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Chapter 1

I stood at the dresser, running a brush through my hair as I caught Ben’s reflection in the mirror. He was sitting on the edge of our bed, watching me with that smile of his, his tie undone and his shirt half unbuttoned after a long day at work.

"So, you’ve got that interview at the farm tomorrow, right?" he said, stretching out on the mattress. "You ready for a change of pace after the office?"

I smiled, setting my brush down. "I think so. It’s just a little farm shop job, shouldn’t be too hard. And the owners seemed nice on the phone. I’m excited to work somewhere a bit more rural."

"You and I both know that’s not why you’re excited."

I turned, leaning against the dresser with a coy grin. "Oh? And why am I excited, then?"

He sat up, his eyes shining with amusement. "Because you’re a filthy little slut who loves being used. And the idea of working on a farm with all those strong farm boys, knowing you’re going to be passed around like a toy, has you soaking wet already."

A shiver ran through me at his words. He always knew exactly what to say to get me worked up.

"Maybe," I teased, crossing the room to stand between his legs. "But I think you like it just as much as I do."

His hands found my hips, tugging me closer until I straddled his lap. "Damn right I do," he murmured, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to my throat. "Knowing you’re going to spend your days getting fucked by a load of horny farm hands… mmm, that drives me crazy.”

I whimpered, grinding against the bulge in his trousers. "Think they’ll like me?"

Ben reached up, unbuttoning my blouse, his fingers grazing my skin as he pushed it off my shoulders. "Of course they will. You’re every man’s dream; big tits, hairy pussy, soft body, always wet and ready to be fucked."

I moaned as he pulled my bra down, cupping my breasts and running his thumbs over my already stiff nipples. His mouth followed, lips closing around one as his tongue flicked against the sensitive peak.

He gripped my ass as he flipped me over, pinning me beneath him. I barely had time to catch my breath before he yanked my panties down and shoved two fingers into my dripping cunt.

"Fuck, you really are wet," he groaned, watching my spread pussy as he pumped his fingers inside me.

"Please," I whimpered, spreading my legs wider. "I need you."

He didn’t make me wait. He freed his cock, thick and hard, and slid inside me with one deep thrust. I cried out, arching my back beneath him as he filled me, stretching me perfectly.

"Thinkin’ about them already, aren’t you?" he panted, slamming his hips against mine. "Thinking about all the men who’ll get to fuck you next?"

"Y...yes," I gasped, my nails digging into his back. "Fuck, Ben, I love it… love being yours to share."

He groaned, fucking me harder, his cock slamming deep inside me. "Gonna miss this pussy while you’re at work," he growled. "But knowing you’ll be getting ruined by someone else? That makes it so fucking worth it."

I was close, the heat coiling tighter with every thrust. "Ben, I’m gonna… fuck, I’m gonna cum!"

Suddenly, I went right over the edge, my body clenching tight around him as pleasure exploded through me. Ben groaned, burying himself deep, filling me with his warm cum as he came right after me.

We lay there for a moment, breathless and tangled together. His cock still throbbed inside me, his cum leaking out of me onto the sheets.

Ben kissed me, slow and deep. "You’re gonna be the best little free use farm girl they’ve ever had."

I giggled, running my fingers through his hair. "I hope so. But I’ve got to pass the interview first."




Chapter 2

The farm was bigger than I expected, stretching over rolling fields, dotted with sturdy wooden fences and large barns. The gravel driveway crunched under my tyres as I pulled up in front of the farm shop. The building was large, made of rustic timber with a wide porch out front. A customer was loading boxes full of fresh produce into her car, but it was the only car in the parking lot. I saw a small "Help Wanted" sign propped in the shop window.

I took a deep breath, smoothing my tight skirt and adjusting my blouse. My tits strained against the fabric, and I made sure my cleavage was prominent. Time to make a good impression.

Inside, the air smelled of fresh produce and hay. Wooden shelves were stocked with jars of homemade jam, stacks of fresh bread, and baskets overflowing with fruit and vegetables. Behind the counter, a plump middle-aged woman with enormous tits, barely contained by her floral dress, beamed at me. Her cheeks were rosy, and her arms looked flabby and soft, the kind of woman who probably made incredible pies and took care of everyone around her. A name tag pinned to her chest read Martha.

Beside her, leaning against the counter with his arms crossed, was a broad-shouldered older man with a neatly trimmed white beard. His skin was tanned and sun-worn, the deep lines on his face making him look rugged rather than old. Danny. I recognised him from the website, the farm owner. He looked strong despite his years, the kind of man who had spent a lifetime hauling feed sacks and wrestling livestock. His forearms were thick and veined, his hands large and calloused. Even though he was twice my age, I imagined what those rough hands would feel like gripping my soft skin.

He gave me a slow once-over, his gaze lingering on my cleavage before meeting my eyes. "You must be the girl come to interview for the job," Danny said. His voice was deep, with a trace of a Southern accent, the kind that sent a little thrill through me.

"That’s me," I replied, flashing him my best smile.

Martha chuckled, her heavy breasts jiggling. "We’ve been needing extra hands in the shop. And more than just hands, if you catch my drift."

Danny smirked. "Decided it was time to hire a free use employee. Someone who's happy to... serve as needed. Keep the farm hands happy, and maybe some of the customers too."

My nipples hardened against my blouse, and I felt a damp warmth gathering in my panties. "Oh," I giggled, biting my lip. "That’s what I do best. Maybe I should show you what I can bring to the team?"

“Sounds perfect,” said Danny. “Martha, why don’t you close up the shop?”

As Martha went to turn the sign around on the door, I brushed my blonde hair over my shoulder and unbuttoned my blouse. I shrugged it off, my heavy tits spilling free from my lacy bra. I cupped them in my hands, giving them a teasing jiggle.

Martha let out a delighted sigh. "Aren't those just lovely?"

Danny stood up straight. "They are that. Now, let’s see what that mouth can do."

I watched as he unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers. His cock sprang free, short with a slight upward curve, but very thick and rock-hard. I sank to my knees, licking my lips. Wrapping my fingers around his girthy shaft, I took him in easily, my lips stretching around his thickness. I swirled my tongue around the head, teasing him before sinking all the way down until my nose brushed his wiry white pubes. I moaned around him, loving the way he twitched in my mouth. My tongue flicked out, licking at his balls.

"Fuck, she’s eager," Danny groaned, running a rough hand through my hair.

Martha stood nearby, watching with amusement. "She knows her place already."

I sucked him hungrily, bobbing my head faster, enjoying the weight of his cock on my tongue. His breathing grew labored, his grip tightening on my hair. But I wasn’t just here to suck.

I pulled off with a wet pop, standing and perching myself on the counter. Locking eyes with Danny, I shimmied my soaked panties down my thighs, spreading my legs wide. My pussy was glistening, my full bush on display.

Danny let out a deep laugh. "Christ, you’re almost as hairy as my wife."

Martha grinned. "Good girl, keeping it natural. It’s what real men want."

Danny stepped closer, running a rough hand up my thigh. I gasped as he lined up his thick cock and thrust inside me, stretching me open with a single stroke. My back arched, fingers scrambling at the wooden desk.

"Fuck, you're tight," Danny grunted, gripping my hips as he started to pound me, his thick shaft stretching my walls deliciously. “Not at all like my wife’s cavernous cunt.”

Martha gave him a playful punch on the arm. “Nothing like seeing a young slut properly broken in."

I moaned shamelessly, the thrill of being used like this making my head spin. Danny fucked me hard, his thick cock slamming into me with each powerful thrust, the counter creaking beneath us. I wrapped my legs around his waist, urging him deeper.

"Oh god, use me," I gasped, feeling the pressure build inside me.

Danny growled, gripping my tits roughly, kneading them as he fucked me into the desk. My pleasure was building fast, my body shuddering beneath him. Martha slipped her hand down over my bush and found my clit. She started to circle it with her fingers, sending pulses of electricity through my body.

"You gonna cum for the boss, slut?" she giggled, as her husband slammed into me even harder.

"Fuck, yes!" I cried. Then suddenly, the knot in my core snapped as my orgasm ripped through me. Waves of pleasure consumed me, my pussy clenched around him, milking his thick cock.

Danny pulled out, his cock throbbing and coated with my sticky, white essence. “Turn around,” he ordered.

I turned away from him and bent over the desk. Martha moved closer, spreading my cheeks with her hands. “What a cute little pussy and asshole,” she murmured.

Danny guided his dick between my folds again. He slid it inside me, my lips stretched tight around his shaft as his wife held me open. He started fucking me again from behind, his body slamming against my ass and making a loud slapping sound with every thrust. I was moaning with every thrust, too, his curved cock hitting a perfect spot inside me.

With a deep groan, Danny spilled inside me, his cock twitching as he filled me with hot, sticky cum. We stayed like that for a moment, panting. When he finally pulled out, his thick release poured from my used pussy.

Danny collapsed into a nearby chair, exhausted and breathing hard. Martha giggled, handing me a cloth. "You’ll fit in just fine here, love."

I grinned, wiping the cum off my thighs before looking around for my panties. "You mean I’ve got the job?"

“That’s right, darling. Can you start tomorrow?”

“I sure can!” I replied.




Chapter 3

The next morning, the farm was already bustling when I arrived, the morning sun casting long shadows over the fields. I was greeted by Martha, who looked just as warm and motherly as the day before.

"Morning, love," she said cheerfully, handing me an apron. "Hope you’re ready to work. It’s going to be a busy one today."

I quickly learned that running a farm shop was a hell of a lot harder than I’d expected. It wasn’t just standing behind a till and smiling at customers; I was hauling sacks of potatoes and flour, stacking crates of fresh fruit, and running back and forth between the shop and storage barn. By mid-morning, I was already sweating, my blouse sticking to my back, and my arms aching from lifting heavy boxes.

Most of the other workers were rough and weathered farmers, their clothes dusted with dirt, their hands big and strong. Some of them gave me long, lingering looks, especially when I leaned over to pick up something from the warehouse, my tits nearly spilling out of my blouse. But aside from a few teasing comments, there was no relief, no filthy fun… yet.

There was a girl, called Megan, who also worked in the shop and was a bit different. She was the total opposite of me, small and waifish, with hippie vibes and a shy energy. Freckles dusted her nose, and her mousy brown hair was in plaits, falling over her shoulders as she hunched over stock lists or refilled baskets with organic vegetables. She’d already mentioned about five times that she was vegan.

She wore baggy dungarees over a tight little tank top, and whenever she stretched to reach a high shelf, the fabric gaped just enough to give me a peek at her flat chest where she wasn’t wearing a bra. But what really did it for me was her armpits, thick, dark tufts of soft hair when she lifted her arms. So unashamed, so natural. It made my pussy throb.

By the afternoon, I was desperate and horny. All the men had gone off to work on some big drainage project out in the back field, and I still hadn’t seen any action. I decided I’d have to settle for Megan. If she was up for it.

It started slow. Just little things at first, catching her staring at my cleavage when I bent over to restock the shelves. Watching her blush furiously whenever I made an offhand comment about the hot farmers hauling hay bales. Brushing up against her whenever we passed behind the counter.

We were alone in the shop; it was a hot day, the air thick and heavy. Megan had just finished unloading a box of apples, her dungarees unbuttoned at the top, showing off her stomach under the hem of the tank top. A bead of sweat rolled down her throat, disappearing between her small breasts.

“You ever been with a woman before, Megan?” I asked, leaning against the counter, watching her reaction.

Her eyes went wide, and she froze mid-motion.

“I.. I mean,” she stammered, her freckled cheeks blazing red. “Not… properly.”

I smirked. “Not properly?” I stepped closer, trailing a finger up her bare arm, watching the way goosebumps followed my touch. “What does that mean?”

Megan swallowed hard, her eyes darting around like someone might walk in and catch us. “I kissed a girl once,” she admitted. “At a fair. But… nothing more than that.”

I tilted my head, biting my lip. “Do you want to kiss me?”

She blushed and nodded.

I cornered her against the counter, my body pressing into hers, my hand sliding down her hip. I crashed my lips against hers, swallowing the tiny moan she let out as her hands gripped my waist. Her mouth was soft, hesitant, but I could feel her hunger, the way her fingers tightened when I slipped my tongue past her lips.

I slid my hand under her tank top, finding the bare skin of her stomach, trailing my fingers upward until I found her small, perky tits. She gasped into my mouth, her nipples already hard, and I gave one a teasing pinch.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed, her head falling back.

I kissed down her neck, tasting the salt of her skin, then dropped to my knees in front of her. She looked down at me, panting, her plaits framing her flushed face, and I smirked.

“Let’s get these off, huh?” I said, popping the buttons on her dungarees.

She let me, her breath shuddering as I tugged them down, leaving her standing in just her damp little panties. Her bush was so wild and untamed that it spread right out of the sides and down her thighs.

I slipped my fingers under the fabric, feeling how soaked she was. She let out a broken little moan, her hips twitching against my touch.

And then I slid her panties down and buried my face between her thighs.

She was soaked, hairy, and so fucking sensitive, her body shaking as I flicked my tongue over her swollen clit.

“Oh, god… fuck…” she panted, her hips moving desperately, chasing every flick of my tongue. “I… fuck… I think I’m…”

I slid two fingers deep inside her, curling them just right and slamming them against her G-spot. Her whole body locked up. And then she screamed, her thighs clamping around my head as she came so hard she fucking squirted all over the shop floor.

I barely pulled back in time, laughing breathlessly as I watched the mess spray onto the wooden planks beneath her.

Megan stared down in horror, her whole body shaking, her breath ragged. “Oh my god,” she gasped. “I… I didn’t know I could do that.”

I licked my fingers clean, smirking. “Well, now you do.”

She groaned, hiding her face in her hands. “Shit, we need to clean this up before Martha comes back.”

I laughed, getting to my feet. “Better grab the mop, sweetheart. But first… you owe me.”

Megan swallowed hard, her wide eyes flicking up to meet mine.

"Owe you?" she echoed, still breathless, still flushed from the orgasm

I smirked, taking her wrist and guiding her hand between my legs. I was soaked, my panties practically ruined, and she let out a soft little gasp as her fingers slipped over the damp fabric.

"Fuck," she whispered.

"Yeah," I breathed. "Now do something about it."

Megan sucked in a shaky breath before she dropped to her knees.

For a second, she just looked up at me, her freckled face framed by her messy plaits, her lips slightly parted like she was in awe. And then, with a determination that made my thighs clench, she pushed my skirt up to my hips and tore my panties down in one swift motion.

And then her mouth was on me, her tongue dragging through my slick folds, soft and warm, flicking over my clit before sucking it into her mouth. I gasped, my head tipping back, hands gripping the edge of the counter to stay standing.

Oh, she was eager.

She lapped at me with sloppy, messy strokes, like she wanted to devour me.

I was so close. "Fingers," I gasped.

Megan hesitated for half a second before I felt her hand shift. Then, one, two fingers pushed inside me, sinking deep with zero resistance.

"Fuck, yes," I groaned, my hips rocking into her touch.

She moaned against me, the vibrations sending little shocks of pleasure up my spine. Slowly, she started thrusting her fingers in and out, her mouth still working my clit, her shy little moans only making me wetter.

Then she added a third finger, stretching me open wider.

"God, yes," I panted, grinding against her hand, against her tongue.

But I was greedy.

"More," I growled, looking down at her with heavy-lidded eyes.

Megan's eyes narrowed, and I saw something change in her expression. She didn't look nervous anymore. She looked hungry.

She curled her fingers, rubbing that perfect spot inside me, making me cry out. And then, with a flick of her wrist, she shoved a fourth finger inside me, filling me completely.

"Oh, fuck!"

My whole body jerked, my knees nearly giving out. I grabbed a fistful of her hair to keep myself standing, pulling her against me as she fucked me open, her fingers pumping in and out in perfect rhythm, stretching me wide as she went in all the way to the knuckles.

She was a quick learner.

And fuck, I was so close.

She slammed her fingers into me, curling, twisting, her tongue never stopping its relentless assault on my clit.

And then I exploded. I came so hard I nearly collapsed, my entire body locking up as the pleasure slammed through me, leaving me shaking and gasping and completely wrecked.

Megan didn't stop until I was twitching, whimpering, and sinking to the floor.

Only then did she pull back, her mouth and chin soaked with my slick release, her fingers still buried inside me, feeling every last aftershock.

She looked up at me, panting, a filthy grin on her face.

"Think I repaid the favour?" she teased, wiggling her fingers inside me.

I let out a breathless laugh, still trying to catch my breath.

"Yeah," I admitted, my head tipping back, eyes fluttering shut. "Yeah, you fucking did."




Chapter 4

By the end of my first day, I was wound so tight I could barely think straight. Getting off with Megan had been nice… more than nice. But I really needed a big, hard dick. All the men had been busy all day, and not a single one had used me. I was aching. Needy. Practically dripping as I served the customers, pressing my thighs together for any kind of relief.

Finally, the last customer left and I turned the sign on the door to closed. That’s when I heard heavy boots approaching from behind. It was Brad, the site manager. He was tall, broad, and exuded pure confidence. His tight t-shirt stretched over his biceps, the fabric darkened with patches of sweat from a long day’s work. A cocky smirk played on his lips as he leaned on the counter.

“Hey, sweetheart,” he drawled. “How was your first day?”

I swallowed hard, almost too horny to speak.

“It was… good,” I said, trying to sound sexy and teasing. “Everyone’s been nice.” I paused, biting my lip as I trailed a finger along the counter. “But…”

Brad raised an eyebrow. “But?”

I let out a little sigh, tilting my head. “It’s just… I thought working here would be a little more… hands-on.”

His smirk widened, and his eyes darkened. He knew exactly what I meant.

“I’m sorry about that. We had a bit of an emergency that needed all hands on deck,” he said, pushing off the desk and adjusting his cap, “But maybe I should give you the proper welcome. How about a little tour? See the real farm?”

My heart pounded with anticipation. “I’d love that.”

“Come on then,” he said, heading out the door and motioning for me to follow.

Outside, Brad straddled a quad bike, patting the seat behind him. I climbed on, wrapping my arms around his solid torso as the engine rumbled to life beneath us.

As soon as we took off, the vibrations hit me right between the legs.

Oh, fuck.

The thick, throbbing hum of the quad bike sent jolts of pleasure through me, and I clenched my thighs around Brad’s waist, my hips rocking slightly against the seat. Every bump in the dirt path sent another delicious jolt through my swollen clit, and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning.

I was already so worked up. This was torture.

Brad took his time, riding us through the pumpkin fields, where the orange globes sat nestled in the soil, then past the towering rows of corn, golden and swaying in the evening breeze. We passed the cattle, their dark eyes watching lazily as we sped by.

I barely registered any of it. All I could focus on was the heat pooling between my legs and my soaking wet panties that must have been leaking onto the bike seat.

When we finally climbed a hill overlooking the entire farm, he pulled to a stop, cutting the engine.

The sudden silence made my ragged breathing obvious.

Brad turned his head slightly. “You all right back there?”

I swallowed, my fingers still gripping his waist. “I think… the vibrations were a little much.”

Brad laughed. “That so?”

I nodded. “I was practically about to come on the way up here.”

Brad swung one leg over the quad and turned to face me, his stance wide, his arms crossed over his chest.

“That desperate, huh?”

I bit my lip, standing up slowly, knowing damn well my skirt had hiked up my thighs. “I thought maybe you’d help me.”

Brad’s eyes dropped to my cleavage, lingering there for a moment. “Turn around,” he ordered.

I obeyed instantly, bracing my hands on the quad’s seat. My heart pounded as I felt him step behind me, the heat of his body radiating against my back.

His rough hands shoved up my skirt and yanked down my panties, exposing my bare ass to the open air. I shivered as he trailed a thick, calloused finger along my soaked slit.

“Jesus,” he muttered. “You weren’t wrong.”

I whimpered, pushing my hips back against his touch.

“I’ve been like this all day,” I admitted breathlessly.

Brad let out a low growl, then suddenly I felt it, the thick press of his cock between my folds.

“You wanted to get fucked on your first day, didn’t you?” he murmured, rubbing the tip of his erection up and down my slit.

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Filthy little thing,” he muttered, grabbing my hips. “You’re gonna take me right here, in the dirt?”

“Yes,” I squeaked.

Before I could respond further, he pushed me down onto my hands and knees, the rough ground cool against my palms. My knees dug into the soil, probably getting filthy, but I didn’t care. I felt the thick, blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance. And then, with one hard thrust, he was inside me.

I screamed, my fingers clawing at the dirt as he filled me, stretching me wide. He gave me no time to adjust, just grabbed my hips and started pounding into me, his thick cock slamming deep with every brutal thrust.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, his hands gripping my ass, spreading me open. “You needed this, didn’t you? Needed a real man to fuck you like a slut.”

“Yes,” I moaned, pushing back against him, desperate for every inch. “God, yes.”

He spanked me, hard, sending a sharp sting through my skin.

“Look at you,” he growled. “Bent over in the dirt like a bitch in heat.”

The filth of it made me even wetter. My pussy clenched around him as he fucked me relentlessly, his hips slamming against my ass. The sound of it echoed in the open air, skin against skin, my breathless moans, his ragged groans of pleasure.

Then, suddenly, he pulled out.

“Stand up,” he ordered.

I wobbled to my feet, barely able to stand. He turned me around and lifted me effortlessly onto the quad bike’s seat, my legs spread wide.

“Hold on,” he growled.

And then he slammed back inside me.

I cried out, legs trembling as he fucked me fast and filthy, his hands groping my tits, pulling them from my bra. He watched intently, staring at his cock disappearing into my matted bush as he fucked me.

And then he turned me around, bending me over the quad bike so he could enter me from behind. He pounded into me, gripping my ass, pulling me onto his cock over and over. The quad bike rocked beneath us. My hands gripped the seat for dear life as he drove into me.

I felt his thumb on my asshole, and then he pushed it inside.

Brad’s thumb pressed deeper, stretching me open as his cock pounded into my dripping pussy. The mix of sensations sent electric shocks of pleasure up my spine, making me whimper and grind against him, desperate for more.

"Fuck, you like that, don't you?" he growled, watching the way I squirmed beneath him.

"Yes," I gasped, barely able to form words as he pumped his thick cock into me. "God, yes. More…"

He pulled his thumb out, then suddenly spit right onto my tight little hole, the warm wetness making me shudder.

"Think you're ready to take me back here?" he murmured, rubbing the slickness into my puckered entrance, teasing me.

I moaned shamelessly, my body arching as I nodded.

"Please," I whimpered.

Then, without warning, he pulled out of my soaking pussy and pressed his cock against my back entrance.

I gasped as he pushed the thick head inside, the burn of the stretch making me tremble. He took his time at first, inching in slowly, letting me feel every thick ridge of him as he spread me open.

"Oh, fuck," I moaned, still bent over the quad bike like a little slut.

Brad's breath was heavy as he watched himself sink inside me.

"Jesus Christ," he groaned. "You're as tight as a farm boy fresh out of college."

He gave me a second, letting me adjust, his hands gripping my hips like he was barely holding himself back. Then, he slammed his hips forward, burying himself balls-deep in my ass.

I screamed.

The stretch was overwhelming, the filth of it making my pussy gush as he started fucking me properly, each brutal thrust pushing me harder against the seat.

"Taking it so well," he grunted, his cock spearing me open again and again. "You were made for this, weren’t you? A dirty little farm slut, getting her ass wrecked in the mud."

I moaned incoherently, my legs trembling as he pounded into me, deep and relentlessly.

Then, just to ruin me even more, he reached between my legs and rubbed my clit, his rough fingers circling my swollen bud.

The sensation of his cock stretching my ass while he played with my throbbing clit was too much.

"I'm gonna… fuck, I'm gonna come!" I gasped.

Brad growled, slamming into me harder, his fingers working me over, until I shattered around him.

My orgasm crashed through me in violent waves, my body locking up, my walls clenching as I screamed his name into the open air. My pussy spasmed, gushing wetness down my thighs, and I heard Brad curse under his breath as he fought to hold back his own release.

But he wasn't done with me yet.

He pulled out of my ass and yanked me down onto my knees in the mud.

"Open," he ordered.

I obeyed instantly, my tongue flicking out as I looked up at him with half-lidded, fucked-out eyes.

Brad groaned at the sight.

Then he jerked himself off over my face, his thick, veiny cock pulsing in his grip.

I stared, panting, waiting. Then, with a deep growl, he came all over me, thick ropes of hot cum painting my face, splattering across my lips, my cheeks, my tongue.

I moaned at the sheer filth of it, licking my lips as his seed dripped down my chin.

"Goddamn," Brad panted, staring down at me. "You're a fucking mess."

I swallowed, licking up every last drop I could. For a moment, we just stayed like that, panting, sweaty, covered in dirt.

He smirked, tilting his head. “Welcome to the farm, sweetheart.”




Chapter 5

The next day was even busier. By lunchtime, I was exhausted, my legs aching, and my hair clinging to my forehead. I hadn’t seen the slightest sign of any action all morning, and frankly, I was starting to get frustrated again.

Martha must have noticed because she gave me a knowing smile as she wiped her hands on her apron. "Go on, love, take your break. There’s some sofas and a watercooler in the barn if you need a drink. If you’re lucky, some of the farm boys might be having a break too."

The open-sided barn doubled as a break room, a shaded area with some bales of hay, a wooden picnic table, and a few battered leather sofas. It was empty except for two farmhands, both shirtless, sitting on a hay bale and smoking.

I stopped in my tracks, my eyes immediately drawn to them. They were huge, both of them, muscles carved from hard labour. Tanned, sweaty, rough. The kind of men who could throw me over their shoulders and do whatever they wanted.

One was tall and black, his muscles thick from hard labour, his dark skin gleaming in the afternoon light. A cigarette dangled lazily from his lips as he watched me, his expression unreadable, like he was deciding what to do with me. His forearms flexed as he rested them on his knees, and I could already imagine how those big hands would feel gripping my body.

The other, by contrast, was leaner but just as strong, with dusty red hair, a sharp jawline, and a smattering of freckles across his bare chest. His cocky grin sent a thrill straight to my core. He took a slow drag from his cigarette before blowing the smoke out the side of his mouth.

I swallowed hard.

They both looked me over, slow and deliberate, their eyes trailing from my flushed face down to my heaving tits, my sweat-dampened blouse clinging to my body.

“Well, well,” the dark-skinned one murmured, exhaling smoke. “You must be the new girl.”

I bit my lip, stepping closer. “That’s me.”

The ginger one grinned. “Martha told us about you. Said you’d be real friendly. I’m Colt by the way, and this is Wyatt.”

My stomach flipped, heat rushing between my thighs. Finally, it looked like I was going to get some action.

“Well,” I said playfully. “I’m just as friendly as they come.”

I took another step forward, almost between them now. I reached out a finger, trailing it down the hard plane of Wyatt’s chest, feeling the heat radiating off his dark skin.

“Shit,” he muttered, shaking his head with a grin. “City girls ain’t shy, huh?”

“You boys look like you worked hard this morning,” I said, my fingers moving to the worn leather strap of Wyatt’s belt. “Wouldn’t you like a little… reward?”

Wyatt and Colt exchanged a glance. “Yes, ma’am,” said Colt.

I sank to my knees between them, the rough dirt floor pressing against my legs as I released Wyatt’s belt. Their jeans were already straining, thick bulges pressing against the denim. My mouth watered at the sight.

Wyatt let out a low gasp as I popped his button and eased down his zipper. His cock sprang free, thick, very long, and velvety dark, already hard. I wrapped my fingers around it, feeling the heat and weight of him, and my thighs clenched at the sight.

Colt wasn’t quite as long, but what he lacked in length, he made up for in girth. His cock was thick and flushed, the tip already glistening with anticipation.

“Damn,” I murmured, looking between them.

Wrapping my lips around Colt’s cock, I took him in easily, my tongue swirling around the tip as I worked my hand along Wyatt’s shaft. Colt let out a low groan, his fingers sliding into my hair, gripping tight as I bobbed my head.

I moaned around him, the sound vibrating through my throat, and switched, turning my attention to Wyatt. He was thicker, heavier, and I had to stretch my lips wide to take him in, sucking him slowly, savouring the taste and heat.

“Shit, girl,” Wyatt groaned, his deep voice sending a fresh wave of heat between my legs. “You sure you ain’t been on a farm before?”

I looked up at him through my lashes, giving him a playful wink before taking him even deeper, my throat tightening around him. He hissed through his teeth, his big hand resting against the back of my head, holding me there for a moment before letting me come up for air.

“Bet she’s just as good elsewhere,” Colt muttered.

I pulled off Wyatt with a wet pop, licking my lips. “Why don’t you find out?”

Colt didn’t need to be asked twice.

He grabbed me under the arms, lifting me effortlessly to my feet, and spun me around. Before I could catch my breath, he bent me face-first over the hay bale, my skirt flipping up over my ass.

He grabbed my panties and yanked them down to my ankles.

“Fuck,” Colt groaned, his hands spreading me open from behind. “She’s soaking already.”

Wyatt stepped in front of me, his thick cock still glistening from my spit. He cupped my chin, tilting my face up to meet his dick as he pushed it into my mouth again.

And then Colt pushed inside my cunt, stretching me wide open as he penetrated me from behind. I gasped, the force of it shoving me forward, but Wyatt’s big hand held my hair, keeping me exactly where he wanted me.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Colt groaned, his grip bruising on my hips as he pulled back and drove in again, deeper this time.

My nails dug into the hay bale, my whole body arching with pleasure as Colt set a rough, pounding rhythm. Each thrust sent sparks of heat racing through me, my body already so sensitive from being wound up all morning.

At the same time Wyatt fucked my mouth, his thick head stretching my lips wide as I sucked him in, inch by inch. My tongue swirled around him, my moans muffled by the weight of him in my mouth.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Take it all, baby.”

Colt slapped my ass, the sharp sting making me clench around him.

“Shit,” he laughed. “She liked that.”

He did it again, harder this time, and my muffled moan around Wyatt’s cock told them both just how much I did.

I gasped for air as Colt hammered into me, his cock dragging against my soaked, swollen walls, every thrust hitting that perfect, deep spot.

“Goddamn, this pussy was made for getting fucked,” Colt groaned, gripping my ass and spreading me wider so he could watch his cock disappear inside me.

I was completely at their mercy, used, taken, filled - and I fucking loved it.

Wyatt gripped my chin, tilting my head back as his cock popped out. “You ready for a big, black cock, sweetheart?”

I moaned out something that might have been a yes, and Wyatt pushed Colt out of the way. “Time to stretch her proper,” he said as he guided me round to lie on my back on the hay.

Wyatt moved between my legs, his cock thick and glistening, lined up right against my soaking, swollen entrance. I held my breath as he pushed forward, his size making me shudder with pleasure and pain, my body struggling to take him all at once.

“Shit,” Wyatt growled, his hands pinning my wrists down. “She’s fucking squeezing me.”

Colt laughed beside us, stroking himself as he watched Wyatt sink deeper inside me, my body stretching and adjusting around his massive cock. I barely heard them, I was too lost in the pleasure, the fullness, the pure, filthy bliss of being fucked by a man built like a goddamn bull.

Then Wyatt started moving, slow at first, then rougher, fucking me deep and hard, his massive cock hitting spots I didn’t even know existed.

“Fuck yes,” I sobbed, my back arching. “Don’t stop… fuck me harder!”

Wyatt laughed. “You hear that, Colt? She’s just a little cock-hungry slut.”

Colt laughed, stepping closer, pressing his thick length against my lips again.

“Then let’s keep her mouth busy, too.”

I opened up, ready and willing, as Wyatt’s massive cock pounded into me, each thrust sending shudders through my entire body. Colt’s thick length stretched my lips wide, muffling my moans as I sucked him deep. I was in absolute heaven.

And then, I heard footsteps.




Chapter 6

“Well, ain’t this a goddamn sight?”

Colt pulled his cock from my mouth, grinning as he looked over his shoulder. “Look who decided to join us.”

It was Brad, the one I’d fucked last night. “Shit, boys,” he said, stepping closer. “Didn’t even think to invite me?”

“Didn’t know you’d be interested,” Colt teased, stroking himself as he watched Wyatt continue to rail me into the hay bale. “Thought you preferred farm boys.”

Brad punched him on the arm, none too softly.

“Brad can join in,” I gasped, eagerly. “I can take more.”

Brad let out a low whistle. “Damn, listen to her. We got ourselves a needy little thing here, Wyatt.”

Wyatt grunted, slamming into me harder, making me cry out. “Yeah, she’s a greedy one. Her tight cunt is gripping me like a vice.”

Brad stepped up beside Colt, unbuckling his belt, his thick cock springing free.

“Let’s see what that mouth can do then.”

Colt moved aside, and before I could even catch my breath, Brad’s big hand tangled in my hair, pulling me toward him.

“You’re gonna be a good little slut and take care of me too, ain’t ya?” he murmured, rubbing the tip of his cock over my swollen lips.

I moaned, opening wide, and Brad wasted no time sliding inside, his cock pushing past my lips and stretching my throat. He was thicker than Colt, and I had to fight to keep from gagging as he thrust deep.

“Fuck, that’s a pretty sight,” Colt muttered, stroking himself as he watched my mouth stretch around Brad’s cock.

Wyatt’s pace never slowed. His thick length pounded into me mercilessly, his heavy balls slapping against me. I was lost in it, overwhelmed by pleasure, used like their personal fucktoy.

I was so close, my entire body trembling.

Brad felt it, too. He pulled out of my mouth, a thick strand of spit connecting us, and grinned down at me.

“She’s about to come, boys,” he drawled. “Bet she’s a screamer.”

Wyatt slammed into me one more time, and I screamed as the orgasm consumed me. At the same time, I felt him flood my insides with load after load of thick cum. I could feel it, dripping out around him, leaking down my ass. My whole body shuddered, my orgasm rolling through me, raw and unrelenting.

But they weren’t done.

Colt stepped forward. “My turn,” he said with a wicked grin.

Wyatt pulled out of me with a filthy wet sound, his cum spilling from my used pussy, sticky and warm.

“Look at that messy little hole,” Colt murmured, dragging his fingers through the sticky mixture of Wyatt’s cum and my release, spreading it over my swollen clit.

I moaned, squirming under his touch.

He lined himself up, pushing inside me with one hard thrust, forcing a gasp from my lips as he filled me completely.

“Goddamn,” Colt growled. “She’s still tight as hell.”

Colt started to fuck me, deep and hard, each thrust sending shocks of pleasure through my overstimulated body.

Brad’s dick was still resting on my face. “You ever taken two at once, darlin’?” he asked as I licked him up and down his shaft.

“Yes. Please,” I whimpered, the filthy suggestion making my pulse race.

Colt pulled out, gripping my hips and hauling me up onto his lap. “Climb on, sweetheart.”

I straddled him, his thick cock pressing against my entrance, and I lowered myself down, moaning as he filled me up again, stretching me just right.

Brad moved behind me, his hands rough on my hips. “Gotta loosen you up a little first.”

I shuddered as I felt his fingers slide between my cheeks, slick with Wyatt’s cum. He rubbed slow circles, teasing my tight hole, making me moan and rock my hips.

Colt’s hands gripped my ass as I rode him. “Fuck, she’s gonna love this,” he murmured, looking up at my big tits hanging in his face.

Brad pushed one thick finger inside, and I gasped, my whole body trembling.

“Relax, darlin’,” he said, sounding amused. “Let me open you up nice and slow.”

Colt’s hands found my tits, squeezing them, rolling my hard nipples between his fingers. “She’s fuckin’ perfect,” he groaned. “Can’t wait to feel you getting stuffed full, baby.”

Brad added another finger, stretching me, making me gasp and squirm on Colt’s cock.

“You ready for me?” Brad asked.

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Please.”

Brad lined himself up. “Hold on tight, sweetheart.”

And then he pushed inside.

Brad’s thick cock pressed against my tight hole, the head stretching me inch by inch as he slowly pushed inside. I gasped, my fingers digging into Colt’s shoulders, my body caught between overwhelming pleasure and the intense burn of being taken by two cocks at once.

“Shit,” Colt groaned, gripping my hips tight as I clenched around him. “She’s even tighter with you in her ass.”

Brad grunted, his hands spreading me wider, making sure I took every inch of him. “That’s ‘cause she ain’t never been filled like this before.”

I whimpered, panting, my whole body trembling. I could feel both of them inside me, Colt’s thick length stretching my pussy, while Brad’s cock slowly sank deeper into my ass, forcing my body to open up and take him all the way in.

“You’re takin’ it so good, sweetheart,” Brad murmured, rubbing his big, rough hands up my back, massaging my shoulders before gripping my hair and tugging my head back. “But I wanna hear you beg for more.”

I moaned, my mind spinning from the sheer filth of it all.

“Please,” I gasped, rolling my hips. “Fuck me. Both of you. Hard.”

And then they started moving.

Colt thrust up into me, his cock slamming deep as I bounced on his lap, my tits bouncing wildly with each movement. Brad grabbed my hips, holding me steady as he began to fuck me from behind, his cock stretching my ass wider with every deep, slow thrust.

The feeling was insane, both of them fucking me at once, my entire body stuffed full.

“Fuck, she’s so tight back here,” Brad groaned, his fingers digging into my waist as he pounded into my ass, stretching me wider than I’d ever imagined.

Colt gritted his teeth, his eyes locked on my face. “She’s losing her fuckin’ mind,” he said with a smirk. “You love bein’ double-stuffed, huh, baby?”

I nodded frantically, barely able to speak through the overwhelming pleasure.

“Y… yes!” I gasped, my nails raking down his chest, my whole body shaking.

“Fuck,” Wyatt muttered, watching us, his cock rock-hard again in his fist. “She looks like a proper little farm slut now.” He moved closer, and I grabbed his dick, pulling it into my mouth.

“She’s airtight now,” laughed Wyatt.

Colt grabbed my tits, squeezing them roughly, pinching my hard nipples between his fingers. “That what you wanna be, baby?” he murmured. “A filthy little fucktoy for us?”

Brad slammed deep, making me cry out, his hands tightening around my throat from behind.

“She already is,” he growled.

That sent me spiralling over the edge, my orgasm hitting me like a freight train, my entire body trembling violently as pleasure ripped through me. I screamed, my walls clenching down hard around their cocks, milking them as my pussy and ass spasmed uncontrollably.

Brad groaned, slamming into me harder, his cock pulsing inside my ass.

“Shit… fuck… gonna fill you up,” Colt growled, his body tensing beneath me.

Brad growled low in my ear, his hand still tight around my throat. “Me too.”

And then they both came.

Colt thrust up one final time, thick loads of hot cum flooding my pussy. At the same time, Brad buried himself in my ass, his cock twitching violently in my stretched, used hole. He spilled his load inside me, his fingers digging into my hips as he emptied himself completely.

Wyatt pulled his cock from my mouth with a wet pop, gripping himself tight. One hard stroke, and he was spilling his load across my face, each thick rope of cum splattering warm on my skin. I gasped, eyes fluttering shut as I felt it dripping down my cheeks, across my lips, running down onto my tits.

For a moment, we all just breathed, the air thick with sweat and sex, my body wrecked, filled, and used.

Colt ran a hand through his messy red hair, still panting. “Fuck, girl,” he said with a grin. “You’re somethin’ else.”

Brad chuckled, slapping my ass hard, his cum already dripping from my stretched hole. “You’re settling in here just fine, sweetheart.”

I giggled, wiping a bit of Wyatt’s release off my cheek with my finger and sucking it into my mouth with a satisfied hum. I finally pulled myself up, legs shaky, body dripping, and grabbed a handful of paper towels from the stack in the barn.

I cleaned myself up as best I could, smoothing down my skirt and wiping away the mess, though I could still feel their cum inside me, hot and thick. With one last wicked grin at the men, I turned and made my way back to the farm shop.

Martha was behind the counter when I walked in, eying me knowingly. She glanced at the clock, then at my rumpled blouse and flushed cheeks, and smirked. I could feel a bead of cum running down my inner thigh.

“Good break?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

I licked my lips. “Best one yet.”




Chapter 7

That Friday evening, the farm was hosting a Harvest Festival. I had to help out, but I asked Ben to come along too. When he arrived, the farm was alive with music, the crackle of the bonfire, and the warm scent of hay and cider. The Harvest Festival was in full swing, farm hands and locals drinking, dancing, and celebrating under the glow of lanterns strung between the wooden barns.

I had dressed for attention. A flimsy sundress, no bra, no panties. Every step I took, the cool night air licked at my bare pussy, the fabric fluttering against my thighs. I could already feel the wetness gathering between my legs.

I was clearing some of the empty glasses from a picnic bench when Ben found me, putting his arm around my waist.

“Looking good tonight, babe,” he murmured in my ear. “You gonna behave?”

I turned to him, lips planting a sweet kiss on his cheek. “Probably not.”

His dirty laugh sent a thrill through me, his hand slipping lower to cup my ass under my dress. “Good girl.”

As the night went on, I found myself chatting with the farmhands that I’d gotten to know from working at the farm. They were sweaty, rough men, their shirts half-unbuttoned, arms tanned and strong. I let them flirt with me, their hands brushing against my waist, their eyes lingering as I bent over the drinks table, giving them a glimpse of my bare ass under my short dress.

One of them, Jake, a rugged guy with a cocky grin, leaned in close.

“You sure you should be walking around without panties like that?” he murmured, fingers grazing my bare thigh as I distributed another round of beers. “Seems dangerous.”

I giggled, shifting slightly so that his fingers brushed higher, where I was already soaking. “Maybe I like the danger.”

His grip tightened on my inner thigh, knuckles brushing my slit and making me gasp. Ben sat nearby, watching the exchange with a lazy smirk, sipping his drink, but making no move to stop it. He was enjoying the show.

Jake's fingers pushed a little closer, teasing me right at the edge. “What do you say, boys?” he said, looking at the other farmhands. “Think we should take her somewhere quieter?”

They were all there, Wyatt, Colt, Brad, and another guy called Liam. There was a murmur of agreement, a few filthy comments, and hungry looks. My pulse raced.

Ben leaned back in his chair. “Go on, babe. Sounds like an offer you can’t refuse. I’ll watch.”

They led me behind a rickety old hay wagon, where the flickering glow of lanterns barely reached. The music and laughter of the festival were just beyond the wooden slats. Jake was the first to press me against the wooden beams, his fingers yanking up my dress, exposing my dripping cunt to the night air.

“Fuck, look at you,” he muttered, running his thick fingers through my hairy bush. “She’s ready to be used.”

Rough hands gripped my hips, my waist, my hair, the other men surrounding me. One of them, Liam, grabbed my hair, forcing me to my knees. With the other hand, he pulled his cock out, thick and throbbing. “Open up, sweetheart,” he murmured.

I parted my lips, moaning as he slid between them, deeper and deeper until his cock was in my throat. My eyes watered, and saliva ran down my chin. The others watched, stroking themselves, waiting for their turn. The night air was thick with the scent of hay and sweat, and my own arousal, slick between my thighs.

"Fuck, she’s hungry for it," Wyatt groaned, his big black cock in his hand.

Brad crouched behind me, his hands spreading my ass and playing with the tight ring of muscles around my rear entrance. I moaned around Liam’s cock, my thighs trembling. Hands held me in place, rough and firm, keeping me right where they wanted me. The others moved closer, and I took turns sucking each one, forcing them as deep in my throat as I could manage. Only Wyatt was too big for me to get all the way in.

"Think she’s ready to be fucked now?" said Colt.

Jake pulled out of my mouth with a wet pop, gripping my jaw. "You want it, sweetheart?"

I nodded, my voice hoarse. "Yes. Use me."

Brad was the first, pushing me forward and mounting me from behind, stretching me open in one hard thrust. My nails dug into the dirt as he pounded into me, his hands gripping my hips so tight I’d have bruises tomorrow.

"Fuck, I love how tight she is," he groaned.

Colt knelt in front of me, pressing his thick length against my lips. "C’mon, darlin’, open up."

I did, taking him deep as Brad fucked me harder. The others murmured filthy encouragement, waiting their turn, their cocks in their hands. Brad was fucking me deep, his thick cock stretching me wide as Colt thrust into my mouth, making me gag around him. My body was caught between them, used, filled, exactly how I loved it.

Behind us, Ben was watching, stroking himself. "That’s it, babe," he murmured. "Show them what a good slut you are."

Brad pulled out, and before I could even catch my breath, Jake was there, pushing inside my soaked cunt with a filthy groan. After a while, Wyatt took his place. His cock was fat and heavy against my opening, and I moaned extra loud when he shoved in, stretching me and making me take every inch. My head spun with pleasure, spit dripping down my chin, my knees burning against the hay-covered ground.

"Think she can take two?" Wyatt asked, spreading my ass cheeks.

"Oh, I think she can," Jake growled, dropping behind me, his cock pressing against my other hole. "Can’t you, sweetheart?"

Jake spat on my ass, rubbing it over the tight ring before pressing in alongside Wyatt’s dick. I could feel them rubbing against each other, only my thin walls separating them. The stretch was incredible, filthy, fucking perfect, and I screamed with pleasure.

"Jesus fuck, she’s even tighter with your cock in her," Jake groaned, pushing deeper.

"Don’t stop," I panted, looking back at them with wild, desperate eyes. "Fuck me. Use me. All of you."

And they did. Taking turns, filling my mouth, my cunt, my ass, sometimes two at once, sometimes all at once. Hands grabbing, cocks stretching me, stuffing me, ruining me.

Ben watched it all, stroking himself, his eyes shining with pride.

Wyatt was the first to pull out, stroking his thick cock over my face. "Fuck, look at her," he groaned, his grip tightening as he found his release. Hot ropes of cum splattered across my lips, my cheek, dripping down to my chin.

Colt was next, pulling free of my stretched ass, his cock rock-hard. "Open wide, sweetheart," he ordered, pumping his shaft. I did as I was told, sticking out my tongue just as he groaned and shot thick streams onto it, some dripping down my neck.

Jake and Brad weren’t far behind. Jake grabbed my jaw, tilting my face up as he spilled his load across my forehead and nose, a filthy grin on his face. "You look fuckin’ gorgeous like this," he murmured.

Brad groaned as he finished himself off, streaking warm cum across my tits, adding to the sticky mess. I was dripping in it, covered, owned. Used exactly how I wanted.

And then there was Ben. He had been watching the whole time, stroking himself, his cock rock-hard. He stepped forward, tilting my chin up so I was looking straight into his eyes.

"You did so good, babe," he murmured, rubbing his tip across my already filthy lips. "I’m so proud of you. Now, take your husband’s load."

I moaned, opening wide just as he grunted, spilling thick, hot streams of cum across my tongue. I swallowed every drop, licking him clean, savouring the taste of him after taking all those other cocks.

"Fuck," he muttered, running his fingers through my cum-soaked hair. "You’re such a good little slut."

When I could finally stand, I stumbled back into the festival, my hair a mess, my chest sticky, my dress barely covering my ruined body.

The others laughed, patting me on the ass as they grabbed beers, like nothing had happened.

Ben wrapped an arm around my shoulders, pulling me close, claiming me.

I smirked up at him. “I think I like farm life,” I murmured.
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