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“I am so screwed.”

“What's wrong, Melissa?”

“Rent is due tomorrow. And I'm short three hundred dollars.”

“Oh shit. That's not good” Tasha put down her coffee and placed a hand on mine.

I hadn't meant to bring up my financial woes. I had known Tasha barely three weeks, and didn't want to drive my new friend away by complaining about all the things that were wrong with my life. She already knew that I was unemployed and struggling to find a new job. And that I had been refused employment insurance benefits because I'd been fired. That I'd been fired for refusing the advances of my supervisor mattered not at all. It was my word against his. It had been my first and only real job since I'd graduated from college a year ago. And the economy was in a slump.

“You'll find something, Melissa.”

Tasha's hand remained on mine. It was four o'clock in the afternoon, and the little indie cafe was almost deserted.

“I don't know, Tasha. I've applied to so many places. I haven't even gotten an interview.”

Tasha was watching me intently. A flicker of a smile crossed her lips. It was there no more than a second.

“I could get you a job.” Tasha sounded hesitant, which was very unlike her. “You might not want it, though.”

“I'll do anything. I need work.”

Tasha smiled again.

“Have you ever been intimate with another woman?”

I met Tasha at a rock concert a few days before I lost my job.

The band, Die Young Stay Pretty, was from Los Angeles. They were rapidly becoming famous not only for their musical talent and wild stage-shows but the violence of some of their followers. The show was at a club that used to be a warehouse. It was general admission. No seats, just open floor space. I had been hesitant to go. But I badly needed to get out and have some fun. It had been three months since I'd left my cheating boyfriend, and I'd barely left my apartment since then except to go to work. I figured I'd be okay as long as I stayed clear of the mosh pit at the front.

The audience had gotten increasingly rowdy, egged on by the nearly naked female lead singer. Near the end several people got past the security perimeter and rushed the stage. The rest of the crowd followed, surging forward like a tsunami. I was knocked to the floor. Tasha yanked me to my feet, saving me from being trampled. I read the next day that at least two dozen people had left that show in ambulances. Three died.

Tasha was taller than half the guys at the concert. She had wrapped an arm protectively around my waist and escorted me to a side exit as the chaos mounted. Sirens could be heard in the distance as we emerged into a laneway.

Once we were outside, Tasha introduced herself and asked if I'd care to join her for a drink. The daunting rocker's offer surprised me.

I said yes.

Tasha took me to a downtown bar a few blocks from the concert hall. I didn't have a car, so Tasha drove us.  One drink followed another, and we were there till the place closed three hours later. I tend to be shy and awkward, but Tasha put me at ease without even trying. Soon we were chatting like old friends. She had a wicked sense of humor, and had me laughing about my near miss with death.

The two of us, we discovered, had much in common. We were both from Manitoba, though she had grown up in the rougher parts of The Peg while I had been raised in a one-intersection town much further north. We'd both moved to Toronto several years earlier, myself to study on a scholarship, Tasha to try to get her musical career off the ground. Both of us enjoyed a wide range of music, from jazz to hip hop, but we both particularly loved rock in all its many flavours. It turned out we loved many of the same bands. We also both loved reading, movies, art, theater, and more. We both wanted to travel and see the world. We shared an interest in politics and current events, and both leaned somewhat left of center.

In some ways we were opposites. I was nerdy and anxious. Tasha was confident and charismatic. I was a homebody and a wallflower. Tasha loved to party and had fronted several bands. I was short, skinny, and plain looking, with pasty skin, a mousy ponytail, and boobs that weren't even big enough for the proverbial handful.  Tasha was gorgeous, with a curvy figure, lush black hair that spilled halfway to her waist, and aquamarine eyes that looked like they could see into your soul. She wore bold, dark makeup that accentuated her arresting features, black leather biker boots, figure-hugging jeans, and a scarlet crop top. She had multiple tattoos and several piercings, including one in her navel.

Tasha was the girl I had always wanted to be. I was surprised that someone like her was even willing to be seen with me.

I had never been in the bar Tasha took me to. I didn't immediately notice that all of the patrons and staff—even the bouncer—were female. Shortly after we arrived, two women started slow-dancing on the postage stamp dance floor. I looked around, and saw another female couple canoodling in a booth.

Tasha had brought me to a lesbian bar.

I braced myself for a pickup attempt. None came. Tasha gave me a ride home, but just gave me a hug, told me she had enjoyed my company, and suggested we get together again. We exchanged phone numbers, but didn't make any specific plans.

I didn't really expect to hear from her again, but two days later she called me and invited me to see a movie with her.

“Well, have you, Melissa? Have you ever had sex with another woman?”

I blushed.

“I...um...I made out with a girl once at a party in college. We kissed and touched each other. Through our clothing. We didn't go any further.”

“Did you like it?”

“I...well...yes, I did.” My blush deepened. I stared at the white tabletop.

“You liked it, but you never tried it a second time?”

“I wanted to. But I met my ex-boyfriend a couple of weeks after that. I was faithful to him the whole time we were together. And I haven't felt like dating anybody—male or female—since I dumped him.”

“That's understandable.”

Tasha took a long sip of coffee.

“The idea I have would get you the money you need for your rent. And more. But you'd have to have sex with another woman.”

I raised my eyes, confused.

Tasha grinned.

“You'd have to have sex with me.”

I stared at Tasha. Was she offering to pay me for sex? I had a huge girl crush on Tasha, and that crush wasn't entirely platonic. But I was no prostitute. My brow creased.

Tasha laughed.

“It's not what you're thinking, girl. I'm not propositioning you. Well, not that way. I work for a guy who works in the adult entertainment industry. He makes lesbian BDSM movies. I've starred in a few of them. We're scheduled to do a shoot tomorrow, but the actress who was to play the submissive cancelled. I'd like you to take her place, Melissa.”

I was speechless. I glanced around the cafe. No one was paying us any attention. Tasha had  been vague when I'd asked her what she did for a living. Now I understood why.

“Isn't BDSM where you tie people up and whip them and stuff?”

Tasha laughed again.

“Yes, sometimes. BDSM covers a lot of things, but it's not all about bondage and pain. You wouldn't get whipped in this movie. But you might get slapped around a little. And you'd definitely be tied up. You'd also have to eat my pussy. And let me do a few other things to you.”

I was at a loss for words. I didn't know if I should be flattered or insulted. To my astonishment, I felt a tingling between my legs as an image popped into my head of me on my knees with my wrists bound behind my back and Tasha pushing my face between her thighs.

What the hell is wrong with me?

“The movie is about a Domme—a dominant woman—using a new submissive for the first time. I'll be playing the Domme, of course. I always play a Domme. The submissive has never done BDSM before, but is curious to try it. She wants to explore the dark desires that have been haunting her. So she's agreed to serve the Domme for a night. The Domme is eager to use her. To begin breaking her to her will and turning her into an obedient little fucktoy.”

The yearning between my thighs grew stronger as I imagined Tasha transforming me into her helpless plaything. My nipples tightened under my cotton T-shirt. Tasha noticed, and smiled. I blushed again.

“This gig pays $800 for a couple of hours of work. Enough to cover your rent and buy you some time to find another job.”

Tasha bit her lower lip as she gazed hungrily at me.

“Eight hundred dollars? I thought porn stars made a lot more than that.”

“Only if they're bona fide stars. There's a lot of competition, especially now with the economy the way it is. It's a fair rate. Google it. Pedro and I are going to make you earn that money, though.”

I noticed that Tasha was talking as if I had already agreed to do the shoot.

“I've been doing this for three months now. I'm not getting rich, but I only work a couple of times a week, and I'm able to cover my living expenses, have some money left over for fun, and even put aside a little each month for the future. I don't have to spend most of my waking hours at some soul-squashing job I hate.”

Never having to work at a mind-numbing nine-to-five job again was incredibly enticing. And my heart raced at the thought of being Tasha's lesbian love slave for a night.

But being filmed having sex was unthinkable. Anyone would be able to see the film. It would be on the Internet forever.

To my astonishment, my arousal increased as I imagined myself being recorded for everyone to see.

Shit, I am one fucked up girl.

“I would love to have you as my co-star in this movie, Melissa. I've been fantasizing about playing with you ever since we met.”

I felt the beginning of a wet spot in my panties.

“I'll do it,” I blurted.

What the fuck did I just agree to?

“Oh my God, that's awesome!” Tasha leaned across the small table and hugged me, nearly knocking my coffee over.

“I'll phone Pedro and let him know. Then you and I are going to celebrate.”

“I loved this book as a kid,” Tasha said, holding up a copy of The Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe.

Tasha had brought me to a used bookstore on a downtown side street. It had been just shy of one week since she'd saved my ass at the rock concert.

“Oh, I loved that book too!”

Tasha studied the dog-eared paperback. “I think I'll buy this. I'd love to reread it.”

“You should. Oh, look! Here's another one I loved when I was a girl.” I pulled a copy of The Princess and the Goblin off the shelf.

“Let me get it for you.”

“That's so sweet, Tasha. But you don't need to do that.“

“I want to. The look on your face alone when you saw that book was worth the price. It's only a couple of bucks.”

Tasha added it to the small pile of books she had picked. It was an eclectic collection. An anthology of horror stories. A lesbian romance set in ancient Egypt. A book about the history of anarchism. And a book on self-marketing for musicians.

I would never have imagined this tattooed rocker in a bookstore. Beneath that who-gives-a-fuck facade was a surprisingly inquisitive and agile mind. I was finding myself ever more drawn to her.

“Come, I know an amazing little cafe near here. They have Nanaimo squares that are to die for. And great coffee, too.”

“So, what exactly will you, uh, be doing to me in this movie? Can I see the script?”

Tasha grinned. We were in a booth at the back of the club where she'd taken me the night we'd met. We were nearing the bottom of our second pitcher of beer. I was buzzed.

“Pedro likes the action to be as spontaneous and authentic as possible. Just follow my lead, and you'll be fine. If something makes you uncomfortable, you'll have a safeword that you can use to let me know you want to stop.”

She's giving me a special word to use in case I need her to stop? What the hell are her and Pedro planning to do to me?

Tasha raised her glass.

“To your new career!”

This is a bad idea. I should back out before it's too late.

I raised my glass and clinked it with hers.

“We were called Kitty's Revenge. Of all the bands I've been in, they were the craziest. And the most fun.”

It was my third date with Tasha. I didn't think of it as a date at the time, and as far as I know neither did she. She knew I was into men, and she had never given any indication that she saw me as anything other than a friend. She was telling me about her last band, a four-woman punk rock group. She'd been both the singer and lead guitarist.

We were in a pub in the bohemian Kensington Market neighborhood. She'd ordered us a big plate of nachos and a pitcher of beer. I normally drank wine or coolers. The beer had a somewhat bitter taste. But I was feeling good, and I wasn't complaining.

“I started wearing a strap-on dildo over my jeans during the shows. One night a guy ran up on the stage in the middle of a song, dropped to his knees, and started giving me head!”

Tasha giggled. I nearly spewed beer all over our nachos.

“Oh my God, are you serious?”

“Totally. Most of our songs were about sex, and we had some interesting fans.”

We both laughed.

“It blew my mind the first time it happened. And it's not easy to shock me. It ended up becoming an occasional part of our shows. A fan would run up on stage and give me head while I was singing. That guy from the first night used to do it on a regular basis. Most of the time it was guys, but there were also girls. Sometimes more than one in one night.” She grinned impishly. “I gotta admit, I enjoyed it.”

I felt myself tingling as I imagined her facefucking some kneeling slut on the stage in front of everyone. I pushed the thought away.

“Let's get another pitcher.” Tasha waved our waitress over without waiting for a reply. She had a habit of ordering for both of us. But she always insisted on picking up the tab, pointing out that I wasn't working. Mark used to expect me to pay for my half every time we went out, even when I was still in college. It was nice to have someone looking after me, even if I felt guilty about it. Tasha made me feel valued.

Damn, I've only known Tasha a little over a week, and I'm crushing on her like a schoolgirl.

I'd been attracted to other women. But not like this. She could have had me for the asking at this point. But she didn't ask.

I wondered what Tasha did for a living. I'd asked her, but she'd said something vague and changed the subject. It was the only time she'd ever been evasive with me.

Our waitress arrived, and Tasha refilled our glasses.

“How old were you when you realized you liked girls?” I asked.

The lesbian club where Tasha had brought me to celebrate was getting more crowded. Several couples were undulating to electronic dance music on the tiny dance floor.

Tasha smiled. I wondered if I had crossed a line with my curiosity. We were almost through our third pitcher, and I was feeling it. Tasha was not discernibly affected. The woman could drink like Lemmy Kilmister.

“I've known I was a lesbian since I was in my teens.”

I admired her self-awareness and self-assurance. I was twenty-two—four years younger than her—and was still discovering myself.

“Have you ever done it with a guy?” The question was out of my mouth almost before I knew I was going to ask it.

Tasha laughed.

“A few times. I was experimenting. But guys don't do much for me. I like women.”

The way Tasha looked at me as she said this made my kitty moist. I was conscious that my nipples were poking against my T-shirt. I could tell that my excitement had not escaped her notice. But rather than look away in embarrassment, she just looked into my eyes and grinned. The longing between my thighs increased.

I downed a glug of beer. My God. What is this woman doing to me?

“Hey Tasha!”

“Hailey!”

I turned and saw an unfamiliar woman walking toward our table.

On our fourth date that wasn't a date, Tasha took me gallery-hopping in trendy West Queen West.

We saw an exhibit of black and white photos of urban wildlife. Most of the images were closeups that captured striking or amusing facial expressions. One depicted a squirrel that had gotten its hands on a discarded chocolate bar. The look of ecstasy on the squirrel's face was priceless. Another exhibit showed scenes from across of Toronto painted in a style reminiscent of Monet. A collection of colorful anthropomorphic cats engaged in everything from drinking coffee at the breakfast table to paragliding over the ocean was on display in a third venue. A series of lesbian nudes was showcased at a fourth gallery. It was obvious that these were Tasha's favorite. As much as I loved the expressive squirrels, colorful Impressionist houses, and funky cats, this was my favorite exhibit, too.

Tasha was clearly taken by one painting in particular. A woman was kneeling in front of another woman. Her arms were bound behind her back and a leather collar circled her throat, which was attached to a leash held by the standing woman. An image of myself kneeling in that pose before Tasha invaded my mind. I swatted it away. I'm pretty sure Tasha sensed the effect this painting was having on me. I caught a fleeting smirk on her lips.

Once we had finished touring the art galleries, Tasha treated me to dinner in nearby Chinatown. We enjoyed spring rolls, General Tsao's chicken, and lo mein with shrimp, bok choy, bell peppers, mushrooms, snow peas, and water chestnuts. And Tsingtao beer. I learned from Tasha that China had been brewing beer for at least 9,000 years, thousands of years before it was known in Europe.

I was on my second beer and Tasha her third when Tasha started talking about the drummer from Kitty's Revenge, who had become her lover.

“Her name was Luna. She had a twelve inch mohawk that was dyed pink on one side and green on the other. She performed topless at most of our shows.”

“The male fans must have enjoyed that.”

Tasha laughed. “They certainly did.”

“How long did the two of you date?”

“I don't know if date is the word I'd use. But we were a couple for three months.”

“What happened?”

“Luna couldn't handle my“—Tasha searched for the right word—“my needs.” The tall rocker gave me a puckish smile.

I felt a rush of warmth between my legs at Tasha's mention of her needs. Embarrassed, I took a swallow of beer and turned my attention back to my noodles. I hoped Tasha didn't notice. But of course she did. My cheeks reddened. I'm no prude, but I was raised by conservative parents in a conservative community, and though I consciously rejected the parochial social norms I'd been raised with, they had left their mark emotionally.

“I loved that raccoon peeking out from under the porch in that black and white exhibit,” I said, changing the subject. “He looked so curious. His expression was almost human.”

“He was one of my favorites, too.”

We chatted more about the art we'd seen. Our waitress brought fortune cookies and our bill. I broke open my cookie and read the message within.

Your life is about to irrevocably change

My brow creased. I didn't believe in fortune cookies, but with the threat of homelessness—or at least of having to return to living with my parents in backwoods Manitoba—looming, this was not something I wanted to hear.

Tasha reached out, her palm open. I handed her the tiny slip. She smiled as she read it, but didn't comment. She handed me hers.

That which you desire will soon be yours

I looked across the table and met her eyes. She responded with an enigmatic smile, then pulled out her phone and checked the time.

“I'm sorry. I have to get going. I'm working tonight.” She ate her cookie and downed the last of her beer.

I reached for my purse. Tasha waved my hand away and dropped several twenties on the table.

“Are you free Friday, Melissa?”

I nodded.

“Good. We'll get together. I'll call you.”

Tasha greeted the woman joining us with a warm hug. I felt a twinge of envy.

Hailey was tall. Not as tall as Tasha, but tall enough to stand out. She had shoulder-length jet hair laced with crimson streaks, striking gray eyes, and a slender but curvy figure. She was wearing leather ankle boots, a short leather skirt, and a fishnet crop top with a lacy bra underneath, all matching black.

Hailey looked me over and grinned.

“Got yourself a new toy, I see.”

“She's not my toy. Well, not yet.” Tasha winked at me. “She's going to be co-starring with me in one of Pedro's movies tomorrow.”

The newcomer grinned. “Lucky girl.”

“She may not think so by the time I'm done with her.”

Hailey laughed. I wondered for the umpteenth time what I was getting myself into. And whether I should head for the door while I still could.

“Melissa, I'd like you to meet Hailey. Hailey, this is Melissa. Care to join us for a celebratory drink, Hailey?”

“I'd love to.” Hailey sat down. Tasha beckoned our waitress and ordered another pitcher and a glass for Hailey.

“Nice to meet you, Melissa. How ya doin'?”

“Um, good. And you?”

“I'm great!”

Hailey looked me over again. She was more than a little drunk.

“Maybe Pedro will let me do a shoot with her, once you've broken her in.”

I didn't like the way the two porn starlets were talking about me as if I was some inanimate prop. Well, my brain didn't like it. My kitty, to my dismay, felt differently. Hailey bit her lower lip seductively.

“Don't get your hopes up, Hailey. I might just keep her all to myself. This girl's a keeper.”

Hailey reached over and stroked my cheek. A ripple of pleasure radiated through me as she brushed some stray hair from my face.

“I can't blame you. She's cute. I'd love to do a shoot with her.”

Our waitress arrived with a fresh pitcher.

The party continued.

For our fifth get-together, Tasha took me to High Park.

We explored the winding trails. We visited the little zoo, where we saw curious llamas, stately bison, radiant peacocks, and peculiar but adorable critters called capybaras. We sat at the edge of Grenadier Pond, which ran along most of the west side of the huge park, and watched swans, geese, and ducks on the water.

“I used to spend a lot of time at my grandparents' farm when I was a little girl,” Tasha said. “I loved it there. I love the city, but I miss being out in nature.”

“I grew up in farm country. I miss it too.”

“We should go for a day trip out in the country sometime. Maybe bring a picnic.”

“I'd love that.”

Tasha smiled. For a second I thought she was going to kiss me. She looked out at the water. I was tempted to kiss her, but was too shy. I feared she'd decline my advance and tell me she just saw me as a friend. Tasha was out of my league in every way.

Tasha talked more about her grandparents' farm. Her grandparents had raised pigs and sheep. She had often accompanied her grandfather and his dog in the evening as they rounded up the sheep. The farm had been a haven from her less than ideal childhood in the city, where both of her parents had struggled with substance abuse and her father had been in and out of jail.

As the sun touched the western treeline, Tasha suggested we get something to eat. She took me to a small restaurant inside the park, where we shared a gourmet pizza. She had me laughing with anecdotes from her childhood and teen years.

Then Tasha took me to see A Midsummer Night's Dream in the amphitheater inside the park. The performance was magical, bringing Shakespeare's ethereal fairy world to life as dusk and then nightfall settled upon us. I felt almost high. Tasha's hip nudged mine as we sat together, sending a warm frisson through me. I resisted the temptation to lean into her and rest my head on her shoulder.

That night I fantasized about making love with Tasha. My libido had been in a coma since I'd left Mark, and it now seemed to want to make up for those wasted weeks. I got my vibrator out.

I came harder than I had in months.

I was drunk.

I tried to get my keys out, but couldn't quite manage it. We'd downed five pitchers of beer as we celebrated my “new career”, three by ourselves and two more with Hailey. Tasha and Hailey had drank more than I had, but I'd still had too much.

Tasha slid a hand into the front pocket where I kept my keys and fished them out. I purred and squirmed against her.

“Not tonight, my pet. You're way too drunk.”

“I'm not that drunk.” I knew I was slurring my words, but I couldn't control it. Did she just call me pet?

Tasha's lips grazed my ear. “Patience, girl. I'm going to make you mine very soon.”

The heat inside my panties jumped as if someone had turned up a dial on a stovetop burner.

“Take me tonight. I want you, Tasha!”

Tasha ignored my drunken entreaties. She led me to my bed and pulled the covers aside. She helped me out of my T-shirt and shorts, but left my panties and bra on. She got me onto the bed and tucked me in.  Her dark hair brushed my face and throat as she leaned over me. She brought her mouth back to my ear.

“No touching yourself until we play tomorrow. I want you nice and horny for me. Promise me.”

“I want to make love with you right now, Tasha. Please.”

“Not yet. Now promise me you won't touch yourself before you see me tomorrow.”

“I promise.”

“Good girl.”

She kissed me on the forehead and vanished from the room like a ghost.

I imagined what it would be like to have her go down on me. Then found myself imagining what it would be like to go down on her. The fire that had been smouldering inside me all night was now out of control. I stroked myself through my panties. Then remembered my promise.

Fuck.

I stroked myself a little more and reached for the drawer in the night table where I kept my vibrator.

Tasha will never know.

Or will she?

Tasha was very intuitive. She could read me like a book.

I withdrew my hand.

This isn't fair. She knows how horny I am. How horny she made me.

My head sank into my pillow, and I stared at the ceiling. My vision was spinning from the booze.

How can she ask me not to...

I slid into unconsciousness like an exhausted swimmer sinking beneath the waves.

Tasha picked me up at my apartment around dinnertime. I was thankful that Pedro liked to do his shoots in the evening. It had taken me until mid afternoon to get over the worst of my hangover. My head was still fuzzy, but no longer hurt. Tasha took me to a fast food joint before taking me to Pedro.

A feeling of excitement simmered within me. I could hardly believe that I was at last going to make love with Tasha. If you could call what we were going to do making love. My exhilaration was partially overshadowed by my anxiety about performing in an adult movie. And my apprehension about what I might be expected to do in this movie.

Pedro's “studio” was a modest bungalow in a working class neighborhood in northeast Toronto. He met us at the front door. He was a rotund man with porcine features and a brush cut that was greying at the sides. His black silk shirt was unbuttoned halfway down his chest.

“Melissa! So wonderful to meet you!”  His eyes roamed over me. He seemed satisfied with what he saw. I feared that he was going to ask me to “audition” by having sex with him. I decided to walk out if he did.

Pedro didn't ask me to audition. He led me to a cramped office at the back of the house. Pizza boxes, takeout containers, and empty beer cans were scattered about the living room. It was obvious Pedro lived here.

“I need to use the washroom.”

Tasha and Pedro exchanged an amused glance. I lowered my head and retreated into the bathroom. I was so nervous that it took a couple of minutes for the flow to start. I hurried back to the office, not wanting to keep Tasha and Pedro waiting.

“I need you to fill in a bit of paperwork, Melissa.” Pedro handed me a stack of documents. “Sign these.”

I skimmed through the papers. The gist seemed to be that I agreed to be in Pedro's film in exchange for $800, that the copyright and all other rights to the film would belong solely to his company, and that I was waiving any right to sue him under any circumstances. I supposed this was standard. I scribbled my name at the bottom of each document. Pedro put them in a filing cabinet behind his desk.

“Tasha has told you about the film, and your role?”

“More or less. She was a bit vague on details.”

Tasha laughed.

“Perfect. I like my movies to feel as real as possible. Just follow Tasha's lead and do whatever she says, and you'll be fine.”

Tasha grinned.  I gulped.

“Follow me.”

Pedro led us to the master bedroom. My heart was pounding. Shit was getting real.

You can still walk out the door. You don't have to do this.

I followed Pedro and Tasha into the bedroom.

A massive four poster bed with a rich white quilt and matching oversized pillows occupied the center of the chamber. A small dresser stood against one wall. A table with some computer equipment was the only other furnishing. Two high end camcorders and some rectangular studio lights were mounted on stands, positioned so that they would not be visible in each other's shots. A boom mic and another camera were mounted above the bed. A thick curtain covered the window.

Pedro flicked on the studio lights one by one. Each of the bed's four ornate wooden posts had a metal chain wrapped around it, ending in a steel manacle that looked like something from a Medieval dungeon. I gulped.

“I'm going to change into my costume.” Tasha stepped into the bathroom and closed the door.

“Am I supposed to put on a costume too?”

“What you're wearing is fine.”

Tasha had told me to dress sexy. I was wearing a crop top with no bra, a very short miniskirt, and black pumps with three inch heels. The sluttiest outfit in my closet.

Pedro turned on the computer and the camcorders. Tasha emerged from the washroom. She'd been wearing faded jeans, a plaid men's shirt, and beat-up running shoes when she'd picked me up. She now wore a little black dress with a plunging neckline and black leather boots that rose above her knees.  She'd put on some makeup, deftly accentuating her already arresting features, especially her eyes.

“As you probably know, the girl you're playing is curious to try sex as a submissive with a dominant woman. Curious, but afraid. Tasha says you're perfect for the role, and my intuition tells me she's right.”

I was shocked to hear that Tasha thought I was a good fit for this role. That she had not just invited me to act in this movie because she knew that I needed the money, or because she was attracted to me, but that she actually thought I was submissive. Anger flashed in my eyes. Tasha and Pedro both laughed.

What if Tasha's right?

I pushed the thought away. I was nobody's doormat.

“She's got some spunk.” Pedro grinned. “I like that. Girls like her make the best subs. Once they're broken.”

Broken?

My brain screamed at me to get out of here. Fuck the money. I'd find some other way to pay the rent.

No. I can do this. Just cause I'm playing the role of a submissive doesn't mean I actually am submissive. Fuck what Pedro and Tasha think.

“So, what do you want me to do?”

For our sixth date, Tasha took me to a huge outdoor swimming pool.

I avoided looking at Tasha as we changed into our bathing suits. I was convinced she didn't want to be anything more than friends, and didn't want her to know how attracted I was to her. I sensed that she knew I was trying to avoid seeing her nude. And that she was amused.

The pool had a two-level diving board, five and ten meters above the water. The lower board was a little over the height of a roof. Tasha took several dives off the higher board. I watched with amazement as she gracefully twisted and spun this way and that, even rotating head over heels in midair before touching the water.

“You should give it a try! It's so much fun!”

“I dunno...” I was somewhat afraid of heights.

Tasha moved closer. She gazed down at me and brushed a strand of wet hair from my face.

“Use the lower board. It's not that high.”

That lower board looked plenty high to me. But I didn't want Tasha to think I was a wimp.

“I suppose I could try the lower one...”

“That's the spirit! You'll be fine, I promise.”

We were standing face-to-face in the water between the shallow and deep ends. The water here came up to my neck, but didn't quite cover Tasha's breasts. She was wearing a scarlet bikini. She was so close that I could almost feel her body heat in the cold water. I was wearing a more modest teal one-piece. I was conscious that my nipples were prodding the thin fabric. And it wasn't entirely due to the cold.

“Alright, I'll do it.”

Tasha beamed and hugged me. I climbed out of the pool and walked to the diving tower. My heart sped up as I reached the ladder.

Even kids jump off these boards. I can do this!

I forced myself to climb. When I stepped onto the five meter diving platform, I was surprised by how much higher it seemed from up here. My mouth was dry. A skinny boy of perhaps ten was already on the board. He hesitated, then cannonballed into the water.

I walked to the edge of the platform. Tasha was watching me. She flashed me a reassuring smile.

Every instinct told me to abandon this folly and go back down the ladder. But I didn't want to disappoint Tasha. I wanted her to be proud of me.

I forced myself onto the diving board and walked to the end. It wobbled slightly beneath me. My heart was racing. For a second I thought I was going to black out. It took every ounce of willpower I possessed to stay on that board.

“Just do it, Melissa!” Tasha shouted. “You'll be fine!”

I steeled myself and jumped.

I had expected the plunge to be very fast, almost instantaneous. Instead, the pool rose toward me in slow motion. When at last I hit the water, my body cut through it like a knife. I feared I might hit the concrete bottom of the pool, but I didn't. I thrashed my way to the surface and swam toward Tasha. She waded out to meet me.

“You did amazing, girl! I could tell you were afraid. But you overcame your fear. I'm so proud of you!”

My heart soared at these words. Tasha wrapped her arms around me, and this time held on for  several moments. I didn't want her to let go.

“The pool's gonna close in ten minutes. Let's hit the change room before everybody else does. There's an amazing Mexican restaurant near here that I want to take you to...”

“Strip.”

I had expected there would be some initial chat to set the scene and introduce our characters. I was wrong.

I looked at Tasha uncertainly. The cameras were rolling. If I didn't stop now, there was no turning back.

“What are you waiting for, slut? I just ordered you to take your clothes off.”

Slut?

I bristled and opened my mouth to say that I was not a slut. I had only slept with seven guys, less than most women I knew. I reminded myself that we were acting.

Tasha smirked. Then she slapped my face.

I stared at her in shock.

“I told you to take your clothes off, bitch. Don't make me tell you again.”

She had warned me that I could be “slapped around a little” in this movie. But it still took me off guard. My cheek stung where her palm had connected. I hesitantly pulled my top over my head. My face reddened as Pedro circled the bed with a handheld camcorder. The lens descended to my breasts.

“Good girl. Keep going. You can keep your heels on.”

She's talking to me like I'm a child. Or a dog she's training.

I reminded myself again that it was just an act. It didn't feel like Tasha was acting, though. The yearning between my legs—to my consternation and bafflement—was getting stronger.

I shimmied out of my miniskirt. I hesitated, then pulled off my lacy black panties. Tasha grinned.

“Kneel.”

I hesitated, then sank to my knees. I gazed up at Tasha.

“That's better. You may call me Goddess Tasha.”

Pedro liked his actresses to use their real first names. He said he wanted his movies “to feel as real as possible” for the girls acting in them. This didn't seem wise to me, but Tasha seemed okay with it, and I hadn't raised a fuss.

“Yes, Goddess Tasha.”

“Come here.” Tasha beckoned toward the bed. “Lie on the bed. On your back.”

I got on the bed. She had me spreadeagle, then snapped the manacles around my wrists and ankles one by one. She pulled each chain taut, stretching my limbs as far as they would go, then secured each chain in place with a padlock.

Once I was immobilized, Tasha leaned over me. My eyes widened as her lips met mine. My heart fluttered like a startled bird. Never had I imagined that my first kiss with her would be with me chained naked to a bed.  And never had I imagined that a first kiss could feel so incredible. My need for her intensified, like a hungry bear rousing from hibernation.

Tasha slid a hand under the back of my head, drawing me closer as she explored me with her tongue. I welcomed her eagerly, my mouth becoming one with hers. Pedro moved in for a close-up. I didn't care. One of Tasha's hands slid over my breast, squeezing it. Her fingers teased my straining nipple. My hips involuntarily arched.

Tasha pulled back and rose to her knees. A frustrated whimper escaped me. The tall Domme pulled her dress over her head and dropped it to the quilt beside me. She was now nude aside from her leather boots and a thong not much wider than my pinkie. My eyes drank in her flawless, creamy skin and magnificent curves. A look of satisfaction lit her face as she watched the effect she was having on me.

Tasha kissed my throat. My eyes widened in surprise as she moved lower, trailing soft, sensuous kisses down my torso. She gave one of my nipples a single teasing lick, sending a shiver of delight through me. She meandered over my belly. One of her hands caressed my thigh, then moved into the V between my legs. I moaned and squirmed as she trailed a finger along my cleft, grazing my engorged nub for a second before pulling away.

“My slavegirl is so horny. You really are a slut, aren't you?”

My face went a deep red. Tasha chuckled. She teased my navel with her succubus-like tongue. I couldn't remember the last time someone had made me so unbearably aroused. I wanted to grip her head and nudge her lower, but couldn't move my arms.

Tasha kissed my lower belly, moving closer and closer to my yearning kitty. Her fingers returned to my cleft as her lips brushed the top of my bush. My hips bucked. I cursed myself for not getting myself off last night when I'd had the chance.

Tasha watched me squirm. Her fingers explored my folds. She avoided my clit, torturing me with pleasure.

“Tasha, please...I can't take this anymore...”

Pedro swung the camcorder from a close-up of Tasha's hand to my face. I didn't even glance at him.

The daunting Domme turned to me and scowled.

“What did you just call me, slave?”

“Oh crap! Goddess Tasha! Please don't stop, Goddess Tasha. I need you so bad...”

The statuesque lesbian turned back to my belly and gave me a teasing lick just above my bush. Then she plunged two fingers in.

I came like a land mine. My entire body shook.

“Did I give you permission to come, slut?”

Permission to come? She wants me to ask for permission to come?

“I...uh...it's not something I can control, Tasha. I mean Goddess Tasha...”

“You're going to have to do better than that. I see that I have a lot of work to do. I'm going to have to punish you, of course. But first, you need to clean the mess you made on my fingers...”

“Excuse me, you want me to do what?”

Tasha brought her hand to my mouth, prodding my lips with her fingertips. I could feel my own wetness on them. And smell my own spent lust.

“Open your mouth, whore.”

I couldn't believe Tasha expected me to suck my own cum from her fingers. My eyes looked up at hers. There was no mercy in them. If this was acting, this woman deserved an Academy Award.

I remembered the safeword—the word I was to use if I wanted to stop—and wondered if I should use it. But I didn't really want Tasha to stop. The dark desires she was bringing to life were unlike anything I'd experienced before.

I closed my eyes, not wanting Tasha and Pedro to see the shame in them. I allowed Tasha to push her fingers in. Fresh desire flared within me as the raw taste of my own arousal invaded my mouth. Along with intense humiliation.

Tasha slowly pushed her fingers all the way in. I retched. My eyes popped open, and I looked up at her again. She kept her fingers buried in my mouth, and stared down at me expectantly.

I began sucking. My cheeks flushed hotly.

“Well done, my pet. Now I need to discipline you for coming without permission.”

I almost blurted I couldn't help it! This isn't fair! But I had enough sense to keep quiet.

Tasha unfastened my ankles, then my wrists. One of her full breasts brushed against my considerably smaller one, further amping up my libido. Arousal battled fear for front row center in my consciousness as I wondered what “punishment” awaited me.

The towering Domme sat on the edge of the bed, then ordered me to lie across her lap.

Oh my God, she isn't going to—is she?

“Don't make me tell you again, slave. I don't like repeating myself.”

I awkwardly draped myself over Tasha's lap, resting my belly on her thighs and letting my arms and legs dangle. The touch of her soft, warm skin against my own was sublime. Pedro circled behind me, zooming in on my exposed ass.

Tasha brought her hand down on my buttocks with a loud crack. I yipped.

“You are never to come without my permission, slave. Not when you're with me. Not when you're alone. Understand?”

Now she's telling me I can't fuck anyone or jill off without her permission? Seriously?

I reminded myself that we were making a movie, and that it was her character talking, not Tasha.

I wasn't entirely convinced.

Tasha struck me again, harder this time. I stifled a whimper.

“Say Goddess Tasha, please train me. Teach your worthless slave to control her sluttiness.”

Are you fucking kidding me? I nearly exclaimed.

She brought her palm down on my bare ass again, hard enough to make the flesh jiggle. I yelped.

To my astonishment, the excitement between my thighs was only getting stronger.

“Say it, bitch!”

Several more blows rained down. My eyes watered. My ass stung.

“Goddess Tasha, please train me. Please teach me to control myself.”

Tasha brought her hand down several more times. Tears spilled down my cheeks, trailing black mascara. Pedro squatted, bringing the camera right up to my face. I closed my eyes and tried to blot him out.

“Are you going to behave now, my pet?”

“Yes, Goddess Tasha.”

“Get back on the bed. I'm going to allow you the privilege of serving me now.”

I clambered back onto the bed, my heart racing. Tasha refastened the shackles, then straddled my torso on her knees. Pedro circled around the bed, capturing a 360° view of the tall Domme as she prepared to make me “serve” her. I couldn't believe I was doing this.

Tasha lowered herself onto my chest. My boobs were flattened beneath her ass. She was still wearing the thong. It didn't cover much; I could see most of her mound and outer pussy lips. She was shaved. I had trimmed my own bush, but not shaved. I wondered if that had been a mistake. My hips squirmed. I wanted Tasha to kiss me again. To feel her mouth all over my body.

Tasha smiled, seeming to read my thoughts. Her folded legs bracketed my head, so close they were almost touching my cheeks. Her big nipples were hard. She ran her fingers through my hair in a way that was almost loving. I felt light-headed with excitement.

Tasha's fingers tightened in my hair. She pulled my head forward, bringing me face-to-face with her pussy.

“Beg me to let you taste me, slut.”

I bristled at being called slut yet again. But the fire between my legs continued to broil.

“I'm not a slut, Goddess Tasha.” My voice was barely a whisper.

Tasha slapped me. Harder than before.

“If I say you're a slut, you're a slut. Say it.”

I struggled not to cry. Tasha had warned me that this movie would be rough, but I had not expected to be treated like this. I looked up at Tasha, wordlessly imploring her to spare me from this newest humiliation. She just smiled. I gave in.

“I'm a slut, Goddess Tasha.”

We're just acting. I'm not really a whore.

So why is my kitty so wet?

Tasha's smile widened.

“Now beg to taste me.”

I was tempted to tell her to go fuck herself. To tell her and Pedro that they could keep their  $800.

But I didn't. I wanted to taste her. To feel her soft, intimate flesh on my lips and tongue.

I wanted to make this arrogant goddess come.

“Please let me taste you, Goddess Tasha.”

“Good girl.”

Tasha's grip on my hair tightened, making me wince. She shuffled forward, bringing her crotch to less than a finger's width from my face. The intoxicating scent of her desire filled my nostrils. I had never been this close to another woman's private parts before.

“Kiss me. Show me how bad you want me.”

She didn't push my face forward, as I expected. She wanted me to do this of my own volition.

I caressed her inner thigh. She purred. I planted more kisses on the soft, curved flesh of her inner leg. She maintained her painfully tight grip on my hair with one hand, and reached down and caressed the back of my head affectionately with the other. I turned my attention to her other thigh, lavishing the same attention on it. I hesitated, then planted a kiss on one of her swollen outer lips, beside the thong. My nose brushed the soft flesh of her mound. She let out a happy sigh. The smell of her lust was getting stronger. My own need was unbearable.

“That's it, girl. Keep going.”

I planted more kisses on her nearly naked vulva. I could feel the indent of her cleft through the thong. And feel the heat radiating from it.

Tasha allowed me to caress her like this for a few minutes. Then she released my head and rose to her feet. She remained astride me, one foot to either side of my body. She pulled off her thong and tossed it beside her dress. She stepped forward, then lowered herself onto my face. My eyes widened as her cleft was pressed against my mouth, this time without a piece of fabric separating us.

“I'm going to turn you into the perfect slave.”

“I really shouldn't have told the judge to eat me.”

Tasha chuckled as she recounted her misadventure with the legal system. She had a gift for finding humor in dark situations.

It was our sixth date. The last one before the coffee date at which she offered me a job co-starring in Pedro's movie. We were chatting over craft beers in a downtown jazz club.

“I might have got probation if I hadn't mouthed off. But I had an attitude.”

Tasha had been at a house party. A guy had attempted to force himself on her, and she had kicked him in the nuts. And then kicked him in the face. More than once. He'd lost two teeth. Tasha had been charged with assault causing grievous bodily harm. She'd argued self-defence, but the judge had said kicking him when he was down had been “unnecessary” and “disproportionate”. She'd gotten six months. She'd turned eighteen two weeks earlier, and had been sent to an adult penitentiary.

“That must have been horrible. I wouldn't survive one week in prison.”

Tasha laughed. “You're right. You wouldn't last two days in there. You'd need someone like me to protect you.” She gave me an odd grin.

I swallowed nervously as I realized what she was saying. And felt my body respond with excitement as I imagined this strong woman protecting me. And making me hers and hers alone in exchange for that protection.

I pushed the impromptu fantasy away.

“Did you...did you have to fight often?”

“Once in a while. Most of the ones who were looking for trouble picked on weaker girls and left me alone. When someone did pick a fight with me, she rarely did it a second time.”

I sensed this wasn't mere bravado.

“Let's order some food.”

Tasha hailed our waitress and ordered us fish and chips. And another round of beers.

Tasha settled her full weight on me, pressing the back of my head into the mattress.

“Worship my pussy, slave.”

I stifled my indignation. I slid my tongue along Tasha's groove. Pedro hovered close by with his camcorder. My kitty felt like a volcano that was going to explode. I hated that this was turning me on.

“That's it, girl. You're doing good.” Tasha stroked my hair some more. My heart soared at her compliment and her gentle touch.

I explored Tasha's slit, gradually delving deeper. She crooned her approval. Her fingers curled in my hair and pulled me tighter. She began thrusting her hips. Her scent and taste were like a drug.

“Get that fucking tongue in deeper, slave!”

I stretched my tongue in as far as I could. Her thrusts grew more forceful.

Shit, she's fucking my face!

I had never needed to come so badly. Tasha and Pedro had given me a “safe gesture” —repeatedly opening and closing the fingers of my right hand—to use if I couldn't use the safe word. I almost used it so that I could give myself some relief with my hand.

Tasha's thrusts grew almost frenzied. She nearly pulled my hair out by the roots. I struggled to keep my tongue as deep and as rigid as I could as she pounded my face. She gazed down at me with an expression of both triumph and ecstasy.

“Oh fuck, yessss...”

A gush of warm, silky wetness filled my mouth. I had no choice but to swallow. My own kitty was on the verge of release, but I couldn't get over the finish line. My hips twisted to and fro, humping the air. Tasha continued to grind on top of me as her zenith went on and on.

At last the tall Domme stopped moving. I hoped that once she caught her breath she would untie me and provide me with some relief, or at least allow me to do it myself. Instead she looked into my eyes, smiled impishly, and brought two fingers to her clit. Her other hand maintained its grip on my hair.

“Did I tell you to stop, bitch? Keep licking.”

Fuck.

I resumed pleasuring her. My pussy silently screamed for relief. Tasha's fingers stroked her clit.

Oh my God. She's masturbating in my face!

Pedro moved in for a close-up of Tasha's undulating fingers and my mortified expression.

It didn't take Tasha long to reach her second peak. She groaned and shuddered as she squirted in my mouth.

“You are such an adorable fucktoy,” she purred.

She slid back slightly, bringing her engorged nub to my lips. She gripped my head with both hands.

“Suck me off.”

I sucked Tasha's clit. Tasha came hard.

I was starting to wonder if she was going to keep at this all night. I didn't feel like I could take even five more minutes of not being allowed to come, let alone several hours. But once she had recovered from this third orgasm, she got up. The inferno between my legs didn't go away, but at least dulled somewhat once she stopped fucking my face. A huge wet spot had spread over the quilt under my ass.

“I have a surprise for you, my little love slave.”

Tasha moved to the dresser and pulled open the top drawer. My eyes widened as she pulled out a massive strap-on dildo and fastened it around her waist.

“I—uh—Tasha—Goddess Tasha—I don't think that's going to fit...”

The monster between Tasha's legs was easily eight inches long. Two inches bigger than the biggest cock I had ever taken. And more than one and a half times the size of my last boyfriend's middling tool.

Tasha kissed me, ignoring the sticky wetness slathered on the lower half of my face.

“You'll be fine, my pet. Do you trust me?”

She looked at me intently. She wanted the truth.

“Yes. Yes, I trust you, Goddess Tasha.”

Tasha smiled and got back on the bed. Her big breasts brushed tantalizingly against mine as she positioned herself between my outstretched legs. Her fake cock looked surprisingly lifelike. I was both fearful and excited as the rough lesbian prepared to fuck me more thoroughly than any man ever had.

Tasha rested her upper body on mine. She kissed my lips, my cheek, and my throat. Her fingers toyed with my hair. She pressed the tip of her monster cock against my sopping entrance. My entire body tensed. She crooned reassuringly in my ear and continued to stroke my hair. I started to relax. I wanted Tasha inside me. I wanted her to fuck me.

Pedro moved about the room, capturing our every move with his camcorder. We both ignored him.

Tasha slid the tip of her giant penis up and down my slit. I quivered and nearly came as it rolled over my straining clit. She guided it to my opening and pushed in. I gasped. She was thicker than any of the handful of men I'd slept with. She continued to murmur reassurances and to caress my hair and face as she pushed deeper. I bit my lower lip. I felt like a virgin again. It hurt. But it also felt good.

Incredibly good.

Tasha slowly but unrelentingly forced the oversized dildo deeper. I groaned, but didn't ask her to stop. Her breathing was getting heavier. The fake cock didn't have any nerve endings, but she could feel it against her crotch, could feel my body beneath hers, and could watch the reactions on my face. My insides were squeezed and stretched around it as she steadily filled me.

Just when I thought I could take no more, her massive balls pressed against me. Tasha waited a moment, allowing me adapt to her size. She brought her lips to my ear and whispered:

“I want you to come for me, slut.”

She slowly pulled her cock partway out. And then rammed it back in.

I came hard. My eyes rolled into the back of my head. I quivered and moaned for what must have been a full minute.

Tasha grinned.

The towering Domme continued to fuck me. She pounded me as if she wanted to embed me in the mattress. The bed trembled. My arms and legs twitched.

“Oh my fucking God...”

A second orgasm plowed over me like a tsunami. Followed minutes later by a third, fourth, and fifth.

Tasha rammed me harder than ever, making me whimper. Her big body shuddered on top of mine. My body convulsed as my most powerful climax yet hit me.

Tasha sagged against me. She lay on me for several minutes as she came back down to Earth.

“That was fantastic, my pet. Now I need you to clean up the mess you made on my toy.”

Wha...?

Tasha got up and retrieved a vibrator from the dresser. She placed this on the quilt beside my hip. She took a couple of pillows and placed them near my head. She got on her hands and knees above me in a sixty-nine position, with her crotch above my face and own her face above my spread thighs. Her big cock dangled just above my mouth. Her full breasts pressed softly into my belly. Despite the multiple orgasms I'd just had, I was still horny.

Tasha lowered her hips, pressing the head of her cock against my lips. It was slathered with my cum.

“Uh...I don't know if I can open my mouth wide enough, Goddess Tasha. It's really thick...”

I heard the click of the vibrator being turned on.

“Convince me to let you to come again, slave.”

Oh God.

I opened as wide as I could. Tasha slowly, carefully pushed the enormous head in. My lips and jaw were both stretched to what felt like the breaking point. She continued to lower herself, driving her cock deeper. I gagged as it flattened my tongue and slid past my tonsils.

“That's it, whore. All the way.”

Her fingers caressed my pussy. I squirmed against them. She expertly teased me without allowing me to go over the edge. The vibrator was humming, but she wasn't using it. Her cock hit the back of my throat, making my eyes water. The raunchy taste of my own climaxes filled my mouth.

“You're doing good, pet. But I need you to take it all the way in.”

What! How the fuck can I take it any deeper than this? It's at the back of my throat!

Tasha raised her hips, pulling her oversized cock out with a pop. She tucked the pillows she had placed beside me under my neck and upper back, arching my neck and tilting my head back so that my face was almost upside down. The chains pulled my arms more tautly as she repositioned me. She backed up, then moved forward again, returning her cock to my lips. It was now lined up with my mouth and throat in a more or less straight line.

Oh Jesus...

Tasha pushed her cock back into my mouth.

“Mmmmmmphhh!”

I nearly used the safe gesture. Tasha plunged two fingers into me. Her thumb pressed my clit like a doorbell.

I came violently.

Tasha forced her cock deeper. My throat was stretched tautly around it. She didn't stop until her massive fake balls were pressed against my upside-down face.

Tasha settled her full weight on me. Her cock extended all the way to my collar bones. I couldn't breathe. Tasha gripped my ass and started fucking my throat as if it was a cunt.

“MMMNGGGHHHH!”

Tasha pressed the vibrator against my clit. I came again. Several times.

Tasha fucked my throat like a rutting bull. I quivered as orgasm after orgasm ran through me. My lungs burned. But I couldn't bring myself to use the safe gesture and make her stop.

Her body tensed on top of mine, and she howled like an animal as a fresh release gripped her. My own body trembled as my most intense orgasm of the night wracked me from head to toe.

Tasha pulled out. She withdrew the vibrator and brought her lips to mine.

“Are you alright, my pet?”

I nodded weakly.

“That's a wrap, ladies,” Pedro announced. “Well done!”

“You were fantastic, Melissa!”

Tasha kissed me again. This time her mouth lingered on mine. I tried to hug her, but my arms and legs were still bound to the bed.

Tasha laughed and began unchaining me.

“So, how did you like your first day as an adult movie star?”

I looked down at the dashboard of Tasha's car and blushed. Tasha's fingers tilted my chin up and turned my face to hers.

“It was...very intense.”

Tasha laughed.

“Pedro is doing another shoot in three days. I'd like you to co-star in it with me.”

I was stunned by the way Tasha had turned me into her obedient fucktoy. And embarrassed at how she had made me come over and over while doing it.

But I wanted more.

There was no turning back. Not now.

“I...I'd like that too.”

Tasha kissed me. I responded hungrily. I couldn't get enough of her.

“I want you, Melissa. Not just as a pretend love slave in Pedro's movies. I want to make you my love slave in real life.”

“I think you already have...Goddess Tasha.”
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