
        
            
                
            
        

    
Back when I studied abroad at Cambridge, one of my favorite weekend activities was staying at nearby farm hotels and B&Bs. The quaint villages and rolling hills surrounding the university were like a postcard come to life - each one more charming than the last.

My weekends at the local farms and bed & breakfasts became a highlight of my time in the UK. Each establishment had its own unique character, from the rustic farmhouses with the family heirlooms adorning every nook, to the elegant Victorian manor houses with their intricately carved wooden paneling.

I also loved exploring the nearby towns and the unique character that came with each. One particular pub, in a tiny town that I won't say, gave me the experience of a lifetime.

It was a cozy little place called The Cat and the Cavalier, nestled in the heart of the village. The exterior was unassuming, but as soon as you stepped inside, you felt transported to another era. The walls were adorned with vintage photographs and antique farming tools, while the air was thick with the aroma of freshly brewed ale.

One crisp autumn evening, I found myself wandering over for a nightcap after a nice dinner at the local inn.

As I pushed open the creaky door, a warm golden glow spilled out onto the cobblestone street, beckoning me into the snug interior. The atmosphere inside was lively yet intimate, with patrons gathered around the crackling fireplace and others engaged in hushed conversations at the polished wood tables.

I made my way to the bar, where a jovial bartender with a bushy beard greeted me with a friendly smile. "Welcome! What can I get ya, love?" he asked, his voice rich with a rural accent. After ordering a glass of Chardonnay, I settled onto a stool at the end of the bar, surveying the eclectic decor and listening to the mellow tunes drifting from the corner jukebox.

Suddenly I felt a hand grab my ass cheek and give it a firm squeeze.

I nearly jumped out of my skin! Whirling around, I spotted a tall, dark-haired man with piercing blue eyes grinning at me. He looked to be in his mid-30s, with strong features and a chiseled jawline that seemed to gleam in the firelight.

"What the fuck?" I yelled, breaking the quiet peace of the establishment.

The man's grin only widened, his blue eyes sparkling with mischief as he held up his hands in mock surrender. "Hey, you signed up for this," he drawled in his thick English accent, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine despite my indignation. Suddenly his face turned apologetic. "Wait, do you not know about free use night?"

Free use night? What the hell is that? I thought, my mind racing. As I shook my head, the man reached over to the bar and grabbed a flyer, holding it out to me.

"It's a tradition here," he explained, his eyes never leaving mine. "Once a month, every second Friday, we let our male patrons...indulge." His gaze drifted downward, taking in my curves appreciatively. "Usually we get a few lady students from the University who stop by and want to be fucked hard by a farm hand or two. Excuse my indiscretion, please understand that it was an honest mistake."

My cheeks flushed hot with a mix of anger and embarrassment at his brazen words. I snatched the paper from his hand, scanning it quickly. Sure enough, there was a crude drawing of a woman bent over a table, along with some scrawled rules about "free use."

"You're telling me this is a regular thing here?" I demanded, my voice rising again. The other patrons had fallen silent, watching our exchange with interest.

"Well, yes, it has been for years now," the man replied calmly, his eyes still locked on mine. "We've got a lot of young lads looking for release, and a fair number of ladies willing to provide it. It keeps the local boys around."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. This was insane! How could such a thing exist in the quaint countryside? It seemed like something more suited to some industrial warehouse in London with people dressed in all leather.

As I stood there, seething, the man leaned in closer, his breath hot against my ear. "So, what'll it be, love? You can finish your drink and leave, if you'd like. But I think I speak for the rest of us when I say that we would rather you stay."

His words sent a chill down my spine, but it wasn't entirely unpleasant. There was something undeniably arousing about being spoken to so bluntly, so crudely by a real man, not one of the boys from university. And yet, I knew I shouldn't indulge him. This was wrong on so many levels.

I looked around the bar. The room was filled with curious gazes, men from their early 20s to late 40s staring at me with varying degrees of lust and anticipation. Some leered openly, while others tried to appear nonchalant, but I could sense their excitement. I was surprised at how attractive they all seemed. Rough around the edges, sure, but they all had the broad shoulders and thick arms that came with farm work. I was a sucker for the British accent too.

"I don't think so," I said firmly, trying to keep my voice steady. "I'm not...not into that kind of thing."

Even as I spoke the words, I could feel a traitorous heat building between my thighs. The man's boldness, the raw sexuality permeating the air, it was intoxicating. I shook my head, trying to clear the fog of arousal clouding my judgment.

"No, really, I should go," I insisted, grabbing my purse. But as I stood to make my exit, another woman entered the bar. Curiosity got the best of me, and I sat back down. "After I finish my wine."

The newcomer was stunning, with long raven hair cascading down her back and piercing green eyes that seemed to sparkle with mischief. She wore a tight black dress that hugged her voluptuous figure, emphasizing her ample breasts and narrow waist. Her presence commanded attention, and I watched, transfixed, as she worked her way through the crowd, accepting flirtatious comments and sly touches with a coy smile.

She finally arrived at the bar, right next to me, and ordered a whiskey neat. As she waited for her drink, she glanced over at me and raised an eyebrow, as if sizing me up. "First time here, sweetheart?" she purred, her Irish brogue thick and sultry.

I nodded, feeling a bit out of place among these locals. The woman's gaze lingered on me for a moment before she turned to collect her drink from the bartender.

Suddenly, a man behind her lifted her dress, exposing her bare buttocks.

The woman laughed, a throaty sound, and arched her back slightly, presenting herself to him.

The man grabbed her hips and pulled her close, grinding his cock against her exposed flesh. She moaned softly, tilting her head back in pleasure.

Watching the scene unfold, I felt a surge of liquid heat between my legs, my panties growing damp. The woman caught my eye and winked, as if to say, "Ready to join in?"

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. The raw sexual energy emanating from the two was almost palpable. I glanced around the pub, noticing that several other men seemed to be lining up for their turn.

The atmosphere had shifted dramatically, the air thick with primal desire. Patrons who had initially kept their distance were now edging closer, their eyes fixed on the woman's exposed body and the lewd act unfolding before them.

The woman, seemingly unfazed by the audience, took a sip from her whiskey as the man behind her unsheathed his cock.

With a swift motion, he positioned himself and thrust into the woman, his hips slapping against her rear as he began to pump vigorously. She cried out in pleasure, her head thrown back, and I felt a corresponding jolt of arousal course through my own body.

The sounds of flesh meeting flesh, the wet squelching, the woman's gasps and moans – it was all so intensely erotic. I couldn't tear my eyes away, even as a part of me screamed that I should look away, that this was wrong. But the sensations coursing through me drowned out that voice, replacing it with a hunger I didn't know I possessed until this moment.

I couldn't help but imagine what it would feel like to have a hard cock pounding into me like that, to be claimed so thoroughly by a stranger's body. The image made my clit throb, and I had to bite my lip to stifle a whimper.

My own arousal was reaching a fever pitch, my nipples hardening beneath my blouse and my core aching with need. I felt like I might combust if I didn't find some relief soon.

The woman took another sip of her whiskey as the man continued to thrust in and out. Suddenly he reached around and started rubbing her clit in tight circles.

A choked moan escaped my lips as I watched the man's fingers work their magic on the woman's sensitive nub. Her cries grew louder, more desperate, and I could see the tension coiling tighter in her body, ready to snap.

The woman's back arched sharply, her fingers digging into the edge of the bar as she teetered on the brink of climax. The man redoubled his efforts, fucking her harder and faster, his balls slapping against her with each brutal thrust. Then, with a hoarse scream, she came undone, her pussy clenching rhythmically around his shaft as waves of ecstasy crashed over her.

I watched, transfixed, as the woman's orgasm overtook her. The sight of her convulsing, of the man's cock disappearing inside her spasming depths, sent a shockwave of pleasure straight to my core. I rubbed my thighs together, trying to ease the ache building between them. The room spun, my vision blurring at the edges. I needed to be touched, to be brought to that same peak of bliss.

In a daze of lust, I stumbled off my stool and stood against the bar, my movements clumsy and uncoordinated. Gripping the hem of my red dress, I slowly lifted it, until my matching red panties were exposed. I took a sip from my wine and waited.

I couldn't believe I was doing this, but the haze of arousal clouding my mind left no room for rational thought. I spread my legs wider, baring myself further to the hungry stares of the patrons. My pulse raced as I waited for whatever came next, my body trembling with anticipation.

One of the men, a burly man in his late 20s with a thick beard, stepped forward and grasped my hips, pulling me flush against him. His large hands roamed over my curves, squeezing and kneading, before slipping under my panties to cup my ass. He ground his hard-on against my clothed sex, grunting in approval.

Oh god, the roughness of his touch, the pressure of his erection, it was overwhelming. I let out a shaky breath, my head falling against the bar as he continued to grind against me. His hands slid lower, fingertips brushing against my slick folds through the thin fabric of my underwear. I could feel the heat of his breath on my neck, his beard scratching lightly against my skin. It was too much, yet somehow not enough. I wanted more, needed him to take me, claim me, fill me completely.

With a growl, the bearded man yanked my panties to the side and plunged two thick fingers deep into my dripping cunt. I gasped, my inner walls clenching around the sudden invasion as he pumped his digits in and out, curling them to hit that sweet spot inside me. His thumb found my clit and began circling it firmly, sending jolts of electricity shooting through my body.

I bucked against his hand, my hips moving of their own accord as he finger-fucked me relentlessly. The dual stimulation of his fingers and thumb was driving me wild, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. I could feel my orgasm building, a tidal wave of pleasure threatening to crash over me at any moment. "Please," I whimpered, not knowing what I was begging for, only that I needed it, needed him, needed to cum.

The man's fingers curled deeper, hitting that sensitive bundle of nerves within me, while his thumb pressed harder against my clit. My legs trembled, my whole body quaking as the first waves of my climax washed over me. I cried out, arching my back, as my pussy clenched rhythmically around his invading fingers. The sensation was intense, overwhelming, and I felt myself being carried away on a tide of pure, unadulterated pleasure.

As the aftershocks of my orgasm rippled through me, I collapsed against the bar, gasping for breath. The bearded man withdrew his fingers, leaving me empty and aching for more. I looked up at him through hooded eyes, my chest still heaving with exertion. "That was... incredible," I managed to choke out, my voice barely above a whisper.

The man grinned, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction, and leaned in close, his hot breath tickling my ear. "Not nearly done with you yet, love," he murmured, before capturing my lips in a bruising kiss. His tongue plundered my mouth, claiming every inch as his.

I melted into the kiss, my senses overwhelmed by the taste of him, the feel of his beard scraping against my chin. His hands roamed my body, gripping my breasts, pinching my nipples, sending sparks of pleasure zinging through me. I turned and wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer, wanting to lose myself in the heat of our passion. When he finally broke the kiss, I was panting, my lips swollen and tingling.

The man pulled back just enough to shed his shirt, revealing a broad, muscular chest covered in dark hair. He tugged me onto a nearby table, the wooden surface cool against my heated skin. Kneeling between my spread thighs, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of his jeans and pushed them down, along with his boxers, freeing his massive erection. It bobbed in front of me, thick and pulsing, the tip glistening with precum.

I stared at the man's impressive cock, my mouth watering at the sight. It seemed to loom over me, a promise of the pleasure to come. I laid back on the table, my head nearly at the edge, ready to take what the burly British man had to give me.

With a low groan, the man slipped my panties off, gripped his shaft, and notched the bulbous head at my entrance. Slowly, inexorably, he pushed forward, breaching my cunt with one powerful thrust. I gasped, my back arching off the table as he stretched me wide around his girth. He paused for a moment, allowing me to adjust to his size, before beginning to move, withdrawing almost completely before slamming back in, setting a relentless pace. Each deep, punishing thrust drove the air from my lungs, my nails digging into the wood as I struggled to accommodate his sheer size. Despite the pain, the pleasure was immense, a searing heat spreading through my core as he fucked me with abandon.

Suddenly, another man approached from the other side of the table, his cock already free.

I barely registered the newcomer as the first man pistoned in and out of me, his hips slapping against mine with each brutal stroke.

The second man gripped my chin, pulling my head off the edge of the table until it was upside down, my hair dangling to the floor.

My vision blurred as my face hung suspended, the world spinning wildly around me. The man holding my face angled my mouth towards his straining erection, giving me no choice but to open wide and accept him.

He shoved his cock past my lips, the salty tang of his pre-cum flooding my taste buds. I gagged slightly as he forced himself deeper, the head bumping the back of my throat. He held me in place, his hands fisted in my hair, as he began to fuck my mouth with short, sharp thrusts. The combined sensations of having my cunt ravaged from below and my throat stuffed full above were almost too much to bear. I felt like I was being split in two, torn apart by pleasure and pain in equal measure. And yet, despite the discomfort, I couldn't deny the thrill that coursed through me, the knowledge that I was being used, taken, claimed by these men in the most degrading and exhilarating way possible.

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as the man's cock battered my throat, his grip on my hair tightening whenever I tried to pull away. But even as I choked and sputtered, I couldn't help but moan around the intrusion, the vibrations traveling up his shaft and adding to his pleasure. Below, the first man continued to pound into me, his balls slapping lewdly against my ass with each savage thrust. I was nothing more than a toy for them to use, a receptacle for their cocks, and the realization sent a shiver of dark delight through me. I was lost in a sea of sensation, drowning in the overwhelming stimuli of my violated, naive, American body, and I never wanted it to end.

The man fucking my mouth increased his pace, grunting with pleasure as he slammed his cock deeper, hitting the back of my throat with every thrust. I felt him swell, his shaft throbbing against my palate as he neared his climax. At the same time, the man rutting into my cunt reached down to rub my clit, sending shockwaves of ecstasy coursing through my over-stimulated body. The dual stimulation proved too much, and I came with a scream muffled by the cock in my mouth, my pussy clamping down hard on the invader as I spasmed and convulsed beneath them. Through it all, the men continued their ruthless assault, determined to wring every last drop of pleasure from my quivering form.

As I rode out the aftershocks of my climax, the man in my mouth erupted, his seed flooding my throat in thick, salty spurts. I swallowed reflexively, trying to gulp down every drop as he emptied himself into me. Meanwhile, the man still buried in my cunt gave a final, brutal thrust before collapsing on top of me, his softening cock slipping from my abused hole. I lay there, spent and shaking, my mind reeling from the intensity of what had just happened. Two men, both cumming inside me, using my body for their pleasure without a thought for my well-being. It was degrading, humiliating, and utterly intoxicating...

As the men pulled away, I felt their warm cum leaking out of me, trickling down my thighs. The first man, now standing, tucked his semi-hard cock back into his pants, a satisfied smirk on his bearded face. "You took that like a proper little slut," he said, patting my ass appreciatively. The second man helped me sit up, wiping the remnants of his release from my chin with a rough thumb. "Don't worry, love, I'll get you another Chardonnay," he chuckled before walking up to the bar with his companion. I watched them go, my heart pounding in my chest, a mix of shame and arousal swirling inside me. What had I gotten myself into?

I sat there, trying to process everything that had just transpired. The taste of semen still lingered on my tongue, a tangible reminder of how thoroughly I'd been used. My body ached in places I didn't know could hurt, my inner walls tender and raw from the relentless pounding. Yet, despite the physical discomfort, I couldn't shake the sense of excitement that thrummed through my veins.

There was something undeniably thrilling about being so completely at the mercy of these men, about surrendering control and embracing my own depravity. As I waited for the second man to return with my drink, I found myself wondering what other shameful pleasures they might have in store for me tonight.

I wouldn't have to wait long.

Before I could pull my dress down, another man approached the table. He leaned in, settling his face between my thighs, and giving my pussy a deep kiss.

A startled moan escaped my lips as the man's mouth made contact with my sensitive flesh. His tongue delved between my folds, lapping up the mingled juices of my arousal and the men's recent releases. I instinctively tried to close my legs, but he held them apart, his hands gripping my thighs as he feasted on my cunt with unrestrained hunger.

The sensation of his hot breath and probing tongue sent jolts of electricity through my over-sensitized nerves, reigniting the embers of my desire. I whimpered, caught between the conflicting urges to push him away and pull him closer, to assert some semblance of control over this increasingly chaotic situation. But resistance was futile - I was at the mercy of these men, and they knew exactly how to exploit my weaknesses for their twisted pleasure.

The man's tongue swirled around my clit, applying just the right amount of pressure to send me careening towards another climax. I bucked my hips, grinding my pussy against his face as I chased the building pleasure. Just as I teetered on the brink, he pulled back, leaving me aching and frustrated. He stood, a wicked grin spreading across his face, and reached for the hem of my dress once more. This time, instead of lifting it, he yanked it down, exposing my bare breasts to the cool air of the room. He palmed my tits roughly, tweaking my nipples between his fingers until they peaked and throbbed under his touch. "These need marking," he growled, before leaning down to bite and suckle at the tender flesh, leaving dark bruises in his wake.

A keening wail tore from my throat as the man's teeth closed around my nipple, the sudden pain mixing with the lingering pleasure from his earlier ministrations. I arched my back, pressing my breast further into his mouth, craving more of the intense sensations. His harsh bites and sucks left me gasping, my pussy clenching with renewed need. When he finally released my abused nipple, I whimpered at the loss, only to moan again as he moved to claim its twin.

Through the haze of lust, I became dimly aware of the other men watching us, their eyes gleaming with predatory interest. The knowledge that I was on display, my body marked and claimed by these strangers, only served to heighten my arousal.

The man finished with my breasts, leaving them red and swollen, then stepped back to allow one of his companions to take his place. This newcomer wasted no time, dropping to his knees and burying his face between my thighs once more. His tongue dove into my core, lapping at my slit with fervor, while his fingers probed at my asshole, seeking entrance. I cried out, overwhelmed by the dual invasion, my body trembling as he worked to stretch my tight rear passage. The combination of oral stimulation and digital penetration pushed me rapidly towards orgasm, and with a hoarse scream, I came undone, my pussy clenching rhythmically around the man's tongue as my ass fluttered around his invading fingers.

Waves of ecstasy crashed over me as I rode out the force of my climax, my vision blurring at the edges. The man's tongue and fingers continued their relentless assault, drawing out every last tremor of pleasure until I collapsed back onto the table, spent and panting. As I slowly regained my senses, I became aware of the other men circling our table, their eyes roving over my disheveled form with undisguised lust.

One of them, a tall, muscular figure with a shaved head, stepped forward, his massive cock straining against his trousers. With a swift motion, he unbuckled his belt and freed his erection, the thick length springing forth to slap against his thigh. He reached down and lifted me off the table, pulling me tight against his body as he sat in a chair.

The man's hardness pressed insistently against my stomach, the heat radiating from his skin seeping into mine. He grasped my hips, positioning me over his lap, and with a grunt, he pushed my thighs apart, aligning his cock with my dripping entrance. Without preamble, he drove into me, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful thrust. I gasped, my back arching as he stretched me wide, filling me completely. He set a punishing pace, his heavy balls slapping against my ass with every stroke. The other men watched intently, their own erections straining in their pants.

I clenched around the man's thick shaft, my inner walls struggling to accommodate his size. Each brutal thrust sent jolts of agony mixed with pleasure coursing through my battered sex, pushing me to the edge of tolerance. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as I bit my lip, determined not to show weakness. But as the relentless pounding continued, I felt my resolve crumbling, replaced by a desperate need for release.

The man's grip on my hips tightened, his fingers digging into my flesh as he pounded into me with increasing ferocity. I could feel his cock throbbing inside me. Suddenly, he stopped thrusting, and I felt a finger probing at my rear entrance.

Before I could protest, another man's finger breached my tight anal ring, pushing deeper into my rectum alongside the first man's pulsing cock. The dual intrusion stretched me to my limits, the burning sensation bordering on unbearable.

A choked sob escaped my lips as the men's fingers and cocks invaded my most intimate spaces simultaneously. The overwhelming fullness and the intense stretching sent waves of searing pain through my lower body, making my vision blur. I felt like I was being torn apart from within, my delicate tissues screaming in protest.

But even as tears streamed down my face, I couldn't deny the perverse thrill that coursed through me.

Once he was satisfied with how well stretched my rear entrance was, the man behind me replaced his fingers with his cock, slipping it in gently as the first man slowed his thrusts.

A guttural moan ripped from my throat as the second man's thick cock slid into my already overstretched anus. The additional girth and length pushed me to the brink of what I thought my body could endure. I was filled to capacity, every inch of my inner passages occupied by hard, pulsing flesh. The sensation of being so thoroughly penetrated, so utterly owned, was both agonizing and exhilarating.

As the two men began to move in tandem, their cocks sawing in and out of my abused holes, I lost all sense of self. My mind went blank, consumed by the primal, animalistic act unfolding beneath me. All that existed was the relentless pounding, the searing pleasure-pain, and the raw, unbridled desire driving these men to claim me so thoroughly.

The men's rhythmic thrusts built to a frenzied pace, their groans and grunts filling the air as they chased their impending releases. The chair creaked ominously beneath us, the sound drowned out by my own ragged breathing and the lewd squelching of flesh on flesh. I could feel the tension coiling tighter and tighter within me, my body teetering on the precipice of yet another shattering climax.

Just when I thought I might collapse from the sheer intensity, the man fucking my pussy gave a particularly deep, powerful thrust, and with a roar, he buried himself to the hilt, his cock twitching as he spilled his hot seed deep inside me.

The feeling of the man's cum flooding my pussy triggered my own explosive orgasm. I screamed, my voice raw and hoarse, as my body convulsed in a violent climax. My inner muscles clamped down around the man's still-hard cock, milking him for every drop of his release as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me.

At the same moment, the man in my ass slammed home, his own orgasm overtaking him. I could feel his cock pulse and throb as he emptied himself into my bowels, the sensation of being doubly filled and used sending me spiraling further into the depths of pleasure.

As the aftershocks of our combined orgasms subsided, I lay limp and boneless across the man's lap, my body covered in a sheen of sweat, the dress wrapped around my midsection soaked in bodily fluids.

The men slowly withdrew from my ravaged holes, their softening cocks sliding free with a wet pop. I winced at the sudden emptiness, my sensitive flesh still quivering from the intense stimulation. The man who had just fucked my pussy stood up, his seed leaking from my gaping pussy, and pulled me to my feet with a firm grip on my arm.

Stumbling slightly due to the lingering dizziness, I leaned heavily on the man's support as he led me to the bar. The bartender handed me a new glass of Chardonnay and I gulped greedily.

The cool liquid helped to steady my nerves, but I could still feel the echoes of pleasure-pain resonating through my overworked body. The man who had brought me to the bar gestured for me to sit on a stool, then leaned in close, his breath hot against my ear. "You did wonderfully," he murmured, his hand coming to rest possessively on my thigh. "Just let us know when you're done and we'll let you drink in peace."

His words sent a shiver down my spine, and I turned to look at him, meeting his gaze with a mix of wariness and curiosity.

"So...what if I'm not done yet?" I asked hesitantly, my voice barely above a whisper. I looked around the room. "What if other people want a turn?" Despite the trepidation in my heart, I found myself craving more of the illicit attention. The man smiled, a predatory glint in his eye. "Oh, there will be others wanting a taste," he assured me, his hand creeping higher up my thigh. "Tiy have a certain... je ne sais quoi that we don’t often get in this village."

He straightened up, surveying the room with an air of confidence. "Let's see who steps up first, shall we? In the meantime, enjoy your drink and get comfortable. We'll take good care of you." With that, he sauntered back to where the other men were gathered, leaving me alone with my thoughts and the weight of their collective desire hanging in the air.

I took another sip of wine, trying to calm my racing heart. The anticipation was almost unbearable, knowing that more men would soon be vying for my attention. I felt exposed and vulnerable, yet strangely empowered by the situation.

As I scanned the room, I noticed several pairs of eyes fixed on me - some openly lecherous, others with a more calculating gleam. One tall, red-haired man caught my eye, his expression a mask of cool detachment despite the prominent bulge in his trousers. Another, younger guy with a mischievous grin, seemed to be arguing with someone else about taking a turn.

I shifted uncomfortably on the stool, my mind reeling with the possibilities. Who would approach me first? What would happen next? And, deep down, why did the prospect of being passed around like a toy send such a thrilling rush through my veins?

As I sat there, sipping my wine and trying to compose myself, I became acutely aware of the way my dress clung to my curves, the fabric damp with sweat and other fluids. It was as if my body was advertising its recent debauchery, leaving little to the imagination.

Suddenly, the young man with the impish grin approached me, his eyes sparkling with mischief. He leaned in close and grabbed one of my breasts, squeezing it.

"Can I get a tit fuck, love?" he asked sheepishly.

I nodded and the man grinned wider at my agreement, already unbuckling his belt. He tugged down his pants and boxers, freeing his erect cock which bobbed obscenely before me. I kneeled on the ground before him, pressing my large breasts together as he stuck his cock between them.

I closed my eyes and focused on the sensation of his thick shaft rubbing against my soft mounds. He started to thrust, using my cleavage as a makeshift sex toy. The friction was intense, his shaft occasionally poking my nipple and sending jolts of pleasure through me. I could feel his pre-cum leaking onto my skin, adding to the slickness.

The man grunted with each pump of his hips, clearly enjoying the view of his dick disappearing and reappearing between my breasts. I moaned softly, getting into the rhythm of his movements. I reached out my tongue to caress the tip of his cock whenever it came near.

The combination of his cock grinding against my breasts and my tongue teasing his sensitive head proved too much for him. With a loud groan, he shoved his dick deep between my cleavage and held it there, spurting streams of hot cum directly onto my face. I licked up the excess fluid as it dripped down my lips, savoring the salty-sweet taste of his arousal.

As the last drops of his semen trickled off my chin, I gazed up at him with a satisfied smile. He panted heavily, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. I rose to my feet, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, leaving a smear of cum behind.

"Delicious," I purred, giving his softening cock a playful squeeze. I glanced around the room, noting the growing crowd of men eager to claim their turns with me.

A tall, muscular figure emerged from the throng, his piercing blue eyes locked onto mine. He wore a tight shirt that strained against his broad shoulders and blue jeans.

"I believe it’s my turn now," he said, his deep voice carrying an undercurrent of authority. Without waiting for a response, he grasped my waist and pulled my ass closer to him.

I let out a surprised gasp as the man yanked me against his powerful frame. His hardness pressed insistently against my ass cheeks, making it clear what he wanted. I looked back at him, my cheeks flushed, and nodded in acquiescence.

He wasted no time, reaching down to unbutton his jeans and shove them down along with his boxer briefs. His thick, veiny cock sprang free, standing at full attention and throbbing with need. He gripped my hips firmly and positioned the swollen head of his penis at my puckered asshole. With a swift, forceful motion, he pushed inward, breaching my anal barrier and sinking deep into my tight passage.

I cried out, my body tensing as the sudden intrusion stretched my anus wide open. The pain was intense, but quickly gave way to a strange, pleasurable discomfort as he began to move within me. He set a relentless pace, pounding into my ass with powerful strokes that made my legs tremble. Each thrust hit a sweet spot inside me, sending waves of ecstasy coursing through my veins. I arched my back, pushing my hips further back to meet his thrusts, lost in the overwhelming sensations.

The man's hands dug into my hips, holding me in place as he continued to rut into my ass with brutal efficiency. His heavy balls slapped against my clit with each powerful thrust, adding to the overwhelming stimulation. I could feel his cock pulsing and throbbing inside me, signaling his approaching climax.

With a final, deep penetration, he buried himself to the hilt and let out a guttural roar as he erupted, pumping stream after stream of hot semen deep into my bowels. The sensation of being so thoroughly claimed and filled by him sent me hurtling over the edge once more, my own orgasm crashing through me in intense, shuddering waves.

My vision blurred as the aftershocks of my climax rippled through me, leaving me weak-kneed and panting. The man's cock twitched and throbbed inside me, milking every last drop of my release. Finally, he withdrew, his softening member slipping free with a wet pop. I collapsed against the bar, my legs unable to support me anymore.

As I caught my breath, I felt a sense of exhilaration mixed with exhaustion. My body ached in the best possible way, evidence of the intense pleasures I'd just experienced. I knew this night was far from over, and the thought both terrified and thrilled me. How many more men would use me before the evening ended? And yet, a part of me craved it, reveled in the power they wielded over me.

Another man stepped forward, his hard cock already free. He wasted no time before shoving it into my dripping pussy.

He began to fuck me with long, steady strokes, his pubic bone grinding against my clit with each thrust. I moaned loudly, my body still trembling from the aftermath of my previous orgasms.

He leaned down, capturing my lips in a rough, dominating kiss as he continued to pound into me. His tongue invaded my mouth, mirroring the invasion of his cock into my pussy. I tasted the saltiness of his sweat mingled with the tang of my own arousal.

Breaking the kiss, he growled, "How are you still so fucking tight?" His words only fueled my desire, the knowledge that I belonged to these men, that my body was theirs to use as they saw fit.

I looked to the other end of the bar and saw the raven haired woman. She had a cock in her mouth and one in each hand, servicing them all with devotion.

Watching the woman work her oral magic on multiple cocks simultaneously only heightened my own arousal. Her skill and dedication were impressive, and I found myself wondering how she managed to keep going without ever seeming to reach her own peak.

Back at the bar, my current partner picked up the pace, his thrusts becoming more erratic as he neared his own climax.

He slammed into me one final time, burying his cock to the hilt as he roared his release. Thick ropes of hot cum spurted deep inside me, coating my walls with his essence. I clenched around him, milking every last drop as I rode out the waves of his orgasm.

As he softened and slipped free, I turned to face the man who had just finished using me. His eyes gleamed with satisfaction, and he gave my ass a firm slap before moving away to make room for the next participant.

Before I could even catch my breath, a new man stepped forward, his massive cock bobbing obscenely as he strode towards me. He was easily the largest of the group, his thick shaft looking almost comically oversized compared to my petite frame.

Without preamble, he gripped my hips and gave my ass a spank before slamming his cock into my now well used rear entrance.

I screamed in surprise and pleasure as the enormous cock speared into my already tender anus. The sheer size of him stretched me impossibly wide, forcing tears to prick at the corners of my eyes. But the pain soon melted into bliss as he began to move, his powerful thrusts rocking my entire body.

Each stroke was like a freight train, his massive cock plowing through my defenses and claiming me utterly. I could feel every vein, every ridge, as he pistoned in and out of my ass with ruthless abandon. The sensation of being so completely dominated, so thoroughly fucked, sent me spiraling into another mind-shattering orgasm.

My cries echoed through the room as I convulsed around his thickness, my inner muscles clenching and fluttering wildly.

The behemoth of a man grunted with effort, his hips slapping against my ass cheeks with meaty thuds as he continued to ravage my rectum. Sweat dripped from his brow as he fixated on the sight of his enormous cock disappearing into my tiny hole again and again.

His pace never faltered, driven by a primal urge to conquer and claim every inch of my body. I could feel his heavy balls swinging against my thighs with each brutal thrust, the sound of skin smacking against skin filling the air.

Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, he reached around and grabbed my clit, pinching the sensitive nub between his thumb and forefinger. The added stimulation sent me careening into another explosive climax, my screams muffled by the bar towel I'd sunk my face into in desperation.

As the waves of my latest orgasm crashed over me, I felt the man's cock swell and pulse inside my ass, signaling his impending release. With a few more powerful thrusts, he buried himself to the hilt and let out a deafening roar, his massive load erupting deep within my bowels.

The sensation of being so thoroughly filled and marked by him was overwhelming, and I came undone once more, my body shaking and quivering as I rode out the aftershocks of my climaxes.

Finally, he withdrew, his softening cock sliding free with a lewd squelch. I collapsed onto the bar, spent and gasping for air. As I looked up, I saw another man approach, cock in hand.

For the next hour, the rest of the pub took turns, alternating between fucking my asshole and cunt, until the last man forced me to my knees.

The man's cock was average in size, but he made up for it with his enthusiasm. He gripped my hair tightly, pulling my head back as he lined up his member with my mouth.

"You're going to swallow every last drop, understand?" he growled, his voice laced with dominance.

I nodded, submitting to his control as he thrust forward, his cock invading my throat. He set a relentless pace, fucking my face with brutal intensity. I gagged and choked, but he didn't relent, using my mouth for his pleasure alone.

After several minutes of merciless face-fucking, he finally reached his climax, erupting with a string of hot, bitter-tasting cum that coated my tongue and flooded my mouth. I swallowed reflexively, trying to gulp down every drop as he emptied himself into me, his cock rubbing against the back of my throat, my makeup running down my face.

When the man finally pulled out, I coughed and sputtered, my throat raw and abused. I could taste the remnants of his cum lingering on my tongue, a salty reminder of the depravity I'd just endured.

As I struggled to regain my breath, I glanced around the dimly lit bar, taking in the scene of debauchery. Men lounged on stools and in booths, drinking their lagers and ales with big smiles on their faces, clearly satisfied with their turn.

The raven-haired woman caught my eye. She gave me a small nod, acknowledging the shared experience we'd just undergone. In that moment, I felt a strange connection to her, a bond forged in the fires of our mutual degradation.

I stumbled to my feet, my legs unsteady beneath me after hours of non-stop abuse. The cool air of the bar hit my overheated skin, causing goosebumps to prickle across my flesh. My dress hung loosely on my frame, stained and rumpled from the countless orgasms I'd experienced.

As I finished my wine and staggered towards the exit, I noticed the raven-haired woman watching me intently. She beckoned me over with a crooked finger, her dark eyes glinting with a knowing look.

I hesitated for a moment, unsure if I should approach her. But something about her demeanor put me at ease, and I found myself drawn to her like a moth to a flame.

"Hey," I said softly as I reached her side. "Thanks for...convincing me to give it a go."

She smiled, a wicked curve of her full lips. "Anytime, sweetheart. Thanks for sharing the loads,” she said with a laugh.

My semester ended a few weeks later and I traveled back to the states a different person.

I no longer cringed at the mention of sex or intimacy. In fact, the idea of it excited me. I had discovered a newfound confidence and assertiveness, which served me well in both my personal and academic life.

Upon returning home, I threw myself into socializing, attending parties and gatherings with reckless abandon. My friends marveled at the transformation, commenting on how radiant and alive I seemed.

I never told them what happened in that tiny town, in that little pub. But whenever I do go back to visit, I make sure that my stay lines up with the second Friday of the month.
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