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   The summer was only two weeks old and already I was bored to tears. Lying in bed, I cursed my circumstances and counted up the days until classes started back up. It wasn’t that that I didn’t have stuff to do; there were more than enough chores and unfinished projects floating around to keep me busy for years. It’s just that I don’t do well without structure. During the school year, I’m the most motivated person you’ll ever meet, like an academic Lance Armstrong with both of his testicles in tact. When I’m left to my own devices, however, my mind wanders into dark dark corners. Then it hits me: depression. The black dog. If you’re cursed with the affliction this will all make perfect sense. Only two weeks in and there she was, darkness, my constant companion.

   I missed school. I missed my friends back at Seabourne State. I missed the lectures and the late nights in the library. I missed living off of energy drinks and indian fast food. Most of all I missed the company. I’d gone home for the summer as was usual for me. This time, however, had the house all to myself. My older brother Rufus was renting a place of his own out in town and my parents had flown the coop to Europe for their 25th anniversary, spending the entire summer in and around Ghent, Belgium. As for old friends…

   I was never the most popular kid in high school and the only person I cared to see, my neighbor Meghan, had an internship in Philly and wouldn’t be back until late July. I was alone in an oversized house with only my thoughts and my insecurities to keep me company. I thought the days would drag on like this until August. Fortunately, I was wrong.

   It was a Thursday when this whole thing started. I’d risen at about 11:30, did 40 minutes of yoga in the front room, and then settled down to try and crack a book one of my professors had recommended that I read over the summer. I’d read the first three paragraphs over and over again, but couldn’t seem to concentrate. It was something about Hegel, something dry. Doing my reading on a couch, I laid back down at around 12:30 and fell back to sleep, only managing around 15 minutes of shuteye before I was interrupted by a loud banging at the door.

   I jumped into the middle of the room and rushed to answer, my heart racing from my startle reflex. I swung the door open, still naked from the waist up, a remnant of my workout. Half expecting my brother, I was a little surprised to find an absolute stranger. A tall black man in his early 40s smiled a friendly smile at me, his muscular arms all the while crossed in front of his body.

   “Hello?” I asked, half expecting him to ask me if I’d heard about Jehovah.

   “Are you Roman?” he asked, peering past my shoulder and into the house.

   “Depends on who’s asking,” I replied, feeling clever for coming up with such a droll reply.

   “I’m Mr. Stenson,” he stated, unfolding his arms and extending his hand.

   We shook hands and he went on to explain that he lived next door and that my parents told him I might be willing to do some work around his house in exchange for a little bitta cold hard cash.

   “It’s nothing big, mostly it will be painting, maybe some cleaning. I’ll give you 15 dollars and hour for your time.” 

   “When do we start?” I immediately replied, willing to agree to anything that would get me the hell out of the house.

   “This evening if you’re up to it,” he answered. 

   I told him I’d be ready around five and then wished him a good afternoon. I waltzed back into the house and plumped myself back down on the couch, hoping to catch a few more hours of sleep before work started. As I lay there, I realized I was actually looking forward to going over to Mr. Stenson’s. Not only would it be nice to get out of this funk that I had going, I had to admit to myself that my new boss was quite the looker. When he was at the door, I could help but notice his sinewy arms and tank-like shoulders, his handsome face and his clear, bronze hued skin. At the time, I’d thought it only a pipe dream, never really imagining that anything would happen between us. However, after being kooped up with only my right hand for company since coming home, it was a nice thought to think about.

   After catching some z’s I ate a late lunch and then played video games until five o’clock rolled around. I got dressed in an old flannel shirt and a pair of jeans that were a little torn up. When I arrived at his modest bungalow, Mr. Stenson had already moved the living room furniture into the center of the room and covered it all with a clear tarp. Most of the taping was already taken care of as well. Mr. Stenson sat on the floor drinking a bottle of beer, admiring his work.

   “You made it. Want a beer before we get started?” he asked, walking over to an ice chest and producing a bottle of Sierra Nevada.

   I wasn’t twenty-one yet, but if he didn’t care, then neither did I. I accepted his offer and sat on the floor next to him, sipping on the beer as he and I made smalltalk.

   “What are you majoring in?” he asked me.

   “Education.”

   “What age do you plan on teaching?”

   “I’m not sure yet, maybe 4th, 5th grade,” I replied, the alcohol already beginning to take effect on my slender frame.

   “When did you move in?” I asked him.

   “Bout three weeks ago.”

   “Did you get a new job here?”

   “Yup. Chicago was getting a little too busy for me,” he replied, enigmatically.

   We sat there together, talking about everything and nothing. He handed me another beer which I accepted without protest, the work we were supposed to have done quickly becoming forgotten. We had clicked. It was strange for me, the first time in my life I’d ever connected like this with such an older man. He was charming, witty, and like I said earlier… those arms.

   We were on our third beer when he pulled out his phone and informed me that there was a coup attempt in Turkey. I’m an international affairs junkie, so I rushed over to sit next to him and look over his Twitter feed.

   “It looks like nobody knows who’s in control right now. Ergodan, the president, is blaming Gullenists, Islamic types, for the coup,” he explained, opening up a BBC article.

   “I thought that the Turkish military were Ataturk types, more secular?”

   “Apparently there are more right-wing factions. Or maybe Ergodan’s lying, who knows.”

   We sat in silence for a few minutes, reading the BBC article. I leaned my body into his to get a better view, and he didn’t protest. 

   “Have you ever been to Istanbul?” he asked, turning his phone off and turning towards me.

   “No, I’ve never been out of the country,” I answered, somewhat bashfully.

   “Oh, you’ve got to go some time. It’s such a gorgeous city, and all the lamb you can eat if you’re into that sort of thing.”

   I laughed, being into exactly that sort of thing.

   “Are the big cities still pretty liberal. Open and accepting, and all that?” I asked him.

   “Oh shit yeah. Really friendly to westerners and queer people. You’d fit in great there,” he tried, jabbing me gently in the side with his elbow. 

   “What do you mean by that?” I answered, deflecting and getting hella embarrassed.

   “You know. You are… right?” he asked, more directly this time.

   “Yes.”

   “Well, same here.”

   We sat in silence for a second as the pent up sexual tension was finally sitting out there in the open, just waiting to be broken.

   “So,” I began, “we didn’t end up doing any painting tonight. And if I’m gonna be real honest with you, you look like you had it handled here pretty well on your own.”

   Mr. Stenson smiled, pretending like he was innocent.

   “I don’t have the faintest idea what you’re talking about.”

   “You said there might be some cleaning. Maybe you could find something for me to clean upstairs.”

   My heart caught in my throat as soon as the words spilled out of me. It was a gamble, but worst thing that could happen was a little bit of embarrassment. 

   “I’ll meet you up there. I’ve got to go and grab something from my car.”

   With those words he climbed to his feet and made his way out the door. I finished the last of my beer and rushed up stairs. The first door on the right was the master bedroom, spacious, tidy and unassuming. I sat down on the edge of the bed and kicked off my shoes, dangling my legs back and forth as I waited nervously. Suddenly, a strange urge came over me. I kicked it around my head, going back and forth on whether or not see it through. That’s when an old saying my grandpa used to say to me kicked into my head.

   “If you’re gonna be a bear, be a grizzly bear.”

    I stripped out of my shirt, folding it up and setting it on his dresser. Next, I unfastened my belt, undid my fly, and stripped down to my tighty-whiteys. I kicked off my socks, folded my pants, and set them on top of my shirt in one neat pile. I launched myself back first onto the bed, bounced, and came to a comfortable resting position.

   This was the first time all summer I hadn’t felt like a complete louse. When I don’t have anything to focus my intellect on, barring a nice distraction, I tend to turn it in on myself. Late nights, ennui, and so on. This right here was a nice distraction. 

   “Looks like you made yourself comfortable,” he bellowed, causing me to start and shoot straight up in bed.

   “Oh my God! You scared the bejeebus out of me,” I snorted, holding my hands to my chest.

   Mr. Stenson circled around the bed, gazing hungrily at my body. 

   “So, it looks like your down afterall. I could tell. Call it a gut instinct,” he said, scratching at his chin with his long fingers.

   “We’re like birds of a feather, you and I,” I responded, lounging back down in bed.

   “Bird of a feather… if that were true i’d mean you like getting a little kinky every now and then.” 

   “I’m not gonna deny it,” I said through a wide smile.

   “In that case, I brought a little something for you to put on.”

   Mr. Stenson tossed a tall and ornate paper bag onto the foot of the bed and gestured at me to go ahead and look at what’s inside. I crawled across the bed and took out a few handfuls of pink and white tissue paper exposing the gift awaiting underneath. I pulled out a skimpy, black lingerie onesie. At the bottom of the bag sat a pair of stiletto heels on top of an expensive looking blonde wig.

   “Go ahead, try it on,” he urged me on, his gaze wanton.

   I felt my face flush red as I realized that my bluster might have gotten me into a bit of a pickle. Nevertheless I peeled off my underwear, my cock quickly becoming hard despite myself. Mr. Stenson stared at me, beginning to rub himself through the front of his jeans. It took me a second to figure out how to slip the lingerie on, but in no time there I was, kneeling on the bed, my slender body wrapped up in ribbons and lace. Two straps fell down my shoulders over my nipples and met in front of my crotch, holding my cock against my stomach and then running up into a thong up my ass, wrapping back around my waist, and then back up to my shoulders. I glanced at myself in the mirror, and I must say, I cut quite the pleasant form. Mr. Stenson waited patiently as I slipped on the heels. When I was strapped in, I placed the wig on top of my head and then rose shakily to my feet. I twiddled my thumbs nervously as I stood there stupidly, feeling very much exposed. Finally, my new lover broke the silence.

   “Let me get a look at that ass,” he requested, peeling of his shirt and revealing his muscular ebony frame. 

   I felt my heart flutter in my chest as I threw caution to the wind and did what he asked. My heart thumped and thumped as I climbed onto my hands and knees on the bed, arching my back and sticking my ass in his direction. I turned and looked over my shoulder to see that in the meantime he’d finished getting undressed.

   “Crawl your little ass over here,” he instructed, his massive black cock standing there half erect and causing a lump to form in my throat.

   My hands began to shake a little bit as I crawled off of the King sized bed and down onto the floor. I inched my way over towards Mr. Stenson, kicking my hips up into the air as I approached. I finally reached his feet, sitting down on my haunches and placing the palm of my hand against his tree trunk of a thigh. His body felt warm against mine as we finally made contact. He returned the touch, running his hands through the hair of my wig and grappling the back of my neck, pulling it in toward his leg. I opened my mouth and kissed his skin, salty from the day’s work. With my left hand I grabbed the base of the shaft of his massive cock, at this point swollen to its full length. I gazed in awe at it, never in my life having beared witness to such a specimen. It was so thick, my hand barely wrapped its way around it. I hesitated, looking up at Mr. Stenson and feeling a bit foolish.

   “Give it a kiss,” he urged, leaning his hips in towards me.

   I brushed the hair from my eyes and brought my lips to the underside of his cock, inhaling his scent and giving it a peck before running my wet tongue from his balls to the tip of his cock. I wrapped my lips around its glistening head, the taste of precum filling my senses. I sucking and suddenly became lost in it all. Just like that and all of my inhibitions melted away, replaced with just one emotion: lust.

    My cock screamed for release, having soaked the lace holding it in place through with pre-cum. I went down father on his massive cock, its tip hitting the back of my throat. I tried to take it deeper but it was so girthy that I couldn’t do it.

   “It’s too big!” I coughed, taking my mouth of his wet shaft and squeezing my own cock.

   “That’s OK, baby. There’s another present for you in that bag. Why don’t you go ahead and take a look,” he urged.

   Smiling, I climbed to my feet and balanced my way over to the bag, reaching my hand in and rummaging around at the bottom. My hand made contact with something cool and next thing I know I’m holding a steel, jeweled buttplug in front of me. For a moment, the familiar sensation of nerves once again overcame me. Mr. Stenson sat down on the bed next to me and began digging through his nightstand. 

   “Give me that and then get back on all fours for daddy,” he said, extending his hand.

   I dropped the buttplug into his sizeable hand and crawled onto the bed, assuming the position, so to speak. Without warning, I felt him tug the thin strip of lace that covered my hole to the side. He poured a cold liquid onto my hole and rubbed it in with his fingers. I wiggled my ass, then sensation wet and slippery and amazing. I felt the cold, steel plug press up against me and then his other hand run up my leg and grab my cock. Wet and covered in lube, he began stroking me and it was just too much to take.

   “No! No!” I cried out, crawling away to keep from cumming all over the bedspread.

   Mr. Stenson laughed and promised me he’d go easy, gently placing his palm against the underside of my extremely sensitive penis. I felt the plug back against my asshole and then felt him apply a little pressure. It had been months since I’d had sex and it took a little urging for me to relax, but after a few seconds my body began to accept the plug. My ass stretched and stretched and then with a cry of pleasure it slid inside me. I tried not to moved, worried that I would cum right then and there if I did. 

   “So fucking sexy,” remarked Mr. Stenson, giving his cock a few strokes before slapping me hard on my left cheek.

   I let out a yelp as the shock and sudden pain coursed through me. At first I didn’t know what to make of it, but he spanked me again, and then another time, and then another until I’d flopped down onto my stomach to escape his blows. I lay there in a puddle of endorphins, my ass plugged and my cock still rock hard. Mr. Stenson climbed on the bed and grabbed me by the ankles, spinning me onto my back. He was already wearing a condom.

   I felt him grab the base of the buttplug and slowly felt my ass opening back up as it slid back out of my body, exiting with an audible plop. I grabbed my knees and squeezed them into my body, a signal to Mr. Stenson that I was ready for him. He placed the tip of his erection against my opening and in that moment I wanted him inside me more than I’ve ever wanted anything in the world.

   He pressed the tip of his greasy cock inside of me. The pain was intense, his cock unlike anything I’d ever experienced before. I tried to pull away but he held me in place with his powerful hands, sliding a little deeper and then a little deeper. I was stretched open farther than I ever thought was possible, my whole body trembling as it struggled to take his gargantuan cock. He grabbed ahold of the front of my outfit, lifting me off the ground the and sticking his tongue in my mouth as he pushed himself a little deeper, half of his cock now inside of me. His stubble felt scratchy against my sensitive skin, but I couldn’t help but kiss him back.

   He let me back down on my back and began slowly moving himself in and out of me, the pain slowly beginning to transmute itself into pleasure. I looked up in awe at his powerful body as his thrusts became longer and even deeper. In no time I was returning his thrusts, his cock filling me in ways I’d never even known were possible.

   “Take that cock,” he barked, grabbing me by the arms and holding me down as he started pounding me, thrusting the weight of his body and making me take the whole of his cock up my ass.

   “Harder! Harder!” I screamed, completely lost in a fugue of ecstasy.

   I felt my orgasm building as he fucked me with all of his might, a thin sheen of sweat building on his muscular frame. Just as he was about to push me over the edge, I felt him withdraw his cock from me in one fell swoop.

   “Nooooo!!! Fuck!” I whined, pawing at his cock and begging for him to put it back in.

   “Not yet bitch,” he laughed, rolling over onto his back and gesturing at his cock. “Hop on top and make me cum.”

   On wobbly knees I climbed on to his body, guiding his statuesque cock into my now willing hole. It felt even bigger now that I was on top, but I dutifully complied and began slowly bouncing up and down. My achingly erect cock flopped up and down with each bounce, flicking the the pre-cum that was hemmoraging from my dick onto both of our bodies.

   I closed my eyes and lost myself in the pleasure, cocking my hips back so that his cock hit just the right spot. I rode him and rode him and until a fire built up in my loins and I was moaning like a bitch in heat. My body shuddered and my ass squeezed like a vice as the powerful orgasm exploded throughout my body. I kept slamming my ass down on his cock, taking him balls deep as spurt after spurt of white hot cum shot from my pink twitching cock, creating a pool on his body. I came and a came and next thing I knew Mr. Stenson had me by the hips and was jackhammering himself into my twitching orgasmic ass until I was begging for him to stop. 

   Just when I thought I couldn’t take it any longer, he threw me off of his body, ripped off the condom, straddled my hips and unleashed a torrent of jism directly on my face. I tried to turn away but he grabbed me by the hair as thick, sticky ropes of his cum spattered into my face, trickling down my body and leaving me absolutely covered in his seed. When the last of his orgasmed passed, he squeezed the last of his cum from his cock onto my forehead. 

   When it was over, I collapsed into a heap on the bed, suddenly a little self-conscious of the outfit that I had deigned to wear for my new fuck buddy. As I lay there in a ball of post-orgasmic bliss, Mr. Stenson excused himself to the bathroom and returned with a clean towel for me to get cleaned off. I thanked him and wiped an ungodly amount of cum off of my face and torso. He sat down next to me, still naked, and began stroking the hair on my head. After a minute or two, I had fallen asleep.

   * * *

   I awoke the next morning a little disheveled, still dressed in the lingerie Mr. Stenson had picked out for me. I looked at the clock radio and saw that it was 9 in the morning. I couldn’t believe I’d slept through the entire night. As my eyes adjusted, I noticed a note sitting on the bedside table. Picking it up, I began to read:


   Dear Roman,

   Hope you had fun last night, because I sure as hell did. Had to be at work early and thought you wouldn’t mind the sleep. There’s some money in the drawer, 15 dollars an hour, just like I promised you. The coffee in the machine should still be good if you didn’t sleep in too late. I hope we can hang out again soon.

   Mr. Stenson.



   I set the letter down and began getting dressed into my normal clothes. I was a little shocked with how far I’d gone last night. I was expecting a little touching, maybe a BJ, nothing like what happened. I’d loved every minute of it though and knew I would be back. Picking up a pen, I wrote him back before excusing myself.


   Dear Mr. Stenson,

   I’m making pasta tonight so you should definitely stop by my place when you get off of work. Bring me another outfit if you can. I think I’d like to be your little fuck doll this summer, if that’s alright with you.

   Your “Sissy”

   Roman.



   I set the note where I’d found it and finished getting dressed. I had no idea how to cook, but I was sure I could learn in the few hours I had left until Mr. Stenson got back from work.

   * * *

   Thank you for reading Summers Are For Sissies by yours truly, Annie DuBois. Be sure to follow me on Twitter @AnnieDuBois69 for updates on my life, the universe, and everything. Also, check out my back catalog at http://anniedubois.blogspot.com.

  

cover.jpeg
oummers






