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Book Description for Rental Agreement: A Romantic Forced Femme Story of Forced Bisexual Male Submission

Kyle's just your average straight boy who loves to cross-dress. He's not into guys. But that doesn't mean he can't make a whole pile of money doing TabooChat cam shows for strangers online. Playing as the submissive sissy slut "Kylie," he's been doing sex shows for so long that he's gotten in the habit of acting submissive toward other men.

So when Kyle's huge, hairy, devilishly handsome and irritatingly alpha-male landlord, Carmine Nardelli, busts in one morning and informs Kyle he's in violation of his rental agreement, Kyle only protests meekly.

Kyle's offense? Running a home-based business without the landlord's approval! It seems Carmine's been hanging out on TabooChat... and he likes "girls" just like Kyle. But that doesn't change the fact that Kyle's violation of his rental agreement could get him evicted... if he doesn't make "friends" with Carmine pretty quick.

Next thing Kyle knows, he's down on his knees, in full-on "Kylie" mode... begging for Carmine's forgiveness with a wet, willing mouth.

And after Carmine takes his pleasure with Kylie, he informs the sissy they'll be "discussing" the matter further that night... when Kylie has her landlord over for a home-cooked dinner.

Scared and angry, but undeniably intrigued and attracted, Kyle agrees.

Kyle cooks Carmine dinner, dresses himself up, and turns himself into "Kylie" for his landlord. But is this just a "date," or is it going to be more? And will one time be enough to satisfy Carmine's male demands? Or will Kyle find himself becoming "Kylie" for her landlord... even, maybe, calling him "Master"?

Rental Agreement is an explicit 10,900-word erotic story intended only for an adult audience that wishes to read frank depictions of sexual behavior which may include domination, submission, bisexuality, forced feminization, erotic humiliation, cuckolding, cheating, infidelity, sexual denial, and other forms of sexual variation. Do not sample, buy or read it if you might find such themes offensive.
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Rental Agreement by Kylie Cooper

Part 1: Rental Restrictions

Carmine Nardelli is a real asshole, you know? He's about twenty-four. He's handsome and charming as hell. But for all his conspicuous good looks and his ability to be charming with the ladies, he can be a real douchebag.

And you know what? I don't even hate him for it anymore.

Carmine's been my landlord at the Seaside North Apartments for two years now. More recently, he's become something else.

He's one of those old school wops -- no offense meant to my Apennine fratelli y sorelli, but some guys are just wops in the truest sense, made more obvious because he tries to be a wop. It's part of the package he sells to the young, naïve sluts at Seaside North, whom he gets into bed at breakneck pace. Anyway, I'm Neapolitan on my mother's side, and my Dad's got some Lombard, so I know that shit like the back of my hand.

Carmine's clan hailed from Naples, he claimed, at least on his father's side, three generations back, just like Tony Soprano, fuhgedaboutit, straight outta Newark. He got the accent, all right, raised in Jersey and absorbing all of that East Coast Wop style along with a nasty-ass West Coast movie-star attitude.  But don't get me wrong; Carmine's no movie star. 

Oh, he's good-looking enough. He's got the height from his mom's side in Lombardy, all right, but not even a whisper of Northern Italy's fairer flesh and lighter hair. He's swarthy. Tall, dark, and handsome.

Except for his eyes. Those are piercing blue, staring out steely and intimidating from Carmine's smooth olive face, flashing with evil between Carmine's perpetual five o'clock shadow and a pair of eyebrows that look like one single terrifying seven-plus-inch furry caterpillar. 

He's had dental work, caps or some shit, so when he grins, he's all charm and smiles. At six-two or whatever, and broad, he's intimidating when he wants to be -- which is always, to other men. He plays Alpha Dog politics all the time, pulling out every fucked-out goombah trick to dominate any conversation. I never much liked him, from the start, for that reason even more than the cologne he bathes in and his bargain-pack of gold chains. Talking to Carmine is like being sparred with, and having your balls grabbed if you start to show any sign of weakness. Recently, I guess, that's been more literal than figurative.

He lifts, of course, and it shows. Even if it didn't, he brings it up every chance he gets, bragging about how much he lifts and, if you give even a hint that you've been to a gym one damn time in your life, razzing you for-fucking-ever about how much you lift versus how much he does.

I've seen the smooth fuck charm the pants off of girls, though, almost literally. There were these girls who used to sunbathe down at the little Seaside Apartments pool. They were students from State, like most of the girls who live here. These ones were real high-class types, and they knew it. They had the bodies to show off, and they did that plenty. 

Those girls used to drive me crazy. The pool at Seaside is right outside my apartment, and I'm up one floor, so with just a glance out my window I'd get an eyeful of that college-girl flesh all summer long. We're talking bikinis so freakin' skimpy and tight that the thongs looked like afterthoughts, smears of body paint or something -- and the tops defied gravity, doing a damn lousy job of holding those college-girl racks in check. Sometimes they didn't hold them. Sometimes those boobs popped right out. I got an eyeful of that, too, from my apartment's little balcony.

And once the wine coolers had flowed to the point where the girls loosened up? The tops would come off. You heard me right: They'd sunbathe topless, there, right in the pool in the courtyard of this U-shaped apartment complex, hiding their nips by stretching out on their bellies but not much bothering to hide when they flipped themselves like oiled-up pancakes. Who wants tan lines, right?

There were six of them: Cassidy, Madison, Tabitha, Camryn, Parker, and Taylor. Gorgeous girls, all of them. Carmine fucked every last one of those girls, and with how my damned balcony faces the pool, I got a front row seat to every seduction.

Carmine's technique was flawless, his moves stunning. I couldn't do much but stare down in shamed admiration. Why couldn't I get moves like that?

Carmine's my landlord because I guess his uncle owns various properties around L.A. I guess he gave Seaside to Carmine after the big wop moved out here from Jersey, and Carmine rules it like his little fiefdom... Or harem. There's twenty-two apartments, and I think Carmine goes out of his way to rent to girls he thinks he can bag. It was to my recurrent chagrin that I saw it work for him, time after time. 

I couldn't even begin to count the number of hot girls I saw coming out of the little room Carmine keeps behind the rental office, or the times I saw Carmine coming out of one of the two-bedroom units shared by a quartet of college girls. Always with this oily smile on his face. His black hair, normally flawlessly-coiffed, conspicuously rumpled, as if to say, "I just got laid again, faggots. Deal with it."

I hate his guts, just in case you can't tell. But like I said, in some ways I can't help but watch him and shake my head in admiration. That kind of charm and those moves, well... I won't say I really approve of them, but they're pretty amazing in their own way. And these girls spread their legs for the sleazy old hairbag of their own volition, so... what can I say? I guess if I was a girl -- you know, like, a real girl, or maybe even a full-timer with what I do on the cam shows, well, I guess, yeah, maybe if I weren't a lesbian, you know, and Carmine were maybe the last guy on Earth, and, like, we had to, you know, like repopulate the planet, and there was some medical sci-fi procedure that could put a womb up my butt or, like, something, well... okay, I'd do it.

I'd do it, all right? I mean, I'd even do it if I wasn't a real girl. Didn't have to repopulate the Earth. 

I guess I'd do it even if I didn't have the oily-haired fuck blackmailing me 'cause of my stupid webcam show.

Because one thing's for sure... After Carmine moved in on me that afternoon during Spring Break, I should have told him to fuck off, and moved, right? 

But I didn't. I let him fuck me.

#

It was about eleven-thirty on a Tuesday when Carmine knocked on my door.

Like I said, it was Spring Break, so Seaside was dead.

There were no mostly-naked girls spread, stretched and giggled, half-drunk, by the pool. No girls in tight shorts and tank tops laundered their panties down in the laundry room where I could see them and blush like crazy. There were no parties with blaring Dave Matthews Band, blonde chippies howling, "I'm so drunk!" It was a graveyard.

I think maybe that's why Carmine chose that particular Tuesday to strike. His regular hunting grounds had gone fallow. He needed to branch out a little to keep that dick wet.

I'd done a cam show late the night before, because I've got these guys in South Asia who get all obsessed with me. They don't tip all that well, but there's a lot of them. I'd been up till 3 a.m., which I guess is prime wanking time in Bangalore. I was asleep when I heard Carmine pounding.

I looked around my bedroom, freaking out, slightly. Discarded lingerie lay strewn everywhere. Sex toys, still glistening, were scattered on the floor collecting carpet fibers. Those Indian guys really love to see me take big things in my butt, so that's what I'd been doing, right up till I finally hit the point of exhaustion. I'd edged myself over and over again, leaking out little dribbles of pre-cum right at webcam, so close that my dick took up the whole screen, making it look way bigger than it was -- which is an okay size if you consider that I'm only five-four, but my fans like me to be, you know, this "big-cocked sissy slut" superhero thing, right?*So anyway, I'd alternated between pumping my ass onto various giant cocks and edging myself with  my dickhead all up-close and personal in the cam, so that at one point, I even leaked on the camera and had to clean it up for fear of causing a short-circuit or something. I could make one edging session go on for ten, twenty minutes, letting my "big" cock and my swollen balls hang out of my panties and angling myself toward the cam so it looked freakin' huge as it leaked milky cream. That always drove the guys crazy -- not just the Indian guys, but, like, every guy anywhere who gets into the sissy thing -- and I did it so many times my balls felt about ready to burst. When I blasted my load, there was almost no pleasure, because I'd worked my muscles to the point where I was practically numb. Then I'd just crashed headlong into sleep, without cleaning up, obviously.

Worst of all, I still wore my lingerie and makeup. I had only half-assedly wiped it off last night before collapsing, and with the pounding on the door, I didn't feel like I had time to do much more than brush off a few more stray streaks of mascara.

I pulled a pair of sweats and threw a robe over it, too rushed to take off my lacy merry widow. I stepped into my favorite ancient pair of Uggs to hide the sheer stockings I wore. I still use the Uggs as slippers, because they're warm and comfy. They had the added ability to hide my stockings if I'm wearing them with sweats.

I stumbled for the door.

"Just a minute!" I shouted. "Keep your shirt on!"

I peered through the peephole and saw it was Carmine. I wish I had said something other than "keep your shirt on." In fact, I wish I had not said a damn thing... Just pretended to be out, or something.

But now, I had no choice but to answer.

I opened the door and tried to seem friendly.

"Oh, Carmine," I said. "Hey. How's everything going?"

Carmine grinned at me with a savage kind of self-satisfaction.

"Good morning, Kylie," said Carmine. "We need to talk."

The second I heard that name, I knew I was in deep shit. "Kylie." Just hearing Carmine Nardelli say that word made me go molten inside. From fear, I mean. Kind of from fear.

My name is Kyle. The only place I go by "Kylie" is online, when I do shows for my clients on TabooCam.

My heart raced. I said, "Talk about what, Carmine?"

"About your lease, Kylie." Again, that name. 

Carmine pushed his way into my apartment, body-checking me out of the way. Rude, much?

But that wasn't rude. Carmine was always rude to other guys. Rude and Alpha and butch and competitive, and...

Carmine sat down on my loveseat, setting the file folder on the coffee table. He opened the folder.

He said gruffly, "Sit down, Kylie."

"Um, okay," I said. I moved to get a chair from the kitchenette not far away. "Why do you keep calling me that?" I asked him as I brought the chair over.

"Not there," growled Carmine, his voice hard. He patted the loveseat right next to him. "Sit next to me, Kylie."

I was flabbergasted -- and terrified. Carmine was dressed like the goombah he is, in slacks and polished black shoes and black silk socks and a garish silk shirt opened halfway down his hairy, gold-draped chest. 

"Why?" I asked him, my voice naturally going girly.

"Because I tell you to, slave," Carmine said. "Get your pretty ass over here. Sit down."

He reached out and grabbed my wrist, pulled me down. I squealed as I lost my footing and landed -- not on the love seat next to Carmine, but in Carmine's lap. 

I felt his package poke me in the butt. He was half-hard. My heart raced still faster. 

Embarrassed but cowed, I slid down into the narrow space between Carmine and the cushy arm of the loveseat. That loveseat is comfy, but it isn't big enough for two people... Unless they're going to get pretty comfy. It's definitely not big enough for two guys, even when one of those guys is as small as me.

Carmine had produced a highlighter. He held it in his right hand. He'd turned to like page twenty-three in my rental agreement, as his left finger traced down the lines. He found the passage he wanted and started to highlight it.

I sat there, trembling, smelling his cologne and, underneath it, his masculine sweat.

I had passed out right after my cam show, and I guess I still felt a little bit subby. You know, submissive. I mean, I'm not into guys at all in private life, but on webcam I let them boss me all around. I say "Master" and "Yes, Sir," and "Please fuck your sissy slave's ass, Sir," while I shove big, realistic cocks up my ass, and if they pay for voice chat as well as the cam feed, then I hear their gruff, manly voices grunting in my ear as they give me orders and jack off till they huff and puff and groan and cum. And then I say, "Yes, Master. Your cum slave loves to be bathed in your cum, Sir! I'm rubbing it all over my little titties, Sir! I'm licking it off my fingers."

So I guess I felt, you know, more submissive than usual. I didn't say a word; I just waited for Carmine to talk, feeling increasingly nervous as I breathed in choking clouds of his scent.

Finally, Carmine finished highlighting.

He said: "Here, baby. Right here. Paragraph 40, Clause C. "No tenant of the Seaside North Apartments shall operate a home-based business, without first..."

He'd called me "baby." He'd called me "Kylie." He knew. 

I gulped. I tried to listen, but all I could really hear was the roaring sound of my pulse in my ears. I felt dizzy. I panicked. I trembled.

"...obtaining the written authorization of the management, per Section 223 of the...."

I closed my eyes, feeling the remnants of eyeliner and mascara clotting them. Could Carmine see it? Could he see the lipstick I'd barely wiped off before crashing last night? Could he see what I wore beneath my silk robe?*I bit my lip. I could taste cherry lip-gloss, remnants of it from last night. I wondered if Carmine could see it... Or what was left of my mascara, or my eye shadow, or my blush...I'd done a piss-poor job of taking it off last night, I knew. When I'd opened that door, I'd figured on a few quick words to Carmine from my darkened apartment... not having him here on the loveseat, up close and personal with me...

"...failure to obtain such authorization will result in eviction upon notice..."

I couldn't hear anything else for a second. Eviction. The E-word. It scared me. I loved my apartment. Well, maybe not love, but... Did I mention all of those college girls washing their panties in the laundry room? And sprawling out, nude, with their bikinis falling off, all spring and summer and most of the autumn and some of the winter?

"...further damages equivalent to expected revenues of the home-based business in question for three full calendar years." 

Carmine let the pages of the rental agreement flutter closed. 

He turned toward me and let his big arm drape over the back of the loveseat. I was basically trapped, with his big, muscled arm around my shoulders and him leaning in close to me, agro and accusatory.

He said, ""Want me to read it again, Kylie?"

"Um," I said, "I don't know anything about.... Why are you... What are you... Keep calling me that? Like, talking about?"

It all came out in a jumble, my voice soft and sultry the way that I make it when I'm talking to guys in one-on-one cam/voice shows. I can say dirty things in that voice, filthy things a real girl would probably never say, and it still sounds feminine as hell. I don't know why I talked that way to Carmine. I guess it just popped out of me. I was scared and intimidated. I guess I felt, you know, kind of at his mercy.

Carmine got it. He said, "What I'm talking about and why I'm calling you that are the same thing, Kylie. What, you think I don't jack off on TabooCam sometimes? What, you think I’m more, what, like... A NightShare guy?"

Carmine was being sarcastic, and I could tell. NightShare is TabooCam's larger and lamer competitor. There, they don't let the girls do certain things. Certain dirty things some of the girls do on TabooCam. I did some of them. I talked about nasty stuff. TabooCam didn't restrict me. 

I mean, I did try NightShare, because they're, you know, a much bigger share of the market. Their terms are the same. I mean, I made about the same money. But I guess why I stay at TabooCam is that I can talk to the guys about... You know. Like, dirty stuff. Nasty stuff. Stuff guys are not supposed to like. Stuff girls are really not supposed to like. 

And girls like me? Girls who are really boys, and don't really like boys, but do them for money?

Well, we're the girls who can talk about the nastiest stuff of all. 

Carmine's arm closed in on my shoulders. He was getting off on making me squirm; that much was obvious. I was red-faced and trembling. When I tried to spit words out, they came out in even more of a jumble than before.

"No," I mewled. "I don't think... I don't know... I have no... I haven't been... Home-based business? What's that?"

I felt Carmine's big left hand on my little right shoulder, sliding under the terrycloth robe. His right hand, equally big, reached for the terrycloth tie of my robe. He started to pull the knot, slowly, looking me up and down as he did.

I had already been blushing. I blushed some more. My face got so hot I could fry eggs on it. I felt sweat in the small of my back. My heart pulled a jackhammer. *I tried to stop him from opening my robe, my little hands looking useless against Carmine's huge ones.

He didn't push my hands away. He didn't have to.

Carmine just growled, "Put your hands down, Kylie. Put 'em behind your back."

... And I did. I don't know why I did... I just did. I tucked my hands under me, crossing my wrists in the small of my back, like I did sometimes on cam, when guys wanted to, like, dominate me.

Carmine kept pulling.

The knot gave.

The tie of my robe came undone. 

Carmine barely touched each side of my robe as he flipped it open.

Underneath the robe, I wore this hot little baby-pink merry widow I wear for cam shows sometimes. It looks incredibly hot on me. I don't wear falsies or anything; I just shave my tits smooth and buy the smallest cup size I can get when I buy bras or something like the merry widow with its sculpted bra cups. the thing is a bitch to get on and off because of how it has laces and straps both, and fits real tight across my narrow belly and stuff. It's got garters, and I'd passed out last night still wearing  my stockings and heels, so I still wore the stockings under the sweat pants I'd thrown on when Carmine woke me up. I'd stepped into these goofy Uggs I got once at a garage sale after I had this one client who called me totally obsessed with seeing a girl like me wear them. He never called back, but I kept them around; they look really stupid, but they're really comfy. Around the house, they look like guy-boots, I guess... I mean, like, slippers, maybe, at least enough to get away with wearing them with sweats to blow Carmine off at the front door. But now, I realized just how badly I'd camouflaged my feminine self before greeting Carmine.

He said, "Home-based business is like, when a guy who's really a girl inside puts on lingerie, and high heels, and pretty makeup and maybe a wig--" here, Carmine brushed my long sandy-blonde hair back from my face "--or maybe not... And he fucks himself in the ass for perverts on webcam and talks to them dirty about how he wants to get kidnapped by the Mob and turned into a girly little sex-slave in one of their brothels."

My head swam. This was exactly what I'd been talking about part of last night... Right there in the middle of all of my clients from India and stuff, there'd been this guy called LlordCN90, who'd made me call him "Lord" and asked me what my favorite fantasies were, and--

Oh, fuck. It hit me. "LlordCN90." Not just plain "Lord" with two l's, but landlord. Carmine Nardelli. Who was about twenty-five. Year of birth? Something like 1990.

I'd told him one of my hottest fantasies. Mob loan sharks, kidnapping, me in a basement with twelve or fifteen or was it like twenty big guys who were gangbanging me, making me into girl for them, making me into their bitch, so they could turn me out in one of their Mob brothels.

I whimpered, "I'm not a girl inside."

Carmine said, "Coulda fooled me, Kylie. 'Course, I ain't been inside you yet." His grin was savage. "Let's fix that, and I'll make this all go away."

When he said, "make this all go away," he patted the rental agreement.

Holy shit, was I being blackmailed? Into sex? With a guy?

I barely had time to wonder about that before I felt Carmine's big hand in my hair, grabbing, pulling, holding my face in place so that his big drooly mouth could press hard against mine.

He kissed me. I let him. I felt his tongue burrowing into my mouth -- slimy, aggressive. He pushed it further, practically sticking his tongue down my throat as I felt him pulling my sweats down.

"Carmine, no," I tried to squeak as the waist of my sweatpants came down to my knees, showing Carmine my panties... And the embarrassing boner I'd formed in them, just in the last couple minutes.

"Well, well, well," Carmine said. "Look at what's come out to play, Kylie. You can say 'no' all you want, baby... But Little Kylie here says 'yes' a whole lot louder."

"Little Kylie." That's rich.

Carmine kissed me again, even harder than before, his tongue thrusting so deep and rough into me that I lost myself in the kiss. I don't know what happened. I mean, I talk to guys all night long, telling them dirty stories about how their kisses and touches affect me. But I'm, like, not into guys. I always told myself that was why I was so good at fulfilling their fantasies... because I am a guy, so I know what sick perverts they are on the inside. I know what their sick minds want a woman to feel when a guy shoves his tongue down her throat... or grabs her hand and puts it on his hard cock, the way Carmine did to me just then.

I want her to feel a huge rush of need, like it's taking her over. Like just feeling dick in her hand and his tongue in her mouth is enough to make her cream her panties.... And need to get fucked.

I mean, I've told guys that story ten million times, right? They always love it. And I love to tell it.

But I always thought it was 'cause that's what I wanted -- to have a girl feel that way for my kisses, for my cock.

And I never thought I would feel that way when some guy I hate grabbed my hand and shoved it up against his hard-on.

Even if his cock was this fucking magnificent, huge, beautiful thing with this contour that...

Holy shit. I didn't know what was happening. Did Carmine push me to my knees, or did I slide down out of the loveseat myself, just because I was... I don't know, overcome? 

I didn't know, don't know. I'll never know. What I do know is it was my hand, not Carmine's, undoing his belt. My hand was pulling the button of his slacks. My hand was lowering Carmine's zipper.

Underneath, Carmine had silk boxers... Of course. His giant dick slid right out through the fly, standing up straight, hard and proud in my face.

I mean, I'm not really naïve about dick, right? I'd never sucked it, but I'd talked about it a lot. I knew how to describe a good blowjob, with every intricate detail described, from the soft slurp of my tongue on the underside of your shaft to the way I brush my full, red lips over your head as I tease you like I'm going to take your dick into my mouth... but then I make you wait, while I flicker my wet tongue over the glans for a while, driving you mad till you need it so bad you beg me to suck you.

I could describe all that, sure, but... Who knew how easy it was to find myself doing it? Just like I'd always described it?

Carmine Nardelli did not want to wait, though. Up to a certain point, sure. But after I'd teased my lips over his dickhead for maybe a minute, I felt his hand tighten in my long, blonde hair.

Then Carmine was shoving me down onto him, filling my mouth with his dick, practically choking me.

I'm not going to lie; that's when things changed. That's when I felt this confusing, hot rush of submissive energy... Like I had to let Carmine get rough with me. Like I owed it to him. Like I needed it, up inside, deep, someplace I'd never admitted.

He pumped my mouth up and down on his cock. He slapped my face, lightly, purring at me, "Yeah, that's it, Kylie, baby, show Carmine what a little cocksucker you are. Show Daddy what a little faggot you are. Show your Master how you suck his dick."

Your Master. I'd heard that so many times from men's lips in voice chat. "Call me Master." "I am your Master." I'd heard it plenty, but...

...it never had the effect on me it had right now, from Carmine's mouth. 

Maybe because it had never been said while a guy fucked my face.

After Carmine got rough with me for a while, pumped my face up and down on his dick, slapping me, pulling my hair, choking me on his thick shaft, I was rock-hard. Carmine knew it, too; while I swallowed him rhythmically, he reached down and grabbed my cock.

He said, "Hey, Little Kylie. Should this hot bitch take a big facial?"

Carmine's dick popped out of my mouth. I heard myself moaning, "Yeah, Daddy."

"Then beg for it," Carmine said. He slapped my face with his dick. He pulled my hair. He started stroking his big dick with his big hand, pushing me down under him. "Go ahead, faggot. Touch your dick while Daddy creams you."

"Yes, Master," I moaned, the word slipping from my lips so easily that I barely knew it had passed them. I licked at Carmine's balls as he jacked himself off, and my hand began to jerk my dick frenetically. 

I've gotten good at staving off my orgasms. I mean, I edge, is what I do... I push myself close to the point of an orgasm, then back off so maybe, like, only a little cream leaks from the tip. I can go on for hours like that... And often do, because that's how I make money, right?

But that's not how it went this time. I lost control right away. I mean, I started to jack my cock... And I just went off like a rocket.

Cum squirted onto my carpet. Carmine stood up from the loveseat, pulling my hair, holding my face in position. 

I opened my mouth wide, awaiting his load.

When Carmine shot, his jizz went everywhere. Hot streams of it blasted all over my face. I caught some of it in my mouth. The taste was sharp, salty, and musky. I mean, I'd tasted my own a whole lot -- guys always want that when you dribble cream for them on cam -- but Carmine's was different. The smell, too. It was pure sex -- raw, musky and manly.

He shot so much of it on my face that I was covered It dripped from my chin. I rubbed my fingers in it and licked them clean.

Carmine said, "Good little cocksucker. Just like I knew you'd be. Now, I'll tell you what, Kylie. I'll turn a blind eye about this home-business stuff. But you gotta make it worth my while."

"Um," I said. "Okay, um... How?"

Carmine slapped my face lightly. I felt submissive warmth pulsing through me.

He said, "First things first. You call me 'Master' or 'Sir' from now on. After that..." Carmine grinned. "You make me dinner."

I was stunned. "Dinner?" I asked.

"Yeah," Carmine said. "Dinner. You eat it?" I stared at him blankly, and he said, "You know how to cook, right?"

"Um, I guess," I said. "Yeah, I guess. I can cook."

"Good girl," said Carmine. "You know that hot dress you wear in your promo stills? Third from the left, second row down?"

I had to search my memory for it.

"Um, yeah," I said. "Red dress."

"That's the one," Carmine purred happily. "Little red dress. Shows off everything. I want you wearing that tonight. I'll bring some wine, we'll talk a while... Have a few glasses... Get to know each other."

That last part was said with an ominous weight.

Towering over me, Carmine took my face in one hand. He slid his thumb through the sticky mess of his jizz that he'd left on me.

Then he shoved his slick thumb deep into my mouth.

I sucked at his thumb obediently. I tasted him to my core.

"Make yourself real pretty for Daddy tonight," Carmine said, zipping and buckling. "Let's say seven o'clock." He picked up the rental agreement. He waved it. "You do your part, and you don't need to give this shit another thought. I'll take care of everything."

"Yes, Daddy," I said, my voice small and soft.

Carmine patted my blonde hair.

"See you at seven," he told me. 

He left.

Part 2: Rental Addendum

I made myself up for my landlord, just like he told me to. 

I dug the red dress he'd requested out of the back of my closet. I'd forgotten how skimpy it was.

I tried it on in the afternoon I really had to wiggle into it. I'd lost some weight and gotten some curves since I bought the dress, but it was still pretty tight. It's not like I have tits, but with the right application of wardrobe tape, I can get cleavage -- a little, at least. With a tight little A-cup push-up bra under the dress, I almost looked like I did have tits.

Underneath, I wore a matching red garter belt and thong -- thong on the outside of the garters, like I'd learned the first time I had a cam client "order" me to take off my panties and I had to fumble to undo my garters. This way, it was a whole lot easier to get my panties off. And there was little question in my mind that I would be taking my panties off before the end of my date with my landlord.

Part of me couldn't believe it, but part of me felt like it had always been inevitable. 

Ever since I'd first met Carmine Nardelli when I came to view the apartment at Seaside North, I had regarded him with a sort of push/pull love/hate feeling. He was a gross, hairy, pushy, boorish, smelly, rude sexist pig. When he'd seen me only as a guy, he treated me in a way that made me feel like he was always seeking Alpha-male dominance -- and let's face it, it wasn't hard for Carmine to acquire that kind of dominance over me. 

I'm not a big guy. I'm not very "physical," in the way that guys like Carmine are physical. I'm not good at sports. And perhaps most importantly, I don't score with the ladies. Certainly not the way Carmine did. I'd seen him nail at least half of the coeds from State who'd wandered in and out of the Seaside North apartments in the three years I'd been there. 

On more than one occasion, I'd seen Carmine get with some girl and then get with her roommate, like he was entitled to both of them. 

I hated him for how often he seemed to get laid, but I hated him more because I could understand why. 

There was something about Carmine's gross overconfidence that made him appealing. 

I mean, I'm not at all into guys... or, at least, I wasn't, until I found out that I could make money cross-dressing cam and fucking myself with big dildos for guys on TabooChat. It had started out as nothing more than that; I was making money. I was playing a role. When I put on my headset and made my voice all girly and purred at the guys about how bad I wanted their cocks, it didn't mean anything. It was just what I said to get the guy's dick hard, so he'd jerk off -- but, preferably, take his time doing it, so I could rack up the best possible earnings. I learned to tease and cajole, to seduce and persuade, to allow myself to become utterly submissive... but only if he really took control of the conversation, whoever he was.

In short, I learned to get guys to order me around. I learned to get them to tell me to do things I wanted to do anyway -- fuck myself, slap myself, hurt myself, humiliate myself on cam to keep his cock hard as long as possible. The fact that my cock began to get hard even more easily than theirs did -- well, I guess I didn't have an explanation for that.

Except that I guess maybe I'd been changed by two years of nightly conversations with strange men about getting fucked in the ass by their big, hard, rough cocks while they pull my hair and spank my butt.

I guess I'd been changed to the point that when Carmine revealed that he knew what I did for a living -- and threatened to take legal action against me for being in violation of my rental agreement -- I knew exactly how to get him back on my good side.

By doing everything he told me to.

And the most humiliating part of it all?

I realized how much I liked it.

#

So I dressed up for my landlord and made him dinner, just like he'd ordered me. Like I was his pervy little housewife.

He knew I was part Italian, so he'd made it clear that he expected Italian food. I guess I can make pretty good gravy when I put my mind to it. To tell you the truth, I relished the opportunity to have someone to cook for. It had been more than two years since I'd had a girlfriend, or even a date with a girl. I knew it was crazy that I was willing to cook for my landlord and pretend that this was a "date," but... that's what I did.

Don't get me wrong. I knew what it was. It was blackmail, pure and simple.

But maybe after two years of cooking up blackmail scenarios over voice-chat and webcam for perverted guys who want sissies like me to submit to them utterly... It was uncomfortably easy to let it all slide from my fantasy life into reality.

That's why it was so easy for Carmine to take me.

#

One trip to Little Italy later, I had everything I needed.

From Montefiore's Market, I got the linguini, the beef, pork, and veal, the fresh tomatoes and garlic, and a few other things. 

From Bellugi's Bakery, I got the freshly-baked bread, still warm from the oven, and four of their delectable cannoli, wrapped in a white box with a pink ribbon.

From Pasquale's Liquors, I picked up four bottles of my favorite affordable red wine. It wasn't that I thought Carmine and I would put away four bottles that night. But sometimes I still drink wine when I'm doing cam shows. In the early days, wine or liquor was essential to getting me past my nervousness about talking dirty to other men over voice chat, and doing nasty things for them on camera. Now, it came easily to me... just as it had come easily to me, letting Carmine take control of the situation. Not even caring that it was through out-and-out blackmail. I knew I'd something to make me less nervous if Carmine made his move. And I knew the wine would go well with the pasta.

Yeah, right! If Carmine made his move? I knew he'd make it, and probably early in the evening. If we made it to the cannoli without Carmine shoving me down to my knees and putting his dick in my mouth, I'd be amazed.

And, I realized with a  reddening face, a little disappointed.

#

Before I cooked for my "date," I stripped out of my "street clothes" -- boy clothes, that is -- and put on a sort of "interim" garment I like to wear, sometimes, to get myself in the mood to do cam shows. It's just a nightie, but it's really lacy and sexy. It's pink and see-through, and it has a pair of matching panties so I can tuck my cock down between my legs and get a good look at myself in the mirror as I walk around the house. I wore it with my high-heeled step-in clogs -- the ones with the pink marabou on the toe. After I got the sauce on to simmer, I slipped on a pair of baby-pink stockings, too -- lace-topped stay-ups, ones with seams down the back. They looked incredibly sexy, and I spent as much time admiring myself in the big full-length mirror I'd put in the hallway as I did tending to the cooking.

And if you know Italian cuisine, you know that good sauce just has to have wine in it. So I had to open the first bottle. I figured, what could it hurt to have half a glass?

I had most of the bottle. 

And maybe that was a good thing.

If Carmine expected what I thought he would, well... It would go easier for me if I felt nice and loose. Relaxed. I wouldn't try to fight him. I'd let him take control.

Something inside me liked the idea of that. I thought a lot about Carmine having complete control of me.

Okay, maybe that part of me did something more than just like it. It loved the idea.

By the time I got into the shower to get myself ready for my date with Carmine, I was thoroughly drunk.

I was extra-careful as I shaved myself the way I always shave for a cam show. Knowing I was a little impaired, I took extra care with my balls. I got them nice and smooth. Same with my butt-cheeks, which have never been all that hairy. I went the extra mile to lather them up and shave all the way to my hole, though, a couple of times -- just to make sure I really was as smooth as I could be. My legs were already pretty smooth, but I gave them a once-over, too. And it never hurts to run a razor over your face again, even when you've only got peach fuzz like me.

#

Carmine had been pretty specific about what he wanted me to wear. The red dress, black stockings and garters, and -- oh, yes -- my favorite high heels.

I made myself up just like I was going to do a cam show, but maybe a little more heavily. I felt nervous and insecure about being fully dressed in front of Carmine.

I layered on foundation, blush, heavy eyeliner, and eye shadow. I painted my lashes with thick black mascara. I put on the brightest-red shade of lipstick I had. They call it "cocksucker red" in the industry. That's what it looked like, all right.

Back when I was dating Kymberleigh, she taught me this technique she uses to make her lips look bigger and plumper. You put on a double-layer of lip-liner in a dark color, then one in a lighter color closer to your skin tone, to augment the contrast between your lips and your skin.

It really works like a charm. With the "cocksucker red" lipstick circled by the darker cranberry-colored lip liner and then the carefully-drawn line of a peachy-pink that looked like my skin tone, my lips looked positively fuckable. The technique was genius. 

I'd been using it for a while now for my cam shows, although I could never get my lips to look quite as kissable, my mouth quite as fuckable as Kymberleigh did. I had always had full, sensuous lips for a boy, but they were still boy lips. I guess I had started to pretty seriously consider having those collagen implants you can get. They're not that expensive. The idea of having plumped-up cocksucker lips really excited me. I thought it would help with my cam show revenues, too.

I wished that I'd followed my impulse to have the work done on my lips. I wished I could show Carmine just the kind of lips he expected to wrap around his cock.

But I still did pretty well with what I had. When I stood in front of the hall mirror and checked myself out, I thought I looked plenty fuckable.

Then I heard Carmine's knock on the door. I hadn't realized how late it was.

I jumped like crazy when he knocked.

#

I raced around the apartment lighting the candles I'd set up. The soft music was already going. 

Carmine's pounding on the door increased as I raced for the door. Out of breath, I opened it.

Carmine looked scary. He'd changed from his usual garish silk shirt and gold chains into a classy dress shirt and nicer slacks, with polished black shoes. He'd even shaved. Don't get me wrong; his skin was still ruddy and swarthy, but he looked almost presentable. 

Weirdly, that didn't impede his sense of rough, nasty Alpha-male aggression. He only seemed more in control.

Carmine said, "I thought you were going to bitch out on me, Kyle." Then he grinned. "I guess I shouldn't have worried. You look amazing."

Carmine had a bottle of red in his right hand and a bundle of flowers in his left. After what had happened this morning -- Carmine threatening to rescind my rental agreement on account of my running a "home-based business" -- it felt bizarre and disingenuous.... or, at least, it should have. 

But for some reason, all I could do was mumble something back at him about how he looked good, too. 

I was already drunk; that helped a lot. When he came in, he hugged me and kissed me on the cheek. After he'd put the flowers and wine down, he hugged me again, this time with his hands free. One groped my ass, squeezing firmly. The other traced its way up my side, the fingers flickering over my sensitive flesh through the skintight dress.

"I can't wait to get a piece of this," Carmine said.

I didn't answer. I just pulled away a little. I could smell Carmine's manly scent, a mixture of cologne and his natural musk. I knew he was being a boor by grabbing me and talking to me like that, when it's not like I had  a choice. I knew I shouldn't encourage him.

But I let it pass, and, well.. I guess maybe I even flirted with him a little after that.

It was easy as hell to let it all happen. I knew I should protest, should resist him. I was a guy, and totally not into guys, not some girl he could seduce at will! Even worse, Carmine was putting the moves on me by blackmailing me!

But you know what? That made it easier. The fact that he treated me just like a girl made it easy for me to think of him as the real-world extension of all those guys I'd been talking dirty to on cam for two years. 

And the fact that he was blackmailing me?

That just meant that I didn't have to think about it. 

I didn't have a choice, right?

So I should just let it happen.

#

In some ways, Mike was a gentleman throughout dinner. After his initial grab-and-grope as he came in -- and the accompanying rude comment -- he backed off and treated me just like a lady. He let me serve him dinner. He poured me wine. He complimented me on everything, telling me I was the best cook who'd made Italian food for him since he moved here from Jersey.

But in other ways, Carmine made it clear what he was there for. He couldn't take his eyes off of me. He was already undressing me with his eyes. He looked at my body like it was a plaything he'd get to enjoy whenever he felt like it.

The weird thing was that it didn't bother me. I knew he was blackmailing me... I just didn't care.

Or maybe I wanted him to.

#

I didn't eat much. I was too nervous, I guess. Too focused on Mike. I wanted to bring up the rental agreement, but it wasn't easy.

Finally, after four or five glasses of red, I managed to slur, "Um, Mike, I've been wanting to ask you something...."

Carmine said, "About what we talked about this morning?"

"About the rental agreement." My girly voice trembled as I spoke. I'd been using my feminine voice all evening, and that put some strain on me. I don't think that's why it quavered, though. Nor do I think that's why tears formed in my eyes.

Carmine said, "What about it? The terms of your lease are very clear."

My heart raced. "What are you say--"

Carmine put up his hand, stopping me in mid-sentence. 

He said with confidence, "But I've decided to give you a rental addendum. Now that we have a... personal relationship."

His eyes were all over me as he said that. He hadn't been able to keep his eyes off my body since he got here.

I felt my face getting red.

I stammered, "Y-you mean, now that--"

Carmine said, "Shhhhhh--" and put one finger across my red lips. "Don't say a word. Let's talk a bit on the couch."

I gulped. "Just let me... Freshen up," I said.

Carmine's fingers caressed the side of my neck.

"Don't take too long, beautiful."

#

I tried not to take too long, but it wasn't easy. I needed to pee... But to my dismay, I found that my cock, which I'd tucked down snugly between my thighs, was rock-hard. I'd known it had become somewhat stiff, but...this was crazy.

It took me a while to breathe my way through it and let my cock get soft. I finally managed to pee. Then I tucked my cock back where it belonged -- between my legs, with my balls forming a camel-toe in my panties.

Then I took even longer to touch up my lipstick than I'd taken to pee.

I pursed my lips at the mirror, wiggled my tits, and felt thoroughly drunk.

"Well," I said to myself, my voice sounding even more girly than usual. "Here goes."

I went back to Carmine.

"I thought I'd lost you," grinned Carmine as I entered. "But it looks like you were just making yourself even more beautiful than before. Damn, Kylie, you look amazing."

I took the compliment poorly, blushing and stammering my way through a pathetic thank-you.

We ate the cannoli on the couch, with more red wine. When I say "couch," of course, I mean "loveseat," which is what I've got. It  meant there was not too much room on it. I had to sit very close to Carmine.

Part of me liked that. Carmine, for his part, obviously liked that. His big arm went easily around my shoulders as we shared the cannoli and talked and drank wine.

Carmine fed me bite after bite of cannoli. They were delicious. I tried not to eat too much, begging off each time he slid the phallic, creamy pastry up to my mouth. But Carmine would just say, "Shhhhh," and I'd let him slide it between my red lips.

We talked.

To my surprise, the conversation went easily. It never once turned to the rental agreement or my home business, or anything else related to the Seaside North Apartments that Carmine managed and his uncle owned.

Instead, Carmine asked me all about myself, wanting to know about who I was -- or, at least, putting on a good show.

I found myself blushing and making things up, just to placate him. But he asked me more probing questions, and I found myself giving answers that matched the fantasy persona I'd cooked up online... crossed with who I really was.

When he asked about "boyfriends," I told him the truth: I'd never had one.

"But I--I've had girlfriends," I added.

Hot," Carmine said with a grin, looking me over with that undressing-you look. "I'm a big fan of girls who are in touch with their feminine side."

Just like that. He subtly pushed me toward where he wanted me to be. "Girls" who were in touch with their "feminine side." I wasn't a straight man who had been with women but never with men -- at least, not in person.

I was, in Carmine's view, a girl who'd been with other girls while she was waiting to find the right man.

I should have hated him for that... but, somehow, I didn't.  The idea felt comfortable. Disturbingly comfortable.

Especially when he asked me even more leading questions, taking me down the path to accepting what was about to happen between us.

He asked me, "Ever been in love?"

I giggled nervously, blushing like crazy.

"It's a serious question," he told me, caressing my arm. "Were you in love with any of your girlfriends, Kylie?"

"Yes," I told him, truthfully enough. "I was in love with Jenna, and then with Kymberleigh."

"Did it break your heart when it ended?"

"Yeah," I admitted, surprised at how easily I was disclosing things.

Carmine took my hand in his and looked deep into my eyes.

"I'll never break your heart, Kylie," he said.

To my confusion, embarrassment and maybe even humiliation, my heart jumped a little when I heard him say that.

The next thing I knew, he was kissing me.

#

Carmine's tongue thrust deep in my mouth. Where before, I'd felt shocked and violated when he kissed me, this time I just surrendered. His tongue felt so strong, so dominant. It slid into me so deep that I felt like each thrust of his tongue was opening me up to him.

One of his hands slid into my hair. I'd teased it out in what I like to call the "freshly-fucked" look -- it's a calculated mess that invites any guy seeing it to imagine why my face looks so put-together but my hair is so messy.

Carmine didn't have to guess. He knew. He took hold of my long blonde hair and tugged at it firmly with his left hand, while his right hand made its way up my body.

Soon, he was touching my face, neck, and breasts... No, damn it. Not breasts. I don't have breasts, right? When I do cam shows, I just use this wardrobe tape to push my boy-tits together, and that gives me cleavage. It makes my nips stand out firm and hard, too, sometimes so much that they show through my dress.

Carmine's hand caressed my taped-up boy-tits, treating them like he would a real girl's boobs. Briefly, I imagined him using these same moves on any one of the dozens of coeds at Seaside Apartments North that I'd seen him seduce over the years. Naïve little nineteen-year-olds living off campus for the first time, helpless like deer in the headlights under the sexual mojo of this older man, suave and sophisticated...

I wasn't like that. Was I?

Carmine treated me just like one of his conquests. He kissed my neck. He caressed my tits, his thumb finding my nipples through my bra and my dress.

The big difference was... His hand in my hair didn't just caress or stroke it. It also grabbed and pulled... Because Carmine had seen me on cam.

He knew how much I loved having my hair pulled. Kymberleigh used to do it all the time when she'd fuck me with her strap-on cock. She'd call me a bitch and spank my ass, pull my hair, tip my head back so she could make me say filthy things.

In the two years that I'd been doing cam shows, I'd developed an even more devoted love of having my hair pulled. I pulled it myself on cam, telling my clients that they were there, fucking me from behind and pulling my hair while they rammed into me...

But I'd never felt it for real.

I'd never had my hair pulled by a real man.

Carmine tugging at my long blonde hair did things to me.

It sent a ripple of submission through me.

When Carmine guided my face into his crotch, he wasn't forcing it. 

He guided me down there because I had already started to undo his pants.

With my face in his lap, I reached in to pull out his huge cock.

Carmine was hard as a rock. He's one hung son of a bitch, even bigger than the biggest of the silicone dildos that I use in my cam shows. I suck lots of dick on camera... it's just always made out of silicon or rubber.

There's never a big, strong, hairy, smelly man on the other end, tugging at my hair and caressing my face and talking dirty to me.

The dirty talk was through a headset; the smells were nothing more than my vivid imagination, described for my cam chat clients.

Now, it was real... all of it. The smell, taste, feel. Carmine's hand in my hair.

And his dirty talk, delivered up-close and personal, this time, Carmine's usual basso profundo lowered to a bestial growl as he complimented my technique.

"Those fuckin' lips of yours are fuckin' miracles, Kylie. I've never seen a mouth like that. I've never felt a mouth like that. Oh, fuck, that's so fuckin' amazing, baby. Damn, you are so fuckin' beautiful. You're gonna make me cum in your mouth, honey. No!" To my surprise, he stopped me.

Carmine eased me off his cock. I kept anting and drooling there, as he forcibly tipped my head back. 

"What's the matter, baby?" I heard myself whimpering at him. "Don't you wanna cum in my mouth?"

Carmine's left hand tightened in my long hair as his right arm went around me and grabbed my ass.

"Uh-uh," he said. "I wanna make love to you. Take me to bed."

Just like that. "Make love," not "fuck." "Take me to bed." It was all so romantic.

And I did it. I didn't think twice. I didn't think about the fact that I was drunk, Carmine was blackmailing me, he was a cad and a big, hairy ape of a man... I didn't think about any of that.

I just did as he said.

I led him by the hand into my bedroom. I'd put fresh sheets on the bed. I sat on the edge and lowered my mouth to Carmine's crotch again, taking his dick in my mouth once more. He stood there and let me suck on him, less vigorously than before, while my hands made their way up his body and started unbuttoning his shirt.

What the fuck was I doing? I didn't know... And I didn't care. It all came so naturally. Undressing Carmine was smooth, as if I'd been undressing men my whole life.

I slid his slacks and silk boxers down over his hips and down his legs. Before I knew it, Carmine had stepped out of it all and kicked off his shoes and socks; he was gloriously naked.

I licked my way down to his balls and started to worship those, while Carmine caressed my face.

He tumbled onto the bed. I was back on him in seconds, crouching on all fours above him, my face in his crotch, my lips gliding up and down his cock. 

"It's like you can't get enough," he growled. "Take a break, honey. Take your clothes off for me."

Honey. I liked that. I didn't know why... I just did. It sounded old-school.

I sat up and let Carmine unzip my dress in the back. 

Then I got out of bed and wiggled slowly out of the dress. Carmine watched me, savoring every move.

I kept my thighs pressed tight together, my cock trapped between them. I was hard, but I couldn't bear to let my little thing pop out in the presence of Carmine's huge, hairy monster. I kept my panties and garter belt, stockings and high heels, push-up bra and the wardrobe tape that made me fit into it with my little boy-tits.

Carmine took my hand and pulled me onto the bed.

He was all over me. He pinned me down, kissed me, pulled my hair some more. His hands explored my body from thighs to butt to back to belly to taped-up boy-tits. He never put his hand between my legs, which was a relief.

But then Carmine started to kiss his way down my body.

I felt panicked. Oh, God, was he going to actually suck my dick? It's not that I didn't want it.... I mean, I hadn't had a girlfriend in so long that I'd almost forgotten what it was like to get blowjobs. But Carmine? A real man didn't do that, did he?

"I want to eat you out," Carmine said with a growl, his tongue teasing its way into my navel, flicking back and forth across my jeweled navel ring.

"Um," I said. "Okay, um... You mean..."

Carmine's big hands grabbed my hips and lifted me up.

He flipped me over.

I squealed in surprise as I landed face-down, ass-up. My legs came wide open; my cock popped free and bounced up and out around the crotch of my panties. My dick felt wet against my shaved belly. 

Carmine held my legs wide open as he kissed his way down my back, his tongue leaving wet swirls that cooled as he passed.

Then his big hands parted my ass-cheeks, and his tongue pushed his way up deep into my hole.

#

I cried out as Carmine began to rim me. His tongue felt so strong, so big, so aggressive, so warm and wet -- I could not stop the shudders of pleasure that went through my body with each thrust he gave me. His hands never once touched my cock, but held firmly to my hips and thighs, his thumbs keeping my ass-cheeks wide open as he ate me out with increasing force.

It felt incredible.

My eyes rolled back into my head, and I moaned like crazy. I wanted to reach down and jerk off my cock, but... That wouldn't be right.

I surged up onto my hands and knees, pushing my smooth-shaved butt back against Carmine's hairy face. Carmine's tongue plunged deeper into me. He licked me wetly, drool slicking up my tight hole.

"Please," I heard myself moaning in my girliest voice. "Please fuck me!"

Carmine rose from my butthole, ready to comply.

#

His cock felt huge. I fuck pretty big cocks for my cam clients... But that's just not the same. Carmine's was even bigger, and it was flesh and blood. I felt him stretching me easily at first; then the tension in my butt became evident as he began to enter me.

I gasped.

Carmine felt my tightness and reached up to pull my hair.

He spanked my ass, once, firmly.

"Relax, baby," he growled. "Don't fight it. Just let it happen. Let my cock enter you. I've had a whole lot of virgins, baby. You ain't the tightest. It's gonna go in nice and easy."

Somehow, that comforted me. I relaxed, breathing deeply and letting Carmine work his cock deeper into me. 

After the initial period of stretching, it went in more easily than I could have dreamed. 

By the time Carmine had buried himself balls-deep in me and started to fuck me with jackhammer strokes, I was begging for it.

He pinned me to the bed, face-down, ass-up, and started to pound my ass hard and rough.

I howled in pleasure.

#

I don't know how I could have cum the way that I did. I'd never cum before without so much as touching my cock. Maybe it rubbed against the edge of my panties as Carmine slamfucked me into the groaning bed. My dick was certainly bouncing pretty hard up and down, there.

Then again, maybe there's more to it. Maybe Carmine's huge cock made me cum because I needed it. Maybe he made me feel like a girl with how he fucked me.

All I know is, when I came, it squirted so hard some of it hit my face.

I licked it up eagerly, tasting the saltiness and hearing Carmine groan as he pounded his way toward his own orgasm.

#

Carmine erupted in me, hot, slick streams blasting up in my hole while I whimpered and begged, "Oh, yes, yes... Yes, please, yes... Cum in me..."

By the time Carmine jizzed his last up in me, I felt like I'd been pumped full. It was a good feeling.

Carmine tucked his cock out of me and stretched out beside me in bed, his huge body sweaty.

I tucked my cock back down demurely, even as it leaked jizz into my panties.

With my thighs tightly pressed together, I started kissing my way down Carmine's huge, hairy, powerful body.

I took his half-hard dick in my mouth. 

I sucked his cock clean.

#

When I finally came up from Carmine's spent dick, he didn't hesitate. He grabbed me and pulled me onto him, kissing me deeply.

I tasted my own ass on his tongue, even though I'd just sucked his freshly-soiled cock. I thrilled to the taste. It was so far beyond any experience I'd ever had before. 

I knew I shouldn't like it this much. I shouldn’t like sex with men... Shouldn't like Carmine... Shouldn’t allow him to control me like this.

But I couldn't stop myself.

#

Carmine flipped me and pinned me, kissing me deeply as his heavy body bore me into my bed.

He held my wrists to the bed as he kissed me. I had no choice but to lay there under him, opening wide for his tongue as I felt his cock stiffen against my front. I kept my legs together tightly.

He looked in my eyes.

"This home-based business thing won't be a problem," he said. "You just give me private shows like this when I want them, and..."

I arched my back, pushing my smooth-shaved belly up against Carmine's cock.

"And it won't be a problem," he growled.

I didn't say a word; I just nodded. Carmine let my wrists go, and I started to kiss my way down his body, underneath him, licking my way to his cock again.

He was already getting hard again. I took his dick in my mouth.

I showed Carmine just what he could expect from these "private shows." Eager performer... willing victim.

Carmine could blackmail me for as long as he wanted.
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