to spend, and were not afraid to use it to impress. 

That was a good sign, or so he thought.

The receptionist was amazingly cute. Tall, broad shouldered, who was exceedingly cheerful. The suit he wore certainly showed off his figure, and made Tyler envious.

He idly wondered how he would look like without that suit. But before he could venture forth with that wonderfully imaginative scenario, George's assistant arrived and showed him in.

Mark was his name, and as he guided Tyler through the maze of cubicles he told him he had been working for George for almost two years and liked it. Tyler sneaked glances at his body. Blonde, curvy and with a muscular chest that flexed firmly as he walked. Tyler made a tremendous effort not to drool, or let another wonderful scenario distract him from the situation at hand.

Arriving at a corner office, Mark introduced him to George. Tyler was actually a little taken aback. 

He was gorgeous. Tall, dark, handsome. Chiseled jaw, and sparkling blue eyes, and a very athletic body.

Bonus! he had thought to himself as they shook hands. Tyler found his touch to be electrifying.

After exchanging initial pleasantries, he motioned for him to sit. The furnishings in his office was quit high end, even having a nice leather couch with twin chairs.

He indicated one of these, and Tyler sat, while he did the same in the other, kitty corner to his. He actually liked the fact he wanted to talk there, as opposed to at his desk, which would have felt more formal and intimidating.

As Mark stepped out, Tyler actually thought he caught him exchange a knowing smile with George. Or maybe it was his imagination. When the door closed George turned his attention, and that very handsome visage, to him.

“Thank you for coming,” he had said, showing some very healthy white teeth.

Maybe that was a good indication of the dental benefits here, he had mused to himself.

“Of course, thank you for calling me in,” he said.

They chatted, and his questions were more a furtherance of their phone call. But as they talked, Tyler noticed George's eyes would occasionally flicker to his legs or crotch. Tyler took this in stride. He was more than use to men checking out his goods, even in a professional environment. These things happened. It was hard to keep mutual attraction completely aside, after all.

And besides, he felt he was more than worth checking out.

I'm a babe, and he knows it, he had thought to himself, as he spoke to him about system software. And he's a babe, too.

Tyler found his own eyes flickering occasionally during strategic moments when George glanced away, at his various manly parts. He wasn't sure if George noticed or not, and if he was to be completely honest with himself, he didn't really care.

When they reached the end of the conversation, George went quiet for a moment, as if thinking. Tyler wondered if that thinking involved him being naked, and George pressed up behind him. Maybe even on his desk over there.

Tyler tried to keep his focus on the moment.

Finally, as if reaching a decision George said, “Well, I'm impressed. Can you start on Monday?”

Tyler was stunned, to say the least. He was giving him the job? His mouth hung open in surprise.

George chuckled at his expression, and said, “You are available aren't you?” There was slight playful teasing tone to his deep voice.

“Um, yes,” he finally blurted out. “Yes, I am!” This had all happened way too fast for his brain to compute. Not only did he not expect a call back of any kind from his emailed resume, he certainly did not think he had a faint hope of a chance of actually getting the job.

He was ecstatic! But he did his best to contain himself and present a professional manner.

Again, George offered another big smile. “That's great. I'll get Mark to arrange things for you so you can start without a hitch.” They stood, and walked to the door.

Tyler wanted to do cartwheels across his office, but instead walked with him head held high.

When George told Mark, his assistant beamed, “Oh, that's wonderful! I'll make sure everything is set up for you when you arrive first thing Monday.” Mark's eyes seemed to twinkle, and, this time, Tyler was certain the other man's eyes glanced down at his pecs.

I guess they both want to check out the goods they just bought, he thought to himself, not in the least bit put off by this. He was actually flattered.

Tyler said he could see himself out, “May as well start getting to know my way around they place,” he had said to their laughter. As he walked away, he happened to glance back at them.

Both Mark and George were standing side by side, very close together, watching him. They were both smiling brightly, and their expression reminded him of hungry kids looking throw the window of a candy store.

That weekend, his mind continued to see them smiling at him, and he realized that they had also been checking out his bum, as he walked away. Tyler knew his ass was most certainly worthy of checking out. And, it was only fair, after all, he had checked out theirs, too.

Tyler started Monday, and things got interesting right away.

Mark had given him a tour to help him acclimatize to his new office surroundings. The rest of the office and work areas were lavish, and it reminded him of big lawyer offices you see in the movies.

Back at his desk he started to familiarize himself with his new job. After several hours he realized he needed to pull some files, and his coworker, Kate, who directly next to him, gave him a pass key for the secure filing room at the back of at the other side of the building.

The back filing office was huge. High shelves stuffed with big binders, and towering filing cabinets, made a little maze that he found confusing. He started the hunt for what he needed.

Then he heard a noise. He had thought he was alone back here, but the confusing layout obviously hid someone else who no doubt was hunting, too. Unable to find what he was looking for he hoped that perhaps they could assist him in his search.

“Hello?” he said. No one responded, but he heard the noise again. A bumping sound. He wend his way through the narrow alleyways of filing, trying to locate the source.

As he got closer, the bumping sound become more clearer. It was like a washing machine had been overloaded and was bashing against a wall.

Then he heard a gasp, and muffled voices.

They weren't really saying anything, more like they were moaning.

Intrigued, despite himself, Tyler peeked around the corner of a cabinet, and that's when he saw them.

In the far flung corner of the room, way out of sight of the filing room's only door, were two men. And there were doing some filing, all right, just not the kind this area was designated for.

The tall man's back was to Tyler, and his dress pants and boxer shorts were pulled down to his knees. His dress shirt was hiked up, exposing smooth muscular buttocks that were clenching as he moved it back and forth.

The other man had his legs wrapped around the waist of the first; he was perched on a stack of boxes which wobbled and shifted with their shared movement. His pants dangled from one ankle, and his hips were angled upwards so better to receive him. He had his arms around the other's thick neck, and his eyes were closed in pleasurable ecstasy.

Tyler recognized him instantly. It was Mark!

As he pumped Mark hard, the other man turned his head slightly so as to suck on Mark's ear. It was George!

Tyler was paralysed with shock, having just stumbled upon people having sex in the back of the office. And not just any people either, but the manager and his assistant.

Yet, Tyler did not shy away, nor say anything to disturb them. He actually was starting to enjoy this little show.

They had obviously been going at it for a while; they were both breathing heavy, and glazed with sweat. Mark arched his back as George continued to pound him, almost relentlessly. Mark moaned, and made an obvious effort to keep it subdued.

For several minutes Tyler watched the two lovers. He started to feel immensely guilty but shrugged it off. If they were going to do it right here in the office, where any could stumble upon them, then he was gonna watch!

Perhaps it was the thrill of possibly being discovered that lead them to take this risk. They could lose their jobs over this. This made Tyler smile inwardly.

Now that was an interesting piece of information. Was he evil enough to take advantage of this little situation that has presented itself? Possibly. But, then again, who's to say they wouldn't find a reason to fire him if they suspected he knew?

He really needed this job, and was willing to do anything to keep it. 

Just then, George pulled out of Mark, and stepped back. For a brief moment Tyler saw Mark's ass-hole, sweaty and raw from being slammed so hard. It looked very appetizing, and Tyler envisioned himself licking it all over.

He would even lick George's cum out off that ass, too.

Shuddering at the prospect he watched as Mark deftly jumped off the boxes and fell to his knees in front of George. His muscular butt jiggled, and Tyler could see he had the tan line from wearing a tiny swim suit.

George was stroking his dick, grinding his teeth trying to keep from cumming too soon. Mark grabbed it, and leaned forward, taking it all in his mouth. He sucked hard and fast. He seemed desperate to make him finish. The wet slurping noise he made filled the filing room.

Tyler was starting to get hard, watching Mark work. He wanted to be sucking George off, too. He was almost tempted to reveal himself and join in, whether they wanted him or not. But he refrained. Instead, he massaged his own bulging crotch, enjoying the sensation.

Just then, George moaned and grabbed at Mark's head. He sucked none stop, never letting up. George bucked, his hips and butt moving with spasms as he fucked his mouth and came inside it.

Mark chuckled while he sucking slowed down. Mark and George looked at each other and smiled.

Tyler realized that they would be leaving soon, and quickly backed away. He had to get out of there. But which way had he come in? He tried to trace his steps but ended up more lost than before.

He heard them talking, their voices getting closer!

At the door, he fumbled for the pass key that hung around his neck.

They were right around the corner from him!

He slid it over the reader and it beeped loudly. Alarmed, Tyler opened the door and darted out. He didn't even dare look over his shoulder to see if they saw
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