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Warehouse Lust
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Chapter 1

The warehouse smelled like cardboard dust, motor oil, and the faint metallic tang of forklift exhaust. Lena had worked here for two years-third shift, loading docks, inventory runs-and she fucking loved it.  Ninety-five percent men. Rough hands, sweat-soaked shirts clinging to chests, voices barking orders over the hum of pallet jacks. She was the only woman on nights most weeks, and she wore that fact like a crown.  She didn't hide it. Never had. The first week she started, she'd caught the foreman staring at her ass while she bent to stack boxes. Instead of glaring, she looked over her shoulder and smiled. 

That same night she sucked him off in the break-room bathroom, swallowed every drop, then walked back to her forklift like nothing happened. Word spread fast.  Now she was the warehouse whore.  Not in a bad way. Not in a way that made her feel small. In a way that made her feel powerful. She loved the way their eyes tracked her when she walked the aisles in her tight jeans and cropped work shirt. Loved the low whistles, the half-joking offers, the way they tried to play it cool until she said yes.  And she almost always said yes.  

She was obsessed with cum.  The taste, the texture, the heat of it sliding down her throat. The way it looked splattered across her tits, dripping down her chin, pooling in her navel. She kept a small bottle of lube and a pack of wipes in her locker, but she rarely needed the wipes. She liked wearing it. Liked the secret thrill of finishing a shift with dried streaks under her clothes, the faint salty scent clinging to her skin.  

Tonight was no different.  Shift started at 10 p.m. By 10:45 she'd already blown two guys in the back corner behind the racking-quick, quiet, knees on concrete, their hands in her hair while she worked them with practiced rhythm. One came fast, the other held out longer, groaning low as she swallowed him down. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, stood, adjusted her bra, and went back to scanning pallets like it was just another task.

Around midnight she caught Maria in the break room.  Maria was new-two weeks in-petite, dark hair, quiet, but Lena had seen the way she watched. The lingering glances when Lena bent over, the flush on her cheeks when the guys made crude jokes. Lena liked women too. Maybe more than men. The softness, the taste, the way a woman could come apart under her tongue.  

Maria was refilling her water bottle when Lena walked in. "Hey," Lena said, voice low, casual. She leaned against the counter, hip cocked. "You okay?" Maria's eyes flicked up, then down, then back up. "Yeah. Just... hot in here." Lena smiled. "It gets hotter." Maria swallowed. "I heard... things. About you." Lena stepped closer. Close enough that Maria could smell the faint musk still clinging to her skin. "What'd you hear?" "That you... don't say no." Lena reached out, brushed a strand of hair behind Maria's ear. "I don't. Not if I want it." Maria's breath hitched. "And do you? Want it?" Lena's hand slid down, cupped Maria's jaw gently, thumb tracing her lower lip. "Right now? Yeah. I want to taste you. I want to make you come so hard you forget your name. 

Then I want you to watch while the guys take turns on me later. Sound good?" Maria's pupils blew wide. She nodded, once, sharp. Lena kissed her-slow at first, then hungry. Maria tasted like mint gum and nervous excitement. Lena backed her against the counter, hand sliding under Maria's shirt, fingers finding a hard nipple and pinching just enough to make her gasp. "Break room's got cameras," Maria whispered against Lena's mouth. Lena laughed softly. "I know. They watch sometimes. They like it." 
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