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I never imagined my life would take such a turn when I received the news of my inheritance. At 21, I was a city boy through and through, with no experience in the great outdoors, let alone the lumber business. But fate had other plans for me when my great-uncle passed away, leaving his thriving lumber mill in the remote wilderness to me.

As I stepped into the rugged landscape, the scent of fresh pine filled my nostrils, and the sound of buzzing saws echoed through the forest. The mill was a bustling hub of activity, with burly men in flannel shirts and work boots going about their daily tasks. Among them, a towering figure caught my attention—the foreman, Aaron.

He was a mountain of a man, easily over six feet tall, with broad shoulders and a thick, muscular build. His flannel shirt strained against his bulging biceps, and the faded denim jeans hugged his powerful thighs. A scruffy beard covered his ruggedly handsome face, and his dark eyes held an intensity that both intrigued and intimidated me. But it was the intricate tattoos peeking out from under his sleeves that truly captured my attention. Intricate black ink adorned his forearms, hinting at a wild spirit beneath his gruff exterior.

I approached him, feeling like a small fish in a sea of muscular lumberjacks. "Umm, hi. I'm here about the mill. I'm the new owner, I guess." My voice cracked slightly, betraying my nervousness.

Aaron's deep, gravelly voice rumbled as he spoke, "You must be the city boy. I'm Aaron, the foreman. This place ain't no playground, kid. It's hard work and sweat." His gaze swept over me, taking in my slim frame and designer clothes. "You ain't cut out for this life."

I felt a surge of determination. "I can handle it. I'm here to learn and keep my great-uncle's legacy alive."

A hint of a smile played on his lips, revealing a dimple that softened his rugged features. "We'll see about that. Follow me, and I'll show you around."

As I trailed behind Aaron, I couldn't help but admire his confident stride and the way his powerful body moved with every step. The muscles in his back rippled beneath his shirt, and I found myself fantasizing about running my hands over that tattooed skin. I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts. This was my first day, and I had to focus on the task at hand.

He led me through the bustling mill, introducing me to the workers, each one as rugged and intimidating as the next. But they all seemed to respect Aaron, their gruff exteriors softening as they greeted him with nods and friendly banter. I felt like an outsider, a fish out of water, but Aaron's presence by my side made me feel a little less alone.

We reached the heart of the mill, where the massive saws roared to life, cutting through thick logs with ease. The air was thick with sawdust, and the smell of fresh wood filled my senses. Aaron's voice rose above the din as he explained the intricate process of lumber production. I tried to pay attention, but my eyes kept wandering to his strong, calloused hands and the way his shirt clung to his sweat-glistening back.

"You seem distracted, city boy," he said, his voice low and husky. "Is it the saws or something else that's got your attention?"

I felt my face flush with embarrassment. "Sorry, it's just... I've never seen anything like this before. It's all so... fascinating."

Aaron's deep laughter filled the space between us. "Fascinating, huh? Well, there's a lot more to show you, but first, let's get you out of those fancy clothes and into something more suitable for the job."

He led me to a small office, where he rummaged through a closet and pulled out a pair of worn jeans and a flannel shirt. "Here, put these on. They'll fit you better than that city attire."

I hesitated, feeling a bit self-conscious, but Aaron's intense gaze urged me on. I stepped into the small bathroom and quickly changed into the provided clothes. The flannel shirt was soft and well-worn, and the jeans hugged my slender frame. I felt a strange sense of comfort and excitement as I transformed into a lumberjack, at least in appearance.

When I emerged, Aaron's eyes widened slightly, taking in my new look. "Not bad, city boy. You almost look like you belong here."

I blushed again, feeling a strange mix of embarrassment and arousal. "Thanks, I guess. It's all new to me."

He stepped closer, his muscular body towering over mine. "You'll get the hang of it. And if you need any help, I'm here for you. For anything." His voice dropped to a whisper, and his eyes held a smoldering intensity.

My heart raced as I realized the implication of his words. Aaron was flirting with me, and I was powerless to resist. I wanted to explore this rugged, tattooed man, to discover the secrets hidden beneath his rough exterior.

"I... I could use some help," I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper.

Aaron's smile was wicked, and he took my hand, leading me away from the mill. "Let's get you settled in my cabin. It's a bit more comfortable than the bunkhouse, and we can get to know each other better."

As we walked through the forest, the sound of the mill fading behind us, I felt a sense of anticipation building within me. Aaron's cabin was nestled among the trees, a cozy retreat from the bustling work site. The interior was warm and inviting, with a crackling fireplace and a large, comfortable bed.

"Make yourself at home," he said, his voice deep and soothing. "I'll grab us some drinks."

I sat on the edge of the bed, my heart pounding in my chest. I had never been with a man like Aaron before—so strong, so dominant. I felt a mix of excitement and nervousness as I imagined what was about to unfold.

He returned with two glasses of whiskey, his muscular frame filling the doorway. "Here, this'll warm you up." He handed me a glass, his fingers brushing against mine, sending a jolt of electricity through my body.

I took a sip, the fiery liquid burning my throat. "Thanks," I managed to say, my voice hoarse with desire.

Aaron set his glass down and stepped closer, his eyes never leaving mine. "You know, city boy, there's something about you that intrigues me. I want to show you a side of this life you've never experienced."

My breath quickened as he leaned in, his lips mere inches from mine. "And what... what side is that?" I asked, my voice trembling.

"The side where I take control," he whispered, his warm breath caressing my face. "Where I show you how a real man can make you feel."

Before I could respond, his lips crushed against mine, claiming my mouth in a passionate kiss. His tongue danced with mine, exploring and dominating, leaving me breathless. I moaned into his mouth, my hands reaching up to grip his broad shoulders, feeling the hard muscles beneath my palms.

He broke the kiss, his eyes smoldering with desire. "I want to taste you, city boy. I want to see if you're as sweet as you look."

I could barely speak, my body trembling with anticipation. "Y-yes... please..."

Aaron's hands moved to the buttons of my flannel shirt, deftly undoing them one by one, revealing my bare chest. His calloused fingers traced my collarbone, sending shivers down my spine. He knelt before me, his eyes fixed on my growing erection, straining against my jeans.

"You're so fucking beautiful," he growled, his voice thick with lust. "I'm gonna make you feel so good."

With that, he leaned forward and took my hardening cock into his mouth, his warm, wet lips sliding down my length. I gasped, my head falling back as his talented tongue swirled around the head, teasing my sensitive tip. His hands gripped my hips, holding me steady as he took me deeper, his throat swallowing me whole.

"Oh fuck, Aaron," I groaned, my fingers tangling in his thick hair. "You're incredible."

He pulled back, his lips glistening with my precum, and looked up at me with a mischievous grin. "You ain't seen nothing yet, boy. I'm just getting started."

Aaron stood, his powerful body looming over me, and gently pushed me back onto the bed. He climbed on top, his muscular thighs straddling my waist, and began to grind his crotch against mine, his thick cock rubbing against my own.

"You like that, huh?" he whispered, his breath hot on my neck. "Feeling my big, hard dick against yours?"

I moaned in response, my body arching upwards, seeking more contact. Aaron's hands roamed over my chest, pinching my nipples, making me squirm beneath him. His lips found my ear, his hot breath sending shivers down my spine.

"You're so fucking responsive, city boy. I love how you react to my touch." He bit my earlobe gently, sending a jolt of pleasure through me. "But I want to hear you beg for it. Beg me to fuck that tight little hole of yours."

I was lost in a haze of desire, my inhibitions melting away. "Please, Aaron," I pleaded, my voice hoarse. "Fuck me... I need to feel you inside me."

He chuckled, a deep, throaty sound that sent vibrations through my body. "That's what I like to hear. You're gonna take every inch of my thick cock, and you're gonna love it."

Aaron positioned himself between my legs, his hands gripping my thighs, spreading them wide. I felt exposed and vulnerable, but the thought of being filled by this rugged man sent waves of anticipation coursing through me.

He lined up his thick, veined cock with my entrance, the head pressing against my hole. "You ready, boy?" he asked, his voice a husky whisper.

"Yes... please, fuck me now," I begged, my eyes locked on his.

With a powerful thrust, he impaled me, filling me with his thick shaft. I gasped, my body adjusting to the invasion, the stretch and burn of pleasure-pain. Aaron held still, giving me a moment to adjust, before he began to move, his hips pumping in a steady rhythm.

"Fuck, you're so tight," he grunted, his breath ragged. "Your hole is gripping me like a vice."

I moaned, my hands clutching the bedsheets, my body rising to meet his thrusts. "More... please, Aaron, harder..."

He obliged, his powerful strokes pounding into me, his balls slapping against my ass with each thrust. I could feel his muscles flexing beneath my hands, the power and strength of his body overwhelming me.
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