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Chapter 1

The pitchfork’s handle is rough against my palms, sweat making it slick as I heft another load of hay into the loft. The barn smells of warm straw and horses, sunlight slanting through the gaps in the wood. My shirt sticks to my back, damp from the late afternoon heat, but I don’t stop. Work’s easier than thinking.

I hear the soft crunch of boots on gravel outside.

I don’t look up at first—most folks around here know better than to wander into my space while I’m working. But then a shadow lingers in the doorway.

“Don’t mind me,” a voice says, playful, bright, and not from around here.

I glance over my shoulder. She’s leaning one shoulder against the barn frame, arms crossed like she owns the place. Her hair’s tied up messily, a few strands falling around her face, lips curved just a little too smug.

“What do you want?” My voice comes out lower, rougher than I meant.

She grins like I just played into something. “Nothing. Just… watching. You work hard.”

I drive the pitchfork down into the hay, muscles flexing as I turn toward her fully. She doesn’t flinch under my stare. If anything, she tilts her head, eyes flicking down my chest like she’s cataloging every bead of sweat.

“You always watch men sweat, or just me?”

Her smile widens, teeth flashing. “Just you.”

I take a slow step toward her, boots heavy on the barn floor. Her eyes track every inch I close.

“You’ve been here two weeks.” I stop just a foot away, close enough to see the freckles across her nose. “Barely said more’n a few words.”

She shrugs one shoulder, feigning innocence. “Guess I like quiet guys. Guess I like making them talk.”

My jaw tightens. “You think you’re clever.”

Her voice drops, just enough to make my pulse thrum. “Maybe. You don’t seem like a man who scares easy, though. Do you?”

I reach past her, palm braced against the barn frame, effectively boxing her in. She doesn’t move back, just stares at me like she’s daring me to do something about her.

“Careful,” I murmur, close enough to feel her breath against my neck. “You’re playing with fire.”

“Maybe I like getting burned.”

My hand slides from the frame to her chin, tilting her face up until her lips part just slightly.

“Think you’re cute, teasing me?” My thumb brushes the corner of her mouth.

Her breath hitches, but that little spark in her eyes doesn’t dim. “Maybe I do.”

I take her wrist and press it flat to the wall beside her head, pinning it there with my palm. “You don’t get to ‘maybe’ with me.”

Her chest rises fast, shallow. “Then what do I get?”

My mouth curves just slightly. “What I give you.”

She shivers. I catch her other hand and pin it too, both wrists trapped above her head. Her lips part like she’s about to say something smart, but I don’t give her the chance. My mouth claims hers—hard, hungry, like I’ve been holding back for weeks.

She gasps, but then she melts, kissing back with a messy sort of desperation. I keep her wrists locked in place with one hand, the other sliding down the curve of her waist, over the swell of her hip. She writhes, trying to press closer, but I hold her right where I want her.

“Stay still,” I growl against her lips.

“Make me.”

My grip tightens just enough to make her gasp again, a flush spreading down her neck. I kiss her harder, biting her lower lip just enough to make her whimper. The sound sends heat rushing straight through me.

I drag my hand up her thigh, fingers curling in the fabric of her skirt until I’m bunching it high on her hips. She’s breathing fast, eyes dark, pupils blown wide.

“Say it,” I murmur against her ear.

She swallows, voice just above a whisper. “Please.”

That’s all I need.

I hook an arm behind her thigh and lift, her leg wrapping around my waist as her back presses harder into the wooden frame. The rough edge bites into her shoulder, but she doesn’t complain—her nails dig into my forearm instead.

The barn smells of hay and leather and sweat, every sound amplified—the rustle of straw beneath our boots, the low shift of a horse in its stall, her soft gasp when I grind against her.

“You want to play with fire?” I rasp. “Now you burn.”

Her skirt’s bunched high, my hand gripping her thigh tight enough to bruise, when she tilts her head just enough to whisper against my ear, voice all sugar and spite.

“Didn’t think Amish boys knew how to play rough.”

I freeze just long enough to smirk. “Girl,” I murmur, lips brushing her jaw, “it’s called Rumspringa for a reason.”

Her laugh is soft, cocky—like she thinks she’s still in control.

Not for long.

I grab her wrists again, but this time, instead of pinning them, I drag her over to one of the posts inside the barn. There’s rope coiled neatly around a hook, frayed from years of use. I take it in one hand, tugging it loose.

Her eyes widen slightly. “Oh,” she breathes, but she doesn’t pull away.

“Oh?” I echo, the corner of my mouth twitching as I loop the rope around her wrists. The coarse fibers scrape against her soft skin as I knot it snug—tight enough that she can’t wriggle free, but not enough to hurt.

I raise her arms above her head, securing the rope to a beam just high enough that she’s stretched, toes barely scraping the ground.

“You’re quiet all of a sudden,” I murmur, stepping in close, my chest brushing hers.

Her chin tilts up, defiant despite her flushed cheeks. “Just… waiting to see if you’re actually as good as you think you are.”

My hand fists in her hair, yanking her head back just slightly so her throat’s bared.

“You’ll be lucky if you can walk back to that inn when I’m done.”

The way she exhales—sharp, shaky—makes heat curl low in my gut.

I run my hand slowly up her thigh, nails grazing lightly, teasing her until her hips shift in a desperate little grind for friction.

“You’re needy,” I murmur.

“You’re slow.”

My grip tightens in her hair again, hard enough to draw another gasp. “Not slow,” I growl, pressing my mouth to hers in a bruising kiss. “Thorough.”

Her wrists strain against the rope as I pull back just enough to look her over—flushed cheeks, parted lips, chest rising fast.

“You want me?” I ask, voice low, rough.

“Yes,” she breathes.

“That’s not enough.” I run my thumb across her lower lip, slow. “Convince me.”

Her brows pull together slightly, a tiny flicker of frustration crossing her face. “How?”

My hand slides into her hair, guiding her down until she’s kneeling in the hay, arms still stretched above her. The rope creaks as she shifts, knees digging into the straw.

“You’re clever,” I murmur, thumb brushing over her cheekbone. “Figure it out.”

She glances up at me through her lashes, eyes dark, lips curving just slightly. Then she leans forward, kissing my hip through my jeans first—teasing—before nipping lightly just below the waistband.

“Good start,” I rasp.

She takes her time, kissing lower, her mouth warm and soft as she traces along the line of my zipper, her tongue flicking out just barely. My breath catches as she noses lower, pressing her lips against me like she knows exactly how to drive me insane.

“Keep going.”

She hums softly, mouth trailing lower until she’s kissing me through the denim, slow and deliberate. When I undo the button and push my jeans down, she doesn’t hesitate. Her tongue darts out, tracing the curve of me before sliding lower, teasing at my balls with slow, wet licks.

“Fuck,” I mutter, my hand tightening in her hair.

She pulls back just enough to speak, voice breathy but smug. “This working for you?”

I give her hair a sharp tug, forcing her gaze up to mine. “Don’t talk. Just do it.”

She grins, then lowers her mouth again, kissing, licking, sucking gently until I’m groaning, every muscle in my body tight. She takes her time, like she’s savoring the effect she has on me, tongue swirling in lazy, deliberate circles that make my knees lock.

“You’re good at this,” I murmur, my voice breaking rougher than I intend. “But you’ll need to be better if you want me to give you what you’re begging for.”

Her eyes glitter with challenge as she parts her lips wider, sucking me in deeper, slow and wet, while her tongue moves against me in perfect rhythm.

The rope creaks again as she shifts, straining for balance, but she never stops.

Her lips are slick, her tongue teasing me in slow, deliberate strokes that make my breath hitch.

“Deeper,” I murmur, my hand tightening in her hair. “All the way.”

She gives me that wicked little grin again before opening wider, taking me in until I feel the heat of her throat around me. My eyes flutter shut for half a second as I groan, low and raw.

“That’s it,” I rasp, holding her right there. “Don’t you dare stop.”

She hums around me, the vibration sending a sharp jolt through my whole body. My grip in her hair stays firm, guiding her pace—slow at first, just enough to savor the wet pull of her mouth, then harder, faster, until she’s gagging slightly but still letting me use her just how I want.

“Good girl,” I breathe, my hips thrusting forward in short, controlled motions. “Look at you, taking me so well.”

Her lashes flutter, eyes glassy as she gazes up at me, cheeks hollowing with each movement. Drool starts to slick her chin, and I swear it only makes her look hotter.

“Fuck—just like that. Don’t stop.”

I can feel it building, that tight heat coiling low in my stomach. My hand fists harder in her hair as my breathing grows ragged.

“Swallow every drop,” I growl, my voice breaking as the tension finally snaps, release hitting me hard, blinding.

She keeps going, taking it all, her throat working as she swallows everything I give her. When I finally pull back, she licks her lips slow, smug, chin glistening.

“Still want more?” I ask, breath still uneven.

She smirks, wrists tugging lightly against the rope. “Untie me and find out.”


Chapter 2

I step closer, fingers brushing along her jaw, smearing a bit of my release across her flushed cheek with my thumb.

“You think you’ve earned it already?” I murmur, voice low, dangerous.

Her smirk falters just slightly. “Didn’t I?”

I grip her chin, tilting her face up until her mouth parts. “Not even close.”

Her breath hitches when I kneel in front of her, still keeping her wrists bound high. She looks down at me, wide-eyed now, maybe realizing she’s not as in control as she thought.

“Keep those hands right where they are,” I tell her, voice dark. “You don’t touch me. You don’t move unless I say.”

She nods quickly, lips parting, and that’s when I spread her knees wider, running my palms slowly up her thighs. The hay scratches faintly at her skin, little flecks sticking to her legs as I push her skirt all the way up to her hips.

“You’re already dripping,” I rasp, fingers brushing over her soaked panties.

“Maybe I was hoping—”

I press two fingers against her through the fabric, hard enough to make her gasp. “I told you not to talk.”

She bites her lip, eyes darkening.

Slowly, I tug her panties to the side and drag one finger through her wetness, deliberately teasing, circling just where she’s desperate for more but never quite giving it to her.

Her breath stutters, hips jerking involuntarily.

“You like me in control, don’t you?”

She nods.

“Use your words.”

“Yes,” she whispers, voice trembling.

I slide one finger inside her—slow, deliberate—curling just right until she lets out the softest whimper.

“That’s it. But don’t you come. Not until I say.”

Her thighs tremble as I work her open, adding another finger, fucking her slow and deep while my thumb teases that sensitive spot she’s aching for. She bites her lip so hard I think she might draw blood, eyes locked on mine, chest rising fast.

“You’re already close,” I murmur, curling my fingers again, harder this time.

“Please—”

“Not yet.”

I lean in, my mouth finally on her, tongue flicking against her while my fingers keep working her, slow and relentless. She moans—loud this time—her knees shaking, rope creaking as her wrists strain against it.

“Beg for it,” I growl against her.

“Please—please let me—”

“Louder.”

“Please! I need to come, please—”

Her voice breaks as she begs, hips jerking helplessly against my hand.

“Good girl,” I rasp, curling my fingers just right, tongue working her faster. “Now you can come. Do it. Come for me.”

The sound she makes is raw—half gasp, half moan—her whole body tightening as she finally lets go. Her legs shake violently, knees buckling, but the rope keeps her upright as I don’t stop, fingers thrusting deeper, tongue relentless.

“More,” I growl against her, the vibration making her cry out again.

She shudders, hips rocking involuntarily as another wave crashes through her. Her thighs clamp around my head, but I force them wider, fingers pumping faster until she’s sobbing my name, pleasure breaking over her in uncontrollable pulses.

“Keep going,” I order, even as she tries to twist away, too sensitive. “You don’t stop until I say.”

Her wrists strain against the rope as her whole body convulses, another orgasm ripping through her so hard she screams. Her knees finally give out, and I grip her hips to hold her steady as I work her through every last spasm, my mouth and fingers unrelenting.

She’s trembling, chest heaving, tears streaking down her flushed cheeks when I finally pull back. My fingers are slick, my mouth wet with her, and she looks ruined—hair sticking to her face, lips swollen, eyes glassy and dazed.

I rise slowly, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand as I tower over her again.

“You’re not done,” I murmur, voice dark and rough. “I’m still not finished with you.”


Chapter 3

I step in close, my hands sliding down her trembling arms to untie the rope. Her wrists fall free, red and raw from where she strained against the coarse fibers. She flexes her fingers, shaky, trying to steady herself—but I don’t give her the chance.

I grip her jaw, forcing her to meet my gaze. “Turn around.”

She hesitates, still catching her breath.

“Now.” My tone leaves no room for argument.

She spins slowly, hair falling messy down her back. I grab her hips, walking her backward until she’s pressed over a hay bale, her upper body braced on the rough straw. Bits of hay cling to her flushed skin as I shove her skirt up around her waist, panties already pushed aside from earlier.

Her ass is bare to me now—soft, perfect—and I grip it in both hands, spreading her just enough to see how soaked she still is.

“Look at you,” I murmur, stroking myself slowly as I line up behind her. “So fucking ready for me.”

She pushes back slightly, desperate. “Please—”

“Beg better.”

“Please, fuck me. Hard. Please.”

I grab her hips tight and slam into her in one hard thrust. She gasps loud—sharp, broken—as I bury myself to the hilt, her walls clenching around me like she was made for it.

“God, you feel so good,” I groan, pulling out slow before driving back in even harder, the sound of our bodies colliding echoing through the barn.

She braces herself on the hay, nails digging into the straw as I set a brutal pace—deep, relentless, every thrust making her cry out.

“You wanted rough?” My voice is a growl now. “Take it.”

The hay scratches her arms, her thighs tremble, but she pushes back against me, needy, like she can’t get enough no matter how hard I give it to her.

I fist my hand in her hair, yanking her head back so her spine arches beautifully. “Say my name.”

She gasps it, breathless, again and again, voice breaking as I pound into her harder, faster, the wet slap of our bodies filthy and loud.

“Fuck—you’re so tight—” I’m barely holding on now, hips slamming into her in short, desperate thrusts.

“Come inside me,” she pants, voice wrecked. “I want it.”

That’s it. My grip on her hips turns bruising as I drive deep, spilling hot inside her with a guttural groan, thrusting through every pulse of release until I’m spent, chest heaving.

I stay buried in her for a long moment, hand tangled in her hair, both of us panting, sweaty, filthy, hay sticking to every bit of exposed skin.

When I finally pull out, my release drips slowly down her thighs. She glances back at me with that same defiant, fucked-out smirk.

“Still think Amish boys can’t play rough?” I rasp, breathless.

Her grin widens. “Guess I was wrong.”

I grab her hips and pull her upright, turning her back around to face me. She’s flushed, hair a tangled mess, lips swollen and glistening. I don’t give her time to recover—I lift her effortlessly, her legs wrapping tight around my waist as I press her back against the wooden post.

She gasps softly when I slide back into her, slow this time, bottoming out in one deep stroke.

“Fuck, you’re perfect,” I murmur against her mouth, kissing her hard but slow, tongue teasing hers as I start moving again.

Her fingers dig into my shoulders for balance, her body trembling, still so sensitive from everything before.

“That’s it,” I whisper between kisses, thrusting deep, controlled. “Taking me so well. My good girl.”

She moans into my mouth, hips rolling in small, desperate movements to meet every thrust.

“Yeah,” I groan softly, kissing along her jaw, down her neck. “So sweet. So tight. Just for me.”

Her head falls back, lips parted as I suck lightly at her throat, my hips rocking into hers in a steady, relentless rhythm.

“You’re so fucking beautiful like this,” I breathe, brushing my lips over hers again. “All mine. You hear me?”

“Yes,” she whispers, voice barely holding together.

I kiss her again—slow, deep, filthy—while my hips keep pounding up into her just right, each thrust drawing another soft, broken moan from her throat.

“You’re perfect,” I rasp against her lips, kissing her harder, my praises spilling out with every thrust. “So fucking good. So wet for me. Such a good girl.”

Her nails scrape my back as she clenches tight around me, and I lose myself in the kiss, hips driving deep until I spill inside her again, groaning her name against her mouth as I hold her there, still kissing her through every last pulse.

I keep her pinned to the post for a long moment, kissing her slow, tasting her soft moans against my mouth as I stay buried deep inside her.

Then, without pulling out, I shift her in my arms—her legs still wrapped tight around my waist—and carry her the few steps to the hay.

I lower us down onto the soft pile, laying her on her back while I hover above her, still moving inside her in slow, deep thrusts.

She looks up at me through heavy-lidded eyes, her hair splayed out in messy waves, bits of straw tangled in it.

“Don’t stop,” she whispers.

“I wasn’t planning on it,” I murmur, kissing her again—soft this time, lingering, my hips grinding deep, steady.

Every movement is unhurried now, deliberate. I slide one hand down her thigh, guiding her leg up to rest over my shoulder so I can sink even deeper. She gasps, nails dragging lightly along my arms.

“That’s it,” I breathe, brushing kisses across her cheek, her jaw, back to her lips. “Good girl. My good girl.”

Her fingers curl into the hay as I keep working her, slow but relentless, my praises spilling against her mouth.

“Taking me so well. So fucking perfect. So beautiful like this.”

She moans softly into every kiss, hips rolling up to meet mine as I fuck her deep, my release already leaking out between us, making every thrust filthy and wet.

“You feel so good,” I whisper, nipping at her lower lip. “So damn good.”

I stay there—deep inside her, kissing her, praising her—as I push her through another climax, her body trembling as she comes again, squeezing me tight.

I groan softly, hips grinding deep, drawing out every last pulse of pleasure for both of us until finally, we collapse together in the hay, sweaty, sticky, and completely wrecked.


Chapter 4

The hay pricks at my back, warm and scratchy, but I don’t care. She’s curled against my chest, breathing soft and even, my cock still buried deep inside her.

At some point, we must’ve drifted off like this—sweaty, messy, tangled together.

When my eyes open again, it’s darker in the barn, a few shafts of moonlight slipping through the gaps in the wood.

She stirs faintly against me, shifting just enough that I feel the slow, wet squeeze of her around me. The sensation makes my breath catch.

I kiss her forehead, letting my lips linger there as my hips roll forward in a slow, deliberate thrust.

She lets out a small, sleepy sound, her lashes fluttering open. “Hmm?”

“Couldn’t help myself,” I murmur against her hair, my hand sliding down to grip her hip.

She smiles, lazy and wrecked, as I thrust into her again—slow, deep, filling her completely.

“Mmh… you’re insatiable,” she whispers, voice still heavy with sleep.

“Rumspringa,” I say with a crooked grin, kissing her soft, then harder as I pick up the pace just slightly.

She gasps softly into my mouth, legs tightening around me as I drive in deeper.

“That’s it,” I whisper, lips brushing hers between each kiss. “Take me again. My perfect girl. You feel so good.”

Her arms loop loosely around my neck as I start moving harder, the wet sounds of our bodies joining again filling the quiet barn.

“God, you’re still so tight,” I rasp, kissing her deeply as I fuck her slow but firm, savoring every clench, every soft moan.

“You never stop, do you?” she breathes, eyes glassy.

“Not when you’re this perfect,” I murmur, pressing my forehead to hers as my hips roll deeper, steady, already feeling myself getting lost in her all over again.

Her eyes flutter shut as I keep moving inside her, deep and slow, kissing her between every thrust.

“You’re perfect,” I whisper against her lips. “So good for me.”

She moans softly, hips rocking up to meet mine, every movement unhurried but filthy, our release building again with each steady grind.

“God, you feel amazing,” I rasp, kissing her deeply as I thrust harder, deeper, until my control starts to fray.

When I feel myself getting close, I pull out slowly, stroking myself as I hover above her. Her eyes open just in time to see me finish—thick, hot ropes spilling across her stomach, her breasts, even a streak across her throat.

She gasps softly, biting her lip as she looks down at the mess I’ve made on her.

“Fuck,” I breathe, running my hand over her hip, smearing some of it lazily across her skin. “Look at you. Marked just how I want you.”

She glances up at me with that half-smile, smug and wrecked at the same time. “You like seeing me like this?”

My fingers trail through my release on her stomach before dragging them up to her lips. “More than you know.”

She parts her mouth without hesitation, sucking my fingers clean one by one, eyes locked on mine the whole time.

“Good girl,” I murmur, leaning down to kiss her slow, my release still warm and slick between us.

I keep my hand on her stomach, my release still warm and slick across her skin.

“You look so fucking good like this,” I murmur, dragging two fingers through the mess on her belly.

She watches with half-lidded eyes, lips parted as I bring my hand lower, smearing some of it down to her folds.

Her breath hitches. “What are you—”

I press my coated fingers inside her—slow, deliberate—pushing some of my release deep into her.

She gasps, hips jerking slightly.

“That’s it,” I rasp, my fingers curling just right. “Take it. Keep every bit of me inside you.”

Her lashes flutter, a shaky moan spilling from her lips as I work my fingers in and out, my release slicking every movement.

“You like that, don’t you?” I whisper against her mouth, kissing her slow while my fingers keep thrusting deep, deliberate.

“Yes,” she breathes, voice trembling.

“Good girl.”

I push deeper one last time, slow and firm, making sure every drop stays inside her before pulling my fingers out and letting her feel the mess drip down between her thighs.

I kiss her again, soft this time, tasting her breathless whimper against my lips before finally collapsing next to her in the hay, still keeping one hand possessively on her hip.

“You’re mine,” I murmur, forehead pressed to hers.

She smiles faintly, eyes still heavy. “Guess so.”

I roll back toward her, my hand sliding over her hip as I kiss her shoulder.

“On your stomach,” I murmur, voice low but commanding.

She glances back at me with a faint smirk but obeys, shifting onto her belly. The hay rustles beneath her as I guide her hips up slightly, spreading her legs just enough.

“Good girl,” I whisper, running my hands slowly over her back, down to the curve of her ass. I squeeze both cheeks firmly, spreading her open.

“You look so fucking pretty like this,” I rasp, leaning down to kiss the soft skin of her lower back, then the round swell of one cheek, then the other.

She lets out a shaky breath as I press my mouth lower, teasing her with light kisses before dragging my tongue slowly up the curve of her ass.

“Mm—oh my god,” she gasps, glancing back over her shoulder.

I hold her cheeks apart, my tongue dipping lower, flicking slowly, deliberately, circling her tight little hole.

“Fuck—” she moans, hips jerking slightly.

I grip her firmly, holding her in place as I lick her again, slow and wet, swirling my tongue around her in lazy, deliberate motions that make her tremble.

“You like that?” I murmur against her, before diving back in, this time firmer, licking her in long, filthy strokes.

She lets out a shaky whimper, pushing back slightly against my face without meaning to.

“That’s it,” I breathe, dragging my tongue in tight circles, teasing her relentlessly. “Such a good girl, letting me taste you here.”

Her moans get higher, breath coming faster as I tongue her deeper, eating her out slow and dirty while my fingers slide between her thighs, lightly teasing her soaked pussy at the same time.

“You’re so perfect like this,” I groan against her, licking her harder, wetter, my grip bruising on her hips as I keep her right where I want her.

I keep licking her, slow and deliberate, feeling her tremble beneath my hands. Her moans grow breathier as my fingers slide lower, teasing her soaked pussy, just barely stroking her clit in light circles.

“You’re so fucking filthy,” I murmur against her, my voice rough.

Then I pull back just enough to spit—hot and wet—right on her tight hole. It glistens as it drips down, and I spread her cheeks wider with both hands, rubbing my spit over her with my thumb before diving back in with my tongue.

She gasps, hips jerking, but I hold her firmly in place.

“God—you’re nasty,” I growl against her, my tongue circling her hole again, sloppier this time, while my fingers start working her pussy faster.

“Mm—oh fuck,” she moans, her voice breaking as her hips grind helplessly against my face and hand.

“That’s it,” I rasp, pulling back just long enough to spit on her again, letting it drip down before licking it up, filthy and wet. “Take it, good girl. Such a dirty, perfect little thing for me.”

I tongue her deeper, harder now, alternating between long, messy licks and tight circles, while my fingers thrust into her pussy faster, curling just right until she’s shaking uncontrollably.

Her moans get louder, broken, her entire body quivering as I eat her and finger her at the same time, praising her between every filthy lick.

“You love this, don’t you? Letting me eat your ass while I finger this messy pussy? God, you’re so perfect for me.”

“Y-yes!” she whimpers, voice wrecked.

I suck lightly at her hole while fucking her with my fingers, relentless now, feeling her walls clamp down as she teeters on the edge.

“Come for me like this,” I growl, my tongue pressing firm against her as my fingers curl deeper. “Come like the filthy little girl you are.”

Her whole body seizes as she screams, coming hard, her juices soaking my hand. I don’t stop—keep licking, keep fingering her—drawing out every last wave until she collapses flat against the hay, trembling and gasping.

“Good girl,” I murmur, licking her one more time, slow and filthy, before finally pulling back, my chin and mouth slick with spit and her release.

I grip her hips, pulling her up slowly until she’s on her knees in the hay. She’s shaky, hair a wild mess around her flushed face.

“Come here,” I murmur, grabbing her chin and guiding her closer.

She crawls toward me, still trembling from the orgasm I just gave her, her eyes fixed on me. My chin and lips are still slick with spit and her release.

“Clean me up,” I order softly, voice rough.

She leans in without hesitation, licking my mouth, my chin, slow and deliberate, tasting herself off me. I groan softly, watching her tongue trace every drop before she kisses me hard, filthy and wet.

“That’s it,” I rasp, stroking myself slowly now, my cock already hard again from watching her obey. “Good girl.”

She keeps licking and kissing me, messy and eager, her hands braced on my thighs for balance.

“Open that mouth,” I tell her.

Her lips part instantly, tongue out, eyes looking up at me.

“Yeah, just like that,” I groan, stroking faster, aiming at her face. “Look at you, so fucking perfect. My good little mess.”

She moans softly, holding her mouth open as I finish—hot ropes spilling across her lips, chin, even her tongue.

“Swallow what you can,” I murmur, smearing the rest across her cheek with my thumb.

She closes her mouth slowly, tasting me, then opens again to show her tongue before swallowing with a soft gulp.

“God, you’re unreal,” I growl, gripping her jaw and pulling her in for a filthy, deep kiss, tasting both of us as I keep my hand on her face possessively.

I pull her in close, kissing her one last time—slow, deep, messy—before lying back in the hay and taking her with me. She curls up against my chest, her skin still sticky with my release, her breathing uneven but starting to steady.

My hand drifts lazily along her hip, over the curve of her ass, tracing circles into her skin.

“Rumspringa isn’t over,” I murmur against her hair. “And neither am I.”

She lets out a weak little laugh, pressing her lips to my chest. “God help me, you’re gonna kill me.”

“Not yet,” I smirk, kissing her forehead.

Eventually, our breathing slows, her body softening completely against mine. I stay inside her, still half-hard, my hand resting low on her back as we drift off together in the hay, tangled and filthy.


Chapter 5

The barn is quiet, just the soft shuffle of a horse in its stall and the faint creak of wood in the night breeze.

I wake slowly, still buried deep inside her. She’s warm against me, breathing softly, completely out.

A lazy grin tugs at my lips. I rock my hips forward just slightly, savoring the wet, perfect squeeze of her around me.

She stirs faintly, murmuring something against my chest.

“Shhh…” I whisper against her hair, kissing her forehead. “Go back to sleep.”

“Mmm… what are you…” her voice trails off into a sleepy sigh as I start moving, slow and deep.

“Nothing,” I murmur, thrusting in again, dragging every inch through her soaked, tight heat. “Just keep sleeping, pretty girl.”

She exhales a shaky little breath, her eyes fluttering open halfway.

I kiss her softly, slow, as my hips roll deeper. “That’s it… let me use you. Don’t even think. Just take it.”

Her lashes flutter closed again, her mouth falling open as I keep thrusting, steady and unhurried, every deep stroke making her body clench around me even in her drowsy haze.

“You feel so fucking good,” I whisper against her lips, brushing a thumb over her cheek as I keep her close, kissing her every few thrusts. “My good girl… even in your sleep.”

She lets out a soft moan, eyes still closed, her hips moving in lazy, unconscious rolls to meet mine.

I fuck her like that—slow, deep, possessive—while she drifts between sleep and wakefulness, my praise spilling in low whispers.

“That’s it… just like that. You’re perfect. Mine.”

The pleasure builds again, inevitable, until I finally spill inside her, burying myself deep as I kiss her through the release, staying still inside her even as my breathing slows.

“Go back to sleep,” I murmur again, brushing my lips to hers. “Still not done with you yet.”

She hums faintly, barely awake, her body soft and pliant against me as we both sink back down into the warm dark of the barn.

The barn is quiet again, warm in the dark, the scent of hay heavy around us.

I shift slightly beneath her, still half-hard inside her. She stirs faintly, mumbling something incoherent against my chest.

“Shhh…” I whisper, brushing my lips over her forehead. “Go back to sleep, pretty girl. I’ve got you.”

My hand slides up, cupping one of her breasts, feeling her nipple harden under my touch.

She breathes out a soft, sleepy sound, still not fully awake.

“God, you’re perfect,” I murmur, lowering my head to kiss the swell of her breast. I drag my tongue slowly over her nipple, circling it before sucking gently.

She arches slightly in her half-asleep haze, lips parting in a tiny gasp.

“That’s it… just stay soft for me,” I whisper against her skin, kissing her other breast, sucking that nipple into my mouth as I rock my hips forward again, sliding deep inside her.

Her breathing gets heavier, a soft moan slipping out, but her eyes stay closed.

“Mm… you’re so good for me,” I rasp, lavishing both her tits with slow, wet kisses, my tongue flicking lightly before sucking harder. “My sweet girl. So perfect. So mine.”

Each slow thrust makes her body respond—her walls fluttering around me, nipples tightening further under my mouth.

She shifts in her drowsy state, trying to pull me closer even without fully waking.

“Shhh… don’t wake up,” I murmur, kissing her breast again before sucking it hard, teeth grazing lightly. “Just let me worship you. Let me fuck you while you dream.”

I keep moving inside her, deep and slow, kissing, licking, and sucking her tits like they’re the only thing that matters—my other hand gently kneading her, fingers teasing her sensitive peaks as I alternate between them.

“God, you taste so good,” I groan, flicking my tongue over one nipple before taking it back into my mouth.

Her breath hitches, a tiny whimper spilling out, her body clenching around me as I finally groan into her breast, spilling deep inside her again, kissing her softly while I stay buried in her.

“You’re perfect,” I whisper against her chest. “Go back to sleep. I’m not done with you.”


Chapter6

The barn stays quiet, warm and dim, the smell of hay heavy in the air.

I drift in and out, still buried inside her, my hand resting lazily on her hip.

Then I feel her shift—slow, deliberate.

Her body slides over mine, her thighs straddling my hips. My eyes open to find her above me, hair messy, lips parted in a sleepy but wicked grin.

“Morning,” she murmurs, voice soft but teasing.

“Mm…” I smirk, still groggy, hands moving instinctively to grip her hips. “What are you doing?”

“Taking what I want for once,” she whispers, sinking down on me in one slow, wet stroke.

“Fuck…” My head falls back, a low groan rumbling out of me.

She starts to move, rocking her hips in an unhurried rhythm, her tits bouncing softly as she leans forward, bracing her hands on my chest.

“You feel so good,” she breathes, biting her lip as she grinds down just right.

“God… look at you,” I rasp, my hands sliding up her thighs to her waist, then up to cup her tits, squeezing and thumbing her nipples as she rides me.

She gasps when I pinch them lightly, arching into my touch but never breaking her rhythm.

“Mm, yeah… you like me on top?” she teases, leaning closer to kiss me slow and filthy.

“You’re perfect,” I groan against her mouth, squeezing her tits harder as she rolls her hips. “But don’t think you’re in charge for long.”

She grins against my lips. “Guess you’ll have to prove it.”

Her pace picks up, wet and filthy, my release from earlier making every thrust louder, messier. My hands alternate between gripping her hips and kneading her tits, pinching and rolling her nipples as she rides me faster.

“You feel so good,” she moans, breathless now.

“Fuck—” My grip tightens on her hips as I thrust up into her, meeting every roll of her hips. “You’re gonna make me—”

“Do it,” she whispers, kissing me deep as I finally groan into her mouth, spilling inside her again while her walls flutter around me, her own climax tearing through her seconds later.

She collapses against my chest, panting, both of us sticky and spent again, tangled together in the hay.
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