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Chapter 1

The group had trickled out half an hour ago—city couples and day-trippers, laughing about bees and pumpkins, brushing hay off their sweaters. I’d said my goodbyes and meant them.

But she stayed.

Red hair. Lighter at the tips, like fire meeting straw. Freckles scattered like pollen across her nose and chest. She hadn’t stopped smiling since she got here. Even now, she’s humming while she rinses out the ladle, cider up to her elbows.

“I don’t mind helping,” she’d said earlier, twisting her mouth into that half-smile I’d noticed all day. “Better than driving back to a too-clean Airbnb.”

And maybe I should’ve told her no. But I didn’t.

Now I’m watching the muscles in her forearms as she scrubs the press tub. Her rolled-up flannel sleeves are wet to the elbow. A curl of her hair has stuck to her cheek, and she huffs at it with her lip. That same lip she licked earlier when cider dripped onto her finger.

It’s not the cider that’s sweet.

She turns and catches me looking. Doesn’t flinch. Just grins, crooked and amused, her hands dripping.

“Didn’t peg you for the brooding type,” she says. “You always this quiet?”

“I talk,” I answer, slow. “When I’ve got something worth saying.”

She raises a brow and goes back to cleaning, turning her back to me. Her jeans pull tight at the waist when she stretches to lift the heavy wooden slats from the press.

That’s a lot of trust, turning her back on me. In a shed like this. With a man like me.

I step behind her without meaning to. Her flannel smells like apples, smoke, and something bright—maybe citrus. She shifts her weight and I catch a glimpse of her bare side, where the shirt’s lifted. A sliver of soft, pale skin.

“You smell like cider,” I say. My voice comes out rougher than I meant it.

She looks over her shoulder, her grin sharper now. “Sticky?”

I nod. “A little.”

She licks a stripe off her wrist. “Might need help getting it off.”

“Don’t move.”

I say it low—just enough to cut through the clink of rinsed metal and her soft humming.

She goes still instantly.

She’s facing the press, both hands resting on the thick beam where the cider flows out. I watch her spine lengthen. She doesn’t look at me this time. Just stands there with her chin tilted slightly toward the light. A little quirk of her smile at the edge of her cheek tells me she likes being told what to do. At least by me.

I move closer.

The old wood floor creaks beneath my boots as I close the gap. Her breathing hitches, subtle but not invisible. I catch it. Every bit of her.

“You said you might need help,” I murmur, stepping up behind her. My hands don’t touch her—yet. “With the sticky.”

A pause.

Then, lightly: “Didn’t think you were volunteering.”

“Oh, I am.” My hand finds her hip. Her flannel’s warm under my palm. Damp, too—maybe from cider, maybe from sweat. “You said don’t mind helping, right?”

She breathes out a quiet “uh-huh.”

I lean in—close enough to speak directly against the side of her throat. “I want to see how sticky you really are.”

I trail a finger along her forearm, from wrist to elbow. Her skin’s smooth, dotted with goosebumps, tacky with cooled cider in places she missed. The scent is ridiculous. Sweet, sharp, raw. I bring my finger to my lips and taste it. Not just the cider. Her. Warm and clean and a little salty from effort.

“You taste like fall,” I tell her.

“You gonna rake me up?”

That earns her a light press of my hips against her backside. Nothing too hard. Not yet. Just enough for her to feel that I’m there—ready.

“Still,” I say again. “Don’t move unless I tell you.”

I grab the edge of her shirt and pull it slowly from her waistband, lifting inch by inch. Her breath catches again, this time sharper. She arches, just barely, but I press a hand to her lower back.

“Didn’t say you could move.”

A whisper: “Sorry.”

Her skin is pale under the shirt, smooth across her back, interrupted only by freckles. I want to taste every one.

So I do.

I bend down and drag my mouth across her spine, slow as syrup. She shivers beneath me but doesn’t break form.

When I get to the base of her back, I bite. Not hard. Just enough for her to gasp and flinch.

“That’s a warning,” I mutter.

“God,” she breathes.

I slide my hand around her waist, beneath the shirt, up until my thumb brushes the underside of her bra. Damp fabric. Warmer skin. Her hips roll once into mine, and I don’t stop her this time.

My fingers tease the line of her waistband.

“You clean under here?” I ask, my voice like gravel.

“No.”

I hook my thumbs into her jeans.

“Let’s fix that.”


Chapter 2

The denim resists me at first—her jeans clinging stubborn around her hips. She makes a small sound when I work them lower, down past her thighs, her calves, until they hang off one ankle like a snared vine.

Her panties stay on.

For now.

The light from the open barn door is golden and low, stretching her shadow out across the boards as I step back to look at her. Her shirt’s still bunched up around her shoulders. Her underwear is damp at the edge—not just cider.

I drag the back of my fingers up the outside of her thigh, across her hip, just below the edge of her underwear. She sways, barely.

“You’re doing good,” I murmur. “Stay just like that.”

She nods once, slow. Her hands grip the cider press like it’s holding her up.

I start at her ankle. My mouth on the inside of her leg, the skin smooth, taut, slightly sticky where cider ran down earlier.

I lick her calf.

Taste the faint tartness.

Bite, gently, just above the knee.

She whimpers.

“That too much?”

“No,” she whispers.

“Didn’t ask for talking.”

Her exhale shudders out.

I kneel fully behind her and pull her hips back just slightly, angling her how I want her. Then I move in—kissing, licking, dragging my mouth up her inner thigh, tracing that sweet path toward where she’s throbbing through the thin cotton of her underwear.

When my tongue brushes the edge of the fabric, she tenses.

She’s soaked.

Sticky from more than cider now.

I mouth her through it once—slow, thick pressure—and she arches like a bow being drawn.

But I don’t linger there.

Not yet.

I move higher. I stand, pressing against her back as I lift her shirt over her head and drop it on the floor. Her bra is black, thin, damp around the band. I unclip it with one hand, let it fall.

Now she’s bared to me—warm, soft, and completely still.

I step around in front of her. Her eyes are wide, pupils blown out. Cheeks flushed. Her lips are parted.

She doesn’t reach for me.

She waits.

I run both hands over her waist, up her sides, watching goosebumps rise like a tide. Then I lean in and take one nipple in my mouth—hot, wet, slow—and suck it until her knees start to shake.

“Still,” I remind her.

“I—I am,” she whispers, desperate.

I smile against her skin and move to the other breast, licking a wide, slow stripe up her chest before catching the next one in my teeth.

By the time I pull back, her hands have clenched white-knuckled on the cider press. She’s trembling.

My mouth moves to her neck, then her jaw, then just barely brushes her lips.

“Now,” I say, voice low and steady, “I’m going to get on my knees again. And this time, you’re not going to move unless you want me to stop.”

She swallows.

“I won’t,” she says.

I smile, drop back down, and slide her underwear off with both hands.

She smells like fall—warm, heady, ripe—and I plan to taste every inch.

I press a kiss to her inner thigh, slow and reverent.

Then another.

Then I part her.

Her thighs tense as I drag my tongue through her folds, slowly, like I’ve got all the time in the world. She tastes like salt and cider and heat—ripe, slick, already shaking from what I haven’t even done yet.

I groan against her. Can’t help it. She’s perfect like this—naked, trembling, trying so hard to stay still even as her body jerks when I suck her clit between my lips.

One of her hands twitches on the cider press.

“Still,” I murmur.

“I—fuck—I’m trying—”

I hum and push her open wider, locking my arms behind her thighs. My shoulders wedge her in place. She’s not going anywhere now.

Then I dive in.

My tongue flicks, licks, circles. I suck her clit again, a little harder this time, then slide two fingers inside her without warning.

She chokes on a gasp.

The cider press creaks under her grip as she arches forward, trying and failing to obey.

I curl my fingers.

Hit that spot.

“Jesus, f—uck—”

“You feel like heaven,” I growl into her.

And then I give it to her—my mouth, my tongue, my fingers, all of it. Every motion tuned to the sounds she makes. The sharp breaths, the moans she tries to swallow, the way she grinds against my face before she even realizes she’s doing it.

She can’t stay still anymore.

Her hips start rolling. Desperate. Lost. She throws her head back with a cry as her body goes rigid in my arms.

I don’t stop.

I hold her.

And I watch her break.

I feel it—every shudder, every spasm. The way her cunt clenches around my fingers, soaking my palm. Her thighs clamp tight around my head, but I don’t pull back. I growl into her, tongue fucking her through every second of it.

She moans my name like it’s the only word she remembers.

“Jesus—Jesse—I—I—”

“Let it happen,” I whisper.

And she does.

She comes so hard she nearly drops. Her knees buckle, body limp, half-folded over the cider press. I catch her before she slides down.

Her chest heaves. Her lips are kiss-bitten. Her thighs are slick and twitching, trembling with aftershocks.

I lean over her, my mouth still wet with her, and kiss the back of her neck.

“You stayed still,” I say, breath hot against her spine. “You’re fucking perfect.”


Chapter 3

She’s still folded over the press, body limp and twitching, thighs sticky and shining with slick. Her hair’s wild now, clinging to her cheek, her shoulders, the sides of her breasts. I watch her chest rise and fall, slow and heavy.

Then I stand.

And I unzip.

She hears it—the sound of my belt undone, my zipper dragged down. Her head lifts just barely. I catch her eyes when she looks back over her shoulder.

They’re glazed and desperate.

“You ready for more?” I ask, voice raw.

She nods too fast. “Please.”

That word again. Fuck, I like it on her.

I fist myself—already rock-hard, throbbing—and line up behind her, pressing the thick head of my cock between her folds. She gasps the moment I slide against her, dragging through the mess I made with my mouth.

“You’re soaked,” I mutter.

“You did that—”

“I know. I’m proud.”

Then I press in.

Slow at first. Thick. She stretches around me, tight and hot, moaning like it’s almost too much.

I hold her hips, keep her still, and bottom out in one long, brutal thrust.

Her mouth drops open in a silent scream.

“F—uck, Jesse—”

“I’ve got you,” I growl, bent over her back. “I’ve fucking got you.”

I start moving—slow and deep. Every thrust drives her into the press, makes the wood creak under her. Her hands scrabble for grip, her thighs shake, but she takes it.

Every inch.

Every stroke.

She’s not quiet now.

“God—don’t stop—don’t stop—”

“Not planning to.”

I drive into her harder, faster, my hips slamming against her ass. The wet sounds of our bodies, the slap of skin on skin, the creaking of old barn wood—it’s a symphony of filth. Her moans grow louder, head thrown back, mouth wide.

I grip her hair and pull her back against me, her spine arching, breasts bouncing with every thrust.

“You feel what you’re doing to me?” I pant, grinding deep.

“Yes—yes—fuck—”

“You earned this,” I growl in her ear. “Took my mouth like a good girl. Now take my cock.”

She clenches hard around me at those words—fucking milks me—and I almost lose it.

“Say it,” I command. “Tell me whose cunt this is.”

She sobs it out: “Yours, Jesse—yours—”

That breaks me.

I fuck her harder, no rhythm now—just raw, punishing need. She’s wailing, loud and unashamed, taking every thrust like she was made for it.

And when I feel her tighten again—shaking, keening, clawing at the press—I growl, “Come on me.”

And she does.

Her whole body convulses, clamping around me so hard it yanks the orgasm out of me like a chain. I grip her hips, slam deep, and come—hard, spilling into her, filling her up.

We stay there like that. Breathing. Slick. Shaking.

She’s still bent over the press, legs barely holding. I lean over her, panting against the sweat on her neck.

“Fucking hell,” I whisper.

She laughs, wrecked and beautiful.

“Still sticky,” she says.

I grin.

“I’ll keep cleaning you up.”

She’s shaking a little, one leg still in her jeans, body sagging over the press like she’s forgotten how to stand.

I slide a hand under her thighs and lift.

She makes a soft noise but doesn’t resist, curling into me, arms wrapping around my neck, face tucked in my shoulder.

Her voice is wrecked and sleepy. “Where’re we going?”

“Shower.”

She hums. “Mm. Romantic.”

“Don’t get used to it.”

I carry her past the cider bins and tools, to the back of the barn where a narrow plywood door hangs slightly ajar. Inside is barely more than a stall—wood walls, a slatted floor to drain, one ancient metal knob, and a showerhead screwed in above.

There’s a single chain hanging from the ceiling to turn on the bare bulb.

I set her down on a bench and yank it. The light flickers to life. Yellow. Dusty.

Then I strip.

Boots. Flannel. Jeans. I get under the spray first—cold at first, then slowly warm as the pipes catch up.

I hold out a hand.

She lets me pull her in.

She’s already flushed and pink and gorgeous, skin still glistening with sweat, cider, and the mess I left inside her. She winces as the water hits her thighs.

“Sensitive?” I ask.

Her look is half-accusation. “What do you think?”

I grin and step behind her, grabbing a bar of handmade soap from the shelf. Lavender and pine.

I lather my hands and start at her shoulders.

She shivers.

Not from cold.

I take my time.

My hands move over her back, down her arms, around her waist. I rinse and repeat, dragging soap over her breasts, her ribs, her stomach. She leans back into me, thighs parting instinctively as my hands work lower.

“Still sticky,” I murmur in her ear.

“I wonder why.”

I rinse the soap off her body with one hand, the other slowly sliding between her legs.

She gasps again. “Jesus—Jesse—”

“I said I’d clean you up.”

My fingers slip into her, slow and gentle this time. Not for teasing. Not for torment.

Just to feel her again.

To feel mine again.

She moans, head lolling back against my shoulder.

“I want more,” she whispers.

I press my mouth to her temple.

“You’ll get more.”

Her body arches under my hand, slick from soap, water, and need.

She’s breathing heavy already, her back pressed to my chest, fingers gripping my forearm as I stroke her from behind. My hand is deep between her legs, sliding over that swollen, soaked little spot that makes her whole body jerk every time I touch it.

She moans, desperate. “Please—fuck, Jesse—”

“I thought I did.”

She twists, glaring up at me over her shoulder with that messy red hair and those fire-lit eyes.

“You know what I mean.”

God, I do.

I press her against the stall wall with a hand between her shoulder blades. She lets me. Her body’s already moving with mine, hips tilting, legs parting—like she wants to be handled.

I hook her left thigh in my arm and lift.

She gasps, arms bracing against the wall.

Then I line up.

One long thrust.

I slide into her so slow it makes both of us groan—tight, hot, even tighter than earlier. The water pounds down over our bodies, turning the whole world into slick heat and skin and sound.

She takes every inch.

“Jesse,” she breathes, voice gone soft and wrecked.

“I know, baby.”

I hold her there—thigh hooked in one arm, her hands flat on the stall wall, my other hand gripping her breast while I start to move.

Slow. Grinding. Deep.

Each thrust presses her into the wood. The stall creaks with it. Her tits bounce under my palm, nipples pebbling in the cold before the heat of my touch covers them.

She can’t stay quiet now.

Every stroke makes her moan, sharp little gasps as her cunt grips me like it doesn’t want to let go.

And I don’t want to pull out.

Ever.

“You feel that?” I pant, nipping at her shoulder.

“Yes—oh my god—yes—”

“I love how you take it.” I fuck her a little harder, still slow. “You’re so goddamn tight—”

She cries out, forehead pressing to the stall, whole body rocking as I piston into her.

“You want it rough again?” I growl. “Or just like this?”

“Just—just like this—don’t stop—don’t fucking stop—”

I don’t.

I rut into her deep and steady, letting her ride the edge while I chase mine. Her pussy flutters around me, soaking, clenching, desperate. She’s close. I can feel it. Can hear it in every ragged sound she makes.

I press my mouth to her ear. “You gonna come on my cock again?”

“*Yes—*fuck, yes—”

“Then do it. Let me feel you.”

She breaks with a scream, her whole body locking, cunt pulsing around me like it’s pulling me deeper.

And I lose it.

I slam into her one last time and come hard, heat spilling deep inside her as she shakes and moans and takes it all.

I hold her up while we both breathe, forehead against the back of her neck, cock still twitching inside her, the water running hot over our wrecked bodies.

Neither of us moves.

Because we can’t.


Chapter 4

She’s still pressed to the wall, panting, legs shaky, cum dripping down her thigh.

I pull out slow.

She whimpers, soft and sweet, hips jerking once like her body misses me the moment I leave it.

Good.

I rinse off between her legs, watching the water run slick down her thighs, then drag my knuckles across her ass, squeezing the still-pink flesh there.

She leans back into the touch and breathes, “So…”

I glance down.

Her eyes flash with mischief. Dangerous, playful. Wrecked but not done.

“Is this how you thank all your volunteers?”

My jaw flexes.

I don’t answer.

I grab her wrist and spin her.

She gasps, grinning like she knows what’s coming—and then I bend her forward over the wooden bench just outside the stall, her bare ass up, thighs spread, hair wild.

“What—”

She doesn’t finish the sentence.

Because I slap her.

Hard.

A sharp, echoing crack fills the stall as my palm lands across her ass. She jerks forward, moaning loud, not in pain—but in something deeper.

Heat. Submission. Surprise.

“That,” I growl, “was a stupid fucking question.”

“Shit—Jesse—”

I bring my hand down again. Crack.

She gasps, her back arching, toes curling against the wet wood.

“You think I eat every woman out ‘til she can’t stand?”

Crack.

“You think I bend just anyone over my press?”

Crack.

“You think I fuck tourists in the goddamn shower?”

I lean in now, mouth right against her ear, hand fisted in her damp hair.

“No,” she whispers, breathless. “I—I don’t.”

My hand slides between her thighs.

She’s soaked again.

Of course she is.

I spank her one more time, firm and low, the kind of slap that leaves her biting her lip and pushing back into me.

Then I rub the sting out, slow circles, squeezing both cheeks until she’s trembling in my grip.

“Only you,” I murmur. “Only you get this.”

I push two fingers back inside her—deep and fast.

She nearly screams.

“And you’re gonna fucking remember it.”

She’s folded over the bench, chest against the wood, breathing like she’s run miles.

Red marks bloom across her ass in perfect handprints. My handprint. Her skin’s warm and tight and twitching beneath it.

She’s soaked.

Her thighs shine. My cum still leaks out of her—down between her legs, dripping to the floor.

And she hasn’t moved.

Still offering herself up.

Still mine.

I drop to my knees behind her.

She gasps softly when she hears it. But she doesn’t protest.

Doesn’t flinch.

She knows exactly what I’m about to do.

I spread her.

Slowly. Firmly. Both hands gripping her cheeks, parting her open.

“God,” she whispers, voice cracked.

I bend forward and lick her—deep—between her legs first, through that messy, sticky center I’ve already claimed. One long, hungry drag of my tongue, catching every drop of slick and cum and sweat.

She moans.

Then I go higher.

I lick a line up—right over her rim.

She jolts. “Jesse—f-fuck—”

I don’t say a word.

I spread her wider and do it again.

Slower this time.

A long, firm stroke of my tongue, from her soaked pussy up to her tight little asshole. I stay there this time, circling with the flat of my tongue, tasting her. She’s clean, fresh from the water, but it still feels filthy, wrong, and so fucking right.

She claws the bench. Her moans turn to broken, babbled nonsense.

I spit, slicking her further, and press my mouth hard to her hole—licking, sucking, teasing until her thighs are trembling so bad I have to grip her hips to hold her steady.

“J-Jesse—oh my fucking god—”

I growl against her skin and eat her ass like it’s the only thing I’ve ever wanted—tongue-fucking her, spreading her, grinding my face between her cheeks.

She starts grinding back.

Fucking back onto my tongue.

No one’s ever done this to her. I can tell. Every noise, every twitch, every desperate cry—this is new.

This is mine.

I suck her again, then let my thumb slide down, teasing just below, spreading her more.

She chokes on a moan.

“Holy—fuck—please—please don’t stop—”

I don’t.

I lick and grind and worship her until her legs give out, until her cunt clenches again and she comes for the third time—shaking, gasping, collapsing over the bench with my name on her lips like a fucking prayer.

When I finally pull back, my face is slick, my cock is hard again, and she’s trembling so bad she can’t speak.

I stand and drag my fingers over the raw red curves of her ass.

“You ever let anyone do that to you before?” I ask.

She shakes her head, eyes wide, lips parted.

“No.”

I grip her throat, gently, from behind. Lean down.

“Good.”

She’s still on the bench, arms limp, thighs twitching, my fingerprints blooming in red across her skin.

I watch her chest rise and fall, those perfect tits heaving, lips parted and glossy.

I sit down behind her—legs spread, cock hard and waiting, leaking against my stomach.

And I pull her back into me.

She gasps softly when I lift her. Doesn’t resist. Just lets me guide her. Her legs wrap around my waist, her arms fall over my shoulders. Her head drops into the curve of my neck, wet hair clinging to my skin.

She’s wrecked. Open and spent. But when I drag my cock along her soaked slit, she moans like it’s the first time all over again.

“Still want it?” I murmur against her throat.

She nods. Barely.

“Say it.”

“…Need it.”

I grip her hips, line her up.

And let her sink down.

She shudders as I fill her—slow, thick, all the way in.

No thrusting. No grinding.

Just sinking.

She whimpers into my neck, her arms tightening.

“Jesus, Jesse—”

“I know.”

I hold her there. Buried. Breathing each other in. Our bodies still wet, skin sticking. Her walls pulsing around me. My cock twitching deep inside her.

Then she starts to move.

Tiny rolls of her hips. Slow. Heavy. Every shift makes her gasp, makes me growl.

It’s like we’re both on edge again already—so sensitive we can’t stand it.

She grinds down harder, whimpers.

“Fuck.”

Her breath is hot in my ear, her hands tangled in my hair, nails digging into my shoulders. I wrap one arm around her waist and thrust up into her—just once.

She cries out.

Again.

Again.

Each thrust hits deeper. Slower. No space between us.

She clings to me, her whole body melting around mine, like she wants to disappear into me.

“Can’t take much more,” she gasps. “You feel—so deep—”

“Shhh. Take it.”

My voice is rough.

“You can take all of it. You’ve been taking it all fucking day.”

I fuck her slow and deep while she rides me—sweaty, filthy, soaked through and so fucking mine. She moans with every bounce, whispering my name, begging, breaking.

And when she comes again—riding my cock, burying her face in my neck—I let go too.

One last thrust.

I fill her again.

We don’t move.

She slumps against me, boneless.

I hold her.

Cock still buried inside.

No words.

Just the sound of our breathing.

And the water still running.
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