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Chapter 1

Just two weeks into summer, and I was already bored out of my mind. Wasting away in bed, I was mentally kicking myself for not having a better game plan. Counting down the days until classes started back up wasn't exactly my idea of fun. It's not like I didn't have things to do; my room was a testament to all the chores and half-started projects that could keep me busy for a lifetime. But here's the thing—I'm a creature of habit. Give me a schedule packed with classes and deadlines, and I'm all over it, like a student version of Lance Armstrong, minus the controversy. Leave me to my own devices, though, and my brain starts taking me places I'd rather not go. That's when the big D hits. Depression. And I'm not talking about a bad day; I'm talking about that heavy, all-consuming shadow that sticks around whether you want it to or not. If you know, you know. And just like that, two weeks in, and I'm already feeling the weight of it.

I was missing the chaos of Arizona State—my friends, the constant buzz of campus life, cramming for exams with a monster energy drink in one hand and a burrito in the other. But most of all, I missed being around people. Heading home for the summer was the usual drill. This time around, though, the house felt extra empty. My brother Rufus had his own place downtown, and my folks were off gallivanting around Europe, celebrating 25 years by exploring every nook and cranny of Ghent, Belgium. As for catching up with old high school friends…

Well, I wasn't exactly Mr. Popular back in the day, and the one person I did want to hang out with, my neighbor Meghan, was off doing her internship thing in Philly until the end of July. So there I was, stuck in a too-big house with just my thoughts and a growing list of insecurities for company. To top it all off, I was unemployed, fishing for quarters from the couch cushions if I wanted to indulge in anything beyond the basic necessities.

While I didn’t mind it too much, it drove my parents absolutely crazy. Before they’d left for vacation, they’d all but threatened to disown me if I didn’t find some sort of employment. But I was depressed, and something as easy as finding a part-time job can be a big challenge when you’re depressed. So I moped around the house, playing video games, doing yoga, and belittling myself for not coming up with a way out of this funk. I figured this was going to be my life now, all the way till August. Luckily, I figured wrong.

It all changed on a Thursday. I rolled out of bed around 11:30, hit a 40-minute yoga session to try and shake off the blues, and then tried to dig into a book a professor had recommended. Something about Hegel, but man, it was a snooze-fest. Couldn't get past the first few lines without my mind wandering. I ended up crashing on the couch around 12:30, thinking maybe a quick nap would do the trick. I was barely 15 minutes in when a loud knocking rattled me awake.

Heart racing, I bolted to the door, half-dressed from my earlier workout. I was half expecting to see my brother on the other side, so the dude standing there caught me off guard. He was a tall guy, probably in his 40s, with dark skin, built like he knew his way around a gym, flashing a friendly grin.

"Hey there," I managed, still trying to wake up fully.

"You Roman?" he asked, peeking past me into the house.

"Maybe. Who's asking?" I shot back, trying to sound cool and not sure if I pulled it off.

"I'm Mr. Stenson," he said, offering a handshake that felt like it meant business.

Turns out, Mr. Stenson lived next door and had gotten the heads-up from my parents that I might be ok with doing some odd jobs in exchange for cash.

"It's pretty straightforward stuff—painting, cleaning up. I'll pay you 20 bucks an hour," he laid out the deal.

"When do we start?" I jumped at the offer, ready for anything that would bust me out of the house.

"How about this evening?" he suggested, and just like that, my summer got a whole lot more interesting.

I let him know I'd be good to go by five and then said goodbye for now. I headed back inside, dropped myself onto the couch, and aimed for a few more hours of shut-eye before it was time to hustle. As I was trying to drift off, I caught myself actually getting excited about heading over to Mr. Stenson’s place. Not only was I eager to break out of my current slump, but I also had to admit—my new boss was pretty easy on the eyes. When he showed up at my door, his muscular arms and broad shoulders didn't exactly go unnoticed, not to mention his ruggedly handsome face framed by that clear, bronze skin. At that moment, it felt like a bit of a wild fantasy, not really expecting anything to come out of it. But hey, after being solo for so long since I got back, it was a fun thought to entertain.

Post-nap, I grabbed a late lunch and killed some time on my console until it was time to head out. I threw on an old flannel and some jeans that had seen better days. When I got to his place, a cozy two-story at the end of the cul-de-sac, I found Mr. Stenson had already prepped the living room for painting, furniture all wrapped up and pushed to the middle, covered in a clear tarp, with most of the tedious taping done. He was relaxing on the floor with a beer in hand, apparently taking a moment to admire his prep work.

“Hey, you made it. Beer before we start?” he offered, reaching into a cooler to grab a Sierra Nevada for me.

I wasn’t quite 21, but he didn’t seem to mind, so I figured, why not? I joined him on the floor, taking the beer and getting into some light chit-chat. He was curious about my major.

“Education,” I told him.

“And what grade are you thinking of teaching?”

“Haven’t decided. Maybe 4th or 5th,” I said, feeling the beer's light buzz in my system.

Curious about his recent move, I asked, “So, when did you settle in here?”

“About three weeks back.”

“New job?”

“Yeah, something like that. Chicago was just too much and I needed a change,” he shared, keeping it mysterious.

We just sat there, shooting the breeze about whatever came to mind. The conversation flowed easily, more so than I’d ever experienced with someone so much older than myself. And yeah, I wasn’t kidding about those arms of his.

A few beers deep, he checked his phone and mentioned a coup attempt going down in Turkey. I’m all about international news, so I scooted over to take a look with him.

“Seems like a total mess over there. Erdogan’s pointing fingers at the Gulenists,” he said, scrolling through a BBC piece.

“I always thought the Turkish military was more secular, Ataturk-style?”

“Looks like there’s a right-wing twist to it. Or Erdogan’s spinning tales,” he mused.

We got quiet, both of us diving into the article. I leaned in closer for a better look, and he didn’t seem to mind.

“Ever been to Istanbul?” he asked after a bit, phone now off and attention fully on me.

“Nah, never left the states,” I admitted, a bit shyly.

“Man, you should. It’s an incredible city. Plus, the food’s amazing, especially if you’re into lamb.”

I laughed. “Definitely into that.”

“Big cities over there are surprisingly open-minded too. Very welcoming to foreigners and the LGBTQ+ community. You’d like it,” he said, giving me a playful nudge.

I felt my cheeks heat up. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You know... you are, right?” he asked, a bit more pointedly this time.

“Yeah.”

“Me too.”

We were caught in this quiet moment, the air thick with unspoken desire, everything laid bare between us without saying a word.

"So," I said, breaking the silence, "looks like we didn't exactly get around to painting anything tonight. And to be totally upfront with you, it seems like you had everything under control here."

Mr. Stenson gave me this look, a mix of feigned innocence and a knowing smile.

"I really don't know what you're getting at," he played along.

"You mentioned something about cleaning? Maybe there's something I can take care of upstairs?"

I could hear my heart pounding as I threw out the suggestion, a bold move, but I figured the worst that could happen was a bit of awkwardness.

"I'll be right up. Need to grab something from my car first," he said, getting up and heading for the door. I watched him leave, then polished off my beer and made my way upstairs. The master bedroom was the first door on the right—big, neat, nothing out of the ordinary. I sat on the edge of the bed, shoes hitting the floor with a thud as I swung my legs, waiting with a mix of nerves and anticipation. That's when this wild thought hit me, and I hesitated, tossing it around in my mind. Then I remembered something my grandpa used to say, "If you're gonna be a bear, be a grizzly bear."

So, I shed my shirt and laid it neatly on the dresser. Next, my belt and jeans followed, leaving me in my briefs, socks next, everything folded and piled carefully. Then I threw myself onto the bed, feeling a sense of freedom I hadn't felt all summer. For once, I wasn't beating myself up over nothing. Without something to occupy my mind, I spiral, but this? This changed everything. This was an escape.

"You look pretty settled in," his voice boomed, snapping me out of my thoughts and nearly making me jump out of my skin.

"Jesus! You nearly gave me a heart attack," I laughed, clutching at my chest.

Mr. Stenson walked around to my side of the bed, eyes roaming over me.

"Seems like you're on board after all. Had a hunch," he mused, absentmindedly stroking his chin.

"We're two peas in a pod, huh?" I said, sinking back into the pillows.

"Peas in a pod... guess that means you're into a bit of fun too," he hinted, with a sly grin.

"I won't argue with that," I said, beaming back at him.

"Well then, I've brought a little something for you," he said, tossing a full paper grocery bag onto the bed's end, motioning for me to take a look.

Curious, I crawled over and sifted through the pink and white tissue paper, uncovering the surprise below. I pulled out a daring, black lace bodysuit, and at the bag's bottom, there were stiletto heels resting on a rather nice looking pink wig that had been shaped into a bob.

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

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 between my butt cheeks like a thong, wrapping back around my waist, and then back up to my shoulders. I slipped a pair of lacy panties over everything, completing the lingerie set. 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 off 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. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he gestured for me to come sit in his lap.

“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 heart now absolutely pounding, I crawled across the bed and went to sit in his lap, but was stopped before I could get comfortable.

“No, not like that,” he said, his tone firm and unbending. “Lay yourself over my knee.”

“Like this?” I asked, unsteady as a baby deer as I stood in the heels and then laid my hips and tummy over his muscular thighs.

“Just like that,” he growled, his massive hands immediately grabbing and squeezing both of my ass cheeks.

I let out an inadvertent moan, my hard cock twitching inside the panties he’d given me.

“Is this what you’ve been dreaming about all summer?” he asked, moving his hand down and squeezing my balls through the smooth fabric.

“Yes,” I cried out, pleasure coursing through my body.

“That’s yes sir!” he barked, giving me a firm slap on my left ass cheek.

The crack of skin hitting skin echoed throughout the bedroom as I squirmed at the unexpected pain.


Chapter 2

“What have I got myself into?” I thought to myself as I reached back to rub the tender part of my bottom that had just received the blow.

“You’re a naughty little femboy, aren’t you? A naughty little slut?” he asked, roughly pulling my hands to the side and delivering two more open handed blows to my ass, in succession.

The pain was palpable and I tried to squirm away but was unable to escape from the clutches of the much stronger man.

“I asked you a question,” he whispered, his finger running up the crevice of my ass, brushing every so slightly against my sensitive hole and sending shivers down my spine.

“Yes, sir!” I let out, moaning and realizing in that moment that my cock was so hard it was absolutely aching.

While it wasn’t what I was expecting when I came over, it was undeniable that I was enjoying the harsh treatment that Mr. Stenson was providing. I arched my back to let him know that I was ready and he delivered three more achingly hard slaps to my exposed left cheek.

“That’s a good boy. Good boys get rewarded. Now, get off my lap and suck my cock,” he ordered, freeing me from his grip.

My hands began to shake a little bit as I crawled off of his lap and down onto the floor. My cheeks burning the entire time, 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. 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 borne witness to such a specimen. It was so thick, so dark, 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, cocking 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 sucked 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 all the lace around it thoroughly with pre-cum. I went down even deeper on his massive cock, its tip hitting the back of my throat. I tried to take it all the way but it was so girthy that I couldn’t do it.

“It’s too big!” I coughed, taking my mouth off 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 plug and then get back on all fours for daddy,” he said, extending his hand.

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

“No! No!” I cried out, turning my hips 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 move, 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 delivering two swift spanks to both of my ass cheeks.

I let out a yelp as the shock and sudden pain coursed through me. Getting spanked was one thing; getting spanked with a plug in was something else entirely. The sensations were so intense, such a confusing mishmash or pain and pleasure that I could barely see straight. Grabbing hold of my arm to keep me from squirming away, 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.

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.

Without another word, he slid the head of his greasy cock inside of me. I’d never been stretched open like that before in my life! 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. Stretched open farther than I ever thought was possible, my whole body trembled as I struggled to take his gargantuan cock. He grabbed ahold of the front of my outfit, lifting me off the ground 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 transmuting 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 dick,” he barked, grabbing me by the arms and holding me down as he started pounding me, thrusting with the weight of his body and making me take the whole of his cock up my ass.

“Harder! Harder!” I managed to squeak out, my voice high pitched and uncontrolled, 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 straddled 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 own achingly erect cock flopped up and down with each bounce, flicking the pre-cum that was hemorrhaging 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 against his hips, taking him balls deep as spurt after spurt of white hot cum shot from my pink twitching cock, drenching his entire torso. I came and 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, straddled my hips and unleashed a torrent of cum directly on my face. I tried to turn away but he grabbed me by the back of the neck. Rope after sticky rope splattered all over my forehead, cheeks and lips, trickling down my body and leaving me absolutely drenched in his seed. It was warm and thick and being covered in it made me feel like such a slut. Without thinking, I let a bit of it run into my mouth and the taste of it was sweeter than I’d expected. When the last of his orgasm passed, he squeezed the last of his cum from his cock onto my forehead.

I collapsed into a heap on the bed, suddenly a little self-conscious of the outfit that I had been talked into wearing. 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, his cock still half erect and as magnificent as ever, and began stroking the hair on the back of my head. My whole body felt limp, as if I couldn’t move even if I had wanted to. I let myself sink into the soft mattress, warm and welcoming after such an intense encounter. After a minute or two, I had fallen asleep.


Chapter 3

Waking up the next day, I found myself still wrapped in the lingerie from the night before, a vivid reminder of the unexpected turn my summer had taken. I just sat there for a second, shell-shocked but in a good way. It’s not every day you wake up still in your work clothes. Glancing at the clock, I realized it was already 9 AM; the entire night had passed in what felt like a blink. My eyes caught sight of a note on the bedside table, and curiosity piqued, I picked it up to read:

Dear Roman,

Hope last night was as unforgettable for you as it was for me. I had an early start at work and didn't want to wake you. You'll find your pay in the drawer—$20 an hour, as we agreed. There's fresh coffee in the machine, assuming you're up in time to enjoy it. Looking forward to our next rendezvous.

-Mr. Stenson

Reading it, I couldn’t help but crack a smile. The guy had a way with words, even on paper. I got out of bed, feeling the night’s adventures in every muscle. I was in desperate need of a shower, so I took the liberty of grabbing a towel from Mr. Stenson’s linen closet. The hot water hit just right, helping me wake up and get my head on straight. Afterwards, I threw on some clothes and wandered into the kitchen. It was time to switch back to my usual outfit. The lingerie was fun and all, but putting on normal clothing felt like coming back to earth after a wild ride. My stomach was doing that thing where it couldn’t decide if it was hungry or just confused. Decided to make some coffee anyway. Mr. Stenson mentioned it, and hell, I needed it. While the coffee was brewing, that note was still playing on my mind. Impulse hit, and I grabbed a pen, scribbling down a quick reply before I could talk myself out of it.

Dear Mr. Stenson,

I’m making pasta tonight so you should definitely stop by my place when you get off of work. You gave me the ride of my life last night, and I wanna see if you can offer me a repeat performance. Bring me another outfit if you can. This time I’ll do anything for you. Anything. I think I’d like to be your little fuck doll this summer, if that’s alright with you.

Your “Femboy,”

Roman

After I’d written everything down, I had some second thoughts about leaving the note, but the fact that my cock was already swelling in my pants at the thought of another night with Mr. Stenson was enough for me to leave it as it was. With my response composed and the promise of a pasta dinner hanging in the air, I realized I had quite the task ahead of me. It was the first time the entire summer that I had more than 10 dollars to my name, and the wad of cash felt like it was burning a hole in my pocket. Cooking was never my forte, but determined to impress, I decided to dive into the challenge headfirst. The hours until Mr. Stenson's return from work became a whirlwind of culinary experimentation.

First, I scoured the internet for "easy pasta recipes," hoping to find something foolproof yet delicious. Settling on a classic spaghetti aglio e olio—garlic, oil, and a bit of chili flakes—I felt confident that even I could manage not to botch it. I made a quick list of what I needed and headed out to the nearest grocery store to stock up on ingredients, including a backup jar of sauce, just in case.

Returning home, I set about my task with a mix of enthusiasm and nervous energy. I chopped garlic with more care than I'd ever thought possible, boiled water with a watchful eye, and managed to cook the pasta to a perfect al dente. The kitchen filled with the aromatic blend of garlic and olive oil, a scent that made the house feel more alive than it had all summer.

As the afternoon turned to evening, I set the table with an effort towards casual elegance, hoping to create a comfortable yet intimate setting. The pasta, much to my relief, looked and tasted far better than I had anticipated, and I found myself genuinely proud of the meal I had prepared.

Just as I was placing the final touches on the table, a knock at the door signaled Mr. Stenson's arrival. My heart skipped a beat, a mix of excitement and a touch of nerves fluttering in my chest. I opened the door to find him standing there, a smile on his face and, true to his word, another paper bag in hand, presumably containing the evening's outfit.

"Smells incredible in here," he commented as he stepped inside, his eyes taking in the scene before him.

"I hope you're hungry," I replied, a playful undertone in my voice.

I opened the door to find him standing there, a smile on his face and, true to form, another bag in his hand. "I brought something special, as requested," he said, stepping inside.

Dinner was a mix of light-hearted conversation and charged glances. The pasta, surprisingly, turned out to be delicious, a testament to my ability to learn on the fly, and Mr. Stenson was so complementary of my cooking that I couldn’t help but blush. As good as the meal was, however, it was just a prelude to the evening's main event.

After we'd eaten, Mr. Stenson handed me the bag he'd brought. "I thought you might like this," he said with a hint of mischief in his eyes. Inside was another outfit, more daring than the last, along with a handwritten note that simply read, "For our next adventure."

As I reached into the bag with a mix of anticipation and curiosity, the texture of the fabric beneath my fingers was the first hint that this outfit was designed to push boundaries even further. Pulling the garment out, I unfolded a piece that left little to the imagination—a fishnet bodysuit, expertly crafted from a web of black lace and satin. The material was delicate, with intricate patterns that played a teasing game of reveal and conceal. Strategic cutouts accentuated the form, while a deep, plunging neckline and a daringly high cut on the legs promised to sculpt my figure into an object of desire.

But the outfit wasn't the only item in the bag. Underneath the bodysuit sat a neatly folded pair of white cotton panties. As I pulled these out to examine them, my hand brushed against something firm and unmistakable—a paddle. Crafted from polished wood, it had a smooth, inviting surface and an ergonomic handle that suggested it was designed as much for control as for impact. The paddle was elegant in its simplicity, with a slight flexibility that hinted at its potential for both pleasure and discipline. Engraved on its surface was a not-so-subtle design, the word “SLUT” in all capital letters, a nod to the power dynamic it represented.

Holding the outfit and the paddle, I felt a thrill of excitement. This wasn't just clothing or an accessory; it was an invitation to an exploration of limits, and of pleasure. The very idea of slipping into the bodysuit and embracing the role Mr. Stenson envisioned for me sent a shiver down my spine.

“I haven’t been that naughty, have I?” I asked, biting my bottom lip.

“I’m afraid you have,” replied Mr. Stenson. “You were supposed to work yesterday but instead you did fuck all. That sounds exactly like something a slut would do.”

“But I did everything you asked me to!” I complained, in a faux, bratty voice.

“It doesn’t matter. I paid you my hard earn money and all you did was fuck me and then go to sleep. I think you would agree that that deserves some sort of punishment. Now strip naked and then get into the outfit. Panties underneath the fishnets.”

I looked directly at Mr. Stenson, the doubt beginning to creep into my mind. I was horny, sure, but getting spanked by his hand was one thing; getting properly paddled was another thing entirely. As if sensing my discomfort, he gestured for me to come over and sit on his lap. Bag in hand, I slunk over and took a seat. He wrapped his arm around my waste, making me feel small. For some reason, my cheeks began to blush. If he noticed, he didn’t point it out, probably not wanting me to feel any more embarrassment.

Mr. Stenson's voice softened, a tender but firm undercurrent shaping his words. "Listen," he began, his breath warm against the shell of my ear, sending a shiver down my spine. "I know this might seem a bit much, but this is what I’m into. And I know beyond a shadow of a doubt that once you let go of your fears, you’re going to absolutely love it. It’s called submission, and you are a natural submissive, Roman. This here? This is a part of it.”

He paused, letting the weight of his words sink in. The room was thick with anticipation, my heart pounding against my chest as if seeking an escape from the intensity of the moment.

"If at any point you feel it's too much, you just have to say the word ‘banana’ and we stop. No questions asked." His hand traced circles on my back, soothing yet assertive. "But I also know you're stronger than you think. You can handle more than you give yourself credit for."

I swallowed hard, his confidence in me kindling a flicker of bravery within. "But what if I can't?"

The question slipped from my lips without me thinking. What kind of a hold was this man starting to have on me? The day before was all fun and games and now here I was, being honest and open. He was an amazing fuck, sure, but I was not expecting this to happen.

“Let’s make a deal,” he began, running his hand against my leg and sending a shiver down my spine. “I’ll give you three swats to begin, and not too hard. After that, I’ll pay you 50 dollars for each additional swat that you can handle, and will keep going until you tell me to stop. I was told you needed a summer job, and this will pay better than anything else you’ll be able to find. Now, how does that sound?”

This whole thing felt like we were bartering over how deep we were gonna dive into it. I’m not gonna lie: part of me was buzzing at the thought. But the other part? Nervous as a whore in church. Still, looking into Mr. Stenson’s eyes and thinking about our adventure the night before, there was no way I could turn him down at this point. Made me wonder what I was getting myself into, but heck, I was already in the deep end. Might as well swim. So, I nodded, the word 'sure' barely making it past my lips. A smile crossed Mr. Stenson’s face before he cupped my package and said, “That’s a good boy. I knew you’d agree.”

Following his lead like some kind of robot, I let him lift my shirt over my head and ease me down from his lap. Next, he grabbed the band of my shorts and guided them down my legs, instructing me to step out of them. I stood there naked as the day I was born, fighting the urge to cover myself up. He picked up the bag from off the floor, opened it and handed me a bundle of fabric.

“Like I said before, panties first, and then fishnet bodysuit,” he said, his voice firm.

I took the bundle, feeling the smooth fabric between my fingers. It was a bit surreal, standing there, getting changed into a sexy outfit knowing exactly what was coming next. But hey, this was the deal, right? I slipped into the panties first, just like he instructed, the cotton fabric soft and snug against my skin, a weird mix of comfort and total out-of-body experience. Then came the bodysuit, which was a whole other level of 'what the hell am I doing?' But once it was on, it kinda felt right. Weird but right.

Mr. Stenson watched, a nod of approval as I adjusted the fit. “Looks good on you,” he commented, and I couldn’t help but feel a mix of pride and embarrassment. Here I was, dressed in a way I never imagined, and part of me was absolutely delighted in it.

He pointed towards a spot on the floor. “Stand there,” he directed, pulling a chair up and sitting down, the very picture of someone settling in for a show. I took my position, heart racing, not sure what to expect but somehow ready for whatever was coming. This was uncharted territory for me, but there was no turning back now. Mr. Stenson had this vibe that made you want to trust him, even when every rational part of your brain had you questioning your life choices.

“Alright, boy,” he said, taking the paddle into his hands and turning it over and over, examining it for God knows what. “It’s time for your punishment. Turn around and let me see that ass.”

I turned slowly in place so that I was facing away from the older man and immediately felt his hands roughly grabbing my backside. His touch was electric, rough and primal and immediately I felt my cock stiffening inside the tight cotton panties.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

But before I could reply, there was a whistle through the air, and a loud crack accompanying a sharp pain on both of my ass cheeks. The sting from the paddle was intense, way harsher than I expected. It left me gasping, a mix of shock and a weird, twisted pleasure coursing through me. I reached back and rubbed my backside, unable to hide my pain. Mr. Stenson laughed at the site, as if mocking me.

“How’s that for a summer job?” he asked, pulling the paddle back and whistling it through the air.


Chapter 4

My mind raced with a million thoughts a second. Part of me wanted to yell out that safe word, and end this whole crazy thing right then and there. But another part, a part I didn't even know had a voice, was curious, hungry for a little more punishment. "I can take it," I found myself saying, filled with equal parts determination and surprise at my own boldness.

Mr. Stenson didn't waste any time, and the next swat came down just as hard, maybe even harder. The pain was there, yeah, but it was quickly becoming something else, something I couldn't quite name. It was like each hit was breaking down a wall I didn't even know I had built up. After the third hit, I was absolutely panting, each breath a mix of pain and anticipation. Mr. Stenson’s voice came through again, “That’s three swats, slut. You’re in the money now, so it’s time to turn it up a notch.”

“Wait!” I squeaked, unable to imagine the blows getting any more intense.

“What’s the matter? Has the little sissy had enough?” teased Mr. Stenson, grabbing a handful of bruised flesh, causing me to take a step away from him.

“No!” I snapped back, my voice defiant.

“Then get back over here and stick your little ass out!” he instructed.

I scooted backwards and did as asked, sticking my ass out towards him, closing  my eyes, and waiting for the blow. A white hot flash of light lit up the insides of my eyelids, accompanied by a red hot fire across both cheeks. The pain was intense, the blow being twice as powerful as the first three.

“That’s fifty bucks. Stick your ass out when you’re ready for the next one,” Mr. Stenson said, a hint of sadism creeping into his voice.

I arched my back without thinking and the blow came without warning. This time the slap was so hard it echoed in my ears. I let out a cry of pain, walking around in a little circle as I rubbed my palms against my tender cheeks.

“One-hundred dollars. You want to keep going?” he asked, spinning the paddle around like it was a drumstick.

Catching my breath and trying not to let the pain show too much, I realized this whole deal was shaping up to be more intense than I'd ever figured. But it wasn't just about the sting or the cash anymore. It was like a test—me against myself, seeing how far I could push, how much I could trust Mr. Stenson and, hell, even trust myself.

"Alright," I managed, my voice a bit shaky but pumped full of some stubborn pride. "I can do it."

The next hit came, and damn, it was like a lightning strike—sharp, sudden, and leaving a trail of fire in its wake. I couldn't help it; I let out a noise, half grunt, half yell, and did a little dance on the spot, trying to shake off the burn.

"One hundred and fifty," Mr. Stenson said, almost casually, like we were just doing some ordinary transaction.

Before I could properly prepare myself Mr. Stenson sent out another blow, swift and harder than any of the prior ones. The sound of wood against flesh was almost deafening and way more than I could handle.

“Banana!” I all but screamed, dropping to my knees.

Feeling my eyes well up with tears, I rubbed the tender and bruised flesh before looking up at Mr. Stenson, who looked at me as satisfied as the cat who got the cream.

“You did good for a first-timer,” commented Mr. Stenson. “Now get your ass back on my lap so I can take a proper look at my work.”

Mr. Stenson sat on the edge of the bed as I crawled back onto my feet, unsteady as a newborn deer. I laid across his lap as I did the night before - I immediately felt his erection, hard as a steel beam, pressing against my stomach from inside of his trousers.

“See what you do to me?” he asked before I could manage to make a comment.

“Hard as a rock,” I replied, the pain having finally begun to subside.

In one quick motion he ripped the fishnets and then roughly yanked the panties down until they were well below the crest of my ass cheeks, so that he could get a better look at his work. He gave my right cheek a squeeze, and then my left. I could already feel the bruises forming, but I’m not gonna lie, being in such a compromising position after what I’d just been through made my cock immediately stiffen up. Mr. Stenson noticed as well, reaching down and grabbing hold of it, sending a shiver up my spine.

“I knew you’d like it,” he commented, stroking my cock up and down with his calloused hand. “You were leaking pre-cum from the paddling. I bet those panties are all wet in the front. Let’s take a look.”

He picked up my tiny frame and stood me up in front of him, my little cock standing at attention and pointing in his direction. He reached into the front of my white cotton panties, still bunched down below my hips and after a moment he brought his index and middle finger in front of my face. They were absolutely gooey with pre-cum. The pain had been so intense that I hadn’t even noticed!

“What a wanton little slut!” he said, chuckling. “Now give yourself a little taste.”

With those words, he shoved the two slippery fingers into my mouth. The sweet taste of my own seed filled my senses and before I knew it, I was sucking on his two thick fingers just like they were a cock.

“That’s a good boy,” he urged, sticking his fingers deeper into my mouth until they hit the back of my throat.

I tried to fight back against my gag reflex, but it was no use. Mr. Stenson knew what he was doing and I wretched against my will - I tried to turn away but his strong hand held me in place and I sucked and gagged until there were thick strands of drool running down my face and all over my chest. After a few minutes he deigned to remove his fingers from my throat and I gasped for air, wiping the spit away from my mouth. I’d never had someone do that to me before, and I’m not gonna lie, it was hot a fuck. At that moment, I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that Mr. Stenson was right: I was a natural submissive.

I dropped to my knees without being prompted, crawling between the older man’s legs and kissing his massive bulge through his trousers. I felt it twitch beneath my lips and I reached up, unbuttoned his pants and took it out. It was thick, veiny, and uncircumcised, and it wasn’t long until I had my lips wrapped around its head, sucking and licking and savoring the sweet taste of Mr. Stenson’s pre-cum.

“You suck cock like a pro,” he commented, grabbing me by the back of the head and forcing the massive things into my throat.

I couldn’t help but wretch (damn my sensitive gag reflex) but that didn’t seem to bother him, in fact I could tell that it made him even more excited. Not wanting to disappoint, I kept myself down as deep as I could for as long as I could, his cock stretching my throat to the point of intense discomfort. I gagged again, this time coating his thick and full balls with a sheen of spit. After what seemed like an eternity, I came up for air, breathing heavily as I caught my breath, all the while stroking his wet, rock hard cock with my right hand.

“Lick my balls,” he finally instructed, and I did so with gusto, grabbing hold of his cock and pressing it against his belly before placing the flat of my tongue against his jewels.

The hair was trimmed and they tasted only a little salty, and they moved by themselves as I ran my tongue up and down them, being sure to lick every last square centimeter. He encouraged me on, moving his hips towards the edge of the chair and eventually raising his feet off the ground, laying back, and inviting me to lick his asshole. I did so without a second thought - I was so horny and in such a mindspace that I’d have done anything he’d asked of me. If you’d asked me the week before whether or not I’d give a rimjob to an older man, I’d have told you “not in a million years,” but Mr. Stenson had unlocked something inside of me. As I ran my tongue up and down his hole, I was consumed by this magical mix of submission and unbridled lust that I couldn’t help but savor the degrading position that I found myself in. I was on my hands and knees, wearing a ripped, fishnet body suit and panties, licking the asshole of a man old enough to be my father, and I couldn’t be happier about it. Pretty soon, however, it was time for him to return the favor.

“Get on the bed. Hands and knees, your ass facing me,” he instructed, standing up from his chair.

I did so without hesitation, crawling onto the bed and presenting myself, my back arched and my cock still hard as a rock. With either of his hands held flat, he immediately delivered a harsh slap to both of my ass cheeks, the sound cracking throughout the bedroom. The pain was on another level, the flesh already sensitive and bruised. I cried out and fell onto my stomach, unable to hold the position requested of me.

“Aw, is the little baby’s ass bruised and sensitive?” he asked, chuckling as he stood over me.

“Yes!” I whined, crawling back up to my hands and knees and getting back into position.

“Good,” he replied, striking me on the same spot.

I bit my lip but managed to stay on my hands and knees, and in return Mr. Stenson plunged his face between my beet red ass cheeks. His mouth was wet and warm, and I let out a guttural moan as he flicked his tongue back and forth and up and down the most private and sensitive part of my body. I didn’t even care that his stubble was scratching against my skin, I just wanted him to lick me and lick me more, throwing my hips back until he was practically fucking my hole with his tongue.

Tongue against my anus, he slapped my ass again for good measure, but this time the sensation was heavenly, so lost was I in this fugue of pleasure and pain. He reached forward and grabbed hold of my cock, which was hard and sensitive. I let out a high pitched, girlish moan as he squeezed me, but had to pull away lest I cum all over the bedspread.

“What’s the matter? Are you already close to cumming?” he asked, pulling me back in and giving my asshole another wet kiss.

“Yes, sir,” I responded, my voice breathy and dripping with desire.

“Do you want me to fuck you? Do you think that’ll take care of your needs?”

“Yes, sir. I want you to fuck me.”

“Beg for it!” he demanded, hitting me this time with a light swat.

“Please fuck me sir. I want you, I want your cock inside me,” I whined, wiggling my ass in his direction before spreading my cheeks with either of my hands.

“You’re gonna have to do better than that.”

“I need your cock, Mr. Stenson! I need you to fuck me hard, that’s all I want right  now. That’s all I’m gonna want anymore - for you to beat me and then fuck me. Please, sir. Pretty please!”

Having debased myself well enough for his liking, Mr. Stenson stripped out of his clothing, produced a bottle of lubrication, and stood behind me, grabbing me by the hips and pulling me towards the edge of the bed. He placed the tip of his greasy cock at my entrance and slowly began to slide in the tip.I felt myself slowly being stretched open, farther and farther until I felt like I couldn’t take it any longer. The previous night Mr. Stenson had loosened me up with a buttplug, but now he went straight in and it took all of my strength and energy not to tap out.

“Is it in all the way?” I asked, a slight bit of panic creeping into my voice.

“Not even close,” he responded, sliding himself even deeper inside.

“Go slow!” I begged, my voice shaking in a mix of pain and pleasure.

“Relax,” he responded.

I tried to do as he said, slowing my breathing and letting him rock slowly back and forth, in and out, ever so slightly. He spanked me again and I felt my hole inadvertently squeeze his cock, sending shocks of sensation throughout my entire being.

“That’s a good boy,” he said, spanking me again and thrusting himself even deeper.

My ass tightened over him like a vice, only this time the pleasure seemed to outweigh the pain. Taking cues from me he increased the pace of his thrusts, fucking me longer and deeper until we’d developed a steady rhythm. A thin sheen of sweat had formed over my body as I began to push back against his thrusts.

“Now it’s all the way in,” he moaned, thrusting himself as deep as he could go until my bruised ass was resting flush against his hips.

I felt so full, so stretched out, that I could barely put two thoughts together. My arms were trembling as he began fucking me deep, almost withdrawing himself before slamming down and impaling my poor little body on his big black cock. I let out a pleasure filled shriek with every stroke, my cock still hard and flapping around as he had his way with me, the pre-cum dripping down like a faucet onto the duvet cover. Before I knew it, he’d climbed completely on top of me and forced me onto my belly.

I felt the full weight of his body on top of me as he thrust himself even deeper, wrapping his powerful arms around my torso to hold me in place.

“You wanted to be my little fuck doll, huh? You feel like a little fuck doll?” he whispered into my ear, before licking it and biting it as he continued thrusting inside of me.

“Yes sir!” I whined, trapped between his powerful body and the bed.

The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, already thick with the smell of sweat and cum and sex. I felt my mind go blank as he continued having his way with me - this wasn’t how I had expected my summer to go, but it beat the hell out of any other job I’d ever had. I felt him grab the scruff of my neck and it unlocked something inside of me. The seed of an orgasm was planted and Mr. Stenson noticed too. He picked up the pace of his strokes until he was fucking me with every last fiber of his being. The sensation built and built and built inside of me, and then suddenly it happened. My vision went black, and then it came rushing back as wave after wave of pleasure rocked through my entire being. I felt my asshole contract like a vice around Mr. Stenson’s big black cock as my body twitched and shook with pleasure, a huge puddle of my own cum pooling between my crotch and the bedspread. The intensity built and built until there was so much stimulation that I couldn’t take it any longer.

“No!” I begged. “Please! It’s too… it’s too!”

But Mr. Stenson was having none of it, fucking me even harder, the whole weight of his body absolutely crushing me with each of his strokes. Then I heard him moan, and felt his body shake and his cock twitching in me as my insides filled up with his warm, sticky seed. Just like that, he collapsed on top of me, cock still inside, the remnants of both of our orgasms still ratcheting through both our bodies. After a few minutes he withdrew himself and rolled over, an absolute shock, though it relieved me of the pressure of his body weight. Somehow, I made my way onto my hands and knees, realizing that I’d made an absolute mess of the bedspread with all of my cum. I wobbled to the bathroom, knowing that his cum would spill out of me if I didn’t do something about it.

After cleaning myself up as best I could, I tried to fix my outfit. The fishnets were ripped, but after I pulled the panties back up over my hips, the rips almost looked intentional. Legs still wobbly, I grabbed another clean towel and brought it out for Mr. Stenson. He was laying on his back, eyes closed, cock still partially erect. His ebony body glistened with sweat and looked beautiful in the soft bedroom light. I climbed back in bed and used the towel to clean up the filth from his body, which he let me do without any complaint. I discarded the dirty towel, and cuddled up into Mr. Stenson’s shoulder. After a few minutes, we were both sound asleep.


Epilogue

Waking up alone in bed, the sheets still a little warm from the night before, I noticed the light creeping in through the blinds. It was exceptionally quiet, the kind of quiet that screams Mr. Stenson had already taken off for the day. Not gonna lie, a part of me was getting used to waking up to those early morning goodbyes, or well, goodbye notes. Speaking of, there was a fresh piece of paper sitting on the nightstand, folded neatly with my name scribbled on the front. Next to it stood a pile of 20 dollar bills. I recognized it immediately as Mr. Stenson’s handwriting. I reached over, feeling a mix of curiosity and that leftover buzz from everything we'd gotten up to the night before.

Dear Roman,

What a night. You really let your submissive side out of the box last night, just like I thought you would. You're really getting the hang of this, so much so that I've been thinking. You've kinda passed what a normal job would call your ‘probationary period.’

So, here's the deal—I want this to be your job for the summer. Or at least until your parents get back from vacation. You can be my little fuck toy, just like you wanted, and I’ll pay you for the honor. We'll keep it at $20 an hour for your time, plus the extra $50 for every swat you can handle. Don’t get too excited though, I went easy on you last night. Seems only fair, right? You've shown you're up for it, and honestly, I'm all in to see where this takes us.

Looking forward to the rest of the summer with you. It's gonna be one for the books.

- Mr. Stenson

I couldn't help but grin, reading over the words again. The soreness from the paddling felt like a weird kind of trophy now, proof that I was diving into something totally out of left field and actually swimming pretty damn well.

"This is great," I said out loud to no one in particular, feeling a mix of excitement and a bit of pride. Who would've thought my boring summer would turn into... whatever this was? Definitely not me.

Folding the letter back up, I tossed it on the bed, my mind already racing with what the rest of the summer would bring. This whole thing with Mr. Stenson was wild, way out of my usual playbook, but man, was it turning out to be the highlight of my so-called adult life. Getting out of bed, I felt this new kind of energy buzzing through me. Sure, the arrangement was unconventional as hell, but it was also exciting, challenging, and honestly, pretty damn rewarding in its own unique way.

"Let's do this," I muttered to myself, stepping into the morning light. This summer just got a whole lot more interesting, and I was here for it, ready to see just how far this rabbit hole went.
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