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I hid behind a tree, careful not to make a noise as the group of men jogged past me. Even from behind the shadows, I could see how well-built all the young men were. They looked to be in their early twenties and were all shirtless in the cold. Mist came from their lips as they jogged behind their comrades.

Hard muscles rippled as they moved uphill, each carrying large backpacks of weights that made their journey even harder than necessary. There were about seven of them, all moving in a straight line and urging each other on. 

"Slow down, Buck!" the second man shouted, trying to catch up with the leader's fast pace. He wasn't the most muscular of the bunch, but he was certainly the fittest. There was not an ounce of fat on his body and the ease that he exhibited moving in the thick snow made my insides clench. His hair was so blond it could almost blend into the snowy background. They were all wearing identical black boxers with their university mascot printed on their bums.

"You should hurry up, Joseph," he laughed and the sound echoed beautifully into the woods. 

Joseph had a mass of black hair that complemented his fair complexion. His grin was almost animalistic. I felt like I had seen him before, but couldn't quite place where. 

Their good-hearted banter continued on as they jogged and I learned that the two black students' names were Mack and Greg. The last of the group was a fair-skinned redhead who responded to the nickname 'Puny'. 

My fingers lingered on my breasts and I felt my nipples responding to the harmless touch. My pussy pulsed with a sense of urgency that made me shiver in the cold. Unable to help myself, I watched the muscular young men jog past me with my fingers drifting downwards until I was cupping my sex. 

With my other hand, I squeezed the soft flesh of my full breasts, feeling the rope press against them. My fingers felt the wetness that had moistened the rope between my slit and I was unable to suppress the moan of pleasure from my lips. 

I pinched my nipples between my fingers and pulled my breast forward by the nipple with my forefinger and thumb. The pleasure that rippled through me drove my mind to a blank state of pure ecstasy and I wished the men would hurry away so I could scream and moan as loudly as I wanted.

Puny, the last of the group, gradually disappeared from view and I let go of a breath that I didn't realize I had been holding. A wave of pleasure spiked through me, gushing through my veins as my fingers slipped past the tight rope into the wetness beyond. Moans of ecstasy drifted from my cold lips. 

Suddenly, there was a hand on my shoulder, warm and calloused. When I turned around, I was met with a chilly gaze that quickly clouded over in lust. 

"What're you doing here?"

His voice vibrated through me and I jumped away from him hastily, fully aware of how utterly naked I was. 

"This is private property," he continued.

"I- I-" words couldn't make it's way past my trembling lips and I backed away from him a little more, as if the distance could make him forget everything he had seen.

Piercing green eyes stared at me, drinking in the sight of my naked body. When he caught the sight of my sex, oozing with moisture, the corner of his lips curved upwards. "Perhaps the boys would have some fun with you..." 
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"Jack is such a jackass," Wendy flopped into the empty seat next to mine and started fidgeting with the stack of papers on the desk. I frowned, but did not respond to her comment. Jack was a strict boss, sure, but not quite jackass-level. 

I wasn't comfortable bad-mouthing the man who had been putting food on my table for the past four years. And I certainly wasn't comfortable bad-mouthing the man who was Wendy's uncle. It was no secret that nepotism was the only reason she managed to get a job working with us in the first place. Wendy was the team's Public Relations Officer and we didn't even need one.  

She seemed to think that since I was the only other girl in the office, we should be immediate best friends. That couldn't be further from the truth. I wanted nothing to do with her. 

She frowned as she looked through the documents on my table, flipping through them piece by piece and ruffling the edges. I swallowed the urge to tell her to stop looking through my stuff. It was just office documents. It wasn't not worth fighting over. I took a deep calming breath. 

"Don't you think he's treating you badly?" she goaded, continuing on despite the fact that I had ignored her.

"Huh?" I stopped packing forms into my backpack and turned to her. 

"Isn't this like, your fifth assignment this month?" she announced, talking louder than necessary. 

Wendy probably thought she meant well, but I always had a feeling she was trying to ignite drama in our drama-free office. She had joined the team a little more than a month ago and seemed to take great interest in whenever I had to leave for an outstation project. 

At first I thought she was jealous of all the assignments that was assigned to me. However, when Jack asked her to join me in one of my outstation assignments for a day, it proved to be a complete nightmare. She whined about having to leave the office the entire time we were out and refused to wear boots or closed-toes shoes despite my repeated reminders for her to bring proper footwear.

After only two hours on the peaceful jungle trail, her red heels were ruined and her dress was torn in more than a few places. Even her normally perfect blond hair was like a bird's nest. Sweat dripped down her forehead despite the cold, ruining her makeup. 

She finally sat petulantly down onto the ground and announced that she wasn't going to go on with me. I had to cut the trip short and bring her back to the office with what little samples I had managed to collect. 

When we returned to the office, she marched into Jack's office and gave him an earful. We were glad that the office was sound-proof, since we didn't want to hear what his niece had to say about the sample collection. She talked until her face was red and he barely responded. I felt bad that he had to make up a position in the office to appease his sister's demand that he offer his niece a job, but it was his own fault for not putting his foot down.  

"Why can't they send the men to do the dirty work?" she asked abruptly, looking around at the men busy at work behind their computers. 

I gaped at her archaic thought process for a second. Before I could berate her for her rudeness, I was interrupted. Her loud talking had garnered the attention of our tech-specialist, who spoke up. 

"Another assignment, Felicity?" Luke asked, looking up from his computer screen. His thick-rimmed glasses reflected the lines of documents he had been working on. I was glad that he chose to ignore Wendy's obvious jab. 

"Uh huh," I responded happily to his interruption, glad that he had just saved me from Wendy's conversation. 

"What for?" he asked. 

"Some corporate kingpin wants to open a factory in the middle of nowhere. We already have the data in the books, but Jack wants me to double-check and make sure they're not going to trample all over some endangered plant species or something." 

Wendy snorted. "Outstation jobs suck. I'm glad I don't have to do it. You should talk to Jack about giving the job to the men here. You know they need the exercise." She lifted her nose up in the air, her eyes studying the men in our office with obvious distaste. Wendy was almost half a head shorter than I was at five foot five and probably a hundred pounds heavier. True, the men in the office would probably look better if they weren't so scrawny, but she was in no position to judge them.  

I turned my attention back to Wendy and said, "I like the outstation assignments," hoping that it would quench her comments altogether.  

Wendy rolled her eyes, "You don't have to lie, Felicity. You're wearing such a pretty dress today too." 

A warm blush crept to my cheeks and I regretted donning on the full skirt dress that went all the way to my boots. It was brand new and very white. I knew the bottom seams were going to be brown by the time I was done collecting samples in the new trail that Jack had outlined for me. The dress clung to my breasts tightly, showing off my full mounds and clinching on my small waist. I knew I looked great in the dress. 
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