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What Dreams may come…
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Chapter 1

Rebecca

What a day! A felony arrest and five domestics. In addition to the summonses, ambulance cases and the everyday crap. Hot sudsy water swirled over my body, releasing the knots in my shoulders as I lay in the whirlpool bath. I opened my eyes and turned slightly to see through the window to the left of the tub. Yup. Just as I’d thought, a full moon, which explained the busy shift on patrol. Some people think that’s an urban myth, a full moon affecting people’s behavior, but ask any worker who deals with the public and they’ll tell you. The crazies come out at that time of the month.

No matter. It just made the day more interesting. The ten hour shift flew by, that was for sure. Let’s face it—I’d rather be busy than just tooling around in the patrol car. The felony arrest was no big deal, a dumb kid breaking into a garage and trying to steal a car radio. The domestics were more intense. I shook my head; some people just don’t belong together.

Well, shift complete, I signed out, and it’s all good. After the years of doing the job, it really wasn’t much more than just another busy day at the office. And I had better, more interesting things for sure, to reflect on as I sat in the tub feeling the pulses of the whirlpool caress me.

I was mulling over the evening with Sean at the O Zone on Saturday. For about the tenth time since that night. I felt myself smiling. I knew it would be sexy but it was way better than what I’d imagined. He was not only great looking, he was strong and alpha. I needed a guy stronger than me, but he’d have to earn my respect before I’d ever sub to him.

When he made me say please before he would fuck me… That had been exactly right. His mouth and tongue on my clit, teasing me, while I ached for his cock to fuck me. I closed my eyes and slid deeper into the warm water in the tub, holding the shower wand close to my groin. Just one twist of the settings and a pulsing jet of water caressed me, the way Sean’s tongue had. I raised my leg and rested the heel of my foot on the side of the tub, turning on my side for my other hand to wander to my opening.

I held the wand closer to the hard, sensitive bud between my legs, and slipped my fingers inside my slippery opening, picturing how Sean had told me to say please. When his fingers had pressed into my anus, any resistance I had, melted away. What would it be like to be fucked there? My thumb pressed into my ass as my fingers pushed deeper into my cunt. Oh yeah…this was nice. God, I’d beg Sean to do this to me.

My heart thundered in my chest as the throbbing jet of water licked my clit. In my mind, it was Sean’s tongue lathing me while his fingers and thumb filled my openings. The sensation was delicious and I wanted it to last forever. I pressed the shower wand against my clit while pushing my fingers deeper, fucking my hungry cunt the way Sean had.

“Oh yeah…please harder…” My words were a whisper, eyes squeezed shut, back in the moment with Sean, begging him for that huge, thick cock.  “Oh God.” My hips rocked into the shower wand while muscles deep inside spasmed on the imaginary cock--Sean’s cock.

“Yeah, just like that.” My senses centered on the waves of ecstasy spreading through my body, to my very fingertips. My clit tingled and I arched pulling the wand away from it. It was now too much to bear and my fingers withdrew from the warm wetness of my pussy,

I laid my head back against the hard surface of the tub and smiled. What was with me lately? I’d masturbated every night since meeting him. He’d awakened a torrent of sexual fantasies and all because he had the potential to dominate me. He’d done a bit of that at the O Zone but there was so much more he could do that would leave me quivering.

Should I dare to show him my collection of porn and sex toys when I see him tomorrow night? I’d pushed his buttons when I pulled him over, fondling his cock during the frisk. Even at the club, I’d been a sassy bitch, just to test him. He was tough and man enough to give me what I needed but showing him the hand-cuffs, blindfolds and nipple clamps…That would be too easy for him.

Human nature being what it is, he’d appreciate my gift of submission if he had to work for it. The harder he worked to control and dominate, the more we both would crave my submission. Oh God. Here I go again. My finger slid across my clit in response to the tingling fullness in my pussy lips once again.


Chapter 2

Sean

Should I? Would Rebecca like a smooth shaven groin? From the articles in the porn magazines, women like a clean shaven guy when they give head. Oh what the hell. If I don’t like it or if it itches, it’ll grow back.

I stepped away from the stream of water in the shower and shook the can of shaving lather. The cool minty feel of the soap along with thoughts of Rebecca’s mouth on my cock were making me hard. Be really careful Soldier with that razor.  One nick and you could bleed to death.

I pulled my thick shaft to the side and slowly shaved the coarse pubic hair away. It actually felt good. When I was finished shaving all around it and my balls, I glanced down at my handiwork. Fuck! Without the nest of dark hair, it looked even bigger than usual. I couldn’t say bigger than normal as in the junk department I’m an extra large—almost eight inches long, and a thick fistful of cock.

No more stick handling, Soldier. God only knows what Officer Crowe has in store for you tonight. You’d better be on your game to keep the upper hand. God, she’s porn star hot with strength in that shapely body. She easily slipped out of the hold I had her in at the club and I’ve been trained by the best. But then again, so has she.

Funny thing though. When I threatened to bugger her ass with my thumb and made her say please before I’d fuck her, I swear that’s what she’d wanted all along. Never had a woman that needed a good spanking as much as she does.

Picturing her gorgeous soft ass cheeks, holding her across my lap was too much. I closed my eyes and my hand drifted to massage my cock, holding it firmly, stroking up and down while twisting my wrist. Oh yeah baby. I’d given her a thorough spanking and she’d be on her knees in front of me, licking her lips, staring at my thick shaft. I’d make her beg to suck it.

My hand stroked faster but in my head it was her beautiful mouth and head bobbing up and down on me. Suck it faster. Her dark eyes are watering looking up at me, but she does it. My hips thrust in time with my hand and the first incredible spurt of cum landed at the end of the tub. Oh God! She’s going to give me head tonight or I really will spank her. The crazy thing is, I think she’d love that.


Chapter 3

Rebecca

Why am I fussing so much with what I’m going to wear? This is the third dress that I’ve tried on and by hell, it’s going to be the last one. It’s not like it’s going to be on for long if all goes as planned. I adjusted the neckline, pulling it down a bit to reveal more cleavage in the push-up bra and glanced in the mirror. With my dark coloring, red is flattering. If he doesn’t get an instant hard on seeing me in this skin tight dress, my ass cheeks peeking out from under the short hem, then he’s got ice water in his veins.

At the sound of the doorbell, my eyes widened and I froze.

Just breathe Becky; it’s just a guy to fuck. It’s not like you’re going to marry him or anything.

Yeah but he could be THE one. My Master.

Yeah well, he’s going to have to earn it. Tease him till he HAS to take control.

STOP! Enough. This is making me crazy. The doorbell rang again, this time more insistently and I ran to the front of my apartment.

When I opened the door my head bobbed forward and I felt like I had to pick my jaw up from the floor. A military uniform? Oh Christ, Sean looked good enough to eat in it, replete with medals. His grey eyes were sparkling and there were laugh lines extending out from the corners.

“Officer Crowe or is it Becky tonight?” He took a step toward me into my body space, his musky cologne filling my nostrils while my panties (if I’d been wearing any) fell to the floor.

“Sergeant…Hey, I don’t even know your last name and you’re here to fuck me?” I stepped back before he bowled me over striding into my apartment like he owned it. Oh fuck, where have you been all my life?

“It’s Woods and if you play your cards right and are a good little girl, maybe then I’ll fuck you.” He stopped in the middle of the living room and looked around.

A good little girl and maybe he’d fuck me? I’m not looking for a Daddy, I’m a strong woman who needs a stronger man. “Would you like a drink, Sean?” I walked slowly (I had to with the six inch heels) into the room, my eyes never straying from his.

“A beer would be nice.” He placed his palm on my cheek and smirked.

“The kitchen’s that way. Bring me one too, will you?” I turned to walk to the leather sofa across the room but was stopped short by his firm grip on my arm.

“YOU will get us both a drink. You’re the hostess and you’ll serve me, Becky. Do you understand, Becky?” His gaze bore through me and the set of his strong jaw line showed me he meant business.

I lifted my chin and stepped into his body, my hand clutching his balls with just enough pressure to get his attention. “Or what? What will you do to me? Seems like you’re the one who’s having trouble understanding.” I gave his balls a quick squeeze, glad when his face remained the same, no flinching.

His hand grazed my wrist and with a touch as soft as a butterfly his fingers slid up my arm to the shoulder strap of my dress. His finger hooked into it and he pushed it down. We continued to lock eyes while my hand cupped him.

Next the other strap was pushed down so that I stood before him, the full whiteness of my breasts threatening to spill up and out of the bra.

“I’d like you topless when you serve me my beer.” He knocked my hand away from his crotch, walked to the sofa and sat down.

Oh my God, watching his strong wide back and the tight, lean ass as he walked away made my pussy ache with desire. He sank into the soft cushions and rested his ankle on the knee of his other leg, once more smirking at me.

Fuck, I could have torn the dress and bra off, I loved the way this was going. But instead my fingers worked languorously easing the top of the dress down to my waist, reaching behind me to unhook the clasps of the bra.

I slipped the bra down my arms and tossed it to him, giving just a fleeting glimpse of my breasts before turning to go into the kitchen. I took a few steps and stopped, bending forward to raise the hem of my dress. There Sergeant, take that. No panties and bent just enough to show the bottom of my pussy lips. Believe me, you’re going to have to work a little harder to get inside that sweet spot.

I straightened and continued on to the kitchen. If I’d known that I was going to be serving topless and teasing him like some kind of stripper, I’d have picked raunchier background music than the soft jazz that was playing.

I took two frosty bottles of beer from the fridge and held them in my hands, shielding my boobs from his eyes as I walked back to where he sat. The crotch of his pants was a tent and his feet were both on the floor now, splayed far apart. It was all I could do to stop myself from dropping to my knees and tearing his pants open—with my teeth.

“Place the bottles against your nipples. I want to see if they’re cold enough.” His gaze was now on my hands holding the bottles.

I startled when the dewy cold surface of the bottles touched me. “You want to see if the beer is cold or my nipples? Which is it?”

“You’re a smartass, you know that? Do you know what happens to smartass girls?” His head was cocked to one side, that cute smirk once more on his lips. He leaned forward, took both bottles of beer from my hands and set them on a table next to the sofa.

“First of all, I’m a woman not a girl and—“

His hand shot forward and before I knew it I was straddled across his knee, his muscular leg over mine while his arm pinioned my back so that I was facing the floor. I could feel my pussy cream while my clit hardened. And I wasn’t the only one aroused, judging by the thick hardness pressing into my waist.

My skirt had risen and my ass cheeks felt cool air before the thwack of his hand resounded in my ears. Oow! Oh my God, it hurt so good. My fist beat against the hard muscles of his calve and I squirmed trying to escape the next blow. But the pressure of his arm holding me down, increased.

Fighting him and losing was everything that I’d ever lusted for.

The next blow landed squarely on one cheek of my ass, the pain immediate like a bee sting. “Bastard!” My fingernails dug into his ankle and my thighs tried in vain to roll my hips away from him.

His hand rested on the inflamed flesh of my ass and began to circle the outside of each cheek. “Ready to be a good girl?” The smugness in his voice and the casual control he exerted over my body made my pussy ache for his touch, but I couldn’t give in…yet.

“I’m…” I tried to lift my head to turn and look at him. “NOT…” My arm pushed hard against his leg. “A GIRL. I’m a woman!” One last burst of effort pushing against the floor with the toes of my high heels, all to no avail.

This time I felt his body shift raising his arm high in the air before the crack of his hand against my ass. Tears stung my eyes from the pain and pleasure. When his finger traced a line in the trench between my ass cheeks and down separating the flesh at my opening, I gasped.

“You’re a very bad girl who needs to be punished.” His voice was gruff with arousal and his fingers dove deep inside me.

I was almost there, almost ready to surrender to him—to beg for what only he had the power to give me. The muscles in my legs and arms became jelly as his fingers pushed harder into me. There was only my pussy, wet and lusting for more.

His slippery fingers were now spreading the fullness of my labia, drifting softly to the throbbing nub of my clit. A moan starting in my core erupted in a soft purr in my throat when he stroked my most sensitive spot, teasing it softly. My hips rolled, spurred on by the touch of his finger, reveling in the intense pleasure.

“Are you going to be a good girl now?” Just a whisper as his fingers once more dipped into the depths of my wetness, gently fucking me. The ball of his thumb pressed against my asshole, flaming hot, hurting when it entered.

“Yes.” I would have done anything for him at this point. Was it my mind or my cunt responding?

“Sir. You’ll answer and call me Sir.” His fingers withdrew from me and slapped my ass once more.

I gasped as a jolt of ecstasy shot through my belly and into my clit. My heart was thundering in my chest but I managed a murmur, or more like a moan. “Yes, Sir.”

“That’s better.” He lifted his thigh off mine and the hand holding my back down slid around my side to cup and fondle my breast. His finger and thumb pinched the hardened nipple as he spoke. “You’ll serve me my drink and then remove the rest of your clothes.”

What? No more fingering my clit, just when I was about to come? I stood up and reached for one of the beers he had set aside, feeling his gaze on my bare breasts. The nipple he had pinched tingled, linked to the wet longing in my clit for anything he would do to it. Oh God, just fuck me hard.

I handed the beer to him and straightened before pushing the spandex fabric over the roundness of my hips. His gaze dropped and focused on the flesh that was now naked, especially the smoothness of my labia. Watching him sitting fully clothed, calmly sipping his drink as I stood naked and vulnerable almost made me scream; I wanted him to use me, make me his slut.

“Very good Becky. Go into your bedroom and lay on the bed. I’ll be in shortly.”


Chapter 4

Sean

Oh God, I needed this beer. Fuck, I would need the one she brought in for herself as well. I’d never had a woman so spunky and strong as Becky. Everything was a struggle, even getting her to act like a decent hostess and get me a drink.

And ordering her around, to take her top off and then spanking her. Holy crap, I almost came in my pants when she moaned and wiggled against me. And now she was obedient, lying on her bed waiting for me to fuck her. It sure was different, but hot as hell.

I took a long swallow of beer, finishing half of it and adjusted my cock that was hard and aching to go in there and fuck her blind. But if I did that, jumped her bones without making her wait, playing this weird sexual game, I’d disappoint her. And it would end too soon. Besides which, staying in control, having my own little sex kitten was something I’d like to prolong as well.

What was she doing in there? She’d better not be playing with herself. I’d love to see that but I didn’t give her permission to do that. I got up and tiptoed to a spot a few feet from the open bedroom door.

Oh God she was sexy lying on the dark walnut, four poster bed, her velvety Latino skin contrasting against the white eyelet coverlet on the bed. Dark wavy hair fell away from her face, framing slender shoulders and lithe arms as she stared at the ceiling. There was a small black mole on the outside curve of her breast, close to the pebbled nipple.

It was hard to decide which of her was sexiest—the double D rack or the rounded stomach above her smooth, shaven triangle. When I’d ate her out at the club, she had smelled like soap and musk and tasted almost sweet. I placed my fingers under my nose and inhaled. Just like tonight, sex musk.

I watched her spread her shapely legs and place her hand on her pussy. She sighed and closed her eyes as her finger slipped between the full lips and touched her clit. Oh my God, pre-cum was leaking from my cock again watching her masturbate. I held my breath and unzipped my fly to free my shaft, stroking it softly, my gaze taking in all of her as she pleasured herself.

Her head turned to face me, a small smile on her lips. “Do you like watching, Sir?”

My face became warm and I walked into the room, stopping at the side of the bed, gazing into her sultry eyes. It took a supreme act of willpower but I’m nothing if not disciplined. “Did I tell you to masturbate?”

Her hand slowly rose and touched the tip of my cock, her finger spreading the wetness over the head while she licked her lips. “I couldn’t help myself…”

My balls became rock hard and a shudder passed through me seeing her pink tongue so close to my dick.

“Suck me.” I grabbed a fistful of her silky hair and pulled until her mouth closed on the thick knob of my shaft.

Her tongue pressed the underside, flicking softly as she took more and more in. At the half-way point she paused, her dark eyes watering when she glanced into mine. It was actually farther than most women had ever been able to go, considering my size. Both of her hands were massaging my cock as if her life depended on it and my hips rocked back and forth. Oh God, I had to stop before I shot my load down her throat.

“Enough. Get on your hands and knees.” Holy cow, I was really getting into this dominant mindset. From the look in her eyes, almost gratitude, so was she.

She pulled back and centered herself on the bed, doing exactly what she was told. I walked to the end of the mattress and gazed upon her sweet ass and pussy, poised high in the air, the arousal and wetness, a lascivious invitation. Taking my time, I placed my knee on the bed and edged closer, running my cock along the furrow of her ass to her slippery opening.

“Oh God, yes, like that. Fuck me, Sir.” Her back arched, forcing her butt even higher.

“Say please.” I rubbed the thick knob over her clit, gratified to hear her moan.

“Please fuck my cunt.” She was maneuvering her body so that the tip of my shaft was at her opening again.

With a strong thrust, my cock pushed deep inside her, aided by the wetness of her pussy. She was so fucking tight and hot clutching my cock in satiny smoothness. I looked at the creamy orbs of her ass, the small dark rosebud of her anus, down to the stretched mocha lips of her pussy swallowing the thick girth of my cock.

“Play with your clit.” It came out like a growl as I pumped into her.

I couldn’t resist touching her asshole, wanting to fill all of her. I spat on my finger and rubbed her anus, teasing her into relaxing the muscle there. All the while I pumped long and slow, savoring the slippery invasion as I thrust, then the pull of her flesh, reluctant to release me when I eased back.

My finger pushed into her rectum to the first knuckle and stayed there until I felt her relax once more.

“This is so fucking good. I love your cock and what you’re doing to my asshole. Take me. Fuck me anyway you want. Just don’t stop.” She was almost babbling in her lust.

This time I slid my whole finger into her asshole and fucked her there, keeping time with the thrust of my cock. Feeling her squirm and buck under me was getting to me. I fucked her faster and harder, her cunt squeezing and milking me. I couldn’t keep my finger in her anymore and grasped the soft flesh of her hips in both of my hands, pulling her back hard onto each thrust.

“Oh God…don’t stop. Please keep fucking my cunt…” Her hands grasped the white lace cover of the bed, bunching it in her fists, her head drooping forward as her breasts bounced, slapping against her chest from my strokes.

My neck arched, the blood pounding through my body when I buried myself deep inside her, my cock pulsing ecstasy in tandem with hers. On and on, I filled her, feeling the trembling in her legs before she collapsed onto the bed. There was a sheen of sweat on her back that glistened in the softly lit room.

“Oh Sean, you were incredible.” Her bottom fell away from me when she rolled over and smiled. “This was my fantasy and you did it for me. I could get used to having you around.”

She looked so soft and beautiful laying there, looking at me with unabashed adoration in her eyes. I lay beside her and took her into my arms, kissing those luscious, full lips tenderly.

I could get used to being around her as well. But would it always be a struggle every time we fucked or had I tamed the hellcat in her?


Chapter 5

Becky

It had been too long since I’d been held tenderly by a strong man, a man who could take charge and give me the freedom to just let go. I snuggled into his body, cupping his tight buttock with my leg, pulling that still hard and wet manhood against my mons.

The fact that he was hung like a bull had been an added bonus when I’d met him. Why was he still unattached? With a package like that and the fact that he was actually a nice guy, it didn’t make sense. Could it be simply that he hadn’t met the right woman? Maybe I’d be that woman.

My fingers played idly across the ropey muscles of his back to the firm roundness of his shoulder. No, for a guy like Sean, I’d gladly be a girl—his girl. My tongue danced with his and our kiss became urgent, like we were trying to connect with our minds this time. Oh yes Sean, I’d be your girl and do whatever you’d want me to.

His hand squeezed the cheek of my ass and then slapped me hard. Why was it that every time he did that, my pussy got hot? He broke away from our kiss and his mouth trailed a line of soft love bites to my neck and lower to my breasts. Oh God. I arched my chest higher eager for his teeth.

A jolt of pleasure shot through like an arrow to my clit when he licked and then bit my nipple. His fingers rolled the soft flesh in his hands, clutching them hard, hurting me with his mouth. I felt my leg muscles melt as I spread them, opening myself up to him. I was his to hurt and claim.

His body slid down the surface of the bed as he continued kissing and biting my stomach. He rolled over my leg until he was almost kneeling, his tongue gliding over the hollow where my thigh met my pussy. His warm breath was on my clit when he pulled my lips apart. Oh God, his mouth sucked my clit inside and his tongue pressed hard against it, licking it roughly.

His hand slid under my ass and he lifted me so I was an open feast for his tongue and lips to savor. The man could really eat pussy. Some guys give your cunt perfunctory attention just out of fairness but Sean acted like he really liked it. His fingers dipped into my opening and curled upward as he licked my clit furiously. It felt good, but his fingers made me feel like I had to pee.

“Sean…” I tried to slide my ass away.

“Stay still.” He gave my ass a hard pinch getting my attention. Oh yeah, he was Sir and I’d have to wait to go to the bathroom.

Hi fingers continued to curl, stimulating just under my pubic bone making the urge to urinate even stronger. “No really, Sean…” Again I tried to pull away. “Just give me a minute will you?”

“My baby girl’s never had a G-spot orgasm?” His fingers pulled me close again.

My baby girl? Oh my God. His baby girl? I’d squeeze the life out of my kegel muscle for those words. G-spot? I thought that was only a myth but if Sir wanted to give it a try, I was all in. His baby girl.

I laid back and focused on the sensation in my clit, squeezing my kegel as tight as I could.

“Relax baby. If you feel like peeing, just go with it.” He flicked his tongue over my clit for a few seconds and then the hard surface of his teeth grazed it.

Oh fuck! “That feels good.” His fingers kept rubbing inside me and a feeling I’d never felt before was building. My hips bucked up into his mouth and hand, taking on a life of their own. “OH GOD! WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING TO ME? DON’T STOP!”

Indescribable pleasure rode in waves from deep inside, to my clit and out through my body to my very fingertips. It was intense and my whole body throbbed on and on in a cloud of ecstasy. There was coolness under the cheeks of my ass where he’d let me fall onto the bed. Oh my God, I was soaking wet!

Sean lifted his head from my crotch and smiled through glistening lips at me. “Becky. My baby girl’s first G-spot orgasm.”

“And not the last, I hope.” Tears welled in my eyes. What the hell was that all about? My body shuddered and I took a deep breath. He’d think I was some needy bitch if I started crying right now.   

“It’s okay babe. You’re safe. I took you to a mountain and threw you off. But I’m here to catch you.”

His knee went to the side and the next thing I knew he was holding me close once more, stroking my head, cradling it into his neck.

“You’re an interesting woman Becky. Strong and challenging but with a soft little girl inside that I just want to cherish. Something tells me that it’s been too long since that little girl had a good cry.”

Oh my God, his kind words just made me cry harder. I snuggled in and clung to him, tears and snot running like a tap from my face. But I was safe to just be.


Chapter 6

Sean

Two totally different women—Janice, a soft Nordic blonde, head over heels in love with Damian. A woman who’d do anything to please her husband, sexy and adventurous and then there was Becky. When you peeled back the armor, she was fragile, much more so than Janice.

I kissed the top of her head, inhaling the sweet fragrance of her hair. She’d drifted into a peaceful sleep, snug in my arms after crying for a good ten minutes or so. Her first G-spot orgasm and I’d been the one to give it to her. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes, content to just hold her.

Maybe it was because she was a cop that she had to act strong, even aggressive. It had to be tough being a woman in a man’s world, always having to prove yourself. I’d seen that trait a lot in the female soldiers and had never found it terribly endearing. But with Becky…well, the spanking had really got me going.  What did that say about me? I’ve never done that with a woman and she kind of manipulated me into it.

Did she need me to be stronger than her in order to trust me, or was it just a primal sexual thing?

***

“Yes Sergeant.” Well someone had to stay behind and search the buildings for insurgents and weapons. It would have been more exciting to press ahead, stay in the fray with the unit. Oh well…

I stood in front of an ornately carved door, painted of all colors, red. In the drab village, of small, sand colored houses, it was very odd. I tried turning the handle only to find that whoever lived there had locked it. Well, they weren’t keeping this white boy out, no way. I crashed my boot into it and it swung wide.

A dark haired woman bolted upright, sitting between creamy white thighs of a gorgeous blond girl. Both women stared at me from the bed in the middle of the room, terror in their eyes. Holy fuck, they’d been having sex with each other when I burst into the room.

The smaller, curvy, dark haired one rose from the bed and walked to a table laid out with all kinds of food and drink. I watched the sway of her round hip and the slight jiggle of her ass before she stopped and poured a goblet of wine. She turned and approached me with eyes downcast, handing the wine to me.

I was no longer in uniform, but now wearing long silky fabric and a turban like some kind of sultan. I knew this woman to be one of my favorites in the harem. I took the wine from her and sat down amid brightly colored, plush, satin cushions. With a dismissive wave of my hand, I directed her to resume what I had interrupted.

The other fair haired girl was a slave I had acquired in an auction. Her name was Jana and Becka was training her in the art of sexual delights, both giving and receiving. Her blue eyes flashed at me for a moment, before she laid back into the tapestries, arms above her head on the pillows and legs spread wide.

I watched them over the golden rim of my wine goblet feeling a pleasant stirring in my groin. Becka straddled Jana, the inside of her knees touching the ivory flesh of Jana’s hip as she bent over to suck the delicate, pink nipple topping a full, firm breast. Jana arched her neck and thrust her head back when Becka’s tongue traced a trail over her breast to the other nipple.

A low moan escaped Jana’s throat when Becka pinched and twisted the nipple between her thumb and forefinger. I could see Jana’s glistening wetness between her full, smooth pussy lips. Becka was doing a good job in training my slave.

When Becka lowered herself, kissing Jana’s small round tummy and lower still, pausing at Jana’s mound and blowing air softly through pursed lips, Jana bent her knees, pushing her mons hard into Becka.

Becka’s head turned to face me. “Would you like me to continue or make her wait for your touch?”

“Continue, but raise your ass for me.”

I moved to sit beside them on the cushions, my hand squeezing the generous orbs of Jana’s breast while Becka’s fingers parted her pussy lips. The small, swollen nub of her clit protruded like a tiny berry waiting to be tasted. The tip of Becka’s tongue flicked lightly over the silky surface, causing Jana to gasp. Her fingers slipped inside the slippery, wetness of Jana’s opening.

I swung my now naked body up and behind Becka’s ass, watching Jana’s eyes, half closed in lust, her hands holding and squeezing her breasts, her lips parted and breath coming in fast pants.

Becka’s ass rubbed against my cock, signaling her desire to be fucked. Oh God, her opening was slick and hot and I held myself still, just the knob inside, savoring her tightness. Jana was now bucking fast into Becka’s mouth, on the verge of orgasm. Watching the lust in her eyes, I couldn’t help myself from thrusting hard and deep into Becka, my fingers reaching for her clit. It was important that we all come together, though I wasn’t sure why.

The slap of Becka’s tits when I pumped into her, Jana’s moans when my cock forced Becka’s mouth harder onto her clit and the tight grasping flesh sucking at my cock…Oh God…

***

Becky

Oh my God, he’s ready to go again. Where have you been all my life, Sean? I held the thick sausage-like cock in my hand and massaged from the huge, dripping head to the ridged, tight flesh of his balls.

When he rolled me over onto my tummy, lifted my ass to enter me, it hurt at first but he just held me still, only the head of it inside.

“Oh God yes, suck her.” His words were almost incoherent, lost in the violent thrust of his cock, reaching to my throat it seemed.

Suck her? What was he saying? Suck who? His fingers played with my clit while he pumped into me like some wild stallion. It didn’t matter what fantasy he was lost in—just keep fucking me like this.

Oh fuck, it was happening again, the way his cock was touching me deep inside. Now that he’d awakened my G-spot, it was all consuming. His shaft pumped into me like a steam engine and I tried to meet every thrust, to claim all of that magnificent manhood fucking me.

“YES…just like that. Don’t stop…” I was almost screaming in my lust for more. A tsunami of pleasure centering deep in my cunt, to the electric jolts in my clit that his fingers were sparking and outward through every muscle and cell. “Fuck me!” His cock thickened, pulsing cum in glorious stream after stream.

His chest collapsed onto my back forcing both of our bodies to fall into the softness of the mattress. My heart beat wildly as I gasped for breath beneath him.

With a sigh, he rolled off and onto his back, leaving me with a feeling of floating upward. Oh yes, heaven here I come.

“Oh my God woman, you’re wearing me out.”

I turned and looked at the profile of his face, the crinkles at the edge of his grey eyes, the straight line of his nose, flaring nostrils above the shadow of his mustache hair and then to his kissable lips.

“I’M wearing YOU out! Man oh man, I won’t be able to walk for a week. First the spanking and then being turned almost inside out by the biggest cock I’ve ever had in me.” I turned to face him running my fingers through the downy hair between his pectoral muscles.

“You loved it.” He reached for my hand and held it to his lips, kissing the palm softly, circling it with his tongue. “Know what else you love?” His tongue licked the small space between my pinky and ring finger, causing a flutter that started in my navel and ended in the warm wetness of my sexual core.

“Hmm…this?” I closed my eyes as his tongue continued exploring my hand.

“You love to be taken by a man, dominated and made to obey.”

Oh God yes. He knew and had done this perfectly. He squeezed my hand and I looked up at him, a smile on my lips. “And you? You enjoy that as well?” I watched his gaze drop to my breasts and his fingernail scrape across the nipple, causing it to pucker.

“Yes, more than I’d ever thought I would.” He looked into my eyes before he spoke again. “How far would you go with this?”

“What do you mean? How much pain or pleasure… or is there something else?” He’d never said much about the evening we’d met, how he’d been with a couple at the club. And then there were the words he’d mumbled when he’d been fucking me, ‘Suck her.’

“Have you had sex with a woman?”

I sat up in bed, my eyes wide, trying to see if he was teasing me. His eyebrows were furrowed and his gaze into my eyes was quite serious. “Not lately.” The words popped out of my smart ass mouth before I knew it.

“Answer me before I take you over my knee again. Actually, it would probably be better if I just left.” He sat up and swung his leg over the side of the bed.

Bastard! I would have been on my hands and knees at the prospect of another spanking but my heart was a heavy lump at the thought of him leaving.

I’d done the usual teenage thing with some girlfriends at a slumber party, practiced kissing and had even touched and been touched both on my breasts and pussy. It had felt okay but even back then I’d known it could never compete with being with a man.




“Stop. Please don’t go. I’ll be good and answer you truthfully.” A part of me was gobsmacked at what I was doing, but another part was fistpumping in joy. I grasped his hand and pulled him towards me, kissing the back of his hand before lowering my gaze respectfully. My heart thudded in my chest as I waited for his answer.

“Would you make love with a woman while I watched?” His voice was almost a whisper when he sat down and placed his finger under my chin lifting it.

I would do it in a heartbeat if he ordered me. He still had some things to learn if he was to become my Dom.

And what about the other woman? Did he have someone in mind and what was she to him? Did they have some sort of relationship? Had she been the one he’d fucked the night we’d met? But he’d also mentioned a husband.

I slipped off the bed and knelt between his knees, my head facing the floor. “Is that an order, Sir?”

He placed his hands on my face and drew me forward towards his cock which was hard once more. “Yes.”


Chapter 7

Damian

“That’s all the details I got, okay? I can’t tell you if she’s short, tall or walks like a duck. He said she was hot and that’s good enough for me.” Women! Always with the details! I was parked outside the job site and in five minutes I’d be late for my meeting with the architect. Why couldn’t she wait until five when I’d be picking her up?

But no! Janice wanted all the news about my lunch with Sean. Would she go along with his fantasy? It would be fine with me, but maybe Janice wouldn’t like Sean’s lady.

“He wants to meet us at the club on Saturday? No chance to meet her before then, I guess.” Janice’s voice on the phone sounded apprehensive.

“Janice, it’s two days away and besides, if we don’t like her, we don’t have to do anything with them. It’s always good even when it’s just us, right?” Actually, the sex just kept getting better and better. We were like teenagers again.

“You’re right, although it would have been fun to be with Sean again.”

“I know but… Look I’ll see you at five and we can talk about it then.” I could see the architect going into the building.

“Sure. See you then.” There was a click as Janice ended the connection.

***

Janice

The afternoon had seemed interminable wondering about Damian’s lunch with Sean. I knew I should have been there but it had been too last minute and I’d been booked for a lunch appointment with an important client. Rats! I would have gotten more information from Sean than Damian did. Men, so casual!

Now walking out the door of the building, I hurried to where the car idled, double parked with Damian at the wheel. I was barely inside when questions poured from my mouth. “So what did he say? This was his third time with her? Does he sound like he’s falling for her? What’s her name?”

Damian’s eyes opened wide and he shook his head before glancing in the rear view mirror. He laughed softly as he merged onto the street. “Whoa. One question at a time. Her name is Rebecca and yes, he’s been with her three times.”

“No info on what she looks like? I thought that was the number one thing with guys.” But considering how attractive Sean was, it was pretty likely that she’d also be good looking. And what did it matter anyway? We’d be soft swinging at the very most on Saturday.

“She’s Hispanic.” He glanced at me and smiled, like I was supposed to know what that had to do with anything.

I shrugged and leaned closer, waiting for more.

“He must really like the whole alpha Dominant male thing. When we arranged the gang bang thing for you last week, it had been my idea to make you dress up as a maid and serve a bunch of guys. It made sense to get you in that head-space but Sean…well”

“What do you mean?” I held my breath recalling the erotic evening with Damian, Sean and two of Sean’s buddies. Oh God, it had been hot and I was more than willing to do it again.

“He said that Rebecca likes to be spanked and dominated. But is it her or really his idea to do that?” He scraped his hand through his hair and cleared his throat before he spoke again.

“Uh…he asked if you would consider letting Rebecca make love to you.”

“WHAT! She wants to make out with me? She hasn’t even met me. And you know I’ve never done that. Oh my—“




“No, it’s HIS idea, not hers. It’s part of his fantasy, just like he was part of ours.” His gaze darted from the street to my face a few times before he took a deep breath. “And, well you wouldn’t have to do anything with her…just let her kiss you and play with your body.”

“Are you fucking kidding me? A woman kissing and running her hands and mouth all over my body is not ‘doing anything’! It’s consent and…and…”

A picture of Jennifer Lopez flashed in my mind. She was Latino like Rebecca. How would I feel being kissed and made love to by a woman like that? Jennifer was famous for her curves and full, round ass. I had to admit that if I were a man, I’d have my hands all over that body.

“And? Would you like to try it? Even just sexy dancing, touching each other’s breasts?”

I flashed a look at him, noting that his face was flushed. Was he embarrassed he’d asked me to do this or aroused? Knowing Damian, it was probably arousal.

He placed his hand just above my knee and I noticed his Adam’s apple bob when he swallowed. “It could be really sexy for you and I’d like to see it.”

His hand rose higher on my leg, pausing at the soft flesh above the top of my stocking. “Haven’t you ever wondered what touching another woman would be like?” He continued stroking my leg, always stopping just short of where I wanted him to touch.

I eased my hip forward as much as the seatbelt would allow and opened my legs wider. When the turn signal clicked, I turned to look at him.

“What are you doing? This isn’t the way home.” From the smirk that appeared on his lips and the laugh lines framing his eyes, he was up to something. If past experience was any indication, it would be something I’d like.

“I’ve never taken you to a strip club, Janice. I think it’s time you visited one.”

“Are you serious? Me? Go to a stripper club? What if someone sees me going in? I have clients and…” Maybe I could wear dark glasses and buy a scarf for my head? Kind of a blond Audrey Hepburn look.

“I’m taking you to one in Chicago. What the hell. It’s an hour away and the night is young.”

***

Thank God, he found one that was higher end with businessmen in suits and a few couples having a drink and watching the dancers. Damian held the chair for me to be seated at a table that seemed a little too close to the stage. I swear I could smell the perfume the women dancing were wearing.

A waitress in a very tight, short skirt and low top appeared immediately to take our drink order.

“I’ll have a double vodka tonic.” Sure, I’m a pretty liberated woman but it WAS after all my first time in a stripper club.

I glanced at the stage where a beautiful Asian woman was dancing. With long, silky hair swishing over her almond back she grasped a brass pole with her thighs, sliding down to the floor. Her eyes met mine for a second and she smiled before gracefully rising to her feet, her back against the pole while she stood with legs spread wide.

The waitress set my drink down and I raised it to my lips, downing half of it in one swallow. The cool burning sensation of the liquor in my throat floated out to my fingertips, easing the tension in my muscles. I glanced at Damian who was watching me with that sexy smirk once more.

Another woman appeared, strutting across the stage, her large breasts naked, except for red star shaped jewels on her nipples. She wore the tiniest of G-strings, barely covering the slit of her pussy lips, deeply buried in the fullness of her round, perfect ass. Her red hair was pulled into a high pony tail on top of her head, while dark shadow on her eye-lids made her face appear cat-like.

I was barely breathing as I watched her approach the Asian woman and kiss her, running her hands through the mane of dark hair, before pulling the woman’s bra off. The nipples of her breasts were rouged a dark red, visible just for a moment before the red haired woman’s hands covered them.

“Which woman appeals to you?”

I startled at Damian’s breath and his words whispered in my ear. He had moved his chair close to mine and his hand was sliding up my leg.

The Asian woman had a prettier, more delicate face but I couldn’t tear my eyes from the glittering red rubies on the red haired woman’s breasts. And the way she moved--the slight jiggle of her breasts and ass-the confident sexuality that she exuded.

“The red-haired woman.” My voice sounded guttural even to myself. Was it the vodka loosening me up or Damian’s fingers grazing lightly over the damp line of fabric between my legs? I didn’t know which, but watching the voluptuous body on stage was making me hot for more.

“Excuse me for a moment. I’ll be right back.” Damian rose and was then gone, leaving me staring at the scene on stage.

The red head had removed the other girl’s G-string and maneuvered her body so that the girl’s pussy was visible to the audience. She ran her hand softly between the girl’s legs, causing the woman to raise her arms, cradling the red head to her breast.

The red haired woman continued to play with the Asian girl’s pussy and she turned her head to look at ME. There was a sultry look in her eyes and her small pink tongue rolled over her bottom lip. Oh my God, she was doing all this for my benefit, showing me what she’d like to do with me! And my body was liking it-a lot!

There was a light touch on my shoulder and Damian’s voice speaking low in my ear. “C’mon Janice. Let’s go.”

No. No yet, my eyes pleaded silently with him but his hand was urging me to my feet. “But I’m not finished my drink…”

“I’ll bring it, don’t worry.”

“What? We can’t bring that outside.” I could feel his hand on the small of my back, directing me close to the bar.

“Here. Follow me.” He took my hand and instead of leaving we headed down a wide hallway, decorated in deep red and cream wallpaper and lit by amber wall sconces. He opened a door on the left and waited for me to enter.

There was a low chair without armrests, a towel draped across the seat and mirrors on the wall behind it and across from it. It was a small area with a dark curtained wall opposite the door.

“Is this a lap dance room, Damian? What are we doing here?” His smile and hands unbuttoning my blouse were his only answer.

The curtain parted and the red haired woman stepped into the space. Her eyes never left my face as she smiled and spoke. “I’m Lola and I’m here to make you happy Janice.”

She stood in front of me, wearing only the ruby pasties and the thin line of the G-string panties. Her fingers continued what Damian had started, unbuttoning my blouse until it hung open and lose. The rubies clipped to her nipples pressed briefly against my bra before she pulled back. Her hands unclasped the front opening of my bra and pushed it to the sides, exposing my bare breasts.

Oh God, after getting so turned on watching her on stage and now for her to be undressing me, her seductive body standing inches from mine caused my breath to hitch in my throat. Waves of steamy heat from her luscious breasts filled my senses, intoxicating and more liberating than any alcoholic drink could ever be. And her words…she was here to please me…My stomach fluttered, eager for more.

Her fingers gently cupped the outside of my breasts while her ruby painted thumbnails scratched across my nipples. Oh God, the sensation shot straight to my clit, filling the area with a warm ache for more. I raised my hands, eager to explore the creamy round globes in front of me.

“You aren’t allowed to touch, Janice.” I turned to see Damian smiling at me, his hand on his pants, holding the outline of his hard cock.

“It’s okay. I always bend that rule with women, especially when they’re hot like Janice.” Lola leaned forward, rubbing her jeweled nipples against my breasts.

I grasped the soft flesh and kneaded her breasts, lost in the decadent wonder of touching another woman. This was nothing like the girlish experience of my youth--no shyness or giggling response, only lush invitation. I longed to tear the ruby pasty from her nipple to touch her there, suck her flesh into my mouth.

She must have sensed my desire because now she lowered her head, to pay homage with her mouth to the hardened tip of my nipple. Her face and lips against my skin were like silk, her tongue hot and teasing as I watched her.

My gaze lifted when Damian stepped behind me, pressing his cock against my ass before pulling and bunching my tight skirt up onto my waist. With the thumb of his other hand, he hooked the elastic of my panties and slid them down until they landed on the floor. I lifted my foot to step out of them and kicked them aside, felling the ache in my pussy for Lola’s touch.

Her hand slid past my stomach and her fingers cupped the lips of my pussy, gently massaging and pressing into my clit. She raised her upper body and her sultry green eyes met mine, as she fondled me.

I sensed rather than saw, Damian move so that he could watch Lola and I from a better vantage point. The wanton look in Lola’s eyes as her hand massaged the damp flesh between my legs was hypnotizing.

I gasped when her fingers parted my lips and she touched me, her velvet fingers sparking currents of desire deep inside. “Oh yes…” The words slipped from lips that were loose, my eyes half closed in lust.

“Oh please…” I whispered, neither knowing nor caring if I was addressing Lola or Damian.

Damian placed his arm around me supporting my weight when my legs began to tremble from her touch. Her fingers were slippery in the wetness that flooded from inside me, stroking my clit faster with a sense of urgency.

I became lost in the intense sensation, my pussy opening for more while feasting my eyes on her body—the glitter of the ruby on her nipple catching the light when her breasts jiggled, the small mound of her tummy, a matching ruby winking from her naval, the curve of her narrow waist to the fullness of her hips, and the narrow strip of red cloth, not quite concealing her dark, womanly lips.

My hand left her breast and my fingers pulled the line of cloth on her vulva to the side. I had to touch her, to feel her wetness, finger her clit, before she made me come. Her slippery folds had opened like flower petals, inviting my finger inside where the swollen nub lay waiting.

There was a snick of a zipper and Damian’s cock rubbed pre-cum across the side of my bare ass, his breath fast and hot in the hollow between my shoulder and neck. “Fuck baby, this is hot. Finger fuck her. Make her come.”

It was all I could do to vibrate my finger on her clit as she alternated between dipping her fingers deep inside my opening and then flicking them quickly, like a tongue licking my clit.

“Yes…faster… pleeease…”

Damian shifted to the side and threw himself down onto the chair, pulling my bare ass towards him. Lola’s finger stayed on my clit, stroking up and down as Damian’s cock shoved roughly inside me.

“Oh God…yes, just like that…” I reached for Lola’s cunt once more, leaning forward and feeling the hot flesh of her tits on my face as Damian grunted, jerking upward in short thrusts, his fingers digging into my hips as he pulled my ass hard, onto him.

She moved away from my hand and knelt down in front of my fully exposed and stretched pussy. I watched as she leaned close, the tip of her pink tongue visible between her luscious red lips. The sight of her tongue, extended, licking my clit while Damian’s cock almost split me in two, so thick and deep…Oh God, I was drowning in forbidden lewdness.

My hips rocked back and forth and I pulled Lola’s head hard onto my cunt, grinding my clit and pussy onto her mouth, aware of nothing but the exquisite sensations of a hard, hurting cock and the hotness of her tongue licking me. On and on the orgasm consumed my being--the lascivious sight in the mirror of Lola’s body, kneeling in front of me while Damian’s face was contorted in the lusty pleasure of his orgasm.

Her tongue lapped my clit, pushing me to my limit and higher still. Never before had I been eaten out like this. I wanted it to last forever, enjoy every lewd moment. My gaze of her form in the mirror dropped to the firm roundness of her ass. She was beautiful and I wanted to taste her, bring her to the ecstasy she had given me.

But that was not to be. She rose to her feet and smiled down at me, a kind of victory in her eyes. “Your first time, Janice, but I’m guessing not your last.”

“But what about you? I didn’t get to—“

“Not this time. This was all about you tonight.” She turned and retreated through the curtain, leaving Damian and I alone once again.

***

We held hands driving back home, both of us basking in the afterglow of love and sharing an erotic adventure. I glanced over at him for what seemed like the fiftieth time, admiring his strong handsome profile, highlighted by the soft glow of the dashboard.

“You know me so well. I really wasn’t that interested in having sex with Sean’s girlfriend. Maybe a little touch or feel to turn you and Sean on, but nothing beyond that. But tonight…wow.”

He had my juices flowing when he’d suggested the stripper club. I’d never been in one and it was a walk on the wild side, something that always got me hot, being naughty. He knew that about me. As long as he guided me, I was free to enjoy any and every erotic pleasure to be had. I just needed a nudge to jump into ever deeper waters.

“And if you change your mind at the last minute on Saturday night, that’s okay too. I’m going to be with the hottest woman in the club and I’ll always be happy to just be with her.” He squeezed my hand and from the look on his face, I knew he meant it.

“If Rebecca’s anywhere near as sexy as Lola, I can’t wait. Except next time, I’m going to do more than just finger her.” I shook my head, hardly able to believe what I’d just said. But it was true.

Was this how a man feels seeing a sexy, luscious woman and knowing she wants to fuck him as much as he wants her? This was a side of me that had awakened tonight-- seeing a woman not as competition for a man’s attention, but viewing her with lust, yearning for the pleasure she would give me and the pleasure I would give her body.

“I can’t wait for Saturday night!” This might be Sean’s fantasy but I was going to enjoy it as well.

To be continued…
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Okay, okay, I don’t want you to leave yet! LOL…
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Would you like a free book? If you join my mailing list, I’ll send you a free copy of my book  Hedonism Box Set. It’s a 350 page hot and sweet novel about adventures had at Hedonism II, a clothing optional (and more options if ya know what I mean!) in the Caribbean. It’s currently for sale on Amazon, but I’d like you to have a free copy for joining my mailing list!





Just click on the link below, sign up, and I’ll send the book out to you within 48 hours. I’ll also keep you updated on new releases that I publish. I promise not to be spammy, nor to do anything else with your email address.

Just click this link to go to the sign up page!

Again, thanks for reading!

Love,

Mia Moore
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