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The thunderous roar of the helicopter's engines filled the air as it descended upon the stark, metal platform. Raindrops danced wildly across the glass, distorting the view of the tumultuous sea that churned below. Above, the sky was a morose canvas of gray and black, the clouds heavy with the promise of a storm that was already unleashing its fury.

"Welcome to hell on Earth, or should I say, hell in the middle of the sea?" The pilot's voice crackled over the headset, a hint of amusement in his tone as he expertly maneuvered the aircraft to a shaky landing.

The businesswoman, Claudia, unclipped her safety belt, her heart racing. She looked over at her colleague, Thomas, his eyes glued to the chaotic scene outside. Their rivalry was palpable, thick as the fog rolling in from the ocean. Claudia smoothed her skirt, her body taut with tension. She was no stranger to cutthroat business tactics, but she never thought they'd be stranded together on this godforsaken oil rig.

Thomas, ever the opportunist, took the lead as they disembarked, his briefcase slapping against his leg as he marched towards the control room. His confidence was a contrast to the rig workers' hunched figures, drenched in oil and rain, hurrying to secure the rig against the storm's onslaught. Claudia followed, her high heels clicking on the wet metal floor. The smell of diesel and saltwater hung heavy in the air, mingling with the raw masculinity of the men who called this place home.

Inside the cramped control room, the air was thick with testosterone and tension. The foreman, a burly man named Larry, bellowed over the din, "Looks like you're stuck with us for the night, folks! The weather's too rough for any choppers to get through." The rig workers hooted and hollered at the prospect of company, especially in the form of a high-maintenance woman like Claudia. She felt a shiver run down her spine, a mix of fear and excitement.

Dinner was a meal of greasy stew and stale bread in the dimly lit cafeteria. The men's eyes were glued to Claudia, who sat poised and professional. Thomas, unable to resist the urge to stir the pot, leaned in and whispered, "You know, they call this place 'Cock's Point' for a reason." Claudia shot him a glare, but his smirk remained, the challenge clear in his eyes.

The rig workers' gazes grew more brazen, and the room felt charged with a carnivorous energy. Thomas took a bite of his stew, watching Claudia with a twinkle in his eye. He set his spoon down, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and announced, "I bet you these fine gents could give you a better show than the one you're used to in the boardroom, Claudia."

Her cheeks flushed, but she held his stare, her voice icy, "Thomas, that's highly inappropriate." But she couldn't deny the sudden rush of heat between her thighs. The challenge in his tone had sparked something primal in her.

The cafeteria grew quieter as the workers leaned in, sensing the shift in the air. Thomas, unfazed, turned to the nearest worker, a tall, muscular man with a thick beard, "Care to show her what we do for fun when we're cooped up here?" The man grinned.

The foreman, Larry, slapped his hand on the table. "Alright, alright! Let's not scare our guests." He winked at Claudia, his eyes lingering on her cleavage. "But if she's willing..." His voice trailed off suggestively.

"Fuck you, Thomas," Claudia spat, her eyes narrowed with anger and determination. "You think you can just throw me to these animals? I'm not some toy for you to play with!" She knew she had to regain control of the situation, so she turned to the workers with a sly smile. "But I'll tell you what, boys. I'll give you a show you'll never forget, but Thomas here isn't allowed to join. He's going to watch from the sidelines like the sad little boy he is."

The men's eyes lit up at the prospect of seeing the high-powered bitch in heat, and they roared with approval. Thomas's face went from smug to stunned in an instant. He opened his mouth to protest, but the foreman clapped him on the back. "Looks like you're in for a show, Thomas. Don't worry, I'll save you some."

Two burly workers, both easily twice Thomas's size, lurched to their feet. They grabbed him by the arms and, with surprising gentleness, considering the context, guided him to a corner of the cafeteria. "Don't worry, we'll keep an eye on him," one of them chuckled, as they pushed him into a chair.
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