

Shane sighed and looked at his upcoming schedule. Why did he ever decide to get into this business? The people were shallow, the rent in LA was sky high, and now he was divorced without anybody to complain to. Not that the divorce wasn’t partially his fault. He had always put his career before everything else. Now that was really biting him in the ass.


His door swung open and a new girl entered. His schedule told him her name was Rosita, but he always liked to check. Sometimes the schedule was wrong. He was never going to live down the one time he called one of the actresses by the wrong name for six months into their working relationship.


Shane stood up and extended his hand toward Rosita. 


“Hi, my name is Shane. I understand you want to try out for the part?”


“That is correct,” said Rosita in a cool and collected manner. 


Shane had seen many beautiful women come in and out of his office here in the heart of Los Angeles. It was the nature of the business. When people want to get into movies, they usually have the looks that will propel their career. Rosita was no different. She walked in with long strides, black heels putting her at 5’10’’ and accentuating her gorgeous legs. The girl definitely worked out. She had a great figure with curves that most guys would love to explore.


Her medium length black hair fell down over her eyes and she brushed it away with a flourish. Shane studied her and realized in just the first couple of moments, this woman was not like the rest of the women he was used to meeting. There was something different about her. Something that you didn’t see often and certainly not in Hollywood circles.


Rosita had green eyes that stood out in contrast to her tan skin. Those green eyes were what captured Shane’s attention. They burned with a fire that you couldn’t describe. Even though Rosita was coming to him for the part, Shane felt like he was the one being graded.


She stood there with her chin in the air, waiting for Shane to say something. When Shane said nothing, Rosita cleared her throat loudly which broke Shane out of his trance. 


“Sir, would you like me to read an excerpt from the script?”


Shane shifted around in his chair, looking for the script that he had been using for the steady stream of people that were trying out for the part. 


He grimaced when he realized that he had placed his coffee down on the only other copy of the script that he had still in the office. When Shane pulled up the cup, a dark brown ring stained the front page of the collection of words. With a sheepish look, Shane handed over the stack of pages as he wiped at the bottom of his cup.


Rosita took the script without missing a beat and asked him if she should start from the top.


Shane nodded and waved her on, anxious to see how she would perform the part. It was going to be a difficult part to fill, so Shane was eager to get it done and out of the way so they could start shooting.


Rosita took a wide stance in front of him, her green eyes blazing with intensity that Shane couldn’t shake off. She launched into the reading, her voice filling his small office with power and intensity.


“Listen, Greco. You are going to bring out the hostages wrapped in a nice red bow for me and then we can talk about going easy on your sentencing. If you don’t let them go now, I am going to send you to an early grave.”


She was reading for the lead part of a new action film that had already been given the green light after a successful pitch. This scene was the first time the audience would see the heroine in action. In the opening scene, whoever was picked as the main character, would be dropping through a skylight and executing three Mafia members before they could even raise their guns. 


Rosita cleared her throat again so that Shane would realize that he was letting her hang on the next line from the script. 


Picking up his own copy of the script, Shane traced his finger over the lines as he spoke them.


“I ain’t giving you anything bitch except for two shots to the head. If you want these hostages, why don’t you come in here and get them from me. We both remember what happened last time you tried to save the day.”


Rosita didn’t even miss a beat as she rattled off the next couple of lines.


“Greco, if you want to have any chance of making it out of here alive, you are going to send out at least a few people to me. Why do they have to pay for your mistakes?”


Shane picked up in the script where she left off and replied.


“You hardcore bitch. If things were different, I would probably be asking you out instead of trying to shoot you in the face.”


Shane waited for Rosita to read off the next line, but the budding actress seemed to just stand there, staring at the script with a hard gaze. Shane licked at his lips and tried to figure out why she was stalling. Was it the coffee stain on the document? Maybe she couldn’t see what she was supposed to read. A thousand little questions were running through the mind of Shane as Rosita approached his desk and threw the script down on the wood surface.


“You have to change some of this dialogue. This is beyond cheesy and this is the first movie in the series. If we want to make it to eight or nine movies, this is going to need to be tightened up.”


Shane shook his head in surprise. Did this actress just tell him that he had to change the script? Who did she think she was? 


Rosita gave him a smile and twirled her hair around her finger. 


“Did you not expect me to have brain of my own big guy? I bet you aren’t used to actresses that talk back to you.”


Shane shrugged and shifted around in his seat in an uncomfortable manner. She was dead on. He wasn’t used to an actress that had a mind of her own. How was he supposed to respond? Should he change the script just for this one person?


Rosita laughed and pulled a red ink pen from her purse. She began to cross out lines and make revisions at will, fixing up the script to her liking. After a few minutes, she finally looked up at him and winked.


“We are ready now. Go ahead and start when you want to.”


Shane cleared his throat and picked up the script.


“We aren’t returning the hostages unless you get us a helicopter and a guarantee we can walk from this,” said Shane in his best imitation of a Mafia guy. His voice didn’t sound anything like what a scary Mafioso would sound like but Rosita went along with it.


“I need some sort of reassurance. Send out five of the hostages and we can talk.”


Shane nodded. She was delivering the lines well. He could almost imagine her in the role of the heroine delivering the lines in a cold manner over the emergency phone. He had never heard of this actress before today but she was doing an impressive job.


Shane looked up the next line and tried to take on his scariest voice.


“We will send out one hostage and they are going to be missing an arm if we don’t have our helicopter ready for take off in the next hour.”


“You know we can’t get a helicopter to you that fast. There is no way to make that happen. Give me three hours and the hostages unharmed. If you touch even one hair on their head, I am going to rip your guts out.” 


Rosita was really getting into the character. She was standing there proudly in the small office, her voice powerful and full of measured menace. Shane felt himself actually taking on the persona of the terrorist and he was frightened about what would happen to him. Shane looked at the script again. She had added the part about ripping out his guts. He smiled. Not a bad addition. It spiced up the scene that was coming across as a bit cliché.


Finding his spot in the script, Shane lowered his voice and delivered the next set of lines.


“Listen bitch. If you know what is good for you, you will have that helicopter on the ground and ready for take off if you don’t want a wholesale slaughter on your hands. When these hostages die, you are the one that is going to take the blame.”


Rosita read the next line and Shane felt a chill run up his spine as she read it.


“Just because you called me a bitch, I am going to make sure you are the last one to die. I want you to watch your buddies die right before I take you out.”


She approached his desk, striding across the room with powerful movements. Shane swallowed hard. This woman was embodying everything that this character was. She was strong, take charge, and powerful. Shane felt something pounding and realized it was his heart. His pulse was speeding up with each step that she took toward him.


Rosita bent over his desk and placed both of her palms on either side of his arms. She leaned in close and gave his a view of her generous cleavage. Shane felt like he was trapped in a trance as she moved in close for him to smell the mint flavor of gum on her lips.


“If you let all the hostages go right now, I promise you a quick death.”


Shane threw down the script and shook his head. 


“You have it,” he exclaimed. “You have the job. Holy hell. That was a great reading. How did you get so into character?”


Rosita stood back up and smiled at him. She twirled her hair around one finger again and chuckled.


“This was the first time I read the script Shane. Don’t forget, I was making changes to it on the fly. It sounded too wooden and robotic before. If we want to sell this scene, I have to actually believe my character is a badass. A badass doesn’t negotiate!”


Shane clapped his hands together and began to type up an email to one of the producers. “I am going to tell them we found our MC. This is great. You might have to do a few more readings, but if you bring that same heat, you are going to get the job easily.”


She grinned and slinked around the room before taking a seat on the corner of his workspace and looking back over at him.


“How about we go to dinner tonight and I can ensure I get that part then? I am new in town and I need the work. I know a good Mexican place that is only a few streets away.”


Shane was so surprised he stopped typing for a moment. Usually it was the other way around. He was supposed to be the guy in charge that was trying to sleep with the actress so that she could get the part. Now Rosita was flipping the tables on him. She was asking him out for dinner. Did he dare to say no? She was perfect for the part and very attractive.


He nodded and pushed a card across the table. 


“My number is on the front there if you want to get in touch. I think I am free tonight.”


Rosita snatched up the card and laughed as she rolled out the door.


“I think I might be free tonight as well Shane. Maybe I will see you there tonight.”


With that, she was gone, out the door and down the stairs. Shane could hear shoes skipping down the stairs as she made her way down to her car. He sighed. He was trying to play it cool but it had not been expressed that way. If she did get back to him, he would have to make it up to her somehow.


The rest of the day churned on, stacks of paperwork that needed to be reviewed rolling in each hour. Shane seemed to be working at a frantic pace, but the work wasn’t letting up. No matter how fast he signed off on the paperwork, he couldn’t stem the tide of packets flowing in from UPS, Fed-Ex, and the Postal Service.


Finally, after what seemed like countless hours just doing clerical chores, it was coming up on eight. 


Shane glanced down at his phone and was surprised to see a text waiting for him.


“You better not stand me up tonight. 8 sharp or I am going to bust your balls.”
It was from Rosita of course. Shane quickly looked at the time and realized it was four minutes until eight o’ clock. His eyes bugged out as he grabbed his phone and his coat and rushed to his car. His tires were smoking when he screeched to a halt just outside the restaurant. Running in, he looked down at the time again. One minute to go.


Quickly scanning the restaurant, he spotted her as she waved him over. Shane sifted through the crowd until he could finally get over to her and take his seat at the table. Rosita nodded and raised a margarita glass toward him.


“This is your drink. I already ordered and got us both the endless margarita bowl. I hope you can hold you liquor. They don’t water down the drinks here so you get buzzed pretty quick. 


Shane brought the glass to his lips and felt his eyebrows go up. The drinks were really strong here. What did they put in them?


He took another swig and the warmth of hard liquor soaked through his body. It felt good to relax after so much paperwork had been heaped upon him. Rosita was smiling and looking even better now. Her red dress clung to her curves and gave off a very devilish and dirty feel. Shane wondered briefly if she might actually be the devil. There was no way a woman this attractive would call for a date with him unless she had an ulterior motive. She obviously wanted the part, but what was her game? Why be so aggressive about things?


“You are an attractive man,” said Rosita. Shane nodded dumbly to acknowledge what she was saying and continued to down his drink. 


“I am going to be upfront with you Shane. You are going to get fucked tonight.”


Shane choked on his drink and struggled to keep it down. Did she just say what he thought she said? Who the hell was this girl?


“Don’t look so surprised. I saw the way you were looking at me. I know what you were thinking in that little office of yours. You probably wanted to bend me over your desk and lift up my skirt, get a good view of my ass before you thrust that big cock into me.”


Shane looked around, surprised nobody else heard what she was saying. This girl was crazy. She was describing him screwing her in graphic detail right here in the restaurant. 


“That is actually not how this is going to happen at all Shane. That is what you want to happen. You are going to be the one bent over tonight and taking it.”


Shane was even more confused now. What was she talking about? Why would he be bent over for her?


She could see the confusion in his eyes and she shook her head, bringing her black purse up onto the table they both shared.


“You look confused Shane so I will make this crystal clear for both of us. I want that part that you are offering. You are not only going to give me the part for the movie, but I am going to fuck you as well. If you do a good job, I will get you off. You might get to fuck me. I haven’t really decided yet.”


Shane looked at her like she had just grown two heads.


Rosita pushed her purse over at him and gestured toward it.


“Look inside Shane. That is your future.”


Shane grabbed the purse and looked around before peeking inside. The bag contained normal things that you would normally find in a purse. There were mints for fresh breath, a few tampons, and something he had never seen before. A giant black dildo. The thing was a good twelve inches long! If you didn’t know what you were doing with it, you could probably kill a person.


The black dildo had a harness set up attached to it. Shane didn’t know exactly how it worked, but he had a pretty good idea now. Rosita was like a black haired spider, drawing him into her web so that she could pounce. She was the hunter and he was the prey.


“I think we understand each other now Shane. Drink up. You are going to need to be liquored up for what I have in mind. The dildo that you are looking at right now is going all the way up your ass.”


Shane looked around desperately. He had never been with a woman like this before and certainly had never taken it in his backdoor. What kind of guy did she think that he was?


Even though Shane wanted to protest what she was saying to him, he had to admit, he was intrigued by what she had said. After all, plenty of guys liked butt stuff. Maybe it would feel good to have a little bit of that length.


Shane took a long drink and exhaled a long breath. This was crazy but part of him wanted it. Part of him wanted to play the role of the passive man for once. Once his drink was completely drained, Rosita threw down some money and dragged him out of the restaurant toward her car.


The red Porsche growled as she manipulated the stick shift. 
“How did you afford this?” asked Shane, confused as to why he was quickly speeding toward his destination in a luxury sports car.


“I get what I want Shane and right now I want your ass. Don’t bother putting your belt on. You won’t need it.”


She was right. Her expert driving weaved in and out of traffic until they pulled into a high-rise complex. The front was covered in glass and black marble. Once again, Shane wanted to ask how she had gotten all of this, but he stayed quiet. Some things were better left unsaid. 


The elevator inside spit them out near one of the top floors and Rosita grabbed him by the front of his shirt to drag him toward her door. Pushing him inside, Shane looked down and realized that he had been carrying her purse for her ever since they had left the restaurant. He didn’t even remember picking it up. Maybe this girl really was the devil.


“Get down on your knees Shane. I will not ask twice.”


“Yes Rosita. Anything you want.”


She popped him lightly on the side of the face with an open palm. 


“You will not refer to me as Rosita inside of the bedroom. It is Mistress or you get popped again and this time it will be harder.”


Shane nodded as he got down on his knees and waited for what was going to happen next. His Mistress smiled at him and drew the giant, black dildo out of her purse. She stepped into the harness, her full hips doing a cute shimmy back and forth to get the straps around her waist. 


Shane had no idea what was coming next but he had an idea. This girl was a take charge kind of woman, so he was probably going to be bent over her bed in a few minutes and biting one of her pillows. He looked over at her sheets. They were really quite nice. Silk red sheets to match black throw pillows that adorned her sleeping area.


“Pay attention servant.” 


Rosita popped him across the side of the face again. Shane rubbed at his cheek as he was not used to being struck by a woman. His cheek burned and ached, but there was something thrilling about what was happening. This was so…new. The experience was so different!


“Sorry Mistress,” Shane said with a sparkle in his eye. “I don’t want you to think I wasn’t paying attention to you. Please use my mouth as you see fit.”
“That is better my little servant. Open wide.”


Before he knew it, Shane was sucking on a wide and thick dildo as it was pressed into his mouth. Her crotch was so close now; Shane recognized the smell of a freshly showered pussy. She had gotten ready for this, which meant she was planning it all along. His hands started to come up to grab at her hips but she swatted them down.


“Just open your mouth for me baby,” she said above him.


Rosita ran a few fingers through his thick hair as his tongue curled around her long dildo. She massaged his skull behind his ears, urging him on to take the length deeper and deeper. Shane did exactly what she wanted and pushed several more inches into his mouth. He was breathing hard now, his excitement level rising. Soon it would be time for the main course of the evening.


“Go down further on the cock my little servant. It is going all the way up your butt so you should make sure to lick every inch. I wouldn’t want to hurt that cute ass of yours.”


Shane nodded and doubled his efforts; working his jaw open even wider to swallow as much as he possibly could take. The hard dildo banged up against the back of his throat. It was a strange sensation to feel something so big touching the entrance for his air passage. If he swallowed this monster, would he be able to breathe?


There wasn’t much thinking to be done as Rosita pressed hard on the back of his head and told him to swallow her black monster. The giant dildo popped into his throat and began to travel down toward his stomach. Shane coughed a little and a bit of spit popped out of his mouth and landed on the floor.


“Don’t be scared to get sloppy with it my love. I want you to make a mess. Get it nice and sloppy wet so that I can push it right up your ass. I don’t want to have to ease this bad boy into you. Can you do that for me Shane?”


Shane couldn’t respond with so much cock filling his mouth, he could only nod to let his mistress know that he understood what she was telling him. She grinned down as him and pumped her hips forward to feed him a couple more inches. So much fake dick was going into Shane; he wondered when it would end. How many more inches did Rosita have for him?


His question was quickly answered when Rosita grit her teeth and surged forward with both hips at the same time.


“Just a few more inches cock boy. Take it all and this will be over and we can get down to what you really want.”


Shane powered through the last couple inches, swallowing hard and taking her big cock down the whole way. The stubble of her freshly shaved cunt rubbed against his nose and scratched at his skin. He struggled a little, but Rosita wouldn’t let him away from her dick until she had it stuck into him for several seconds.


“Hold it Shane. Hold that cock inside and show me how much you want it.”


Face turning red with strain, Shane worked his throat to flex it and hold out for just a little longer. His mistress seemed pleased with the amount of effort he was putting in and smiled down at him.


“You are doing a great job Shane. Excellent work.”


Her hips pulled back suddenly and she pulled her big cock back. Rosita looked down at the shaft that had just skewered Shane like he was a kebob. She licked her lips and considered her next move carefully. Was Shane going to be ready for what she wanted to do to him?


“Stand up little boy and bend over my bed.”


Shane stood up on shaky legs, teetering back and forth. His head felt like it was buzzing with questions and frantic energy. He couldn’t believe that this was actually going to happen. Inside his mind, he had fantasized about a moment like this so many times and now it was finally going to happen.


Once he was over the bed, Shane tried to look back to see what was going on behind him.


“Keep your eyes forward darling. The only thing you need to concern yourself with right now is spreading out those cute cheeks you have on you. I want to make sure I can see my target before I spear you from behind.”


Shane swallowed hard. Did she just say spear?


Before he could even process the movements that were happening behind him, a big blob of spit landed right on his flexing ass. The spit felt cool and wet on his bare opening, his spread cheeks inviting anything and everything to penetrate him hard and fast from behind.


“Keep those cheeks spread hun.”


Shane nodded and kept his eyes facing forward as a finger traced his most sensitive hole. More spit landed on the entrance now, or was that lube? The liquid was smeared all around, hot pleasure burning all through Shane as he took a deep breath. It was about to happen.


The head of the dildo began to penetrate inward, collapsing his tight ass in on itself and forcing his body to handle the giant length. Shane thought it would hurt, but surprisingly, his body quickly acclimated to the feeling of a giant dildo sliding up his butt. In fact, it was starting to feel really good as three thick inches were introduced to his colon.


Shane wanted the dildo to keep going in, but his mistress stopped suddenly.


“You like this too much Shane. I want you to beg me for this pounding. You have to remember what kind of position you are in. I am the mistress and you have to ask for pleasure.”


“Please fuck my ass with your cock mistress.”


There was no answer. Shane wanted to turn around and see what was going on but he didn’t dare disobey a direct order.


“Fuck me please. Fuck me hard and fast please.”


The penetration of his ass continued as a few more inches were shoved deep inside of him. Shane felt he was up to five big inches in his butt now, but he had no idea. There was no way to gauge how much of her cock had already inserted itself in his tight opening.


“You are so tight Shane. Just breath deep and relax that little hole for me.”


He tried to calm himself, but there was no way to just relax. This was what he had been hoping for. This was what Shane wanted for such a long time. A woman that could dominate him and take charge of the situation. 


Any coherent thought flew out of Shane’s mind as several more inches were added deep inside of him. There must have been a good seven to eight inches pressed into his sensitive opening now, spreading him out, taking away the control that he always seemed to have.


Rosita now grabbed his hips on either side of his body, gripping him hard. She whispered something in his ear as she pumped the final inches into his rectum. A quick bite on his earlobe and a sweet kiss on his neck, and Rosita was totally inside of him. Shane had never felt so full and fulfilled in his life. 


A warm hand snuck under him and grabbed hold of his shaft as the cock in his butt slowly pulled away. Shane groaned into the covers, his ass already missing the full feeling when Rosita slammed back into him. He grunted and shuddered, his body trembling as she began to jack him off while she was screwing him.


“I want you to come at the same time as me Shane. I am so close right now.”
Shane couldn’t even speak as her hand continued to stroke the whole length of his shaft. His stomach was tied into knots with nervous energy. He wanted to cum soon, but there was no way his mistress would allow him to orgasm unless she was also riding out her own climax.


Biting his bottom lip, Shane croaked out a few words. 


“Please come soon mistress. I can’t hold out much longer.”


She slapped his ass hard for talking back and began to ride his ass even harder while her fist went into overdrive on his cock. Shane saw stars flash in front of his eyes. Even if his mistress wasn’t about to cum, there was no way for him to hold this back.


White-hot cream pumped out of his shaft as his seed spilled out all over the red sheets in front of him. Rosita shuddered as her own release began, waves of pleasure burning through both of their bodies.


Shane felt his ass contract around the dildo over and over again as his body was drained of ever drop of semen. Rosita made sure to squeeze down very hard on his cock to make sure she got everything.


When Rosita was finally done pounding his ass, she slowly backed up, looking at the handiwork that she had created. Her sheets were streaked with white stains everywhere. She laughed as she pulled off her harness.


“Looks like you have some laundry to do love,” said Rosita with a grin. “The laundry room is across the hall so you better make yourself busy.”


Shane looked back at his mistress with eyes that still burned with hot lust.


“Can’t we go for round two mistress? I want to feel that bad boy while I am on my back.”


“Do your chores and you are going to get what you want little boy. Make sure you grab the rest of my dirty clothes from my hamper. You better run a full load for me or you are going to get a pop to the face.”


Shane nodded and began to pull the dirty shirts from the bed. He would do anything to feel dirty and used by Rosita again. 


THE END
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