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“Seventy-five dollars for straight sex,” she said.

Cheap, but I wasn’t looking for the elusion of love.  I needed a fantasy, a way to satisfy my desire, need…hunger.  Orange street light flashed off the driver’s license as I opened my wallet.  “Maybe we should go to that alley.”  
A nice mix of fear, suspicion, and then greed skittered across her face.  It was priceless.  “Make it an even hundred and you’ve got a deal.”

I stepped out of the car, handed over the money, and followed her to a place behind a large dumpster.  It was everything an alley should be dark, trashy, and dangerous.  My cock stiffened at the possibilities.  

Oh, you’re so big,” she said reaching past the zipper to stroke me.    


I grabbed her by the shoulders, spinning her into the wall.  She was pinned, trapped, like an innocent cheerleader under the quarterback.  But there was nothing innocent about her as raised the too-short mini skirt.  Running my hand down her arm, I reached the skirt’s hem and followed it until I was between her legs.  Shaved, damn, that ruined the cheerleader fantasy.  My excitement, and desire, dropped.  But I wasn’t going to stop, I couldn’t.  Pushing past her folds, my finger hit the dry Sahara that was her clit.  I blew out and exasperated breath.  “You couldn’t even be a little wet?”  The need was overwhelming.   

“It’s okay baby.  A little spit will take care of everything.”

I wanted to strangle this…this…stupid whore.  I plunged two fingers into her and dragged her closer.  “Don’t tell me what to do.”  There was a pained look on her face when she tried to pull away.  But more important there was fear.  My cock was hard in an instant.  She opened her mouth, but I put a hand over it.  The feeling was intoxicating.  
She pushed against me and for a moment I was thrown off balance and stumbled backward.  “You paid for straight sex.  I don’t do the rough stuff.”  She pulled her skirt down and took a step away from me.
I caught her arm.  Thrusting my body against hers, pinning her to the brick wall.  She let out a startled scream and I thought I just might come.  Fear rolled off of her in waves that I could almost taste.  This was no fantasy, this was real.  She took in a deep breath to scream and I shoved my hand across her mouth.  There was a loud thud when her head hit the wall.  Dark brown eyes rolled back as her body went limp.  Adrenalin spiked in my belly and fear came with it.  She dropped to the ground when I stepped back.  I stared in disbelief.  Could I have killed her?  Seconds felt like hours as stillness crept into the alley.  Then I heard the raspy sounds of life coming from the body at my feet.  
Walking fast I left the alley, returning to my car.  When I was a few blocks away, looking in the rear view mirror, my body started shaking.  I needed a drink.  And I didn’t need to be driving.  Any cop would pick me up for driving under the influence.  It just wouldn’t be the influence they were thinking of, I had to suppress a giggle.  A bright pink sign flashed in the distance “Sadie’s Gentlemen’s club.”  The hunger welled, and I pulled over.        

The smell of cheap liquor and cheaper sex hung around the air.  Lights flashed in time with music that thumped loud enough to rattle bottles at the bar.  “Jack with a beer back,” I yelled to the bartender, he poured the drink.  I slammed the shot and ordered another one.  Turning my attention back to the stage, there was a lovely blond, aren’t they all, stripping in a playful tease.  At least, that’s what I thought she was going for.  Her butt jiggled and boobs bounced like every other exotic dancer.  They were all the same.  I’d been to these clubs before with the hope of finding something that could once again pique my interest.  But everything was the same, women, men, and conversations, tired and boring.  


After tossing back the second shot I took the beer for a walk.  Like most strip clubs, bars in general for that matter, the place was dark, loud, and filled with those hoping to score and those that just did.  The VIP room wasn’t so much a room as a small raised platform with five foot wall around it.  You could see the girl’s heads bob up and down in rhythm to the music.  Some were bobbing for another reason.  I leaned against the wall listening to the sounds of sex and found I was unaroused.  
With the beer half gone and the frustration mounting, leaving was the best option.  Maybe another hooker would be up for a little rough sex.  After slipping a few dollars in tip jar at the DJ booth I was hit with the most alluring scent.  Hit hard enough to knock me back a step.  Looking around, and not seeing anything, I lifted my nose in the tainted air and picked it up again.  The smell of sex and something I couldn’t identify was coming from a table in the corner.  A woman was working a table of men. 

Raven hair, ruby lips, and eyes black as coal, with all the right curves in all the right places.  The woman was a goddess.  Her blue satin dress plunged into welcoming cleavage.  I didn’t need to see more.  The things I can do in that warm darkness made my head spin.  Thinking about the alley whore and her fear, I could make a game of this.  Taking my time to feed desire and need and satisfying this driving hunger.  The thought made my lower belly twitch in anticipation.    

I would be charming, above suspicion, until it was time.  When she was comfortable I’d up the ante and savor her struggle.  “Excuse me,” reaching for her hand and kissing the back of it.  “I believe you promised something.”  I pulled her from the table over the objections of the other men. 
“That was bold,” she smiled.

“Fortune favors the bold.”  I moved closer, breathing her in.  

She tilted her head, sizing me up.  “An educated man?”  Her voice was rich and throaty, blood rushed to my groin. 

Nodding my head, “Do you work here?”
“You can say that, my name is Sadie.” 
The name seemed familiar, but at the moment I couldn’t place it.  “How come I haven’t seen you before now?”

“Paperwork.”

I stopped in mid step.  She stumbled and I used it as an excuse to hold her closer.  “I’m sorry?”
“Sadie, as in Sadie’s Gentlemen’s club.  I own the place.”

“Oh.”  

“Is this your first time?”

“Only here,” it was my turn to smile.  
“A predator in the making?”

The way I pulled her from the table it was reasonable for her to think me a predator.  Maybe that was exactly what I was.  Tonight was the first time I’d ever acted on my darker impulses.  The music stopped, pulling me away from that disturbing line of thought.  Another dancer was taking the stage.  “Can I buy you a drink?”
“How about I buy you one, what’ll you have?” She asked climbing onto a barstool and crossing her legs.  I took a few minutes to appreciate the subtle curve of her calf as it tapered to a slender ankle.
“Just a club soda, I need to keep my wits around you.”

She flashed a knowing smile that sent my heart stammering.  “How did you come about owning a strip club?”
“Let’s not waste time with small talk.  Ask me what you really want to know.”

Direct and unashamed, this was going to be fun.  “Are you as good in bed as I think?”
“What gives you the idea that I’m any good at all?”

I had to think about that one a minute.  All my assumptions were based on chemical reactions, animal lust and an incomprehensible need.  “The way you move for one.  Self assured, confidant, and with a rhythm that demands a partner.  How you held the attention of those men with little more than your voice and that body is as close to perfect as it gets.”  I inhaled, filling my lungs with her.  
“Hum…”  She licked her lips.  It was a subtle act that most people do without much thought.  But when she did I imagined the feel of her mouth stretched around me and the texture of her tongue against delicate foreskin, made me shiver.  “How far are you willing to go?”
My mind was flooded with images of her in a leather bustier and g-string, blue like her dress, with five inch stilettos making her shapely legs extend into heaven.  Could I take her?  Would she bend to my appetites or like the whore in the alley would she break?

 “Well?” Hunger flitted in her eyes.

“That would depend on how much you could take.”

“You don’t want me, Cherry perhaps...”

“What can Cherry do that you can’t?”  
She snatched my tie so fast I was taken off guard.  Pulling me to within inches of her face, “You think you want domination,” she narrowed her eyes, “but inflicting pain is what you’re really after.”
Her dominance and control, added to that wonderful aroma, sent my mind reeling.  I was rock hard, ready to take her here and now.  I put both hands on her biceps, pulling her off the bar stool and into my body.  Inhaling again, I couldn’t help myself, “What is that intoxicating smell?”

“Raw female sex,” she purred in my ear.  “If I give you what you want what would you do for me?”

“Shouldn’t the question be what would I do to you?”

She laughed.  It made my blood boil with wanting.  Parting my lips, I had to taste this woman, to kiss those full lips.  Leaning in closer, she slapped me.  “You Bitch,” I roared.  

The bartender rushed toward us.  She held up a delicate hand, her dark eyes never left mine.  “It’s okay Tony.”  The burley man backed down.  “I said I take what I want.  You’ll take what I give.”
Adrenalin and endorphins surged through my veins lighting every nerve on fire.  I wanted to nail her on that barstool.  Spread her legs apart and drive deep, pounding until she begged for mercy.  She’d take everything I had to give.  Then, spinning her around and bending her over the bar, I’d twine that gorgeous mane around my fingers, pulling her head back and keep going.
“Maybe Cherry would be a good idea after all.  Follow me.”  She walked away, never looking back to see if I followed.  She whispered something to the DJ then directed one of the bouncers to clear the VIP section.  I felt a pull from her.  I was being commanded.  The next image to invade my mind was throwing her against the wall, ripping into blue satin.  With every thrust her head would bang against the wall and the closer I’d come to climax the tighter my grip around her neck.  The violence of the fantasy rocked me back.  Rough sex was nothing new to me, asphyxiation was not my typical turn on, but the more I entertained the thought the harder I got. 

The VIP section was about what I expected.  A few chairs and couches lined the walls and two poles at either end.  Cherry came up the step behind me, she was a pretty, shapely and blond, with blue down cast eyes.  

“What would you like to do to her?” Sadie asked. 

“Not much.”

“What would you like to do to me?”

“I could show you.”

“On her.”  

I shook my head.  “Not the same.”

She took my chin between her finger and thumb, “Look again,” she said turning my head. 

Cherry’s blond hair turned black, she gained two inches in height, and her face morphed into a stunning likeness of Sadie’s.  “What the…” I stammered. 
“The light plays tricks on the eyes here.  Now, show me what you’d do to me.”  She pushed me to her doppelganger.  The women looked the same but Sadie’s defiance, power, was missing in the other woman.  “Take her.”

Sadie’s command moved my body to grab Cherry’s cleavage, pulling her to me and kissing her hard on the lips.  She tasted of cherry candy.    

“Take her,” Sadie moaned in my ear.  “Be the predator you want.”
I tore at the dress’s neck line, busting stitches.  She was wearing a blue leather bustier and matching g-string.  Shoving her into the wall I held her wrist with one hand above her head while the other ripped the g-string, then grinding my pants against her in time to the music.  I would not enter Cherry.  She wasn’t the one I wanted.  Oh, but I did like the game.
“Run.  Get out of here as fast as you can,” Cherry whimpered in my ear.

I bit her neck.  “Don’t you like what I’m doing?”

“Yes, but…”

“Then shut up,” I growled moving lower. 
Cherry’s whimpering was driving me wild, but I would remain in control.  “She’ll own you.”

“What’s wrong with that?”  I placed a hand around her throat, and tightened.  Her eyes widened.  I saw a flash of fear and almost came.   
“This is what you’ve been looking for.”  It was Sadie’s rich tones echoing around my skull.  “Why you’ve been unsatisfied, wandering from place to place and person to person.  Sex is not what you crave.  It’s not even submission, but violent painful submission.”
Sadie was not wrong.  The struggle for power is the strongest aphrodisiac.  As Cherry writhed against me with fear, and pleasure, I realized I could take anything from this woman and she’d not complain.  I pushed, making sex rougher, hoping Cherry would resist.  But when her whimpers turned to a soft moans and I stopped.
“Is this the best you can do?” Sadie whispered in my ear. 

“She is not you.”  I looked into Sadie’s eyes, she was strong.  Letting go of Cherry I pulled Sadie into a kiss.  She grabbed the wrist that held her and twisted.  My hand let go, but my teeth held her bottom lip.  Her other hand pulled my hair, driving me to my knees.  Her fight sent fire rush through my veins.  “More, I need more.”
“What would you do for me?” 
“Anything.”

“Are you sure?” she purred. 

I ripped at my own clothes.  How was she holding me down?  “Anything,” I snarled, “just give me more.”  Naked, on my knees, I wrapped shaking arms around her thighs, pressing my face into blue satin.  The smell had my brain swimming.  Her raw female sexuality was powerful.  I was drunk on it.  My hands reached up to her butt cheeks pushing the fabric up.  
I slid my hands to the back of her knees and with a quick yank Sadie’s feet came out from under her.  She landed on her back with a thud.  I crawled up her body, shredding clothes, until I could taste her juices.  Drinking her in made my body tingle and vibrate.  Sadie moaned with delight.  I kept going after she came.  She had to want me as much as I wanted her.  Another part of me itched to be in Sadie.  Dragging myself from her wetness, I mounted her.  It was all I could do not to come with the first thrust.  I had to slow down or it would be over without savoring the moment.  Looking down at the raven haired beauty I noticed how pale and flawless her skin was.  With every slow thrust I kissed her face, licked neck, bit her ear.  I was afraid to touch her perfect breast, afraid I’d lose control.  

“Some religions believe the instant of climax is when your soul is at its purest.  You said you’d do anything for me.  Is that true?” she said grinding her hips into mine.
“Yes,” I moaned, “I’d kill for you.”
“Would you die for me too?”  She bit my nipple sending my body into spasms.  
“Anything you ask.”

“Even your soul?”

“My what?”  Blood was rushing and I was panting hard enough I almost missed what she asked. 
“Your soul, would you give it to me?”

I stopped, my mind skittering in a thousand directions.  
She wrapped her legs around mine and flipped me over onto my back, without losing my place inside her.  “If I allow you to climax will you give me your soul?”  She punctuated each word with a slow grind of her hips.  It was a wonderful tease that would bring me close, but back off at the right moment.  Sadie pulled my hands from her hips and placed them on her breast.  It was more wonderful than I could have imagined.  The perfect blend of firm softness and inviting raised nipples.  I leaned up to kiss them, instead suckled like a baby.  She rode me harder.  I was about to lose my mind as well as my control.  She stopped, grabbing my hair and pulling my head back until I looked into those black eyes.  “Say it,” she growled, “and you’ll come like you never have before.”
“Yes.”

She bucked, driving me hard into her.  “Yes what?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“No.”  She jerked my head back farther and slapped me across the face.  The pain was exquisite.  “Say I can have your soul,” she demanded.
“Yes…ahh,” the release started in my toes.  “…you…can…ahh,” the sights and sound of the bar faded into the distance.  “…have my…soul,” I shouted.  There was just enough time to register the words before my muscles clenched with release followed by pain, sweet and searing.  
Sadie sat up, a slender finger dabbing at the corner of her mouth.  “This is why a succubus shouldn’t own a strip club,” she giggled at her own joke.  “Cherry, tell Jasper there is another body for him to dispose of.
