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PART ONE

Breaking in His Bronco

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 1

Welcome to Spring Hill Ranch

 

"Bend over, sweet Chase, and keep your hands on the desk."

 

Chase wondered how it was that he ended up with jeans around his ankles, bare ass sticking up into the air as he supported himself on the wooden surface with a white knuckled grip.  He watched Skinner play with his belt, testing the weight and thickness of the leather.  A shiver went down his spine and he swallowed hard.

 

 

 

***

Just two days ago,  Chase had arrived in Wyoming at the Spring Hill Ranch to begin his six month work holiday.  He graduated from high school last month and had a full-ride admission to The University of Michigan waiting for him.  However, to the frustration of his pragmatic father, he decided to take a year off to explore the country before he chained himself to a desk for the next 4 years.  It must have been fate because Chase found a post on an online forum looking for an assistant ranch hand the very afternoon he sent in his notice of deferment to the college admissions office.

 

A series of emails were exchanged with the manager of the ranch and three weeks later Chase flew down the desolate dirt roads of Wyoming towards the Spring Hill Ranch, his new home for the next six months.

 

 


***

"Why don'cha go on back to the main house, Chase, Mr. Skinner is waiting for you in his office, I'll finish up here," said Walter as he finished packing up their equipment. 

 

An unease settled in his stomach and Chase wondered what was going on.  In the short time he had worked at Spring Hill he had never once met the mysterious Mr. Skinner.  So far, the only people on the entire 1600 acre ranch were him and the 70 year old manager, Walter.

 

The Skinners were a powerful family with over $76 billion in assets. They had made their fortune in oil and pharmaceuticals and liked to keep to themselves.  The family kept the Spring Hill Ranch as a holiday retreat away from the paparazzi and prying eyes of civilized society.

 

"Oh God, I'm getting laid off for sure," muttered Chase under his breath.

 

With a gulp, he squared his shoulders and rode back towards the stable.

 

 

 

***

Chase took a deep breath and knocked three short raps. Knock, knock, knock.  The noise echoed through the silent house.

 

"Come in."

 

"Hello?" 

 

Chase asked as he shut the door behind him.  He paused as he waited for his eyes to adjust to the low lighting. He scanned the room, searching for the source of that voice.  The high ceilings and log cabin walls gave the office a dark cavernous feel.  The sole source of light in the room came from the orange glow of the fireplace at the far end of the office.  Though the construction of the house was rustic, Chase could smell the money oozing out of the walls around him.

 

"Hello?" he tried again, nervously wiping his sweaty palms on his jeans and taking a step into the dark office.

 

"Strip."

 

"Excuse me?" He blinked rapidly, as if trying to confirm if he really heard what he thought he heard.  The figure in the corner of the room sighed and walked towards him.

 

"Did you not hear me?  Take off your clothes, get on your knees and crawl to me."

 

Chase stared in shock at the gorgeous man in front of him.  

 

It was Jake Skinner, the 45 year old sole heir to the $76 billion Skinner empire.  The man looked like he stepped out of a vintage cigarette ad, with his sun-roughened and chiseled features and piercing blue eyes. The older man carried himself with the air of someone who always got his way.

 

"Oh, for fuck's sake, Boy!" swore Skinner as he strode towards Chase, "hasn't anybody told you how this works?"

 

"What are you…"

 

"Shhh…" Skinner covered Chase's mouth with his hand as his other hand unbuckled Chase's belt and yanked his shirt out.

 

To his horror, Chase felt himself stiffening as the scent of the older man filled his nostrils.

 

Skinner smirked when he felt the younger man's bulge.

 

"If you're a good boy I'll see that you get off too."

 

"Mmm lovely," Skinner murmured, as he removed his hand from Chase's mouth to grip the back of his head.  

 

Chase moaned as Skinner's lips claimed his in a dominating kiss.

 

He couldn't do this.  He shouldn't do this.  Chase had never had any romantic or sexual interest in men before this. Not that he was homophobic in any way.  But the commanding presence of the alpha male devouring his mouth ignited a hidden fire in him.  And what a delicious kiss it was.  

 

Paralyzed, Chase could not react in time before Skinner stripped his shirt off and flicked the younger man's nipples.  The hand at the back of his head tightened it's grip and pushed him down to his knees.

 

"Crawl," commanded Skinner as he walked back into the room and sat down behind his desk.

 

Pride warred with lust inside Chase's head, but in the end he dropped his head and crawled.

 

Once he reached the older man's feet, Skinner reached for his elbow with a surprisingly gentle grip and guided Chase up over his large wooden desk.  Sitting, Skinner tugged the younger man's jeans down to his ankles and pushed on his lower back, watching through half closed eyes as his young bronco hesitantly lowered himself to the cool flat surface.

 

 

 

***

And that was how Chase found himself spread across his boss's desk for the past two hours.  He thought Skinner would have touched him immediately but he didn't.  Instead, Skinner sat in his chair and sipped from his whiskey while watching his reactions.  He let the young man stew in his own juices, the anticipation building inside him as Chase imagined what his boss was going to do.

 

Skinner finally broke the silence as a drop of moisture dripped from the tip of Chase's cock onto the floor in slow-motion.

 

"You must really want this."

 

"I do, Mr. Skinner," said Chase as he held the edge of the desk in a white knuckled grip.

 

Skinner felt his cock grow and throb as Chase's twin creamy globes presented themselves and quivered.  He had to bite back a groan as he massaged the tight muscles, rubbing patterns into the warm flesh.  After several more minutes Skinner stood behind the boy and pressed against him.

 

"Spread your legs," said Skinner as he stepped back to admire the view, the pink and swollen balls of the young man framed by the lovely white peach of his ass.

 

The pressure of confinement against his cock was too much for Skinner and his fingers moved swiftly over his belt buckle.  He pulled the belt through the loops of his jeans with a quick jerk and Chase shivered as he heard the hiss of the leather and clank of the buckle.

 

Doubling the belt, Skinner snapped it in the air, then whipped it across Chase's bare ass.

 

Sent from pleasure to pain in a split second, Chase let out a yelp and nearly bolted up off the desk, his hands flying back to cover himself.  Dropping a hand on his lower back, Skinner held him in place, "that was nothing, I hardly touched you."

 

"Hands back on the desk.  Don't make me restrain you."

 

Again the belt fell on his skin, higher, then lower, leaving a series of bright red criss crossing tracks on his creamy unblemished skin.  Chase whimpered and shifted from foot to foot, trying to ease the pain.  For his efforts, Skinner cracked a furious blow down on the soft skin where his buttocks creased into his thighs, the force slamming Chase forward against the desk.

 

"Ah!"

 

The blow felt like a it went straight to Chase's cock and the desire spread through his over-sensitized body in a flash of white heat.

 

"Perfect," Skinner said, smiling at the red marks left by his belt as he ran his hands over the blushing globes.  He pinched the heated skin between his thumb and forefinger and delighted in the hisses of pain.

 

"Liking this, boy?"

 

Chase whimpered and hissed as his straining erection brushed the edge of the desk.

 

Skinner quickly rained a series of sharp quick blows that left Chase breathless and gasping in pain.  One final crack of the belt landed directly on his asscrack and Chase bucked helplessly against the edge of the desk.

 

Stepping back, Skinner admired the purpling marks on the man's behind as he shook and whimpered.  A part of him wanted to parade Chase across town, letting all the world see his marks.

 

Skinner stroked the boy's weeping cock and breathed in the scent of arousal in the air. "What do you want?" he asked as he stepped forward and pressed himself against the bruised bottom.

 

"Please," Chase gasped out as he groaned in pain and twisted his head to the side to look at the older man.

 

Smirking, Skinner glanced at Chase's cock.  It was heavy and swollen, nearly purple with need.  Secretly he was impressed that someone so young had such control over his body's reactions.  Normally, young bucks like Chase blew like a rocket within the first ten strokes of his belt.  Skinner gathered the pre-cum that was leaking from the younger man's slit and lubed up his puckered hole.

 

Fuck he was tight.  Skinner would bet his entire fortune that the boy beneath him had never been touched like this.  His eyes crossed at the pressure as he scissored two, then three fingers into Chase's asshole.  If he felt this tight around his fingers, what would the ring of muscles feel like around his much thicker cock?

 

Skinner groaned and guided his cock to the now drenched and stretched hole. With a grunt he pushed the thick flared head of his cock in past the tight opening.  The desk rocked with his thrust and Chase felt like his body was on fire. Each brush of skin against his reddened bottom sent a fresh rush of burning pain through his body.

 

And yet, Chase pushed back against Skinner, again and again, eager to take more of the alpha Cowboy's cock deep inside his body.

 

As his orgasm approached, Skinner pumped harder, reaching around to grasp the younger male's erection.  Chase gasped and bucked as his boss caressed and tugged his weeping member.  They both cried out together as they exploded.  Skinner
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