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WITH MY PARENTS AWAY, I thought I was going to have some alone and free time just for myself. It was the end of the year, and people were going overseas and to the beach to spend their vacations. As for me, I was destined to spend my time at home because I failed some classes and now need to make up for that mistake. In the meantime, my parents hired a weird guy to teach and ‘take care’ of me. I was not going to have any free time with him around.

He was weird for a couple of reasons. He didn’t talk much to me, was not much older than I was,  and spent most of his time on his phone doing... whatever it was that he liked doing with it. That made me curious, but then I remembered I didn’t have anything to do with him, so I didn’t ask.

He was also smaller and shorter than me. I was not of the biggest man in college, but I was a jock and a football player, so that meant I was a man to be feared. The guy they hired, Spencer, didn’t exactly show that he felt fear for me, but he didn’t talk to me much, and that was annoying. Still, I didn’t respect him much as my sitter because I didn’t think of him as the ‘man of the house’ that he was supposed to be acting as.

While I thought about those things, my phone beeped. I grabbed it and looked at the screen. It was a message from my girlfriend, Daisy. “Can I come over tonight? With your old man and... her away, we have the right opportunity to spend some naughty time together.”

I responded, “I wish. They hired a sitter, and he is taking his job seriously. Too seriously for my liking, tbh.”

“Ohhhhh... but I was thinking of having some fun anyway. Just because he is  with you, doesn’t mean that he has to listen.”

I turned on the bed and typed, “Look, you have no idea how much of a pain in the ass he is. If he thinks that I am not studying hard, he is going to complain to my old man... and well, you know what he is like when he is mad.”

“Nope, you are not convincing me right now. I am going there anyhow. Sit tight for me.”

I typed on the phone a reply to her, something that was going to make her change her mind, but then noticed the offline warning at the top right of the screen and put the phone at the side of the bed. Shit, this can’t get any worse.

The minutes passed until I heard the doorbell ringing. I got off the bed as fast as possible, almost planting my face onto the floor during the process, and then headed downstairs. When I reached there, Spencer was already by the door.

“What is the meaning of this?” He asked, his face sending shivers down my spine. I had never seen him like this. Granted, he had not been here him long; this was just his third day, but still, he seemed like the kind of guy that had just had the worst day of his life.

“It’s Daisy, my girlfriend. She came here to spend some time with me. Is that okay?” I questioned, noticing that I was asking a much smaller and skinnier man something that he should not have any business with. That was wrong, but with him being the sitter and I being the person he was supposed to take care of, he was taking on the role of the ‘man of the house.’

“Absolutely not! She needs to leave right away,” he said before opening the door as quickly as possible and then grabbing a broom by the wall to scare Daisy away. Instincts took hold of me as I gripped the shaft of the broom, and for a moment, we just stared at one another, with neither daring to make a move.

Daisy stepped into the house with her chin raised and said, “What in the world is happening here? I didn’t come here to see a fight. I came here to see my boyfriend.”

Her words forced the sitter to ease his grip on the broom. I put it on the wall and told Daisy. “Come. Let’s go to my bedroom.”

I didn’t look back to see how he was taking not being obeyed for the first time by me, but I had a lingering feeling that the issue was not resolved.

Still, with Daisy in the house and with me, I didn’t care much about his reaction. She put her arm around my waist and followed me to my bedroom. When we got there, we quickly put ourselves under the blanket and began to caress one another. Things were hitting up pretty quickly, and I thought that this time, I was going to have her ass for me like some of the times we were alone.

When I was going to open her butt with my hands, a loud, banging noise filled the room. Was it the door?

I took the blanket off us and found the sitter at the doorway, this time with a pan in his hands. “What the hell do you want this time? Can’t I spend some time alone with my girlfriend without you getting in the way?"

He compressed his mouth and then spanked the wall with the pan. "I promised your old man that you were going to study, and that is exactly what I plan to do right now."

He approached the bed that we were just having some quality time on before hitting Daisy with the pan multiple times. She screamed and then bolted off the bedroom while shouting for help that was never going to come.

Rage took hold of me. I could feel my blood boiling while I readied myself to turn the sitter into the idiot and pathetic little man that he was. He was supposed to have some control over me, but that was too much. He had no right to have treated Daisy like that.

I got off the bed and towered over him. Spencer didn’t back away and our chests touched. I pushed toward the wall and pinned him there. When I was going to grab the pam from his hands, he hit my balls with it, much to my shock. I backed away from him while cupping my ballsack.

“What did you do?!” I shouted in complete disbelief, not believing the sort of thing that was happening. 

He approached me with the pan in his hand still and said, "Nothing out of the ordinary. You did force my hand with this. From now on, you are going to obey every wish of mine. Now, we need to start with something basic. How about some punishment?"

His eyes were mocking me. Here I was, a man much huger than him and who could manhandle his skinny body with ease, having to listen to his bullshit after he treated my girlfriend like that. Was I some kind of pussy who could not even protect the love of my life? The thought of that made my blood boil even more. I was in complete disbelief for what was happening.

I stood up, my ballsack still in pain from his smack, and then towered over him once more. “What in the world did you say?! That I need to be punished?"

His eyes didn’t falter him. He looked at me as if he didn’t care about the fact that he was about to have the beating of his life if he didn’t stop this bullshit playacting of his

He also looked different and changed from before. I knew that he was a weird man, but not to the point of standing up me loke this. It almost felt as if he was possessed by someone else. However, that didn’t make any frigging sense. I pushed the thought away and focused on what I needed to do to him

My blood was boiling as I imagined Daisy coming back or even sending me messages on the phone while she asked about what was going on. The way that he treated her.... That could not be forgiven 

I raised my hand to slap him - I didn’t want to beat him up too much - but then he smacked my balls with his pan once again. How did I forget about that? I am so stupid!

The pain as too much and I felt my legs giving up o me. Before I knew it, I was kneeling on the floor. When I looked up, I saw a smile on his face that mocked me.

“There, there, " he patted my head as if I was nothing more than his dog, "Do you understand now that you have no power here without your old man around? I am the man of the house for now, and you will have to obey every wish of mine if you don’t want to be grounded until the end of Summer."

"What?!"

"That is right," he said before slapping my face, multiple times, and I felt completely powerless in front of him, "If you don’t do what I want you to do, you are not getting out of this the easy way."

I opened my mouth to say that he was getting off the line with this and that he needed to get the fuck out of my house, but then he slapped my face more and more, up to the point of making my face sting.

"I am going to star with this the simple way. Suck my cock and make me cum inside your mouth. If you can’t make me do that, then... Well... I will have to pop your cherry as well"

"What?!" I asked in complete disbelief. This sort of thing could not be happening at all. This was wrong on so many levels that I didn’t even know how to externalize my hatred for him.

And then, it happened. He unzipped his pants in front of me, and then put his hands around his bulge. “Take my speedo using your teeth."

I looked at him in complete
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