
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1

“There’s nothing less expensive in the area?” I asked, nervously wringing my hands together. It was summertime in Aspen and my employee housing lease was nearly up. Becoming a ski instructor was one of the most fun and rewarding jobs I’d ever had. But it was seasonal, and I needed a new place to live.

The real estate agent sitting across from me frowned and adjusted his glasses before typing something into his laptop. “Hmm,” he replied thoughtfully while staring at the screen. “There’s nothing available at your price point that doesn’t have multiple roommates. Even the studio apartments are twice your budget.”

Damn. I didn’t have a ton of savings to work with, and picking up a few shifts waiting tables wasn’t going to move the needle much. And after a nightmare experience with a crazy college roommate, I wasn’t too keen on rolling the dice with another one.

The agent lowered his glasses and looked my body up and down. “Hmmmm,” he said again, deep in thought.

“What is it?” I uttered, slightly annoyed by his leering. My breasts have never been small. I’m used to a certain number of men and even women staring. But is it too much to ask to have your real estate agent exercise a modicum of professionalism during an office visit?

“It’s…we do have one place available. It’s a very nice, very spacious cabin located on the mountain itself. There is no rent, but you will be expected to perform certain…services,” he said uneasily.

“I’ve housesat before! I can clean! And watch pets if needed! How long is the term?” I replied enthusiastically. This could be the perfect situation for me!

“This job is a little more…unconventional than housesitting. You will be expected to make yourself available for the owner whenever he comes to visit. Fully available,” he said.

“I don’t understand. Like to cook for him? Do his laundry?” I asked hesitantly.

“No, no, I’m sorry, I’m not explaining it right. And please don’t be offended for me suggesting this, I just know you’re desperate,” he said uneasily. “It’s decidedly more sexual than I’ve been leading on.”

“Excuse me?” I retorted quickly.

“Yes, I’m sorry I even brought it up, please forgive me,” he quickly said.

“No, it’s okay,” I said. “I am desperate to stay out here until next winter. You’re not wrong there. How…sexual are we talking?”

The agent adjusted his collar. “I’m not sure if you’re familiar with the term free use, but that’s how the client has worded this particular job listing,” he said.

“Free use?” I asked, intrigued.

"From what I've been led to believe, it means you must make your body available for his whims, whenever he wants, however he wants," he replied.

"So like a human sex doll?" I said.

The agent winced at my blunt phrasing, clearly uncomfortable. "Well, when put that way...yes, I suppose that's accurate. Though I assure you, the owner is a perfectly normal, perfectly healthy, perfectly attractive man with some…unconventional desires.

I raised an eyebrow skeptically. "And I'm supposed to cater to all of these desires, just because I need a roof over my head?"

"It would be a mutually beneficial arrangement," he argued. "In exchange for making your body available to him whenever he wants, you'd get a luxurious cabin rent-free. You would also have access to an expense account to keep the fridge, pantry, and wine cellar stocked and current for whenever he may decide to come by. Which, trust me, is not that often. And finally, there is a hefty stipend involved as well. About five thousand dollars a week, cash, under the table."

I sighed heavily, rubbing my temples. This was insane. But it was also turning into a very tempting offer.

I sat silently, mulling over the pros and cons. On the one hand, the financial benefits were staggering. I could be earning almost six figures this summer, all without having to pay rent.

On the other hand, the idea of being someone's personal plaything made my skin crawl. I couldn't imagine having to constantly put myself in compromising positions, always ready and willing to fulfill whatever depraved fantasies this guy might have.

But then again, I really did love Aspen in the summer. Hiking, biking, rafting - there was so much to explore and enjoy. And I loved my job as a ski instructor, but without a steady income during the off-season, I wouldn't be able to afford to stick around. And I couldn't bear to go home to Mississippi to live with my parents.

"I...I'll do it," I stammered, torn between revulsion and relief.

The agent nodded solemnly before reaching into his desk to pull out a thick contract. "Alright then. This is your contract for services along with a full non-disclosure agreement. Just sign here, initial here, and here."

I took the pen and signed my name with a shaky hand, the ink bleeding through the paper. As I initialed each page, a sense of dread settled in my stomach. What had I just agreed to?

"Congratulations, Ms. Jones," the agent said, taking back the contract. "I will send the keys and address to your place by the end of the week." His eyes flickered down to my chest before meeting my gaze again. "I trust you understand the need for secrecy with an arrangement like this?"

I swallowed hard, trying to ignore the heat rising in my cheeks. "Yes, sir. I understand completely."


CHAPTER 2

Just over a week later, I found myself standing in front of a majestic log cabin nestled high in the mountains. The rustic exterior gave way to a sleek, modern interior as I stepped inside, dropping my duffel bag onto the plush carpet.

The place was stunning - floor-to-ceiling windows offered breathtaking views of the surrounding peaks, and the open-concept living space flowed seamlessly into a gourmet kitchen. I wandered from room to room, marveling at the opulence, feeling like I'd stumbled into a luxury resort rather than someone's private residence.

As I explored, I noticed a few personal touches scattered about - a well-worn leather armchair in the den, a collection of vintage cameras on a shelf in the study. It was clear the owner spent time here, but I still hadn't laid eyes on him. The contract didn't mention his name, and there were no personal photographs around the cabin. He obviously valued his privacy.

I spent the first few weeks settling into the routine of cabin life.

I kept busy with hiking trips, yoga sessions on the expansive deck, and making big expensive meals in the gourmet kitchen. But despite the idyllic surroundings, a nagging sense of anticipation hung over me. Any day now, my new employer would arrive, and our arrangement would officially begin.

One crisp afternoon, as I was putting away groceries, a rustling sound came from outside. My heart skipped a beat as I peered out the window to see a sleek black SUV pulling up the winding driveway. A tall figure emerged, dressed in an immaculate tailored suit that seemed out of place against the rugged backdrop.

He strode confidently toward the door, his chiseled features and piercing blue eyes making my breath catch. This was the man who would be expecting me to service his every desire. He looked familiar, but I couldn't place who he was at that exact moment.

I stood frozen, my hands trembling as I clutched the kitchen counter. The door swung open and he stepped inside, his presence filling the room. Our eyes met and I felt a jolt of electricity course through my veins.

"You must be Natalie," he said, his voice smooth as silk. "How have you been enjoying my cabin?" He extended a hand, and I shook it, his firm grip sending shivers down my spine.

"I...thank you," I managed, trying to hide my nervousness behind a polite smile. "The cabin is incredible."

He smiled back, revealing a dazzling white grin. "Glad you like it. I hope you're comfortable here."

"Very comfortable," I lied, trying to gauge his intentions. Was he going to drop some kind of bombshell right here? Demand that I start fulfilling my duties immediately?

But instead, he simply walked further into the main living area, surveying the space with a critical eye. "Good, good. I'm glad everything meets with your approval." He paused, turning to face me once more. "I'm going to go shower off the flight and get changed. Don't go anywhere, okay?"

With that, he turned and headed upstairs, leaving me alone in the suddenly quiet cabin. I let out a shaky breath, trying to calm my racing heart. What was I getting myself into with this man?

I busied myself tidying up the kitchen, attempting to distract myself from the looming uncertainty. But every creak of the stairs, every muted sound emanating from above, sent my imagination running wild. Would he expect me to join him in the shower? To massage his muscles afterward?

Before I could second-guess myself, I heard the distinct sound of the shower shutting off. My pulse quickened as I realized he was likely to emerge any minute now, ready to collect on the services I owed him.

Just as I was starting to relax, the sound of footsteps echoed down the stairs once more. This time, they were heavier, more deliberate, and accompanied by the soft thud of boots hitting the hardwood floor.

My heart leapt into my throat as I turned to face him, steeling myself for whatever lay ahead. He descended the final step and stopped just a few feet away, looking me up and down with an intense gaze.

His piercing blue eyes roamed over my curves, lingering on the swell of my breasts, the dip of my waist, and the flare of my hips. I could feel his gaze like a physical touch, igniting a fire within me that I struggled to contain.

He wore only a pair of dark gray sweatpants, hanging low on his hips, and a fitted white T-shirt that clung to his muscular torso. Water droplets glistened on his bronzed skin, accentuating the defined contours of his chest and abdomen.

When his eyes finally met mine, I saw a hunger there, a primal desire that left no doubt about his intentions. He took a step closer, closing the distance between us until we were nearly touching. He reached out and lightly touched my breast through the thin fabric of my dress.

A gasp escaped my lips at the sudden contact, my body instinctively arching into his touch. His fingers were warm and firm, kneading my flesh with a confident authority that both thrilled and intimidated me.

His thumb brushed across my hardened nipple, sending a jolt of pleasure straight to my core. I bit my lip, struggling to maintain control as he continued to caress and tease me through the dress.

I could feel the evidence of his arousal pressing insistently against my belly, and a surge of heat flooded my body.

Wordlessly, he spun me around and bent me over the counter.

I let out a startled yelp as he positioned me, my hands bracing against the cool granite surface. Before I could process what was happening, his large hands grabbed the hem of my dress and lifted it, exposing my panties.

His fingers deftly slid my panties down my thighs, letting them pool at my ankles. I stood there, bare and vulnerable, my heart pounding in my ears as I awaited his next move.

A moment later, I felt the warmth of his breath against my exposed flesh, and then his tongue, lapping at my asshole with a skillful intensity that left me gasping.

A strangled moan tore from my throat as he devoured me, his tongue probing and teasing, pushing past my initial resistance. I couldn't believe how quickly my body responded, how much pleasure he could wring from such a taboo act.

His hands gripped my hips, holding me steady as he worked me over, his mouth and tongue driving me to the brink of madness. I was lost in a haze of sensation, my mind consumed by the relentless assault on my most intimate hole.

As he continued to orally pleasure me, one of his hands slid around to cup my vagina, his fingers finding my clit and rubbing it in firm circles. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, and I felt my orgasm building rapidly, coiling tighter and tighter in my core.

Suddenly, he pulled back, leaving me panting and aching for more. I heard the rustle of fabric as he undid his pants, and then the head of his cock pressed against my rear entrance, hot and insistent.

With a single powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside me, stretching me wide around his thick girth. I cried out at the sudden invasion, my body adjusting to accommodate his size. He didn't give me time to recover, setting a brutal pace as he fucked my ass hard and fast against the countertop.

Pain and pleasure collided in a dizzying mix as he pounded into me, each forceful thrust driving me deeper into the cold stone beneath. I could feel every inch of his length, the way it filled and stretched me, claiming me utterly.

Despite the initial discomfort, my body soon began to respond, my inner walls clenching around him as he drove me higher and higher. The obscene sounds of flesh slapping against flesh, mixed with my own ragged breathing and his guttural grunts, created a filthy symphony that only heightened my arousal.

As he continued to rut into me, his cock hitting that sweet spot deep inside with every stroke, I felt my climax approaching once more. It built faster this time, propelled by the sheer intensity of his possession.

With a final, savage thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, grinding against my sensitive spot as he spilled his seed deep within me. I felt his hot cum flooding my insides, marking me as his, and it triggered my own explosive release.

Wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me, my body convulsing in his grasp as I screamed out my pleasure. He held me tight, his cock still throbbing inside me as we rode out the aftershocks together.

Finally, he withdrew, his softening member slipping free with a wet pop. I collapsed onto the counter, my legs shaking and my breath coming in ragged gasps. He slipped his member back into his pants and walked to the wine fridge, opening it and surveying the contents.

I watched him, dazed and disoriented, as he moved about the kitchen with an air of casual familiarity. How could he be so composed after what had just transpired? And yet, I couldn't deny the sated glow that lingered within me, the feeling of being thoroughly claimed and used for his pleasure.

It was not the first time I'd had anal sex, but it was certainly the most memorable by far.

He selected a bottle of sparkling rosé and poured two glasses, handing one to me with a smirk. "Drink up, you've earned it," he said, his tone light and teasing. As if what we'd done was nothing more than a fun little game for him, rather than the raw, animalistic coupling it truly was.

I accepted the glass, my hand trembling slightly as I brought it to my lips.

The chilled rosé tasted crisp and refreshing against my parched palate, helping to soothe some of the lingering tension. I sipped slowly, studying him over the rim of the glass as he leaned against the counter, watching me with an unreadable expression.

"Thank you," I managed to say, my voice husky from exertion.

He chuckled, a low, rich sound that sent a shiver down my spine. "Of course. You're doing great so far." His eyes glinted with amusement and something darker, more predatory.

I set the empty glass down, my heart rate gradually returning to normal. In the aftermath of our intense encounter, I found myself oddly drawn to him, intrigued by the complex layers hidden beneath his charismatic facade.

"What should I call you?" I asked, curiosity getting the better of me.

He raised an eyebrow, a hint of surprise flickering across his features before he schooled his expression into neutrality once more. "You can call me Jack," he replied simply, his voice carrying a weight that made my stomach flutter.

Jack. The name suited him perfectly - strong, rugged, and commanding. I repeated it softly to myself, committing it to memory.

"So, Jack," I ventured, taking a step closer to him, "what happens now?"

He regarded me thoughtfully, his gaze roaming over my face and body as if appraising me once more. "Now, I'm going out to dinner with some old friends," he said, a sly smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "I'd appreciate it if you were here when I got back."

My pulse quickened at his words, a thrill of anticipation coursing through me. Here, alone in his home, under his command... the possibilities were endless. "Of course, Jack," I agreed readily, my voice barely above a whisper. "I'll be here."

He nodded, seeming to approve of my compliance. "Good girl," he murmured, reaching out to brush a strand of hair behind my ear. The gentle touch belied the raw power he'd just unleashed upon my body, leaving me breathless and wanting more.

With a final, piercing look, he turned and strode out the front door to the car and driver waiting outside. What exactly had I signed up for?


CHAPTER 3

The next few hours ticked by with agonizing slowness, each minute stretching into an eternity as I waited for Jack's return. I put on TV, trying to distract myself, but my mind kept drifting back to the events of the evening.

The way he'd dominated me, taken me with such ruthless efficiency... it was both terrifying and exhilarating. I couldn't deny the dark thrill that coursed through me at the thought of submitting fully to his will.

Just as I was starting to worry that he might have forgotten about me, the front door opened and closed. My heart leapt into my throat as I heard his footsteps approaching, heavy and purposeful.

He entered the room, his eyes scanning the space until they landed on me.

"Hi, Jack." I said with a smile. But he didn't respond. He just walked towards me.

My smile faltered as he approached, a sense of trepidation creeping up my spine. His expression was inscrutable, but there was an intensity in his gaze that made my skin prickle with awareness.

He stopped in front of me, his tall frame looming over my smaller one. Reaching out, he grasped my chin firmly between his thumb and index finger, tilting my head up to meet his piercing stare.

With his other hand he pulled out his member, already half erect.

I gasped, my eyes widening as he exposed himself to me. Despite the lingering soreness from earlier, a fresh wave of desire washed over me at the sight of his hardening cock.

Jack's grip on my chin tightened, forcing me to maintain eye contact as he brought his arousal closer to my face. The musky scent of his arousal filled my nostrils, making my head spin.

"Open your mouth," he commanded, his voice low and authoritative. There was no room for disobedience in those words, no opportunity to refuse. All I could do was obey, parting my lips in preparation for whatever came next.

Without hesitation, he guided his cock past my lips, the head bumping against my tongue. I could taste the salty tang of his pre-cum as he pushed deeper, filling my mouth with his thick length.

My jaw ached from the stretch, but I relaxed my muscles, learning to accommodate him. One of his hands cradled the back of my head while the other stroked along my cheek, a mix of gentleness and dominance.

He began to move, thrusting slowly at first, then picking up speed. Each stroke hit the back of my throat, making me gag slightly around him. But he didn't stop, didn't let up, fucking my face with relentless precision.

The world narrowed to the sensation of his cock pulsing against my tongue, the rough texture of his shaft dragging along my palate.

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as he pounded into my mouth without mercy, the force of his thrusts rattling my teeth. I tried to breathe through my nose, but the pressure of his grip on the back of my head left me little room to maneuver.

Despite the discomfort, a perverse excitement built within me. I was being used, exploited for his pleasure, and somehow that only heightened my arousal. My nipples pebbled beneath my clothes, and a dampness formed between my thighs.

As he continued to fuck my face, I felt his rhythm start to falter, his thrusts growing more erratic. A low groan rumbled in his chest, vibrating against my lips and tongue. I knew he was close, teetering on the brink of climax.

But then he pulled out. He gripped the fabric of my dress and ripped it open, exposing my large breasts. The cool air of the room hit my bare skin as he bared me to his hungry gaze. I whimpered, my hands instinctively coming up to cover my breasts, but he roughly shoved them aside again, pinning me in place.

His cock slid between my cleavage, the wet heat of his arousal contrasting sharply with the chill of the air. He grunted with effort, pistoning his hips faster as he used my tits like a filthy Fleshlight.

Pre-cum dribbled from the tip, smearing against my skin and mixing with the droplets of saliva still clinging to my chest. The combination of sensations - the slick friction, the pressure, the musky scent - was almost too much to bear.

I could feel his orgasm building, the telltale twitch in his cock, the desperate urgency in his movements.

With a guttural cry, Jack finally reached his peak, his cock throbbing violently between my breasts as he erupted. Hot jets of cum splattered against my skin, coating my face and neck in his release.

Through the haze of pleasure and pain, I felt a twisted sense of pride, knowing I'd driven him to such a state of desperation. As he rode out his climax, I gazed up at him, my own arousal burning brighter than ever.

When he finally stilled, his softening cock slipping free of my cleavage, I looked down at the mess we'd made. Cum dripped from my face onto my breasts, pooling on the floor below. I licked my lips, tasting the saltiness of his seed mixed with my own saliva.

Without a word, Jack released me and stepped back, his spent member hanging heavily between his legs.

I stood there, chest heaving, cum smeared across my face and breasts, waiting for his instructions. The air was thick with the musk of sex, heavy with unspoken expectations.

Jack's eyes roamed over me, taking in the debauched scene we'd created. A small, satisfied smile played on his lips before he spoke.

"I'll reimburse you for the dress." His tone was flat, uncaring, like he hadn't just titty-fucked me on his couch without so much as a hello. I blinked, caught off guard by his abrupt change in demeanor. The casual offer to replace my ruined clothing seemed to mock the intense, primal act we'd just shared.

"Thank you," I managed, my voice hoarse from the abuse my throat had taken.

He turned away, dismissing me as easily as he'd claimed me. I watched his broad back disappear up the stairs, feeling a strange mix of relief and disappointment.


CHAPTER 4

I went to bed pretty quickly after cleaning up. Showers at night always make me sleepy. It was about 3am, lying in the guest bed, that I felt the tip of his cock press against my ass cheeks.

My heart skipped a beat as I realized Jack had slipped into the room unnoticed. I felt his breath on the back of my neck.

He positioned himself at my entrance, not pushing inside yet, but letting me feel the heat and hardness of him. I could hear his ragged breathing, smell the lingering scent of our earlier activities mingling with his arousal.

Slowly, deliberately, he began to push forward, breaching my defenses inch by agonizing inch. I bit back a moan, not wanting to alert him to my vulnerability. But it was no use - a quiet whimper escaped me as he bottomed out, his thick cock buried deep within my pussy.

I lay there, stunned and overwhelmed by the sudden intrusion. His weight pressed me into the mattress, his hands gripping my hips tightly enough to leave bruises.

After a moment, he started to move, withdrawing until just the tip remained inside me before slamming back in. The brutal pace he set left me gasping, struggling to catch my breath between thrusts.

Each stroke dragged against my sensitive walls, sending jolts of pleasure-pain coursing through me. I couldn't help but clench around him, trying to ease the friction even as it drove me wild.

Jack's grunts grew louder, more animalistic, as he fucked me with reckless abandon. I could feel his control slipping, his hand squeezing my ass harder, his thrusts becoming erratic as he chased his climax.

The room filled with the obscene sound of flesh slapping against flesh, punctuated by Jack's harsh breathing and my muffled cries. I was lost in a haze of sensation, every nerve ending alight with pleasure and pain.

As his thrusts intensified, I could feel his cock swelling inside me, the veins pulsing against my inner walls. He was so close, his orgasm coiling tight within him like a spring ready to snap. He reached around and grabbed my breast, gripping it tightly as he continued to fuck me silly.

With a final, brutal thrust, Jack buried himself to the hilt and came undone. His cock pulsed and throbbed as he emptied himself deep within me, each spurt sending shockwaves through my body.

I cried out, overcome by the intensity of his release and the sheer force of his thrusts. My pussy clenched around him, milking him for every last drop as I rode out the aftershocks of my own climax.

Finally, he collapsed behind me as he struggled to catch his breath. I lay there, boneless and spent, feeling his softening cock slip free of my tender folds.

I could feel the warmth of his cum seeping out of me as I lay there, my body still trembling with the aftermath of our frenzied coupling. Jack's arms wrapped around me, pulling me back against his chest as he nuzzled into my neck.

For a moment, the rough edges of our encounter softened, replaced by a tenderness that surprised me. His breath was hot against my skin, and I could feel the steady beat of his heart against my back.

"I'll see you in the morning," he murmured, his voice low and husky with promise.

I nodded, though I knew he couldn't see me. "Okay."

The warmth of his body against mine was comforting, a stark contrast to the coldness of our earlier encounter. I closed my eyes, savoring the intimacy of the moment despite everything that had transpired. After a few moments he left, leaving me alone with the pool of cum leaking onto my thighs and the sheets.

I drifted off to sleep, lulled by the distant sounds of the house settling around me.


CHAPTER 5


When I woke the next morning, I felt sore and sticky, the remnants of our activities still clinging to my skin. Showering quickly, I washed away the evidence of our tryst, trying to erase the memories along with the sweat and semen. But before I could finish, in walked Jack.

"Morning," I said, trying to sound casual despite the flush creeping up my neck. I rinsed the shampoo from my hair, avoiding eye contact. Jack just stared.

His gaze was intense, unwavering, making me acutely aware of my naked form under the spray of water. I could feel his eyes roaming over my curves, lingering on the marks left by his fingers and teeth.

A shiver ran down my spine as I realized he was remembering last night's events just as vividly as I was. The way he'd dominated me, used me for his pleasure, reduced me to nothing more than a willing receptacle for his lust.

And yet, despite the humiliation, I couldn't deny the thrill that shot through me at the memory of those raw, primal moments.

I finished washing up and turned off the shower, reaching for a towel. Jack still hadn't moved, his expression unreadable. I wrapped the terrycloth around myself, feeling suddenly vulnerable under his scrutiny.

"What?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. "Is something wrong?"

His silence stretched out, heavy with unspoken thoughts and desires. Finally, he spoke, his words low and gravelly.

"Sometimes I just like to watch."

His blunt statement sent a jolt of electricity through me, making my heart race and my nipples harden beneath the damp towel. I could feel his eyes boring into me, drinking in the sight of my wet, flushed skin.

"Oh really?" I taunted, letting the towel fall open to reveal my breasts, now pert and glistening with water droplets. "Then what do you think? Do I pass inspection?"

I stepped even closer, until our bodies were almost touching, my hardened nipples brushing against his chest. Jack's hands came up to cup my breasts, his thumbs circling my nipples in a maddening rhythm.

"You're perfect," he growled, his mouth crashing down onto mine in a bruising kiss.

His lips were demanding, claiming mine as if staking his ownership over every inch of me. I melted into the kiss, surrendering to the raw passion that coursed through us both.

One hand slid down my back, grasping my ass and pulling me hard against his erection. I could feel the heat of it, straining against his pants, aching to be released once more.

He lifted me up onto the counter, spreading my thighs with his hands. He buried his face between them, licking and kissing his way towards my warmth.

A moan escaped my lips as his tongue delved into my core, lapping at my slick folds with relentless hunger. I threaded my fingers through his hair, holding him close as he devoured me.

He sucked on my clit, the pressure sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. I rocked my hips against his face, grinding myself against his eager mouth.

Just when I thought I might peak, he pulled back, leaving me gasping and wanting. He stood up, his zipper lowering to free his throbbing cock.

I looked up at him, my eyes glazed with lust, my body trembling with anticipation. Jack grabbed my ankles, spreading my legs wide apart as he positioned himself between them.

With a swift, powerful thrust, he sheathed himself inside me, filling me completely. I cried out, my back arching off the counter as he began to move, his hips snapping forward in a relentless rhythm.

He leaned down, capturing my lips in another searing kiss as he pounded into me, driving me higher and higher with each stroke. I could taste the saltiness of his sweat on my tongue, feel the tension building in his muscles as he chased his own release.

Suddenly, he pulled out, flipping me around to face the mirror. I braced myself against the counter, looking down at where his cock was poised at my entrance once more.

I watched, transfixed, as he entered me again, this time from behind. The new angle allowed him to hit deeper, his thick shaft stretching me wide as he started to thrust.

"Fuck," he grunted, his pace increasing as he drove into me with wild abandon. I gripped the edge of the counter, my knuckles white, as I tried to keep my balance amidst the onslaught of his passionate assault.

The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed through the bathroom, mingling with our ragged breathing and the creaking of the countertop beneath us. I could feel the pressure building, my orgasm looming just out of reach, tantalizing and elusive.

Jack reached around, his fingers finding my clit and rubbing it in fast, furious circles.

The added stimulation proved to be the final push I needed. My body tensed, a scream tearing from my throat as I came undone. Wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over me, my vision blurring at the edges as I clung to the counter for support.

Through it all, Jack continued to pound into me, chasing his own climax. His movements grew erratic, his grip on my hip tightening as he neared the brink. He slapped my ass hard, and the sound echoed around the marble.

With a guttural roar, he buried himself deep and spilled his seed inside me, his hot cum coating my inner walls. We collapsed together, panting and spent, our bodies still joined as we basked in the afterglow of our shared ecstasy.

As we caught our breath, Jack slowly withdrew, his softening cock slipping free of my tender flesh.

I felt a slight trickle of his cum leak out of me, a tangible reminder of our recent intimacy. With shaking hands, I reached for a towel, gently wiping away the evidence of our passion.

Jack slipped his cock back into his pants and zipped up before leaving.

I stood there for a moment, staring at the spot where he had just been, my mind reeling from the intensity of our encounter. Then, with a sigh, I headed to the bedroom to get dressed, already missing the warmth of his body against mine.


CHAPTER 6

By the time I came downstairs Jack was gone. On the kitchen counter was a note:

Had to fly back to New York for a company emergency. I'll be back soon. Try not to miss me too much.

I read the note, a pang of disappointment hitting me harder than expected. He had only just arrived yesterday, bringing a whirlwind of pain and pleasure with him, and the sudden absence felt like a void I wasn't sure how to fill.

I wouldn't have to wait long. Three days later, while I was getting ready for a hike, I heard his car pull up outside.

I rushed to the window, parting the curtains to catch a glimpse of Jack emerging from the driver's side. He looked tired, his usually sharp features drawn and his eyes shadowed, but as he spotted me watching, his face broke into a weary smile.

I quickly ran downstairs. By the time I made it he was already in the living room, pouring himself a glass of whiskey.

"How's it going?" I asked.

He took a sip of the amber liquid, savoring the burn as it went down his throat. Setting the glass aside, he turned to face me, his gaze roaming over my appearance.

"Not great," he admitted, running a hand through his disheveled hair. "We lost a major client and I had to scramble to save the deal. Didn't sleep much in the past few days."

I could see the fatigue etched into the lines of his face, the weariness in his posture. It touched something deep within me, an unexpected surge of maternal instinct.

"Why don't you go take a nap?" I suggested softly. "I can make dinner for us."

He raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised by my offer. But then a small, grateful smile curved his lips. "Thanks, Natalie. That's really sweet of you."

"No problem," I replied, feeling a warmth spread through my chest at his appreciation. "You look like you could use some rest."

I walked over to him, placing a gentle hand on his arm. "Why don't you head upstairs and I'll come wake you when it's time to eat?"

He nodded, leaning into my touch for a brief moment before stepping back. "Alright, thanks again."

I watched as he trudged up the stairs, his shoulders slumped in exhaustion. Once he was out of sight, I let out a quiet sigh, my hand lingering on the spot where his arm had been.

It was strange, this sudden urge to care for him, to mother him even. This was not a standard arrangement by any means - but with all of the physical intimacy we'd already experienced, the lines we'd crossed, there wasn't much point in playing coy or hard to get. I had nothing to hide from this man.

Shrugging off the peculiar feelings, I busied myself with preparing dinner, the savory aromas filling the house and serving as a comforting distraction from the turmoil brewing within me. When it was ready I went upstairs, ready to retrieve Jack.

I knocked softly on the door to his room, calling out, "Dinner's ready, Jack."

There was no immediate response, so I tried the handle, finding it unlocked. Pushing the door open, I stepped inside, my eyes adjusting to the dim light.

Jack was sprawled across the bed, fully clothed, his breathing slow and even. He looked peaceful, almost serene, in contrast to the stress and strain I knew he'd been under.

I approached cautiously, not wanting to startle him awake. As I drew closer, I noticed the bulge in his pants.

A flush crept up my cheeks as realization dawned. In his exhausted state, Jack must have stripped down to his boxers and fallen asleep, forgetting about his erection. Or perhaps, in his dreams, he was reliving our intimate moments together.

Either way, the sight stirred something primal within me. Without thinking, I reached out and gently removed his boxers, letting his cock spring free.

I pulled off my own panties and straddled him, positioning his cock at my entrance.

With a soft moan, I sank down onto him, enveloping his length in my heat. I paused for a moment, savoring the sensation of being filled once more by him, before starting to move.

He awoke, startled. "Wait a second," he said. "This isn't a part of the arrangement, I'm not free use, you are-"

I cut him off with a kiss, my mouth claiming his as I rode him, setting a steady rhythm. I could taste the sleep on his lips, feel the hardness of his body beneath me.

Despite his initial protest, Jack seemed to quickly lose himself in the pleasure, his hips bucking up to meet my movements. The bed creaked and shifted with our exertions, the sound mixing with our heavy breathing and muffled moans.

I broke the kiss, leaning back slightly to gaze down at him, my breasts swaying with each thrust. "Tell me to stop if you want," I panted, my voice husky with desire. "But right now, I need this. I need you."

His eyes were dark with lust, his fingers digging into my hips as he urged me on. "Fuck, Natalie...your pussy feels so fucking good..."

I picked up speed, my inner walls clenching around him as I chased my own release. The coil of tension inside me wound tighter and tighter until, with a cry, I came undone, my orgasm crashing over me in waves.

After my body finished spasming I lifted myself into a squat, letting Jack drive even deeper upwards into my warmth.

His cock throbbed and pulsed inside me as he neared his climax. I braced my hands on his chest, feeling his heart race beneath my palms.

"Cum for me, Jack," I whispered urgently, my own voice trembling with the effort of holding back another orgasm and holding my legs in this squat. "Fill me up..."

He let out a guttural groan, his entire body tensing as he surged upward one final time, burying himself to the hilt inside me.

Hot jets of semen spurted deep into my core, coating my inner walls and flooding my womb with his essence. I could feel every pulse, every twitch as he emptied himself into me, marking me as his in the most primal way possible.

As the last drops trickled out, he collapsed back onto the mattress, spent and panting. I stayed seated atop him, my legs quivering with the aftershocks of my own climax, basking in the afterglow of our shared ecstasy.

Before I could react, his strong arms reached out and grabbed my hips, pulling me towards him until my pussy was directly over his face.

Jack wasted no time, burying his face between my thighs and attacking my sensitive flesh with gusto. His tongue delved deep, lapping up the combined fluids that leaked from my well-used hole.

"Mmm, you taste divine," he growled against my folds, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through my core. His hands gripped my ass, spreading my cheeks wide as he feasted on my pussy like a man starved. Without warning, he stuck a finger in my asshole and started to slowly move it in and out.

The dual stimulation quickly had me teetering on the brink once more. "Oh god, Jack!"

I cried out, my body shaking uncontrollably as another intense orgasm ripped through me. My juices gushed out, coating Jack's chin and dripping down onto his chest.

He continued to lap at my convulsing pussy, prolonging my climax, his finger still pumping steadily in and out of my ass. Just as I thought I couldn't take anymore, he picked me up and spun me around, his tongue moving its relentless assault to my asshole.

Jack's tongue swirled around my puckered hole, teasing and probing, before pushing inside. He alternated between shallow licks and deep thrusts, his skilled muscle massaging my inner walls.

One hand reached around to rub tight circles on my clit, the other gripping my hip hard enough to bruise. The dual sensations of his tongue in my ass and his fingers on my clit had me seeing stars.

"You're so fucking hot," he groaned, the vibrations making me shudder.

He punctuated his words with a particularly deep thrust of his tongue, fucking my ass with his mouth. I could only moan brokenly, completely at his mercy, my body trembling with overwhelming pleasure.

In between spasms I leaned down and licked his softening cock, tasting my own juices combined with his cum.

He shuddered as my tongue lapped at his sensitive flesh, his grip on my hips tightening reflexively. But he didn't let up his oral assault on my ass, determined to wring every last drop of pleasure from my body.

His tongue swirled and probed, occasionally dipping lower to collect the arousal that dripped from my neglected pussy. He hummed in approval, the vibrations sending shockwaves through my core.

"God, I love the way you taste," he murmured, giving my ass a sharp smack. "I bet you love having your holes played with, don't you? Love being used for my pleasure?"

I whimpered and nodded frantically, too lost in bliss to form coherent words. My body trembled with need, craving more of his touch, more of his domination.

Jack seemed to sense my desperation. He withdrew his tongue from my ass with a lewd pop, leaving me feeling empty and aching. Then, without warning, he flipped me onto the bed and loomed over me, his eyes dark with lust and possession.

"I'm going to ruin you for anyone else," he growled, lifting my legs above my head. "By the time I'm done, this greedy little asshole will belong to me."

With that promise, he slammed into me, filling my ass to the brim in one powerful thrust.

I screamed in a mix of pain and pleasure as he stretched me impossibly wide, my asshole clenching desperately around his thick shaft. Tears of overwhelmed sensation pricked at the corners of my eyes but I didn't ask him to stop, too far gone in my submission to him.

"Yours," I whimpered, my voice raw and desperate. "I'm all yours, Jack. Use me however you want."

He set a brutal pace, pounding into me with animalistic grunts, the obscene slap of skin on skin echoing through the room. One hand wrapped around my throat, applying just enough pressure to make me lightheaded, while the other found my clit and rubbed mercilessly.

"You're mine," he snarled, his hips snapping forward with punishing force.

I could only moan brokenly, my body surrendering completely to his dominant onslaught. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure-pain radiating through my core, stoking the fire building low in my belly.

Jack's grip on my throat tightened fractionally, making me dizzy with lack of air. Stars burst behind my eyelids as he pounded into me, using me like a fleshlight for his own gratification.

"Yes, take it! Take my cock like the dirty slut you are," he growled, his voice rough with lust. Sweat beaded on his brow as he rutted into me, chasing his own release.

My pussy clenched desperately, aching to be filled again. I could feel another massive orgasm building, my nerves frayed and raw with sensation.

"Please," I begged mindlessly, my world narrowing down to nothing but the exquisite drag of his cock in my ass and the pressure of his hand on my throat. I was completely at his mercy, a slave to the pleasure he inflicted upon me.

Jack's movements grew erratic, his balls drawing up tight as he neared his peak. With a roar, he buried himself to the hilt one final time, his cock pulsing as he pumped what felt like gallons of hot cum deep into my bowels.

The sensation of his release triggering my own. I came with a silent scream, my pussy gushing and squirting all over his chest. My asshole clenched rhythmically, milking every last drop from his spurting member.

He collapsed on top of me, both of us panting and twitching through the aftershocks.

As we lay there, sweat-slicked and satiated, Jack's softening cock slipped out of my abused hole with a wet plop. A river of his seed immediately began to leak out, pooling on the sheets beneath us.

He rolled off of me, pulling me into his arms and tucking my head under his chin. I nuzzled into his neck, inhaling the musky scent of sex and sweat that clung to his skin.

"That was incredible," he murmured, pressing a surprisingly tender kiss to my forehead. "You're the best I've ever had."

I preened at the praise, a satisfied smile curving my lips despite the soreness radiating through my body. Jack probably had free use girls in houses all over the country. It gave me a twisted sense of pride to know that I was the best one.

I purred contentedly, basking in the afterglow and the warmth of his embrace. My body felt deliciously sore and used in the best possible way. I knew I would be feeling the effects of our vigorous coupling for days to come - a pleasant reminder of how thoroughly he had claimed me.

As if reading my thoughts, Jack's hand drifted down to cup my ass, his fingers dipping into the crevice to scoop up some of the cum that had leaked out. He brought them to my lips, painting them with his essence.

"Clean yourself off," he commanded softly, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction and barely restrained hunger. "And then let's go eat dinner."

I obediently parted my lips, allowing him to feed me his own spend. The salty, slightly bitter taste exploded across my tongue as I sucked his fingers clean, maintaining eye contact the whole time.

After cleaning his fingers, I sat up slowly, wincing slightly as my well-used muscles protested the movement. I could feel rivulets of Jack's cum trickling down the backs of my thighs as I stood on shaky legs.

Padding naked to the bathroom, I cleaned myself up as best I could, wetting a washcloth and gently wiping away the evidence of our activities. I took a moment to admire my reflection - my hair mussed, my lips swollen, my skin flushed and marked with the faint red imprints of Jack's hands. I looked thoroughly debauched, utterly owned.

Jack was gone by the next morning, likely carried away by another work emergency. But like before, he couldn't stay away for long.

The real estate agent had told me that Jack only spent about a week in his cabin last summer. I'm not sure if he fell more in love with Aspen, or couldn't stay away from me, because he ended up coming a lot more often this year.

By the end of the summer, I had lost count of how many times Jack had visited, each stay lasting anywhere from a few days to a week. And each time, he used me with the same single-minded intensity, determined to wring every last drop of pleasure from my willing body.

He had indeed fucked me in every room of the cabin - bent over the kitchen counter as he made coffee, pinned against the wall in the living room, sprawled across the dining table, even taken me in the hot tub under the stars. He seemed intent on marking every surface with the sounds and scents of our couplings. Nothing could ever match the intensity of that night in his room though.

But it wasn't just physical anymore. Somewhere along the way, I had fallen for him, hard and fast. His dominant nature, his raw masculinity, the way he made me feel so cherished yet so deliciously used...

By the end of the summer, as ski season loomed and my contract to stay in his cabin came to a close, I wondered if I would ever see him again.

As the first snowflakes began to fall, signaling the start of the ski season, a heavy sense of melancholy settled over me. The cabin that had been my home, my sanctuary, for the past several months now felt empty and cold, devoid of Jack's presence.

I busied myself with packing, folding away the lingerie he had gifted me, the silky robes I had worn lounging by the fireplace. Each item held memories of our passionate encounters, his skilled hands exploring every inch of my body.

On my last day, I wandered through the rooms one final time, trailing my fingers along the back of the couch where he had taken me from behind, pausing by the window overlooking the slopes where we had made love, wrapped in a blanket as the sun set over the mountains.

As I stepped outside, my breath misting in the crisp mountain air, I couldn't help but look back at the cabin one last time. It had been more than just a place to stay - it had been the backdrop for the most intense, transformative experience of my life. In these walls, I had discovered depths of passion and submission I never knew existed within me.

With a heavy sigh, I turned to walk towards the waiting shuttle that would take me to the employee housing at the base of the mountain. But as I took my first step, a familiar voice called out from behind me.

"Leaving so soon, Nat?"

I spun around, my heart leaping into my throat as I saw Jack striding towards me, looking as devastatingly handsome as ever in a wool coat and scarf.

I stared at him in disbelief, hardly daring to hope that this wasn't just a figment of my imagination. He was really here, standing before me in the flesh, his grey eyes glinting with that now-familiar predatory light as they raked over my form.

"I thought..." I started, my voice cracking slightly with emotion. "I thought my contract was complete."

Jack closed the distance between us in a few long strides, reaching out to pull me flush against his chest. I melted into his embrace, breathing in his comforting scent.

"Oh Nat," he murmured, his thumb brushing away a stray tear from my cheek. "Did you really think I'd let you go that easily? That I'd let anyone else have the privilege of your sweet little body?"

His other hand slid down to grope my ass possessively, squeezing the firm globe. "No, pet. You belong to me. This is your home now, right here in my cabin. Right here in my bed."

Jack captured my lips in a searing kiss, his tongue delving into my mouth to claim me once again. When he finally pulled back, we were both breathing heavily.

"So what do you say, Nat? Ready to sign a new contract? One that’s a little more open ended?"

I gazed up at him, my heart swelling with a mixture of joy, relief, and overwhelming love. Tears of happiness pricked at the corners of my eyes as the reality of his words sank in. He wanted me to stay, not just for the season, but indefinitely.

"Yes," I breathed, winding my arms around his neck. "Yes, I want that more than anything. I want to be yours, completely and utterly. This is where I belong, with you."

I peppered his face with kisses, pouring all of my emotions into the gesture. "Thank you, Jack."

And that's how I ended up a permanent resident of Jack's cabin, happily ever after.
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