
        
            
                
            
        

    
 CHAPTER 1

I’ve always considered myself an adventurous person. I love travel, trying new foods, and good sex. Which is why the listing I saw for “Free Use Farm” caught my eye. It was on one of those shady websites for finding hookups, something I had unfortunately used more often than I’d like to admit since I started working night shifts at the local diner.

I was in debt, sinking deeper every month, so the offer of $5,000 for a weekend seemed too good to be true. “Must be a scam,” I thought, and moved onto the next listing. But I couldn’t get the idea out of my head. The next morning, I searched and found the listing again, hesitating for a bit before finally clicking on the link.

The website was pretty plain, no frills. The main page had a short form for applying with a dropbox for photos. I uploaded my favorite dating website pics, typed in some basic info about myself, clicked submit, and promptly forgot about it.

Until the next week, when I got an email letting me know that I had been chosen. It listed detailed instructions on how to find the property, what to wear, and what to expect. I checked the address on Google Streetview, expecting to find a derelict crack house or shady looking mobile home. Instead, I saw a palatial set of gates leading onto what appeared to be several acres flanked by farmland. Down a short dirt road there was a large limestone farmhouse, sparkling white and clean. A stereotypical red barn sat nearby.
“Is this for real?” I thought. I checked the directions. It was only about an hour away from my place in the city. “What if I drive all the way out there for nothing?” I looked around my apartment. Saw the bills piling up. The furniture falling apart. The crack on my phone screen. Realized I hadn’t traveled anywhere in over a year. “Fuck it.”


CHAPTER 2

I pulled up to the gates in my Honda, stopping at the intercom. I rolled down my window and was about to press the button when a voice greeted me. “Tiffany! Welcome to the Freeman-Underhill Farm. Please pull up to the main house and park outside.”

“Um, okay,” I replied, rolling up my window as the gate started to open. I rolled slowly down the dirt road, surveying the property as I went. It was about 200 acres in hilly country with a few crops in the north and grazing fields in the south. A tractor kicked up dust in the distance, towing some manner of equipment behind it.

I pulled up to the main house, the one I had seen on google. The Street View didn’t do it justice. It was two stories tall with a limestone façade and wood trimming. It seemed old but well taken care of.

I stepped out of my car, smoothing down my denim skirt as I got out. The email had specified skirts and dresses as the best attire for the weekend’s…activities. So that’s what I wore.

As I stepped out of my car, the warm summer air enveloped me, carrying the sweet scent of blooming wildflowers and fresh-cut hay. I took a deep breath, feeling a mix of excitement and trepidation wash over me. This was really happening - I was here at the Free Use Farm, ready to fulfill whatever...arrangements they had in store.

I walked towards the front door, my heels clicking on the weathered wooden porch. Before I could even knock, the door swung open, revealing a tall, imposing figure clad in worn jeans and a plaid shirt. His chiseled features and piercing blue eyes made him look like he'd just stepped off the cover of a romance novel.

"Welcome, Tiffany," he said in a deep, smooth voice, his gaze roaming over my body appreciatively. "I'm Ryder, the farm manager."

He held out a calloused hand for me to shake, and I took it, noting the firmness of his grip. "Nice to meet you, Ryder," I replied, trying to sound confident despite the butterflies fluttering in my stomach.

Ryder gestured for me to enter, and I stepped inside, immediately struck by the rustic charm of the interior. Exposed beams crisscrossed the high ceilings, and plush area rugs covered the hardwood floors. To my left, a grand stone fireplace dominated the wall, its hearth filled with neatly stacked logs.

"I'll show you to your room," Ryder said, leading me through a doorway on the right. “Don’t worry about your bags, we’ll unpack for you later.” We climbed a curving staircase, the steps creaking softly beneath our feet. At the top, he opened a door to reveal a spacious bedroom with a queen-sized four-poster bed draped in sheer white curtains.

The room was tastefully decorated in soft blues and creams, with a plush area rug in a subtle pattern. A large window overlooked the rolling hills of the farm, the late afternoon sun casting a golden glow across the landscape.

"This will be your home for the weekend, although you probably won’t spend too much time here," Ryder said, turning to face me. His proximity sent a shiver down my spine, and I felt my heart rate quicken. There was an undeniable attraction between us, though I wasn't sure if it was solely physical or if there was something more complex at play.

He reached out to adjust the curtain, allowing more sunlight to filter into the room. "We've prepared everything according to your application. If you're ready, we can discuss the details of your stay."

My mind raced as I tried to process the situation. Was I truly considering this? Oh well. Too late to back out now.

I nodded, taking a moment to collect my thoughts. "Okay, let's talk," I said, trying to sound calm and in control.

Ryder smiled, and I noticed a glint of mischief in his eyes. "Of course. Please, follow me."

He led me back downstairs and into a cozy study lined with bookshelves and leather-bound chairs. A large mahogany desk dominated the center of the room, upon which a single sheet of paper lay waiting.

"The rules are simple," Ryder began, picking up the pen and handing it to me. "On the bottom of this form, sign your consent to participate in the activities outlined above. In exchange, you will receive the payment agreed upon in your initial application."

I scanned the document, my eyes widening slightly as I read through the list of services expected of me. It was explicit, leaving little to the imagination.

My cheeks flushed as I realized the extent of what was being asked of me. I glanced up at Ryder, searching for any hint of mockery or condescension in his expression. But his gaze remained steady, almost earnest, as if he genuinely believed this arrangement would benefit both parties.

"Can I ask you a question?" I said.

"Of course," Ryder replied, leaning against the edge of the desk. "Ask anything you'd like."

I hesitated briefly, then decided to voice my curiosity. "Why do you hire women for...this?"

Ryder's eyes narrowed slightly, as if he were weighing his words carefully before speaking. "It's a business decision primarily," he explained, his tone measured. "The goods we produce on this farm are of the highest boutique quality. Our clientele includes some of the richest people in the country. But this work requires intense dedication to the craft with no time for off days."

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued by his candor. "So I'm here to keep the workers happy?"

Ryder chuckled, a low, gravelly sound that sent a shiver down my spine. "Let's just say maintaining morale is crucial around here. And when you combine rugged men with demanding labor and isolated living conditions, well... certain needs can arise."

His gaze lingered on mine, the intensity making my pulse race. "Women like you provide a vital service, ensuring our crew stays focused and productive. It's a mutually beneficial arrangement, really."

He straightened up from the desk, closing the distance between us until we stood mere inches apart. The heat emanating from his body was palpable, and I could smell the earthy scent of his skin mixed with a hint of cologne. "Now, shall we finalize the paperwork?"

I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the effect his proximity was having on me. "Yes," I managed to say, reaching for the pen. "I'm ready."

As I signed the form, sealing my fate for the weekend ahead, I heard Ryder unzip as he walked behind me.

I froze, the pen hovering over the ink-stained line as I sensed the movement behind me. Ryder's hands settled on my hips, his fingers digging into the fabric of my skirt. "Good girl," he murmured, his hot breath tickling the shell of my ear.

A jolt of electricity coursed through me at his touch, and I felt myself relax into his grasp. The reality of the situation hit me like a tidal wave - I was now property of the Free Use Farm, bound to serve these men in ways I never could have imagined.

Ryder's hands slid up my legs, lifting my skirt. He looped his thumbs around my panties, lowering them to the ground. "You won't need these this weekend," he said.

I bit my lip, a mix of nervousness and anticipation coursing through me as I felt the cool air kiss my bare skin. Ryder's fingers brushed against my vagina, sending a shudder through my body.

"You're already so wet for me, aren't you?" he purred, circling my clit with a teasing finger. "Such a good little slut, eager to please her new masters."

His words sent a flush of humiliation and arousal racing down my spine. I couldn't deny the truth in his statement - my body was responding to him in ways I couldn't control. I was torn between wanting to push him away and begging him to take me right then and there.

Ryder chuckled, a deep, rumbling sound that vibrated through his chest and into mine. "That's it," he cooed, probing his fat cock at my entrance. "Relax and enjoy the ride."

I gasped as I felt the thick head of his cock press against my slick folds, stretching me open. He pushed forward slowly, giving me time to adjust to his girth. I whimpered as he filled me inch by delicious inch, the sensation of fullness overwhelming my senses.

Ryder groaned, his hips flexing as he sank deeper into my welcoming heat. "You'll do just fine," he rasped, his voice strained with pleasure.

He paused once fully sheathed, savoring the feeling of my tight walls clenching around him. Then, with a slow, deliberate thrust, he began to move, setting a deep, rhythmic pace that had me seeing stars.

Each stroke rubbed against my sensitive inner walls, sending shockwaves of ecstasy rippling through my body. I could feel every vein, every ridge of his impressive length as it pumped in and out of me, claiming me utterly.

Oh god, yes! I moaned, my head falling back as he drove into me with increasing force. The lewd sounds of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, mingling with my wanton cries of pleasure.

Ryder's hand snaked around to cup my breast, tweaking the nipple roughly as he continued to pound into me. The dual sensations of his thick cock splitting me open and his fingers pinching my sensitive bud sent me hurtling towards the brink of orgasm far too quickly.

"N-no, wait!" I begged, even as my pussy spasmed around him, trying desperately to hold back the impending climax. But it was futile - the pressure built to a crescendo and then exploded, sending waves of pure bliss crashing over me.

Ryder grunted, his movements becoming erratic as he felt my cunt convulse around him. "Fuck yeah, I like it when they cum," he growled, pistoning his hips faster, chasing his own release.

With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his cock throbbing as he emptied himself inside me. Jets of hot semen flooded my womb, marking me as his.

Panting heavily, Ryder withdrew, his softening member slipping free with a wet pop. A trickle of our combined fluids leaked from my gaping hole.

"Consider that your welcome," Ryder said with a smirk, tucking himself back into his pants. "You should start walking around, introduce yourself to the other men."

I nodded, still dazed from the intense orgasm, and pulled my panties back up, letting Ryder's cum make them damp. As I smoothed my skirt down, I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what lay ahead.

Stepping out of the house, I found myself in a large, open space across from the barn. I could hear voices inside, so I started to make my way over to the large open door.

As I approached the barn, the murmur of male voices grew louder, punctuated by occasional laughter and the clanging of tools. I pushed open the heavy wooden door, stepping into the dimly lit interior.

The first thing I noticed was the strong, earthy scent of hay and animal musk. Ropes and harnesses hung from hooks along the walls, while various pieces of farm equipment sat idle in the corners. In the center of the barn, a group of three rough-looking men stood around a tractor.

Their gazes turned to me as I entered, assessing me with a mixture of curiosity and hunger. One of them, a burly man with a thick beard, stepped forward, his eyes roaming over my curves appreciatively. "You must be the new girl," he said, sticking out his hand. "I'm Kevin."

I shook his hand, forcing a smile onto my face despite the nerves churning in my stomach. "Nice to meet you, Kevin," I said, hoping my voice didn't betray how uncomfortable I felt. "I'm Tiffany."

Kevin's grip tightened around my hand for a moment longer than necessary before releasing it. His gaze flickered down to my lips, then back up to my eyes, a knowing glint in their depths. "I was just about to stop for lunch in my office. Why don't you join me?"

I glanced over at the other two men, who were watching our exchange with interest. They looked like they wanted to say something but held their tongues, waiting for Kevin's lead.

Swallowing hard, I turned back to Kevin and forced a smile. "Sure, I'd love to," I replied, trying to keep my tone light despite the apprehension fluttering in my gut.

Kevin led me into a small office inside of the barn. As we walked, he placed a hand on the small of my back, guiding me forward. I could feel the warmth of his palm seeping through the thin fabric of my shirt, a reminder of his presence.

Once inside his office, Kevin closed the door behind us, shutting out the rest of the world.

"Should I sit?" I asked, eyeing the chairs in front of his small desk. "No," he replied. He reached around and took two handfuls of my breasts, squeezing them tightly before kneeling behind me. He lifted my skirt and took a big sniff, inhaling deeply.

I gasped, my heart pounding in my chest as Kevin's hands groped my breasts and his nose pressed against my ass.

"What...what are you doing?" I managed to stammer, even though I knew the answer all too well. This was just another aspect of my new life here, one where my body was fair game for these men's desires.

"No questions," he said as he ripped my panties down. He spread both of my ass cheeks and buried his face between them, sniffing deeply again.

Kevin groaned in satisfaction, his tongue darting out to lick my rear entrance. "Mmmm, you taste so fucking good," he rumbled, lapping at my hole like a man starved.

His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise as he feasted on my asshole, eating me out with wild abandon. I could feel his stubble scraping against my thighs, adding a deliciously rough texture to the experience.

"Oh fuck, oh god, this is so wrong, but it feels so right," I thought, my mind reeling as Kevin devoured my most intimate area. My legs trembled, threatening to give out under the onslaught of sensation. No one had ever licked me there before.

Kevin's tongue delved deeper, pushing past my sphincter to explore the forbidden depths within. I cried out, the intrusion foreign yet strangely pleasurable. He worked his tongue in and out, stretching me open, preparing me for something much larger.

As Kevin's tongue probed deeper, I couldn't help but imagine what would come next. Would he try to shove his massive cock up my ass? The thought made me shudder, both with fear and anticipation. I had always been curious about anal, and expected I would try it someday. But not like this.

My mind raced as I tried to process everything that had happened since arriving here. From Ryder's brutal pounding to this unconventional act, my new reality was far more depraved than anything I could have imagined. And yet, some twisted part of me craved more, yearned to submit completely to these men's base desires.

Kevin pulled back, leaving me panting and wanting more. He rose to his feet, towering over me, his erection straining against his jeans. With a swift motion, he unbuckled his belt and yanked down his zipper, freeing his thick, veiny cock.

I watched wide-eyed as Kevin's impressive manhood sprang free, already rock hard and leaking pre-cum. It was even bigger than Ryder's, the flared head an angry purple color. My mouth went dry at the sight, realizing just how much I would have to stretch my virgin asshole to accommodate him.

"This is going in your tight little ass," Kevin growled, giving his shaft a few strokes. "Hope you're ready, because I ain't gonna go easy on you."

He spun me around and bent me over the desk, kicking my legs apart. I braced myself, knowing there was no escape from what was about to happen. Part of me wanted to beg him to use lube, but I bit my tongue. Free Use girls aren't allowed to make requests.

Kevin positioned the bulbous tip of his cock at my puckered entrance, rubbing it up and down my crack. I tensed, unsure if I could handle his size.

"Relax," he murmured, massaging my lower back. "Just breathe and let me in."

Taking a deep breath, I tried to relax as much as possible. Slowly, agonizingly slowly, Kevin pushed inside me. It hurt, more than anything I'd ever felt, but I bit my lip and bore it.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, he bottomed out. We stayed like that for a moment, neither of us moving. Then, carefully, he began to thrust.

At first, it was almost unbearable. Every stroke sent waves of pain radiating through my body. But gradually, miraculously, the pain began to fade, replaced by something else entirely.

Pleasure. Intense, overwhelming pleasure. I moaned, throwing my head back as Kevin picked up speed, driving into me harder and faster. His balls slapped against my clit with each thrust, sending jolts of electricity straight to my core.

I couldn't believe how quickly my body adapted to Kevin's girth. What had started as excruciating agony now felt incredible, each powerful stroke sending shockwaves of ecstasy through me. I rocked back to meet him, desperate for more of that delicious friction against my sensitive spots.

As he pounded into me, I heard a wet slapping sound echoing off the walls, punctuating the lewd rhythm of flesh on flesh. The obscene noise only heightened my arousal, making me want to scream my pleasure to the heavens.

Kevin's hands gripped my hips brutally, holding me in place as he ravaged my ass. I could feel every vein and ridge of his cock stretching me wide, claiming me utterly. There was no denying that I belonged to him now, body and soul.

Kevin grunted with effort, his pace relentless as he fucked me into the desk. "Fuck yeah, take it all," he growled, slamming into me with brutal force. "This is what you were made for - getting used and filled by real men."

I whimpered, overwhelmed by the intensity of the sensations coursing through me. Each thrust seemed to hit a sweet spot deep inside, sending sparks of pleasure shooting up my spine. I was lost in a haze of lust, my mind consumed by the feeling of being so thoroughly claimed.

Suddenly, Kevin's movements became erratic, his thrusts growing shorter and more frantic. "Gonna cum," he warned, his voice strained.

He pulled out, erupting all over my back. Kevin's hot seed splattered across my skin and blouse, painting me in his essence. I shivered at the sensation, feeling marked by him in the most primal way. As he caught his breath, I remained bent over the desk, my ass still twitching from the intense fucking.

Kevin stepped back, admiring his handiwork. "Thank you, darling," he said with a satisfied smirk. As he pulled up his pants and redid his belt. He turned and walked out of the office, leaving me standing there, bent over against the desk, cum dripping down my ass.

I stood there for a long moment, trying to process what had just happened.

Slowly, I straightened up, wincing as my abused muscles protested.

With a heavy sigh, I smoothed down my rumpled clothes and headed out of the office, hoping to change into some clean clothes once I made my way back to the house.

As I left the office, I couldn't shake the lingering sensations of Kevin's brutal assault. My ass throbbed, sore from the merciless pounding, while my inner walls still fluttered with aftershocks. The musky scent of his cum clung to my skin, a constant reminder of my degradation.

I saw the two other men by the tractor, now fully staring at me. One of them beckoned for me to come closer.

I approached the men hesitantly, acutely aware of the sticky mess between my thighs and the dried cum flaking on my skin. They looked me up and down, their gazes predatory.

"Well, well, look what we've got here," one of the men drawled, eyeing me with a mixture of amusement and lust. "You enjoying yourself so far, sweetheart?"

The other man chuckled, his eyes roving over my disheveled appearance.

They moved closer, surrounding me on either side. Their presence was suffocating, making me feel trapped and vulnerable. I knew I should be afraid, but instead, a thrill of excitement coursed through me. These men were beasts, and I was their plaything.

"I...I don't know what to say," I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper. "It's all so new, so overwhelming..."

One of the men reached out, trailing a calloused finger along my jawline. "Don't worry, dollface. We'll show you exactly what you're meant for." His touch sent shivers down my spine, despite the trepidation gnawing at my gut. He put his palm on the top of my head, gently forcing me into a kneeling position in front of him.

The man who had forced me to kneel undid his fly, pulling out his semi-erect cock. It was thick and meaty, the foreskin partially retracted to reveal a glistening pink head.

Obediently, I parted my lips, allowing him to slide his member into my mouth. The taste of his musk flooded my senses as he began to thrust shallowly, coating my tongue with his pre-cum.

His friend watched intently, stroking himself to full hardness. "Damn, she's a natural," he remarked appreciatively.

I whimpered around the thick intrusion, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes as the man increased his pace.

The other man kneeled behind me, hiking my skirt up once again.

I moaned around the cock in my mouth as the second man's fingers found my dripping slit, plunging into my heat without preamble. His digits curled inside me, rubbing against my sensitive inner walls as he pumped them in and out.

The dual sensations of being face-fucked and finger-banged were overwhelming, pushing me to the brink of climax. I sucked harder on the dick in my mouth, eager to please my master, even as my own pleasure mounted.

The first man gripped my hair tighter, thrusting even deeper into my throat, causing me to gag, as the other one jammed his cock into my pussy.

The man behind me grunted with satisfaction as he felt my slickness envelop his shaft. He set a brutal pace, pounding into me with abandon.

In front of me, the first man groaned, his hips bucking erratically as he neared his peak. Stifling a gag, I could tell by the way his cock twitched in my mouth that he was close.

Suddenly, he pulled out, his cum splattering across my face in thick ropes. I gasped for air, sputtering as the hot liquid dripped down my cheeks and onto my breasts.

The man behind me followed suit, burying himself to the hilt and filling me with his seed. He held me in place, grinding against my cervix as he emptied himself inside me.

I lay there, spent and trembling, as the men withdrew from my body. Their cum oozed out of me, mixing with the sweat and dirt on my skin. I felt filthy, used, and yet, strangely fulfilled.

The man who had covered my face with his load reached down, wiping some of the semen onto my parted lips. "You should go clean up now," he commanded, his tone harsh but not unkind.

I obediently licked his finger, tasting the salty tang of his release. As I did, the other man pulled me to my feet, steadying me when my legs threatened to buckle.

I nodded, my mind still reeling from the intense encounters. As I stumbled towards the house, I couldn't help but wonder what other depraved acts these men had in store for me.

Once inside, I quickly shed my ruined clothes and stepped under the shower, letting the warm water wash away the evidence of their use. But even as I scrubbed myself clean, I could feel the residual ache between my thighs, a physical reminder of my submission to these dominant males.

Suddenly I heard the bathroom door open. A new man stood in the doorway, staring my naked body up and down.

I froze, instinctively covering my breasts with one arm and my sex with the other. But then I remembered my place - I wasn't supposed to cover myself in front of these men.

The newcomer took a step closer, his gaze roaming over my curves. "I'm Jack," he murmured approvingly. He started to undress.

My heart raced, a mix of fear and anticipation swirling within me. I knew I would endure whatever he wanted, because that's what I was here for - to serve and satisfy these powerful men.

Jack finished stripping off his clothes, revealing a lean, muscular physique. His cock sprang free, already half-hard. He stepped inside the shower, his eyes burning with desire.

"Let's see how you handle me," he growled, grasping my wrist and pulling me towards the wall. He pinned me against it, his body pressing me into the tile as he captured my mouth in a rough kiss.

His tongue invaded, claiming my mouth as his hands roamed over my body, squeezing and groping. I moaned into the kiss, submitting to his dominance as he ground his erection against my stomach.

Breaking the kiss, Jack lifted me up, wrapping my legs around his waist. He positioned the tip of his cock at my entrance, teasing me with the promise of more.

I wrapped my arms around his neck, my nails digging into his skin as I anticipated the penetration. With a swift, powerful thrust, Jack buried himself deep inside me, stretching my walls to accommodate his size.

I cried out, the sensation overwhelming after the recent abuse. He set a relentless pace, hammering into me with brutal intensity. Water cascaded over us, mingling with our panting breaths and the lewd sounds of flesh slapping against flesh.

Jack's grip on my hips tightened as he drove himself deeper, hitting spots within me that made stars explode behind my eyelids. I felt like I was being split open, filled to the brim with his thick cock. And yet, I craved more, my body responding eagerly to his domination.

Jack pistoned into me mercilessly, his balls slapping against my ass with each powerful thrust. The combination of the hot water streaming over us and the cold tile against my back only heightened the intensity of the experience.

"Fuck, you're still so tight," he grunted, angling his hips to hit that special spot inside me that made my toes curl.

He captured my lips in another searing kiss, swallowing my moans as he fucked me harder, faster. My body trembled, teetering on the edge of an explosive orgasm.

I shattered beneath him, my pussy clenching around his pistoning cock as waves of ecstasy crashed through me. My screams of pleasure echoed off the tiles as I came undone, my entire being focused on the incredible feeling of Jack's cock driving me wild.

Through the haze of my climax, I felt Jack's movements become erratic, his thrusts growing shorter and more urgent. With a final, deep plunge, he buried himself to the hilt and erupted inside me, flooding my womb with his hot seed.

We remained locked together, chests heaving, as the aftershocks of our orgasms rippled through us. Finally, Jack softened, slipping out of me with a wet plop. I slid down the wall, collapsing onto the floor in a boneless heap, utterly spent, water cascading over my thoroughly used body.

I lay there, dazed and exhausted, as the cool water continued to flow over me. Jack helped me to my feet, supporting me as the world spun slightly.

"You did great," he praised, his voice tinged with approval.

I nodded numbly, allowing him to guide me out of the shower and wrap a towel around my shivering form. As we walked back to the bedroom, I caught glimpses of other men watching us with hungry eyes.

I knew I wouldn't be given much time to rest before they claimed me again, using me for their pleasure until I was nothing more than a well-worn toy, broken and empty.

In the bedroom, Jack tossed me onto the bed, the soft sheets a stark contrast to the hard tile of the shower. I lay there, trying to catch my breath, as he dressed and left the room.

Moments later, the door opened again and two more men entered, their gazes raking over my naked, towel-clad form. One was tall and lean, with piercing blue eyes; the other was stocky and muscular, his dark beard brushing against his chest.

Without a word, they climbed onto the bed, their cocks already semi-erect. The taller man knelt beside me, running a hand along my thigh, while the bearded brute straddled my hips, pinning me down.

Their intentions were clear - they intended to use me, to take turns fucking me until I was sore and dripping with their combined releases.

The bearded man leaned down, capturing my mouth in a brutal kiss as his hands roughly explored my body. His fingers dug into my breasts, twisting and tugging at my nipples until they were stiff peaks.

Meanwhile, the tall man spread my legs wide, exposing my dripping core to his hungry gaze. He ran a finger through my folds, groaning at the slickness he found there.

"Feels like you're enjoying yourself," he murmured, circling my clit with his thumb.

I bit my lip, unable to deny the truth in his words. Despite the pain and degradation, a part of me craved this, craved being used and filled by these dominant men, over and over again.

The bearded man turned his attention to my neck where he began to suck and bite, leaving marks of possession on my skin.

I arched my back, offering myself further to their touch as the men worked me over. The tall one's fingers delved deeper, probing my entrance before sliding inside, stretching me open for his girth.

The bearded man moved lower, his hot breath fanning over my breasts as he nipped and sucked at my nipples. I gasped, my head thrashing from side to side as pleasure mixed with the pain of his bites.

With a grunt, the tall man withdrew his fingers and positioned himself between my thighs. I felt the broad head of his cock nudging against my entrance, and then he was pushing inside, filling me completely in one smooth stroke.

I cried out, my body tensing around him as he began to move, setting a slow, deliberate rhythm.

The tall man's thrusts grew more forceful, his hips snapping forward to bury himself to the hilt with each stroke. The bearded man shifted, moving to kneel over my body and watch the intimate scene unfold.

Leaning down, he captured one of my nipples between his teeth, biting down just hard enough to send jolts of pleasure-pain straight to my core. His other hand reached down to rub circles over my clit, adding to the overwhelming sensations coursing through my body.

I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my mind consumed by the feeling of being so thoroughly taken, so completely owned by these two men. The tall one's cock pounded into me relentlessly, stirring up intense emotions within me - shame, arousal, submission, and something darker, more primal that I couldn't quite define.

My inner walls clenched around the tall man's thrusting cock, drawing him in deeper with each stroke. The bearded brute's ministrations on my sensitive nipple and clit pushed me closer to the brink, my senses overwhelmed by the dual assault on my body.

I could feel my orgasm building. The men seemed to sense my impending release, their movements becoming even more aggressive, more demanding.

The tall one gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, slamming into me with reckless abandon. The bearded man redoubled his efforts on my clit, rubbing it in firm, rapid circles.

With a scream torn from my throat, I came apart, my pussy spasming wildly around the cock buried inside me. Wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over me, leaving me shaking and sobbing in the aftermath.

The tall man roared as he felt my pussy convulse around him, his own climax hitting him like a freight train. With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and exploded inside me, pumping jet after jet of hot semen deep into my womb.

As he emptied himself within me, the bearded man leaned in close, his lips brushing against mine in a possessive, claiming kiss. I tasted salt and sweat on his tongue, mingled with the musk of sex that hung heavy in the air.

When he finally broke the kiss, he looked down at me with a smug, satisfied grin. "My turn," he taunted, his hand still resting possessively on my hip.

I could only nod, too drained and sated to respond.

The bearded man wasted no time in positioning himself above me, his thick cock bobbing menacingly as he aligned it with my still-quivering entrance. With a single, powerful thrust, he sheathed himself fully inside me, stretching my tender flesh even further.

I whimpered at the intrusion, my body protesting the sudden fullness. But the man didn't give me time to adjust, instead setting a relentless pace, pounding into me with animalistic intensity.

Each stroke sent shockwaves of pleasure-pain through me, my nerve endings screaming from the sheer force of his rutting. I was nothing more than a receptacle for his lust now, a warm, willing hole for him to use as he pleased.

The bearded man's grunts and growls filled the room as he drove himself into me again and again, his thick shaft dragging against my sensitive walls with every brutal thrust. I could feel his heavy balls slapping against my ass, the lewd sound mixing with our ragged breathing and the creaking of the bed frame beneath us.

Despite the initial discomfort, my body began to adapt, responding to the relentless stimulation. Pleasure started to build once more, coiling tighter and tighter in my belly as the man's cock stirred up the remnants of my earlier orgasm.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, locking my ankles together to pull him in even deeper. The new angle allowed him to hit that sweet spot inside me with every stroke, sending sparks of ecstasy shooting through my veins.

As the bearded man continued to pound into me, I felt my second climax rapidly approaching. His ruthless pace, coupled with the way he was hitting that perfect spot deep within, had me teetering on the edge of oblivion.

My nails dug into his back, scoring his skin as I clung to him desperately. I was lost in the sensation, my mind blanking out except for the all-consuming need for release.

With a guttural roar, the man slammed into me one last time, his cock throbbing violently as he spilled his seed deep inside me. The feeling of his hot cum flooding my pussy triggered my own orgasm, and I screamed, my body convulsing wildly beneath him as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over me.

For a few moments, we remained locked together, panting heavily as we rode out the aftershocks of our shared climax.

The bearded man slowly pulled out of me, his softening cock slipping free with a wet plop. A trickle of his semen leaked out, trailing down my thigh as I lay there, spent and sated.

He climbed off the bed, towering over me with a self-satisfied smirk. "Not bad for your first time," he said, running a hand through his messy beard.

I glared up at him, still trying to catch my breath. "When do I get a break?"

A low chuckle rumbled in his chest. "Oh, sweetheart, we're just getting started."

I groaned, flopping back onto the mattress with a defeated sigh. My body ached in places I hadn't known could hurt, and the lingering soreness between my thighs was a constant reminder of what I'd endured.

But even as exhaustion washed over me, a spark of curiosity flickered to life. What did they have planned for me next? And how far would they push me?

I heard a voice downstairs calling out for dinner. Both men put their pants back on before leaving me all alone, splayed out on the bed. I decided not to get dressed and risk ruining another outfit.

I let out a shaky laugh at the absurdity of my situation. Here I was, naked and vulnerable, having been thoroughly used by these men. Yet, despite the lingering ache between my thighs and the residual fear simmering in my gut, I found myself almost... eager for whatever came next.

Perhaps it was the thrill of the unknown, or maybe the dark, twisted part of me that craved this level of domination. Whatever the reason, I knew I wouldn't want to miss dinner, whatever mysteries it held.

I made my way downstairs, my bare feet padding softly against the cool hardwood floors. The aroma of roasted meat wafted through the air, making my stomach growl in anticipation.

In the dining room, all of the men were already seated, their faces expressionless as they watched me approach. I stood at the counter, sticking my ass out behind me.

As I bent over to serve myself, I caught sight of them watching me intently, their eyes drinking in the sight of my exposed rear. A shiver ran down my spine, both from the cold and the awareness of their hungry gazes.

I filled my plate with the savory food, then turned to my ass to face them, a tentative smile on my lips as I looked over my shoulder. "Dinner is served," I announced, my voice steady despite the butterflies fluttering in my stomach.

The men rose from their seats, circling around me like wolves closing in on their prey. They started to form a line.

I dug into my food, savoring each bite as I waited for what came next. As I ate, the tension in the room grew thicker with each passing moment, until it felt like I could cut it with a knife.

Just as I finished my meal, Ryder stepped forward, his large hands grasping my hips firmly. He nudged his cock at my entrance before slipping it inside.

I gasped as I felt the familiar stretch and fullness of being penetrated once again. Despite my recent orgasms, my body responded eagerly to the stimulation, my inner muscles clenching around his thickness.

Ryder set a slow, deliberate pace, his hips rocking against my ass with each deep thrust. One hand slid up my spine, tangling in my hair and tugging my head back as he leaned over me, his breath hot against my ear.

"That's it, take it like a good girl," he growled, punctuating his words with a particularly forceful snap of his hips. “Let’s show them how it’s done.”

I could only moan in response, surrendering myself completely to his control.

As Ryder continued to thrust into me, I could hear the sounds of zipper teeth parting and belt buckles jingling as the other men freed themselves. The air grew heavy with the musky scent of arousal.

I felt Ryder's grip tighten on my hip, pulling me back against him as he picked up speed, driving into me with renewed vigor. His harsh breaths fanned across my neck, sending tingles down my spine.

Behind me, I sensed movement, the rustle of fabric. Before I could process what was happening, a second cock probed at my entrance from behind, seeking entry alongside Ryder's. It was Kevin.

Kevin's cock slipped past my stretched rim, joining Ryder's inside me. The dual penetration pushed me closer to the edge, my senses overwhelmed by the dual sensations of being filled so deeply.

Ryder's hand in my hair tightened, forcing my head back as he pounded into me harder, his heavy balls slapping against mine with each brutal thrust. Kevin, on the other hand, moved with a slower, more measured rhythm, his cock grinding against my inner walls in a tantalizing counterpoint to Ryder's frenzied pace.

I was trapped between two massive erections, helpless to do anything but submit to their primal urges as they used my body for their pleasure.

The rest of the men stood around us, pumping their own erections, clearly aroused by seeing my pussy stretched to the brim.

Their lewd displays only added to the overwhelming sensory experience, the sight of their thick, veiny cocks bobbing with each stroke, slick with pre-cum, fueling my own desperate need for release.

As if sensing my impending climax, Ryder's grip on my hip became bruising, his fingers digging into my flesh as he drove into me with wild abandon. Kevin, too, increased his tempo, his cock pulsating inside me as he chased his own peak.

The dual assault on my sensitive flesh was too much to bear, and with a keening cry, I shattered, my body convulsing in ecstasy as wave after wave of intense pleasure ripped through me. My inner walls clenched rhythmically around the two cocks buried deep within, milking them for every drop of their essence.

As my orgasm subsided, Ryder and Kevin continued to pump into me, prolonging my pleasure and pushing me towards another climax. The other men watched intently, stroking their cocks in time with Ryder and Kevin's thrusts.

Suddenly, Ryder pulled out, holding his cock as he erupted all over my back with a guttural roar. Kevin followed suit moments later, spraying me with his own potent release as I writhed beneath him, lost in the throes of unrelenting bliss.

The other men wasted no time descending upon me, their pent-up lust reaching a fever pitch. They took turns violating my holes, using me like a cheap fuck doll, pumping load after load into my exhausted body.

By the time they finally finished with me, I was nothing more than a limp, cum-drenched mess, sprawled out on the floor amidst a puddle of cooling semen. My skin was slick with sweat and various bodily fluids, and my holes ached from the relentless pounding they had endured.

Yet, even in my debased state, a small part of me reveled in the depravity of it all. I had been reduced to little more than a receptacle for their base desires, a pocket pussy to be used and discarded, and somehow, that knowledge sent a dark thrill coursing through my veins.


CHAPTER 3

Sleep came quickly, my body's aches giving way to the intense fatigue from the day's workouts. I awoke the next morning to the feeling of a stiff cock probing between my legs. Groggy and disoriented, I tried to push away the intrusive touches, only to find myself pinned beneath the weight of a muscular body.

It was Jack, his morning wood nestled against my thigh as he rutted against me like an animal in heat. "Wakey wakey, princess," he growled, nipping at my earlobe. "Time to earn your keep."

Before I could protest, he flipped me onto my stomach and yanked my hips up, positioning himself at my entrance. With one brutal thrust, he sheathed himself fully inside me, drawing a startled gasp from my lips. There would be no gentle lovemaking this morning; only raw, primal fucking.

As Jack began to pound into me mercilessly, I couldn't help but think about how quickly my life had changed since arriving at the farm. Just days ago, I was a waitress at a diner, living a cheap, unfulfilling existence. Now, here I was, serving as a personal fuck toy for these rough, dominant men.

Despite the initial shock and discomfort, my body had begun to adapt to their rigorous use, becoming increasingly responsive to their touch. Each thrust, each stroke, each burst of seed deposited deep within me seemed to awaken something primal and submissive within me, a desire to be claimed, owned, and used for their pleasure.

Lost in the haze of pleasure and submission, I found myself pushing back against Jack, meeting his powerful strokes with my own desperate needs.

Jack's hands gripped my hips tightly, slamming me back onto his cock with ruthless intensity. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed through the room, punctuated by my muffled moans and gasps.

Jack's pace never faltered, his hips pumping relentlessly as he fucked me into the mattress. Sweat dripped down our entwined bodies, the humid air thick with the musk of sex.

With a final, powerful thrust, Jack hilted himself inside me, his cock pulsing as he emptied his heavy balls deep within my womb. I could feel the warm rush of his seed flooding my insides, claiming me yet again as his personal cum dumpster.

As he withdrew, a torrent of his thick cream spilled from my gaping hole, pooling beneath me on the sheets. Exhausted and thoroughly used, I collapsed face-first onto the bed, my body twitching with the aftershocks of yet another intense fuck session.

"Just another day on free use farm," I blurted out. Jack laughed.

A knock at the door broke the laughter, followed by the entrance of another man, who was already sporting a prominent erection. "Good morning, beautiful," he said, his eyes roaming appreciatively over my cum-smeared form. "I'm here for my turn."

The weekend continued in a blur of sexual conquest, each man taking his turn to violate my willing body. By Sunday evening, I was a shell of my former self, physically and emotionally drained, yet strangely sated, and $5,000 richer. I never told my friends or future husband about that weekend, ashamed they would think of me as nothing but a dirty, cock starved slut. But when I'm all alone in the bath and feel like touching myself, that weekend is where my mind goes every time.


About The Author

Ashley Tudor

[image: ]

Ashley Tudor is a contemporary erotica author who crafts steamy free-use tales that ignite the imagination and stimulate the senses.

When she's not writing the next lusty chapter of her Free Use anthology, Ashley enjoys walking her dogs, working out, and watching naughty things.

If you enjoy well-crafted erotic short story that will keep you edging until the explosive climax, look no further than Ashley Tudor. 

Sign up for Ashley's Free Use newsletter for new releases, freebies, and sales.

https://ashley-s-free-use-firm.kit.com/dfc66e0746


Books By This Author

Free Use Wedding Day

Free Use Flight Attendant

Free Use Resort

Free Use Subway

Free Use Fire Station

Free Use Cabin

Free Use Locker Room

Free Use Pub

Free Use Office

Free Use Club

Free Use Sperm Bank

Free Use Gym

Free Use Secret Agent

Free Use Yacht

The Trad Wife Swap

Swinger Estate: at Figure Skater Farm Volume One

Swinger Estate: at Figure Skater Farm Volume Two

Swinger Estate: at Figure Skater Farm Volume Three

cover1.jpeg
F |
' Use
Farm

ASHLEY TUDGR . -





OEBPS/image_rsrc1VZ.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




