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		Have you been to Church today?

		

		Proceed and you can answer “Yes” honestly.

		

		Lesbian Lust On The Sales Floor

		

		In “Lesbian Lust At The Cash Register” Mave made a move, a bizarre and successful move, to seduce and dominate a shift supervisor named Julie. Mave got her right at the cash register, while the store was open and with customers inside the store. Mave established her dominance and control over Julie and working shifts with Julie became a whole lot more fun for Mave. However, Julie isn't the only shift supervisor Mave has to work with. There are others including Cadence. Mave figures that if having one shift supervisor under her sexual control is good then having two under her sexual control must be twice as good and twice as naughty!

		

		Cadence was sick of Mave's shit. Mave worked like she was underwater and wearing one of those huge deep-sea diving suits. Cadence wished Mave really was wearing one of those old time diving helmets. That way Cadence wouldn't hear the snide I'm-smarter-than-you things that Mave liked to say.

		

		What a combination. Laziness and attitude! Mave was quite a piece of work.

		

		When Cadence worked with her on evening shift she had to do about half of Mave's work for her otherwise they'd never get out of the store after closing. That wasn't right!

		

		Cadence was the supervisor so, really, like in most supervisor-supervisee arrangements, it should be Mave doing all her own work and then half of Cadence's and then Cadence should claim she'd done all the work.

		

		Not that Cadence would do that. She was nice and she was fair and she was a hard worker who didn't need to jump credit. It was just that it was clearly all fucked up having to work so hard just because her coworker was Mave.

		

		Cadence just wasn't that classic use-and-abuse type of supervisor. She liked to be nice and work hard and thought that almost everyone else was like that if you let them be.

		

		Not Mave. Mave had no self-awareness or maybe just no sense of shame. She walked around The Royal Closet proud as a peacock. She strutted and posed and laughed too loud. She acted like she owned the place!

		

		She also made fun of the clothes for sale at The Royal Closet and made fun of the customers who bought them. Mave always wore her own styles and somehow always had expensive clothing to wear despite her going nowhere job.

		

		She was just a lowest rung hourly employee at a somewhat rundown too-small downtown clothing store. A store that sold slightly flawed (sometimes more like obscenely flawed) name brand clothing. That's it. That's all. What was there for her to strut about?

		

		Or was it more correct to say to “strut about about”? Or, if you were Canadian, to strut aboot aboot....

		

		Well, it was “aboot” time someone set Mave straight!

		

		But... that someone wasn't Cadence. Cadence wasn't a big fan of confrontation.

		

		That was probably one reason Mave had gotten so bad at working on their shifts together. Cadence just didn't crack the whip. She'd been promoted because she was fantastic with customers and a super hard worker. Those things were great but they did not mean that she was also great at managing people.

		

		Would Mave improve her work habits if Cadence said something, maybe something mean or something threatening her job status? Cadence doubted it.

		

		The someone who needed to set Mave straight was the store manager though she showed no eagerness to do so. Until then or until Mave left of her own accord, Cadence would just put up with her. On nights that the two of them closed that meant doing lots of extra work around the store to get it ready for closing time.

		

		Mave's laziness wasn't even the main problem with Mave. She had a whole different problem. Well, maybe not a problem for her but, like her laziness, it turned into a problem for others.

		

		Mave liked to make physical contact with people. Not just a touch to the hand or shoulder though she did that also.

		

		One time Cadence tried to give Mave detailed directions on putting the back room in order and realized that while she was talking Mave was stroking her arm. Her whole arm! From the pointy tip of the shoulder to the elbow, to the wrist, and across the back of Cadence's hand.

		

		Cadence hadn't been sure what to do about that and just ended up putting up with it.

		

		Cadence was good at getting work done, helping customers, and putting up with things.

		

		Another time the cash register end-of-night report wouldn't run and Cadence had to add up all the transactions by kind of transaction before totaling each and making sure the register wasn't short. She was bent over the counter next to the register and Mave came up, said Cadence's back must be sore, said that Cadence was “just saying that” when Cadence said her back was fine, and then Mave went ahead and rubbed Cadence's back and neck.

		

		Cadence had protested that. A little. For a couple seconds. Then she'd let her protest trail away and she'd... put up with it. Again.

		

		Mave was really good at back rubs and neck rubs actually. Still, it was unprofessional. There weren't any customers though, so, no harm done.

		

		The more she put up with things the more that more things happened. She definitely noticed that. Touching wasn't really appropriate in the work place but Mave, obviously, wasn't a guy and she never touched Cadence's “naughty parts”.

		

		Never until. Until that all changed one night.

		

		Cadence knew that if the touching from Mave was unwelcome it was up to her to make Mave aware of that fact. Until then Mave wasn't doing anything wrong.

		

		Cadence wasn't big on confrontation and all that touching did not feel bad physically. It just made her nervous. Like if someone else saw them then that someone might jump to a certain wrong conclusion.

		

		Cadence didn't want to get a reputation as some kind of lesbian! It was hard enough to find decent guys even with looking as cute as she did. No need to make it even harder!

		

		She actually had a pretty great boyfriend right then but no boyfriend would be happy to hear rumors his girlfriend was messing around lesbian-style. Maybe in front of him as the start of a threesome but not off somewhere without him.

		

		Mave sometimes came up behind Cadence and put her hands on Cadence's hips. Lightly usually. At first. Then she began sort of massaging Cadence's hips when she did it.

		

		Mave also gave her hugs when she greeted Cadence and sometimes during their shifts together. Cadence said something about that – of course she did! – and Mave said she did it “just because”.

		

		Cadence had her answer so she had to be satisfied. She'd had a right to ask but now she had her answer so it was time to drop it. That was just professional of her. So the hugs continued. And grew in number. And went longer and longer.

		

		Cadence couldn't help but notice Mave sure did have big breasts. They always jostled and pushed around her own medium sized breasts. Sometimes it felt like Mave's breasts were bullying her breasts.

		

		Sometimes it sure felt like Mave had naturally hard nipples. Big ones! Cadence figured they must be hard all the time. Some women's nipples were like that. So were her own, hard that is, though only when Mave was all over her. Cadence figured it must be that her nipples sensed the proximity of those big always hard Mave nipples and just sought to politely emulate them.

		

		When all the physicality with Mave – from Mave – began, Cadence asked another shift manager about it. Julie. Julie was sympathetic and had the same issues. It was a relief to Cadence. Obviously Mave was just “like that” with everyone so it wasn't some lesbian thing. Then again, Julie was also quite sexy, so maybe it was.

		

		So, for a few weeks they compared notes but then, overnight, Julie didn't want to talk about Mave or what Mave did (the touching) or didn't do (the work). Again and again Julie just shut any talk like that from Cadence down. She even seemed upset by it.

		

		That was weird.

		

		So now Cadence felt alone on the Mave front. It wasn't like she could go to the store manager with any of this. The store manager always brushed things off and wanted to be left alone.

		

		Finally, Cadence decided to just go ahead and say something. At least that way if Mave continued it would be all Mave's fault. Until she said something it was at least some her own fault.

		

		The evening shift when they next worked alone it might be that Mave sensed something because she seemed even more touchy feely than ever before. Like maybe she was trying to get as many touches in as she could before it was banned by Cadence.

		

		Mave came up behind Cadence when Cadence was stocking a shelf. Cadence was actually doing the work that Mave was supposed to be doing!

		

		Mave pressed her front on Cadence's back. That was nothing new. Cadence felt those big Mave nipples attached to those great big Mave breasts apparently trying to tunnel into her back. The surprise and the sensation made Cadence straighten her back. That made Cadence's breasts stick out like she was trying to proudly show them off.

		

		Just like that Mave's hands engulfed Cadence's breasts!

		

		Cadence's mouth dropped open in total surprise. Mave was finally touching her personal areas. At last! Well, that sounded wrong, she meant “finally” just as she had anticipated. Wait, “anticipated” also sounded wrong. No, it was just as she had dreaded. Yes, dreaded.

		

		Mave whispered, probably so none of the customers could hear her, “I'm just curious. What size are your breasts?”

		

		“Mave! Stop it!”

		

		“I'm just curious.”

		

		“Why?” Cadence realized that, while they were conversing, Mave's hands were having their way with her breasts.

		

		Those weren't light touches. That was some deep tissue massaging going on there! It was more contact than Cadence usually got from a horny guy while making out. More contact and... better she guessed would be the word. Unlike a lot of the guys, Mave didn't seem nervous or tentative or worried about being too rough. Mave squeezed and worked those breasts with confidence.

		

		As Cadence waited for Mave's answer she knew that Mave was taking advantage during this little conversation to just kept extending the breast massage. She knew it but she knew you had to try communication first, second, and maybe even last.

		

		She couldn't grab at Mave's arms. That would be wrong! She wasn't like Mave. She didn't just go around grabbing people. This was a time to lead by example which meant she had to let Mave continue to maul her breasts.

		

		It wasn't mere breast touching. Massage was about as nice of a term as Cadence could use to describe what, if it were a guy, she would likely describe as manhandling.

		

		Mave's lips got closer to Cadence's ear and her breath felt hot and moist, “I'll keep an eye out for outfits that will look good on you and I need to know your breast size so I'll know which outfits will fit.”

		

		“Mave, you know size just from looking. I'm a size C obviously.” Cadence kept her voice steady and professional. Somehow. The rest of her did not feel steady.

		

		Cadence actually felt Mave's lip accidentally (?) brush her earlobe when she answered, “I need to know more than just size. Stupid Cadence! I need to feel their weight so I know if the material of the outfit can hold them properly. Also, I need to check the nipples. For instance, yours always seem so hard. Even when it isn't chilly! Those nipples could poke a hole right through some of these cheap flawed outfits.”

		

		As Mave talked, first her hands went to hefting Cadence's breasts to coincide with the message about weight. Cadence wondered if that was true, that some women could have the same size breasts as other women but that they could weigh different.

		

		It sounded like bullshit but it felt... it felt... true....

		

		Then, as Mave dealt with the subject of nipple hardness and its effect on outfit materials, Mave's hands dealt with Cadence's nipples. Cadence felt her nipples captured and put through a little workout. Damn, she supposed it was their own fault. Their hardness made them so easy to find and so easy to get a grip on them even through her clothes.

		

		Cadence was so nervous. Nervous? She felt on edge. She felt wired up. She almost felt.... No, she was just nervous.

		

		Nervous! That was what she felt. No wonder she had such a feeling. She was being felt up!

		

		Cadence scanned the sales floor nervously. There were no customers nearby but customers never stayed in one place. Sooner or later one would come near. She had to watch for that. They wouldn't even understand what they saw. They'd see Mave pulping Cadence's breasts and tugging at her nipples in that rhythmic just right way and they'd probably, out of total stupid ignorance, think that something of a lesbian nature was taking place.

		

		Yeah, she had to watch out for customers. That took all her focus. She'd have to ignore what Mave was doing.

		

		Not the feeling of it. That couldn't be ignored. But Cadence would wait to say anything or make any protest. That way she could pay attention to the threat of ignorant customers. Surely that was best.

		

		Mave said, “Bend over at the waist. I have to check something else. Bend way over and stick your butt out.”

		

		Cadence wasn't sure about that.

		

		Cadence wasn't sure how she could justify complying with what Mave told her to do.

		

		Well, maybe... maybe they'd be less likely to be seen by customers if at least she was bent over and down? Maybe. She wouldn't be able to see then if any customers got close but surely Mave would watch out for any ignorant customers who might possibly misunderstand.

		

		Also, then, bent over and without having to worry about customers she'd be able to concentrate on the sensations of Mave sizing her up and feeling her up. That description of what Mave was doing sounded all wrong but Cadence understood it was only so that Mave would come to understand what outfits would be best for Cadence's body!

		

		All right, she'd bend over but, she promised herself, once she was bent over she'd ask Mave some hard questions and demand straight answers!

		

		Mave's voice rose a little, “Bend over, Stupid Cadence!”

		

		She was going to anyway! Geez! Mave really shouldn't be so mean and call her stupid. Cadence felt a bit stupid. She might say something later to Mave about how Mave spoke to her but, for now, it was better to stay quiet and appease Mave by being quiet. Any argument or even any conversation could attract attention.

		

		For now, Cadence needed to get felt up! That was to say – to think – she needed Mave's help getting sized for any clothing Mave might come across that might best suit Cadence's body type. Cadence had plenty of clothes and didn't like the clothing at The Royal Closet because everything had a flaw in it however little. She'd have to let Mave know that eventually when the time was right for conversation.

		

		So all of Mave's efforts were for nothing. But they sure were something!

		

		Like right then. Once Cadence bent over she'd thought that Mave's hands would leave her nipples. That was one reason why she did it! But Mave's hands kept up with Cadence's nipples and kept lightly pinching, more like compressing them, as Mave bent over right along with Cadence.

		

		It even seemed like Mave's tugs on Cadence's nipples helped get Cadence into the correct incorrect bent over position and then helped keep her in place. It seemed like after each compression by Mave's thumb and finger pads and then release, that more blood engorged Cadence's nipples only to be compressed right back out again. Then they again filled harder and bigger.

		

		Mave at least spoke quietly which was considerate considering the customers in the store, “Stupid Cadence, pop out your ass. Up and out. Make like a guy is about to fuck you doggy style and you're trying to make him feel welcome and trying to open up the Cadence runway.”

		

		“Wha-why?”

		

		“Stupid Cadence, outfits are worn all over the body. Not just your selfish tits! How your ass is shaped and, more importantly, how it feels and responds, determines how comfortable an outfit is and how long it will last. Now, stop talking with your stupid words, Stupid Cadence, and obey as I say. Stick your sexy ass out.”

		

		Cadence was torn. She was upset at Mave for calling her stupid but sort of grateful that Mave called her sexy.

		

		She thought sticking out her butt was wrong, indiscreet, and slutty.

		

		However... she did want to do it. Just in order to get the best possible fit and materials in outfits that she'd never actually buy or wear. Just for that! Nothing wrong with that!

		

		She stuck out her ass, high, like some guy had her bent over for stand-up sex from behind.

		

		Oh, what... what was that? What was Mave doing?

		

		Doing to her ass!

		

		A new sensation joined the powerful nipple compressing of both of her nipples. Mave seemed to be humping on Cadence's ass. Seemed to be because... she was!

		

		It was like a guy trying to dry hump her. Not that Cadence let guys do that sort of thing. In fact, she was against the doggy style. It was too impersonal. The girl was faced away and down like she could be just anyone... acting like a slut. That was why Cadence just did not do that with guys.

		

		But apparently she did allow it with girls, at least with Mave!

		

		This was new news to Cadence. Quite the development. A development which somehow developed a strange feeling, beyond the mere physical, that enveloped her much like Mave's body seemed to be trying to envelope her. Cadence felt used, swamped, and engulfed. Somehow it was good.

		

		Mave humped on her ass and Mave humped hard. She even ground her pussy mound on Cadence's ass cheek like someone angry trying to stub out a cigarette. Mave was curled over Cadence so her huge breasts slid and bounced on Cadence's bony shoulders and scrawny back.

		

		Cadence had a bizarre feeling like Mave was a sexual blob like in that movie The Blob, only sexual, and like Cadence was some poor extra on set about to be entirely ingested by Mave.

		

		This was so... scary!... inappropriate!... wrong!... weird!... … … sexy?

		

		Cadence knew Mave wasn't really some sexual Blob who would absorb her. But she did suspect – strongly suspect and more and more strongly all the time – that Mave very well might want to eat her. In a certain, you know, way.

		

		That just couldn't happen.

		

		The store was still open.

		

		That wasn't the reason! That didn't even matter! Why had she thought that way? Store open or store closed, no way, that would not, could not happen. Well, it could. It was scientifically possible she guessed. It just wasn't personally possible.

		

		Cadence was heterosexual. Always had been and always would be. Cadence even had a nice boyfriend, super considerate. And, even if Cadence were bi or whatever and was single, although Mave was sexy – if you liked attractive big-breasted women, if that was your thing – Cadence did not even like Mave.

		

		Mave was so fucking lazy and seemed to have no ambition or direction! She was a walking talking do-nothing distraction!

		

		Granted, it was nice of Mave to be on the lookout for outfits for Cadence. Either nice or suspicious as hell. One of those two.

		

		Mave made little feminine grunts and kept vigorously humping Cadence's ass. Cadence wondered what Mave was trying to do with all this.

		

		It couldn't go anywhere if it wasn't what Mave claimed it was. This was all so weird but there was no actual danger here.

		

		If it was just Mave trying to help with outfits then Cadence couldn't figure out how what Mave was doing could help with that.

		

		Of course, it was hard for Cadence to figure out anything right then. That took thinking. It was getting hot in here, both the store and inside Cadence, and it was getting hard to think. To Cadence is felt like her thoughts flowed like molasses as something far slicker seemed to flow like water between her legs.

		

		What a terrible reaction! It must be this doggy style position. Maybe that caused women to get wet. Maybe nature made it that way to facilitate what needed facilitating if some caveman bent you over down at the stream. Yeah, that must be it. Some primitive instinct.

		

		Ha! Cadence felt somehow vindicated when she felt dampness soaking through her thin pants on her ass cheek. It was only pants there because Cadence wore thongs usually. No pantie lines! Also, when your coworker underling humped your leg you could feel how wet their pussy became! A whole new reason to wear thongs!

		

		So Mave was wet also! So there! She should have guessed from those sexy sexual grunts coming from Mave. Cadence always thought that only male dogs humped you but it seemed that handsy female coworkers also sometimes did.

		

		It was Inappropriate! (We should at least close the store first. Shut up!)

		

		It was Weird! (If a customer came around the corner it would look exactly like Mave and Cadence were engaged in some kind of lesbian encounter. It would look that way because-- Shut up!)

		

		It was Scary! (If Cadence let Mave hump off on her tonight then maybe Mave would expect she could do that every time they worked together. That and maybe much more. Things like all those things that lesbians do. Those things with mouth and tongues and pussies.... Shut up!)

		

		It was Wrong! (Could Mave orgasm humping on her ass like this? Shut up!)

		

		It was Sexy! (Could Cadence orgasm from being humped like this? Maybe as long as Mave kept molesting her nipples... in that fine expert way she had. Shut up!)

		

		Oh, Cadence felt just so silly. Mave was only being helpful in her queer way. Hmm. Queer. Perhaps not the best word choice when trying keep herself in denial. Odd. Yes, odd, that was a better less accurate word for Mave's helpfulness.

		

		Cadence had lots of friends because she had a gentle and social personality, little ego, and was always willing to help out, all the time any time. Many of her friends were helpful like her. However, she had to give Mave credit for... whatever Mave was doing.

		

		Had any of Cadence's “helpful” friends ever tried to help her find the perfect outfits for her body? Nope. Only Mave!

		

		Had any of her friends been helpful enough to go out of their way and hump Cadence's ass? Nope nope, never. Only Mave!

		

		Had any of Cadence's “helpful” friends ever tugged and squeezed her nipples? Not a one! Mave sure had and she still was with no indication she'd stop any time soon.

		

		Mave had... determination... to make sure... the unknown outfits would work just right with Cadence's nipples.

		

		Cadence supposed all outfits had no issue with soft nipples. The soft nipples adjusted to the materials. Hard nipples might be another matter. That must be why Mave had to get them so hard and keep them so hard like this.

		

		Yeah, that's right, that was also why Cadence's nipples were so hard. Of course! She was just trying to help out with the fitting. That nipple hardness and the accidental pleasure that went with it was functional and not from some aroused nature.

		

		It all made sense to Cadence. She pulled in the logic as she sucked in air as fast but as quietly as she could manage. Yes, Mave would need to really understand Cadence's nipples. Who knew what materials they might poke a hole through! Or what materials would too clearly show hard nipples.

		

		Or show them not clearly enough if you were a slut....

		

		Did Mave think she was a slut? She wasn't. She could feel like a slut, like right then, getting felt up and humped while bent over on the sales floor, but that did not mean she was a slut.

		

		Cadence was not a slut!

		

		She sure would look like a slut to anyone who saw the two of them. A certain type of slut. A lesbian slut.

		

		Sometimes Cadence wished she could be more slutty. With the right person. A guy, not a girl. Even if it was a girl, it would not be with lazy queer – odd! – Mave. No way....

		

		All this was obviously an innocent misunderstanding on her part. Mave was only helping. Helping herself. Helping inundate Cadence with a combination of both sharp and liquid foreign sensations.

		

		Liquid....

		

		Mave was humping some liquid onto Cadence's ass right then and somehow it soaked right through Cadence's pants and flesh, and seemed to come right out the other side between Cadence's legs. That's how it seemed. That's how it better be! That made a lot more sense than Cadence making liquid herself. That would make no sense at all!

		

		Cadence remembered a guy telling her that she wasn't wet enough one time. It gave her a bit of a complex. Sometimes she even quick visited the bathroom before sex so that she could, you know, pave the path wetly. So she didn't have to worry if she was wet enough.

		

		That guy who'd said that! That asshole! He-Who-Shall-Not-Be-Named! Fucker!

		

		He or any other guy sure would not have any issues with wetness and Cadence right then. Cadence knew that it must be Mave's wetness. It must be that clothes turned on Mave so much that helping size up her supervisor for good outfits was enough to soak her. No wonder Mave worked at a clothing store! For her it must be like a guy working at a strip club.

		

		Yes, Cadence felt all of that Mave wetness transfer right over via some secret channel and right into her own pussy. In and around her pussy now. Maybe down her leg a little too.

		

		If a guy wanted to have sex with Cadence right then she'd be so fucking ready. So fucking ready to fuck! They would credit all that wetness to Cadence. Stupid guys! That was fine. They'd love that wetness.

		

		Cadence liked it too. It felt so sexy to be so incredibly ready to fuck. So ready. So slutty! Slutty in a good way. Cadence felt very very very ready to fuck.

		

		With a guy!

		

		A guy!

		

		If one were to show up....

		

		Until then... the fitting that Mave was taking was continuing with no sign of stopping.

		

		Well... there was no reason to stop....

		

		It was best to be thorough....

		

		Mave husked, “Time to increase the friction, Stupid Cadence. Outfit materials have two surfaces; the outside and the inside. I've been testing the outside to see what your shape does to outfits. You're just bent over hanging onto that shelf like it's a life preserver and we're in the middle of the Pacific Ocean. Lazy and Stupid Cadence. That's too long of a name so no more laziness. You need to work your ass back now on me. Like a stripper grinding out a lap dance. That's all. Totally innocent. Easy. Easy like Cadence.”

		

		Wha-at? Was Mave insulting her even more? Was Mave asking her to participate in a way that sure seemed naughty?

		

		Mave, the lazy one, was saying that hardworking Cadence was lazy!

		

		This was an outrage!

		

		Cadence rarely got angry but she felt anger now. Or maybe something like anger. It was hard to tell what she felt. She thought maybe that was because she so rarely got angry at all.

		

		So Mave was saying Cadence was lazy (!), stupid (!), and “easy” (!)?

		

		She'd show Mave what a hard worker she was! She would grind her ass back on Mave just like a stripper and she would do it so hard!

		

		Cadence bopped her ass back and Mave jerked on her nipples like she was trying to milk them or pull them off.

		

		It was getting harder and harder for Cadence to keep pretending all this was something innocent or helpful. But she'd try to roll with it as she rolled her ass up and back repeatedly.

		

		Mave whispered breathy words of nasty encouragement, “That's it, Stupid Cadence. Find your inner slut. Drag her out and make her into an outer slut. A fuck slut who will do anything she's told to do.”

		

		Okay, that's it, the pretending was blown. No way could Cadence keep pretending. But... that didn't mean she'd stop what was happening. What's done was done. In fact, it was so done it wasn't even done. It was maybe only in the middle so Cadence had no choice. She just had to keep going!

		

		Not her fault. She was just standing here... bent over forward... enjoying the sharp pleasure of her nipples getting dry-milked... and humping her ass back on Mave's pussy wetly dry-humping her ass. That's all. Nothing else. Oh yeah, while on duty at work, on the store sales floor, with customers only a couple dozen feet away. There was that also.

		

		Plus, she didn't like Mave, she wasn't a lesbian (She had a boyfriend! That was proof!), and she was supposed to be supervising Mave instead of being sexually bossed around by her.

		

		What's done was... still going on. Stopping now wasn't constructive. Then she'd never know what could have happened.

		

		It wasn't her fault. She was just along for the ride even if it must look to anyone who might see them like Mave was actually riding her. Riding her ass!

		

		Still, it was sort of innocent. Sort of. There was that thinnest of thin, thinner than any material, excuse that all of this inappropriateness was to determine the appropriate material for possible outfits.

		

		Mainly though, it wasn't like this could even go anywhere. They were on the sales floor. You can't have sex on the sales floor while the store was open!

		

		See? Innocent.

		

		Mave's left hand slid down to firmly cup the base of Cadence's left breast where it squeezed super tight making Cadence's breast balloon outward. Mave's right hand left Cadence's right nipple.

		

		Oh. No more nipple arousing! Was it all over? Almost over?

		

		It had seemed like things were getting, you know, close to something happening. The same something for both of them. That was what Cadence had begun to think. The Event-That-Shall-Not-Be-Named-But-You-Know. That thing. For both of them.

		

		Mave was stopping? Well, that was... good?

		

		It was finally... over too soon?

		

		Mave said, “Stupid Cadence, you buck so hard. That's good though, let's test that ass for what kind of wear and tear it might do to an outfit. This place sells such cheap shit anyway. Can't be too careful. Keep bucking up your ass. There's a whole lot of testing left to do. I'll help you to keep bucking like you like. I just need... a handy grip.”

		

		As Mave's words ended and before Cadence could compute what they might portend, Cadence felt Mave's right hand insert itself between her legs from behind. It then got a good grip! One hell of a good grip! Maybe even a damning grip, the kind of pussy grip that might damn Cadence, not Mave.

		

		Mave slid down and off Cadence's back that she'd been leaning on and knelt below and behind Cadence.

		

		That clearly gave Mave a better angle to work with. Mave's fingers jammed between Cadence's pussy folds with the pants and thong fabric between the two. Cadence felt like she must have one amazing camel toe going on down there.

		

		It felt like Mave's fingers were sliding right in between the camel's toes!

		

		That camel toe was in a hot place like you'd expect for a desert dwelling camel but that environment was also way too wet. The camel did not belong there! Especially out on the sales floor....

		

		Cadence couldn't help it, she made a grunt and a sound that sounded like someone trying to quietly imitate a tiny human falling off a tiny cliff.

		

		That was embarrassing!

		

		Even more embarrassing, a customer looked at her and even spoke to her from about twenty feet away, “Are you all right, miss?”

		

		The customer could not see Mave behind the shelf. Or Cadence's camel toe getting a hand massage.

		

		Cadence somehow made herself sound a little normal, “I'm just fine, sir. I just felt a poke is all.”

		

		Mave seemed to take that as a cue. Her hand withdrew just a little and then she poked hard with one stiffly extended finger at Cadence's pussy. Cadence made another grunt and another tiny falling off a cliff fading miniature wail.

		

		The customer looked again over at Cadence and Cadence said, with a fake smile on her face, “Oh, I got poked again. Silly me.”

		

		The older man smiled gently and kidded, “Maybe you're the store's masochist.”

		

		Cadence nodded a yeah sure tolerant smile at him and he moved off.

		

		Mave jammed that finger hard straight in.

		

		Damn Mave. What was she even thinking? She could have gotten both of them fired!

		

		Also, that finger was never going to get anywhere that way. There was no way it could poke through Cadence's pants and thong. What was Mave thinking? Was she even trying with this whole fitting for imaginary outfits that Cadence would never even wear thing?

		

		Oh!

		

		Mave was thinking along those same lines....

		

		Cadence felt Mave's other hand, having left her left breast, now working at Cadence's pants. It popped the top button and slid the zipper down. Even at that angle and with Cadence bent down and gyrating her ass, Mave did it with the quick and practiced ease of someone who worked with clothing most days of the week.

		

		Cadence knew, even through her daze, that there could only be one, maybe two, reasons for Mave unbuttoning and unzipping her pants. She knew it but still couldn't believe it.

		

		She knew it. She had to stop it, whichever one that it was, but... she just couldn't take her hands off the shelf in front of her. She could do anything she needed to do. She had her hands and her legs. She had free will. She could stand up erect, she could walk away, she could yell at Mave. Anything.

		

		Except not. Actually, she couldn't. Honestly, she just wouldn't.

		

		Cadence had never felt so helpless and so out of control. Which was extremely troubling but which couldn't stop her from being all stirred up with the bizarre lust she felt.

		

		Stop her? It turned her on! Mave, a woman, was having her way with Cadence right there on the sales floor. Cadence felt so helpless and that felt so hot because it meant almost anything could happen. That was so exciting!

		

		Mave was totally taking advantage of her! And under false pretenses as well! Such a bitch!

		

		It was so naughty and bad... that it was good. Cadence was always a good girl. Everyone said so and she liked to think so. But Mave was treating her like a stupid slut and she was acting like one.

		

		Mave said, “Stupid Cadence, you dumb slut.”

		

		See! Mave was treating her that way!

		

		Cadence moaned when Mave palmed her pussy again, still through the unzipped pants. Then Cadence spread her legs a little and pressed her pussy down onto Mave's hand.

		

		See! She was acting just the way Mave said!

		

		It was so stupid and so slutty to... cooperate... or whatever she was doing when she pressed her pussy on Mave's hand in the middle of the store.

		

		Why was she risking this? Why was she letting this happen? Why let Mave, Mave of all people, get away with this?

		

		Mave chuckled, just a little confident patronizing chuckle, obviously enjoying Cadence's reactions, “Stupid Cadence, put those legs back together. How else will we get those tight pants of yours down so I can examine something else of yours that I bet is tight.”

		

		That Mave talked so naughty! That was bad. Cadence thought she loved it though. Like finding a whole new favorite color in the spectrum. Some vibrant color in between pink and orange and brighter than a sunrise.

		

		Cadence knew she had to pull back before she got burned up in that sun, “We can't. I can't. I mean... don't. Mave! The store is open! There are customers! Didn't you hear that guy? At least not now. Maybe we can talk about it after we close the store.”

		

		Mave snorted, “Talk about it? Fuck that, Stupid Cadence. You're a slut and we both know it. You try to hide it but I see it easy. That you are easy. Look at you all hot and bothered and wet. Such a nasty slut. I heard that guy. I bet you are a masochist. I bet you'd love to have your ass blazing with pain from my spanks. Oh, we'll find out and that will be after the store closes. We can't do that one while the store is open. But pants? That's easy with an easy slut like you. We'll take them off right now.”

		

		“Please! Mave! Okay, we can do it as long as it's in the dressing room!”

		

		Mave said, “This isn't some negotiation. I don't need a slut's permission. And a slut like you does not need a dressing room. Do it now. Slide those pants and undies right on down and step out of them. You do it. I shouldn't have to waste effort on pulling them down. You're a big girl slut so you can do it all on your own.”

		

		So patronizing! So humiliating! It made Cadence's blood boil. A little bit. Mostly it made her pussy boil and froth.

		

		It didn't matter. No matter how hot and bothered she was, no matter how wet her pussy was, no matter how much she secretly or maybe not so secretly wanted Mave's hand back on her, there was just no way. She could not and would not take her pants and thong off on the sale floor. Naked from the waist down? No way. Admittedly, it actually sounded good if only they were in a bubble that no one could see into.

		

		Let that steamy pussy free! Let it breathe!

		

		She wished she could take them off but she couldn't.

		

		“Mave, I can't.”

		

		Mave sounded stern, “I guess you really want that spanking later to be as hard and long as possible. See, that guy was right. You really are an masochist. You'll get that spanking but first you'll do as I say. I require your obedience.”

		

		“But, Mave... I'm your supervisor. You're supposed to do what I say.”

		

		“Not any fucking more. All that has changed now. It's going to be different around here from now on. When we work together I'm in charge and you hop to obey. You will do anything I tell you to do from now on. I'm your new supervisor. In sex and in sales. In every-fucking-thing.”

		

		Cadence tried to understand what Mave was claiming. It was hard with Mave's hand suddenly down her pants and in contact with Cadence's wet pussy. Oh God! Mave's bare hand was on her pussy and with nothing in between! That was so bad and it felt so good....

		

		“Mave, how would that... how can... what would we... you... how would that work?”

		

		“Would? Will! It's not a fucking hypothesis. It's our new future whenever we close together. It isn't a “What If”, it's a “what now is”. To answer your stupid question, Stupid Cadence, I'll tell you what will happen on our shifts. As soon as the manager leaves, my break starts. It ends the next day that I clock in for work.”

		

		Mave's hand jiggled furiously at Cadence's crotch. Cadence could not help thinking that Mave's poor hand really didn't have much room to move. Poor hand! It surely would have plenty of room to move, jiggle, maneuver, and do all sorts of interesting things if Cadence were to take her pants off....

		

		No! No way!

		

		“Mave. Mave. That... no... I can't allow... besides... certain work has to get done.”

		

		“Stupid Cadence, that's what I have you for! Don't worry about all that work. It will all get done. You'll make sure of it because you'll do it. I'll even inspect your work and make sure it is top level. Anything not right and I'll punish you. See? It is all going to work out great.”

		

		Cadence did not know what to say. She really didn't. Trying to talk Mave out of anything – what Mave was claiming to be the new future was insane! – was like trying to stop a tidal wave with a tea spoon.

		

		Cadence could feel a little tidal wave building up and swelling larger between her legs. Fuck, she wanted that tidal wave to crest and crash and swamp her pubic hair village.

		

		Cadence realized she was humping down on Mave's hand in an exaggerated way now. Like she was a stripper and that hand was her lap dance customer. A highly valued customer!

		

		Obviously, a much more valued customer than the customers in The Royal Closet right then....

		

		Cadence was so at a loss that she just went ahead and was helplessly honest with Mave, “Mave, I don't know what to do. I don't know what to say, Mave.”

		

		“That's okay, Stupid Cadence. In fact, that's perfect. You shouldn't know what to do. Not until you are told to do it by me. As to what to say? Always agree with your Mistress. Oh, yes, by the way, call me Mistress Mave from now on.”

		

		“Mistress Mave?”

		

		“Yes, that's it, Stupid Cadence. Next time do it without the question mark at the end. What's wrong with you? Have some fucking confidence in your submission to me. It's cool, all the kids are doing it. Calling me Mistress Mave. By “all the kids” I mean that nasty sexy slut Julie.”

		

		“Julie?”

		

		“That's right, Julie is just like you. A stupid slut who will do whatever I say. I've had her doing all my work for a while now when we're together. Oh and licking my pussy and things like that. Just like you will be.”

		

		“Julie!” Cadence found that hard to believe. Of course, all of this was. Cadence couldn't help but imagine Julie on her knees licking Mave's pussy. Julie was so pretty. Mave was so sexy. Licking pussy was so gross though!

		

		Even so, Cadence couldn't get the mental picture out of her mind. It did change a little though. It was no longer Julie doing that gross thing. It was Cadence!

		

		Oh, Cadence felt like such a slut! Damn Mave! Mave was making her into a slut! Mave and her clever insistent fingers.

		

		Cadence tried to be both mature and constructive with her nearly drained self-respect. It was perfectly natural for her to picture herself using her mouth to pleasure Mave. That was just fantasy. Everyone had them. No harm as long as she didn't actually do it. Ever. Not ever.

		

		“Stupid Cadence, take those pants and undies down and off. Show me that nasty slutty pussy and your spank-wanting slut ass. Now!”

		

		Bizarrely, Cadence hurried to obey somehow thinking this was a constructive way to get her mind to give up the image of herself down on her knees between Mave's legs. Well, yeah, it worked for that, but suddenly her pants and thong were down past her knees... and she was the one to blame!

		

		She was bare-ass and bare-pussy in the middle of the sales floor!

		

		She'd gone too far! She knew she hadn't gone far enough in the mind of Mave but this was way too much for some, lesbian she guessed, underling to expect of a good (slutty) heterosexual (maybe not so much anymore) girl like Cadence.

		

		Cadence found herself unable to continue obeying but also unable to bring herself to pull her pants and thong back up. That would directly disobey Mistress Mave!

		

		Oh, she wished she hadn't thought of Mave as being a Mistress. But this was a new Mave that Cadence hadn't known existed. She supposed she could think of her as Mistress Mave. That was safe just as long as she didn't think of (admit) Mistress Mave was her own Mistress.

		

		Mave was aware of the hesitation and not surprised. These heterosexual bitches didn't just go off the cliff on their own. They needed some good pokes with a spear!

		

		Mave didn't have a spear but she had something almost as good. Her fingernails!

		

		“Youch!”

		

		Cadence, her face scrunching from pain, nervously looked around. She'd been way too loud! Not her fault. How could she know that Mistress Mave would pinch her poor bare unsuspecting ass?

		

		Cadence saw the older guy who'd joked about her being a masochist. She gave him a lame smile and held up a finger like she'd hurt it. He gave her a gentle smile and shook his head a little.

		

		Mistress Mave pinched her other ass cheek, right in the middle, and just kept pinching. It started and just did not stop!

		

		Cadence felt panic from the pain, her immobility with her pants halfway down, and that older man not so far away and a bit too aware of her.

		

		Cadence could barely keep her voice in whisper mode, “Okay, I will. I'll do it already. Just stop pinching!”

		

		Mave tutted, “That's no way for a slave to address her Mistress. Try again. I'll keep pinching. I could do this all night. Oh, maybe also beg me a little to let you take off your pants.”

		

		That Mistress Mave! She was so Mistress-y! Demanding, cruel, totally unfair. Just the way a Mistress should be Cadence guessed.

		

		“I understand, Mistress Mave. I will take off my pants, Mistress Mave, if you will please let me.”

		

		“Just your pants?”

		

		“And... my thong too, Mistress Mave. Please.”

		

		“Stupid Cadence, I suppose I can let you do that but you need to promise to do two things for me. There will be many more promises for you to make and keep in the future but these two will do for now.”

		

		Cadence felt like she could not stand those wicked fingernails digging savagely into her ass much longer. She was about to burst or scream or something!

		

		“I'll do anything, Mistress Mave!”

		

		“Yes, I know you will, Stupid Cadence. One, promise that you'll never wear undies again unless I give you permission. That includes bra. Two, promise you'll lay over my lap and take a nice long hard spanking after the store closes and you'll do it with no trouble and will thank me afterward.”

		

		That was outrageous! Both conditions! Just to get Mistress Mave to stop doing something she should not be doing anyway! So unfair!

		

		No more undergarments? Only sluts didn't wear underwear. Feeling like a slut was one thing, doing a slutty thing or having a slutty encounter was another, but no panties or thongs or bras forever would make Cadence into a slut all the time.

		

		She also had to agree to let some horrible hard spanking occur in just a little while – the store would soon close – just to stop the pinching. The spanking would probably hurt even worse! She was agreeing to even worse pain in order to stop the current lesser pain that shouldn't even be happening at all!

		

		It made no sense!

		

		But...!

		

		She had to agree to it. Her present self said fuck you to her future self. Every self had to look out for her own self. Besides, future self must be some kind of slut if she was going to cooperatively lay over the lap of some mean lesbian Mistress. What a slut! Fuck that slut! She would deserve to be spanked!

		

		Cadence kicked off her shoes and scrambled to get her pants and thong down. When she pulled the thong off she wondered when the next time would be that she'd ever wear a thong or panties and then realized that was a dumb thing for Stupid Cadence to think. Mistress Mave simply could not be serious about that!

		

		“Mave... Mistress Mave, you were joking about how I can't wear underwear any more?”

		

		She'd meant to say it with an “of course obviously” tone but it came out as a tentative question instead.

		

		“Ha! There you are standing naked below the waist – unless you count socks which I think just make you even more naked – and you're worried about wearing panties? Your Mistress Mave doth not joke about that. Fucking ask Julie if I'm joking about that.”

		

		“Julie doesn't wear panties?”

		

		“Julie became my store slut slave two weeks ago and hasn't worn panties since then. You're next. Stupid Cadence. I like quick access to slut pussy and sluts don't wear panties. Or thongs or anything extra under their clothes. No bras either! Wearing undergarments gives sluts a false impression that they aren't the sluts that they are. Plus, I like the smell of pussy in the air. I call that a friendly work environment. Now, let's look at that slut pussy of yours.”

		

		Mave leaned in and examined Cadence's pussy in minute detail. Cadence could feel Mave's warm breath. It made her wonder what was next. She didn't wonder if she'd be willing to agree to what Mistress Mave had planned. They were past that. Mistress Mave would tell her or just do it and then it would happen.

		

		It was scary. She couldn't wait!

		

		Cadence looked around. That guy was no where to be seen now and the store was incredibly slow volume right then. Sometimes she wondered how The Royal Closet stayed in business. Maybe it was a money laundering front for the mob or something even more evil than that. Did Super PACs launder money?

		

		Oddly, Cadence thought that maybe having her pants and thong off would help her cool off. She needed to get some sense back in her head. Her sensibility must have boiled off, steamed away, from the heat of lust. If she could just cool down... maybe....

		

		Cadence felt Mave's hot breath leaving a moist dew residue – a resi-dew – on her thighs and pubic hair. She looked down. Beautiful big-breasted Mave knelt under and before her and her face was just inches from Cadence's pussy. It looked like she was trying to memorize every nook and fold of Cadence's sex. It was incredibly erotic seeing Mave down there like that.

		

		Cadence forced herself to look away. It was too sexy looking at Mave. Then it was too sexy scary thinking about a customer coming over to this section. No way could Cadence get her pants on and up in time if she saw a customer coming.

		

		Oh, that warm breath! Cadence had never had anyone look so long, so closely, or so intensely at her pussy. It made her more than self-conscious. It was sexy but it made her worry that her intimate area somehow might not meet Mistress Mave's standards.

		

		It sure was getting easier to think of Mave as Mistress Mave.

		

		Well! She was stuck with no thong and no backbone for at least the rest of this shift. Then, tomorrow, she'd need to, what, apply to get transferred to another store? Fuck! The commute would be twenty minutes longer and Cadence's car was far from trustworthy.

		

		Cadence realized she was wrong about the pants and thong being off helping her to cool down. It wasn't working that way. Not with Mistress Mave's face and now hot breath on her. Not with her own dirty slutty mind. She was getting hotter all the time!

		

		Was Mave's face even closer? It was!

		

		What was Mistress Mave up to?

		

		She wouldn't, would she?

		

		She wasn't going to, was she?

		

		Not... out here on the sales floor....

		

		Oh God! She would and she did!

		

		Mistress Mave was licking her! You know where!

		

		Cadence wanted to cry out but she didn't dare. She felt an urgency to move or do something to stop it or to participate, she didn't know which, but she did not dare move. It might displace that incredible Mistress Mave mouth! It might displease her lovely Mistress Mave.

		

		Yes, it was best to take her licking like a slut and wait for any new commands that Mistress Mave would undoubtedly issue sooner or later. Cadence suddenly felt so eager to obey. Please! Just give her an order, anything, and she'd do it!

		

		Mistress Mave wasn't shy about pussy licking. It wasn't even really pussy licking or at least not just pussy licking. She connected her whole mouth, engulfed as much pussy as she could in it, extended her tongue, and licked Cadence's pussy from the inside.

		

		Mistress Mave made her nose nuzzle at Cadence's clitoral hood and the sensations engulfed Cadence as Mistress Mave engulfed Cadence's pussy.

		

		The sensations were so strong and Cadence somehow had to stay quiet. Her face twisted until she looked like she'd bitten into a sour lemon.

		

		The oral attentions went on and Cadence's legs began to shake.

		

		Cadence realized her new Mistress, Mave, wasn't going to stop. That mouth was determined to make Cadence orgasm.

		

		Cadence realized she wanted what Mistress Mave wanted. That seemed to be the new way of things. First Mistress Mave wanted something. Then, with orders, insults, insinuations, sexy talk, touches, and even hurts, pretty quickly whatever it was that Mistress Mave wanted Cadence also wanted.

		

		Cadence was famous, at least in her own mind, for being a hard girl to make orgasm. Even she had a hard time in bed alone with herself. Even with a vibrator!

		

		This evening, right then, on the sales floor, clocked in for God's sake, she felt like she had a whole new body. She'd be able to cum. Oh, yes, she would! She was going to cum like a total slut!

		

		She couldn't wait!

		

		Suddenly, she didn't have to wait.

		

		The orgasm walloped her and she felt like whooping. She wobbled her hips and Mistress Mave braced her with hands on her ass.

		

		Cadence thought she had her urge to cry out under control and conquered. She did think that. She really did think that. But she relaxed her guard as a whole new wave of sensations struck again like that even bigger wave on the ocean beach right after what you'd thought was the biggest wave.

		

		Cadence yelp yelled, “Fuck!”

		

		There came that man! Cadence trembled and blinked and tried to straighten her orgasm sour face.

		

		There was a woman customer nearby who did not look like she was with him. She did look like she'd heard what Cadence yelled though.

		

		The almost elderly man, smiling, said to the woman, “Hey, don't mind that sales girl. She's the store's resident masochist. They have a habit of getting hurt a lot. Often getting hurt by themselves. That's their thing. Just ignore it.”

		

		The woman shrugged her shoulders slightly and moved off with a look on her face like she didn't want to get infected with the masochism.

		

		The older man turned back to Cadence who was still trying to compose herself. Luckily he stopped well away and on the other side of a circle rack of clothing. He grinned at her, “Did you poke yourself again? By accident or on purpose?'

		

		“Oh. An accident, sir. I'm so very sorry for that profanity.”

		

		“No problem. I've heard much worse and say much worse myself. Don't hurt yourself too bad. Lots of other people out in the world trying to do that for you.”

		

		Cadence could barely believe how loud Mistress Mave's slurps and licks were. Could that guy really not hear them? She hoped not!

		

		“Yes, sir.”

		

		“Hey, I'm ready to buy stuff. I couldn't find anyone. I left it up at the cash register.”

		

		“Yes, sir. Let me just quick finish here and I'll meet you up there.”

		

		The older guy moseyed towards the register.

		

		Cadence looked down to see what she already felt. Mave was still licking and sucking alternately like she was trying to gather up all of Cadence's juices. She couldn't get all of it. Some was on Mave's chin and Cadence even saw a wet area on the floor when she stepped back a little.

		

		She didn't even know why she tried to step back. It was just a reaction either because of too much oral pleasure or maybe to try to get away from Mave's mouth.

		

		Mave wouldn't let go of Cadence's hips. She kept her mouth on target.

		

		Actually, it looked like Mave thought she could get Cadence to orgasm a second time. Cadence thought Mave was barking up the wrong tree or licking up the wrong pussy more specifically.

		

		Cadence was a one cum and done kind of girl. Actually, one was ambitious and she looked at the one she'd just had as manna from heaven. In this case, she supposed it was wo-manna from heaven.

		

		It did feel good though, “Mave, stop, you heard, I need to go.”

		

		Mave said, “The dumb ones forget so quickly. What do you call me, Stupid Cedence? I'll just nibble on your delicates until you get it right.”

		

		Mave wasn't talking about just going back to what she had been doing. She was really talking about nibbling. She captured a labial fold in her teeth and bit. Cadence nearly yelled out again.

		

		“Mistress Mave! Mistress Mave! Mistress Mave!”

		

		Mave released the labial fold, “I think you're getting it through your thick sexy skull now. Maybe you always did get it though. Maybe you really are a masochist like that guy said. Believe me, I'll find out if you are one. Or make you into one. Whichever. Doesn't matter which.”

		

		That... didn't sound good....

		

		Mistress Mave went back at her pussy with her mouth. That... felt good....

		

		Cadence, trying to calm her breathing and her mind, and trying to achieve some perspective, knew this couldn't keep going on. Both this pussy-licking thing on the sales floor and this thing with Mistress Mave long term.

		

		For one thing, Mistress Mave was a girl! That was enough of a one thing but she was also a coworker. Cadence remembered deciding she wouldn't date any coworkers because it just wasn't cool or professional. Worse, Mistress Mave was a subordinate!

		

		She acted so damn insubordinate though and she was so damn bossy it really did feel like Mistress Mave was now her boss. Still, wasn't that wrong also, having personal relations with your boss?

		

		Cadence tossed her head and released a squeak of a moan. Maybe she really was stupid! Mistress Mave wasn't her boss! Mistress Mave wasn't her Mistress either.

		

		Still, it was best to be on the safe side and to keep thinking of her as Mistress Mave even when referring to her mentally. That way she wouldn't slip up when she spoke to her Mistress. She didn't want her Mistress who wasn't her Mistress punishing her and driving her ever closer to being some freak like a masochist!

		

		But if she gave up the bad things Mistress Mave did to her then she'd have to give up Mistress Mave's mouth and tongue as well.

		

		What a dilemma!

		

		Again, what was she thinking? This could not continue. Not right then because she had a customer waiting, one who may already suspect something. But also not later.

		

		It wasn't like Mistress Mave could just keep on being Cadence's Mistress. Cadence had future baby-making she needed to do! She'd always wanted to be a mother, a mother who gave birth to her own children type of mother.

		

		Gotta stop gotta stop gotta stop!!!

		

		“Mave, Mistress Mave, the customer is waiting. Customers come first.” In her desperation Cadence actually said that catch phrase that the store manager was always spouting.

		

		Mistress Mave disengaged her mouth, “Impossible, Stupid Cadence. You already came! I guess the customer can come second just as long as you promise I get to cum third. After the store closes. Not during store hours. No way. I'm not some slut. Only a slut would do something like that. Fine, go help the customer. We'll get back to this and lots of other cool stuff you have no clue about after the store closes.”

		

		Cadence thought about correcting Mistress Mave. She had to let her know, sooner or later, that this was over. It was just some bizarre blip on her sexual radar screen, there and then gone, a mystery specifically not to be solved. But it was so hard to confront Mistress Mave with that fact! Someone like Mistress Mave!

		

		She'd had nothing but scorn for Mave when this shift began. She was lazy and distracting and insolent. Now she had fear and sexual respect for her. Mistress Mave had made her orgasm.

		

		That was the other reason. Cadence felt a weird gratitude to Mistress Mave for that orgasm. Even after being called stupid and nearly making Cadence lose her job. It was hard to feel grateful for something and then tell the someone who caused that feeling to never do it again, that Cadence would not let them.

		

		Later. She'd do it later. After the store closed so there was no risk of anyone hearing them. Besides, the customer was waiting!

		

		Cadence went to put her clothes back on, picked up her thong, and Mistress Mave tutted and wagged a finger at her. Cadence stopped her movements.

		

		But... she had to put her thong back on! She was so wet! She might still soak right through! The thong wasn't thick but it was at least an extra layer.

		

		Then Mistress Mave stood up and... kissed her! The kiss was such a surprise, such a violation, and right there on the sale floor that Cadence at first was only aware of the kiss happening, the overall act.

		

		Then she realized something else. That taste! Mistress Mave tasted like Cadence pussy!

		

		Cadence knew that for sure because one time, out of curiosity, she had tasted her pussy from a finger dipped in. And maybe a few other times by accident when finger-stroking her clitoris and going back and forth to bring wetness from her mouth. Sometimes that exchange wasn't all one-way.

		

		Mistress Mave had gone down on her and now was delivering Cadence's pussy juice, maybe by accident and maybe on purpose, right back up to Cadence. The kiss was already involved and Mistress Mave's tongue was already searching the inside of Cadence's mouth. It was too late.

		

		Reluctantly, Cadence at first put up with the kiss.

		

		Grudgingly she kissed back. Cadence thought the flavor of her own pussy wasn't bad at all and added a sort of exotic element to the kiss, like a rare subtle ingredient to a favorite recipe.

		

		Mistress Mave had given her an orgasm....

		

		At some point Cadence realized she and Mistress Mave were having an extended epic kiss. Her own tongue was even somehow now on the attack inside Mistress Mave's mouth. It was Cadence leaning forward and Cadence who did not want the kiss to end.

		

		Finally, it was Mistress Mave who ended the kiss, “Slow down, Stupid Cadence. What about that customer? Go take care of it. I'll take care of that thong while you do that.”

		

		Cadence was buzzing with reborn arousal and felt clumsy as she got her pants on. It felt so weird wearing them with no thong!

		

		Once she was fully dressed she rushed to the cash register and found a line of customers and they all looked grumpy as fuck, even that one guy. She apologized and muttered something about a safety matter and an inspection.

		

		She wasn't sure why she said that but blushed thinking the inspection part was true with how long and close Mistress Mave had examined her pussy first by eye and then by tongue. Yes, she'd been thoroughly inspected hadn't she? That orgasm must mean she passed.

		

		As far as a safety matter? That was true too. Safety was about whatever was dangerous. She'd sure found something dangerous. Two somethings. Mistress Mave and her reactions to Mistress Mave.

		

		The Royal Closet had special store vouchers that could be used to smooth over customer incidents and complaints. They saved the customer ten dollars on their next order of twenty dollars or more. Feeling some inspiration and a desperate hope that no one would complain to the store manager about the delay, she gave two of the vouchers to each of the customers waiting in line.

		

		The next half hour passed in a blur of customers and flashes of what had happened on the sales floor. As she got each minute further away from what happened it felt more and more unreal and she felt more and more embarrassed and stressed about it.

		

		How was she going to work with Mistress Mave – Mave! – after this? Mave already hadn't respected her authority and “Mistress Mave” respected Cadence even less!

		

		Damn, was Mave going to think she ran their shifts now? It sounded like it from what she'd said. Well, Cadence could not and would not stand for that!

		

		Even though it felt less real and even though she was so humiliated by what happened, Cadence's recollections made her arousal buzz a little higher each time. Higher and higher.

		

		If she could just go long enough without thinking about it she could maybe quash the arousal because the buzz went down in frequency when she went a minute without thinking about it. But her mind always went back to it. She just could not make herself not think about it. Back up the buzz went then and then higher and then higher.

		

		The more she thought about it, the more aroused she became, and then the more she wanted to think more about it. Some kind of vicious cycle. A slutty cycle?

		

		It kept Cadence wet. She got even wetter. A few times when no customer was near she quick checked for wetness at her crotch. There was no dark spot because of the type of fabric of those pants but she felt dampness when she pressed her hand to the area.

		

		When she pressed her hand there she nearly gasped and she didn't want to take her hand back away. God help her she wanted to just masturbate right there standing behind the cash register!

		

		Finally, the store closed. She'd made it! Except, she hadn't. Now she had to have the talk with Mistress Mave – Mave – to clarify everything and get things back on track the way they were before.

		

		It was actually a bit off track before but now things were way way way off track. She'd settle for getting things back only a bit off track. She swore she'd let Mave be lazy and that she'd do all of Mave's work on their shifts together if only Mave would just otherwise leave her alone.

		

		This would all just be her own little sexual Roswell Incident. The aliens crashed. The government confirmed it. Then they denied it and disparage anyone for daring to believe them the first time around. Or the second or the third time actually, as the government was now on its fourth new version of what “for sure, as a matter of factual record” happened. Each time the government story was proven false they just had to just make up a new one until it, too, was proven false.

		

		This was Cadence's sexual Roswell! Everyone had one! Deny, deny, deny! What works for the big government should work just fine on a smaller scale for Cadence.

		

		Cadence dreaded having the talk with Mave. She knew Mave would not take it well. It was a sort of confrontation. She dreaded that but didn't she dread even more what would happen if she didn't have that talk with her?

		

		Well... she should dread the second one more....

		

		Cadence did wonder a little what Mistress Mave meant when she'd talked about “lots of other cool stuff you have no clue about after the store closes”. What was that all about? What cool stuff? Would it really be cool... or would it be more like hot?

		

		Cadence guessed she'd never know.

		

		Probably.

		

		Mave came coasting up with a fixed smile on her face and piercing eyes. She came behind the cash register area. Cadence tensed up.

		

		“Look at me.”

		

		Cadence looked. Mave lifted her skirt, pulled her panties off, and then lifted her skirt again.

		

		“Stupid Cadence, now that the store is closed, I can take off my panties and be bare ass below the waist and not be a total slut about it. I wait for store closing unlike some people. People sluts. Slut people.”

		

		Cadence swallowed. What Mistress Mave was saying about how Cadence was a slut sure seemed true.

		

		Mistress Mave pointed at Cadence, then pointed at the floor in front of her, and then pointed at her pussy which had trimmed black pubic hair.

		

		Now was the time. Now was the time to have that talk with her....

		

		Cadence stood up (so Mistress Mave would respect her height), took two steps to close the distance (so Mistress Mave would hear what Cadence had to say), and then...

		

		Cadence knelt down.

		

		Why was she thinking of Mistress Mave as “Mistress” Mave if she wasn't?

		

		Couldn't Cadence put her mouth to work in a better way than talking? Mistress Mave seemed confident that Cadence could and that gave Cadence confidence as well.

		

		Lots of women licked pussy. If they could, so could Cadence. She was a can do girl. She was also hard working. If she worked hard at pussy licking she knew she could excel at it.

		

		Still, she felt she needed something more before she did it. Some more encouragement or another order from Mistress Mave. Something. She looked up nervously. Mistress Mave towered over her and the scent of pussy filled Cadence's nostrils.

		

		Mistress Made said, “How stupid are you, Stupid Cadence? Get to work. Meet your new hobby. It's to please me and to please my pussy. Everything else comes after that.”

		

		Oh, that was what Cadence needed. She realized it now. She'd needed another insult to put her in her place figuratively to go along with having been put in her place on her knees before her Mistress.

		

		Cadence dove in. Head first. Mouth part of the head but still head. Oh, she thought, maybe this was why it's called giving head. She'd always thought it was getting head, as in the head of the penis, but really you were giving the other person your head, the attention from your head, so giving head could also be a lesbian thing.

		

		Wait a minute! Was she a lesbian now?

		

		Her face was planted against a woman's pubic mound and her tongue was now working to gain entry to that woman's wet and aroused pussy so... maybe.

		

		Thoughts about labels and the future and all that scary stuff could not be conducive to high performance pussy licking. Cadence put those thoughts out of her mind and facially embraced the experience and mentally basked in her subservient usage.

		

		Yes, it was sort of just returning the favor, the sexual favor, from Mistress Mave from earlier. Except, it wasn't. Their positions, one standing and receiving while the other one knelt, were the same, but so many other things were different.

		

		Mistress Mave had ordered and pointed and insulted Cadence into doing it for one. Also, Mistress Mave sure was tugging at her hair if, you know, nearly pulling the hair out by the roots could be considered “tugging”. Also, those insults and insinuated future threats just kept on coming.

		

		“Stupid Cadence, get your dumb tongue in further. Higher up, bitch!”

		

		“By the way, since “bitch” has come up, you're my bitch now. Got it? Yeah, Stupid Cadence, just keep on licking if you agree you're my bitch now and forever or until I get tired of you.”

		

		“There, you agreed! Good bitch!”

		

		Cadence hadn't meant to agree but she was just so involved in her dedicated licking that she couldn't keep herself from licking out her agreement.

		

		Oh, well, too late now. She supposed this meant she was going to be Mistress Mave's bitch for life now.

		

		Or until Mistress Mave got tired of her. Can't have that! Cadence made a ferocious series of lingual movements to help insure Mistress Mave would never get tired of her.

		

		“Now the clit, Stupid Cadence! You're going to be such a great bitch for me. So slutty. So obedient. So submissive. You practically dripped with submissiveness. Actually, I think you really did drip with submissiveness. This is fucking great. I can't wait for when our shifts are over. I'm going to take you back to my place so you and Julie can both perform for me.”

		

		Wait, what? Cadence was going home with Mistress Mave!?! Cadence had to share her Mistress with that lovely, nice and kind, and helpful fucking skank Julie!?!

		

		It was a lot to take in. Cadence pulled her tongue back into her mouth, savored flavor, swallowed, and then put it back to work. Mistress Mave asked a lot. No, Mistress Mave commanded a lot. Cadence knew she'd have to adjust and try hard to meet all of Mistress Mave's new crazy expectations.

		

		Mistress Mave had double handholds in Cadence's hair and she ground her pubic area all over Cadence's face. It was obvious to Cadence that Mistress Mave was trying and succeeding in covering her entire face in a film of pussy juice.

		

		Cadence let it happen. At first. She put up with it. Then it became something else. Some kind of a good thing. She must have instinctively realized what Mistress Mave was doing even before Mistress Mave told her.

		

		“Stupid Cadence, it feels to me like your face was made just perfect for having a pussy slide around all over it. You were made for this. You were born a lesbian slut and you didn't even know it until right now. You know what I'm doing to you? I'm marking you as mine. Forever mine. My juice will wash off or I'll probably have Julie lick it off. Won't that be nice? But you'll still be marked forever as mine. Like lemon juice invisible writing that only shows up when heated up. Whenever you get heated up with lust you'll be thinking about how you belong to me.”

		

		Oh no. Oh yes. It made no logical sense and it felt so very too true.

		

		Cadence knew then that Mistress Mave got off on power over others. She knew because, without Cadence doing anything different and with no indication it was coming, Mistress Mave orgasmed on her face.

		

		It amazed Cadence how under control Mistress Mave was even when orgasming. She didn't cry out or shake much. She just pussy-pummeled Cadence's face harder and released a lot more fluids.

		

		Afterward, Mistress Mave had Cadence clean her up down there by mouth and told her that was the expectation from then on. That Cadence should automatically do it without Mistress Mave having to tell her to do it.

		

		Mistress Mave trailed her hand in the long hair behind Cadence's head and let her grip trail down to near the ends of the strands which she then gathered tight. She wound Cadence's hair tight and then used it like a hair leash to tug Cadence into motion on her hands and knees.

		

		Mistress Mave marched out from behind the cash register area and dragged Cadence after her.

		

		Cadence tried to stand up a couple times, just automatically, but each time Mistress Mave delivered a hard pull that kept her from rising and kept her moving forward on her hands and knees. Once Cadence understood that Mistress Mave did not want her to stand she went ahead and did the best crawling that she could do.

		

		Mistress Mave brought her over to the section of sales floor where she first took Cadence. Way back when Cadence still thought she was heterosexual and free and independent and would one day be a mother. Way back when at least forty-five minutes ago.

		

		Mistress Mave let go of her hair and stood back.

		

		“Stupid Cadence, store cleanliness is so important. I think you know that. Earlier, when I gave you that pleasure you hadn't even earned yet, when you orgasmed half naked on the sales floor during store hours like the total lesbian slut you are, you also left a mess on the floor. Unlike you, I don't drink up pussy juice. You see your little spill there? Lick it all up. Even get those drops and spatters off to the side.”

		

		Yes, Cadence saw what Mistress Mave was talking about.

		

		Yes, Cadence went ahead and licked up every drop, carefully, and with dedication. It was humiliating and Cadence felt the burn of that humiliation but she never for a moment considered not doing it.

		

		She was already totally controlled by Mistress Mave.

		

		Worse, her obedience was “rewarded”. Mistress Mave reached down and even deigned to stoop a bit in order to fondle Cadence's pussy from behind her. Even through her sleek pants Mistress Mave's handiwork felt incredible. Cadence felt an outpouring of wetness. She just bet that her pants had an obvious wet spot by now. Not wearing a thong did have a slutty benefit of immediacy.

		

		Cadence kept licking and the curse of pleasure was bestowed over and over by Mistress Mave's expert knowing hand.

		

		Cadence knew Mistress Mave was either looking at her coldly like she was a bug or smirking with dominant satisfaction. That knowledge only made Cadence's fire burn brighter.

		

		Mistress Mave kept rewarding Cadence and it felt like a reward to Cadence mentally, emotionally, and physically. But she knew it was a curse anyway.

		

		Cadence realized she was licking areas she'd already cleaned, areas wet with her saliva, licking them again for no reason other than to extend Mistress Mave's rewarding curse.

		

		Oh, she was so close. Close to another! That was impossible for her but the impossible felt so very possible at that moment.

		

		Only it was not to be, at least not yet. Mistress Mave pulled her hand back from Cadence's needy pussy.

		

		“Stupid Cadence, I think you were trying to get me to give you an orgasm. Another one! Such a greedy needy slut! I guess I could but first you need to earn it.”

		

		Cadence turned and knelt up waiting to be told what to do. She had an utter certainty it would be hard to earn and would cost her far too much but that she'd do it anyway.

		

		Mistress Mave tapped her chin like she was choosing what transgressions she could get away with. No, like she was choosing which ones to do first.

		

		“Stupid Cadence, let's be nice and clear. Who am I?”

		

		“You're Mistress Mave.”

		

		“Whose Mistress am I.”

		

		“...Mine.”

		

		“Julie's also, don't forget. You're the second but you are not going to be the last. Now tell me, who are you?”

		

		Cadence nearly said her name but that was stupid. Mistress Mave did not want to hear Cadence's given name. At least, not on it's own.

		

		“I am Stupid Cadence.”

		

		Mistress Mave gave a little clap of delight and even smiled a winning smile, “That's so good, Stupid Cadence! You now know your name! Maybe you aren't so stupid after all. Just kidding. You are stupid. Now, I think when we leave here you're going to come home with me and do whatever sexy things I tell you to do including with that other slutty shift manager, Julie. Now, am I right about that?”

		

		“Yes, Mistress Mave.”

		

		“Let's check on something else. Whenever I tell you to do something, anything, no matter what, what will Stupid Cadence do?”

		

		“I'll do it, Mistress Mave.”

		

		Cadence thought it was perhaps worst of all that those words were not dragged kicking and screaming out of her. As soon as she realized what Mistress Mave wanted to hear – because Mistress Mave told her – she really wanted to say it. It even felt like she meant it! Scary!

		

		Surely that feeling would pass at some point?

		

		“Another thing to check on, Stupid Cadence. When we work together, who is in charge? Who gives aaaaaaaall the orders?”

		

		“You are, Mistress Mave. You do, Mistress Mave.”

		

		Cadence wholeheartedly agreed with that. She couldn't imagine ever, no matter what, trying to “supervise” Mistress Mave. Supervise her? Impossible!

		

		“Stupid Cadence, do you have a boyfriend?”

		

		Oh my gosh, thought Cadence, I do have a boyfriend. She'd forgotten all about him! “Yes, Mistress Mave, I have a boyfriend, his name is--”

		

		“I don't give a shit what his name is. Stupid Cadence! Plus, you're wrong. You don't have a boyfriend. You used to but don't any more. You know it and you'll need to let him know. Boys don't get to touch my girls. Agreed?”

		

		“Um, uh, I didn't really think about how this would effect--”

		

		“Stupid Cadence! No saying his name! Not now, not ever. You agree you need to let him know to go find some other girl, some less lesbian girl, than you?”

		

		Cadence tried to muster some resistance to Mistress Mave's will and found nothing in her emotional tank. At least, not strength. She had an overabundance of other things like humiliation and submission and arousal and lust. No will anywhere.

		

		Her boyfriend was going to be so sad!

		

		He deserved better than her she thought. He did. No guy should be saddled with a submissive lesbian slut like her.

		

		“Yes, Mistress Mave. I'll call him and--”

		

		“No call needed. No need to waste his time or mine when I could be using you for fun stuff. Before we leave the store tonight you'll just text him it's over and then block his number. I'll have to edit and approve that break up text first to make sure it sticks. Understood?”

		

		“I understand, Mistress Mave.” Cadence felt oddly grateful that Mistress Mave would supervise the break up via text process and would make sure she did it right.

		

		Mave said, “In faaaaaaaact... give me your phone right now.”

		

		Oh. Already? This.. was really happening! Cadence felt like a reluctant parachutist about to be pushed out of that open door on the side of an airplane. Like when the trainee was reluctant (which she was!) and the pushy instructor (yep, that sounds like Mistress Mave) decides to go literal with their pushiness.

		

		Cadence felt like someone else had taken control of her body as she seemingly watched herself from the inside as she got her phone off her hip cell holster and handed it to Mistress Mave.

		

		Mistress Mave wouldn't even take it at first. She made Cadence set up the text message to her boyfriend so all that was needed were the words entered and then to press send.

		

		Once Mistress Mave had the phone in hand she said, “Stupid Cadence, I don't even want to know his real name but I just bet you have a secret cuddly nickname for him. What is it?”

		

		“I call him Mister Tickles because--”

		

		“I don't care about the rest of it, Stupid Cadence. That shit is history.”

		

		Cadence watched stupidly – she felt so very stupid! – as Mistress Mave rapidly typed the message, smiled, then grinned, and then laughed a little.

		

		For some reason, Cadence thought that Mistress Mave would show her the message first and get her approval. She didn't! But, she did involve Cadence....

		

		Mistress Mave lifted her dress and snapped a photo with the cell's camera feature. A close up photo of her pussy!

		

		Then Mistress Mave smiled that incredible beautiful evil smile at Cadence as she held the cell out to Cadence, “Stupid Cadence, your phone and your former boyfriend so you need to send it. Just press send.”

		

		“But... what does it say and... why did you--”

		

		Mistress Mave looked mock stern, “Tut tut. I'll tell you after you send it. Trust. It's all about trust. You have to trust me no matter how untrustworthy I am. It's fair though. I trust you right back. Why not? You'll only do what I tell you to do. What's not to trust? Now send it.”

		

		Cadence watched her stupid finger stupidly press the send button.

		

		It was done.

		

		Mistress Mave laughed, “So, I'll tell you. As you saw, I sent him a picture of my pussy. I'm not shy. No harm done. He'll never touch it or even see it in real life. As to what you told him in your message? I had to make it sound real slutty or he wouldn't recognize that it was really you. Your message said “We are done, Mister Tickles. I never want to see you again. I'm about to lick this. Again. So fuck off, Mister Tickles.”

		

		Cadence's mouth opened. Then closed. Then it did that one more time.

		

		Her boyfriend would read that text and the pet nickname would prove that the message really was from her. Even thought it wasn't! Although... it kind of was.

		

		No one else but her knew that she called him that.

		

		He was going to be so upset! Mistress Mave was so cruel!

		

		Cadence opened her mouth, licked her lips, thought she was going to say something, thought she should say something, and then closed her mouth again.

		

		“Look at you, Stupid Cadence, getting your mouth ready to lick. Not yet though because I have some different fun to have with you first. By the way, I like that message you sent. Clear communication, that's what it's all about.”

		

		“But, I didn't....”

		

		“Oh yes, you did, silly Stupid Clarence. You pressed send. Remember, never ever talk to him again. Got it? And you know what to call me.”

		

		“I understand, Mistress Mave.”

		

		“Very good, Stupid Cadence. You'll do a lot under my guidance, oh yes you will. So many nasty memories for us to make or for me to make you make, same thing. Now, is your slutty stupid pussy all wet and needy?”

		

		“Yes, Mistress Mave. It is!” Cadence could hardly believe it. Even have that social horror that Mistress Mave had just inflicted on her, her pussy was still yearning for action. Actually, it seemed even hotter than ever!

		

		“You can share everything with me now. In fact, you have to. You'll give me pussy weather reports whenever I ask for them. But this time tell me all sexy nasty the condition of your slut pussy.”

		

		“Mistress Mave... my dumb stupid pussy is soaking wet. I'm desperate for an orgasm. I'm such a slut. I'm your slut!”

		

		“That's a good girl. You did that well. Now, stand up and turn around. Look at what we have for sale on that rack behind you.”

		

		Cadence did as ordered. It was a rack of undergarments. Adult women's panties and underwear, all kinds. You could find something for granny, you could find something for an X-rated Christmas.

		

		She saw what Mistress Mave wanted her to see. Her thong! Maybe the last thong she'd ever wear if Mistress Mave got her way and it seemed like she might. At least it was going to be the last one in some time. Not wearing underwear already did not feel weird though it felt wrong and sexy.

		

		Cadence was embarrassed to see the thong was still, forty-five minutes later, slightly darker at the crotch than the rest of the material. It was still a little wet.

		

		The thong was on a little pantie hanger, designed to display panties and thongs. Cadence saw that they actually had a tag on them, a fill in the balloon tag, and written in marker was “Cadence Co.” like that was the manufacturer of the thong.

		

		Another tag listed the price. Very cheap. Quite affordable. About a tenth what Cadence had paid and they were actually rather new and quite nice.

		

		Cadence remembered thinking that a guy would think that thong looked hot on her and how she had wondered where life would take her and which guy would be the first – or hopefully the only guy – to see her sporting them.

		

		She'd bought it about the time she first started seeing her boyfriend. She'd saved it for a special occasion and special person. She finally decided it was him. He sure had liked them! By now she'd worn them quite a few times and no longer saved them for special days.

		

		Today had turned out to be a special day of some sort. The final day that the thong rode her hips and was home on the pussy range.

		

		She'd worn them quite a few times by now but wouldn't wear them any more times. They were going out with some kind of nasty humiliating sexy bang. She'd worn them for him and she would not wear them for her Mistress Mave.

		

		Life did surprise. Turned out it wasn't a guy who was that “special person”, it was a gal named Mistress Mave, and Mistress Mave thought she looked hotter without them at all.

		

		Fucking life. You never know! Grandma was right about that.

		

		Mistress Mave's voice was full of anticipation which only made Cadence feel quiet resigned dread... and a pulse of increased lust....

		

		“Stupid Cadence, some customer will buy those. They are priced to move! Maybe she'll even wear them without washing them. First though, I don't think they are as wet and aromatic as they can be. Put them back on.”

		

		Cadence took them off the little hanger and put them back on. She felt stiff in her movements but also swollen with lust. Her nipples were swollen and so was her vulva. It felt sinful to wear her own thong knowing the future that Mistress Mave had planned for them.

		

		Mistress Mave had her walk back and forth and then had Cadence rub herself through the material and then even made Cadence push some of the crotch up into her pussy. The thong crotch-band felt cold going in but it was soon quite warm.

		

		Cadence again felt like she really could have another orgasm and that she was quite close.

		

		Mistress Mave had her take them back off and put them, heavier with wetness, back in place on the little hanger. Cadence saw that the little cardboard price tag was bent and deformed from moisture.

		

		Mistress Mave said, “Get down on your knees, Stupid Cadence. You need to say goodbye to your old thong and to wearing thongs and panties at all. Since we're in a clothing store I think you should do it in style. While your thong is on the rack you stretch your neck up and go down on them. Except up. Suck your slut juices back out. It's the least you can do for whoever buys them. While you do that, I'm going to give you the orgasm you crave.”

		

		Cadence did crave it. Cadence felt craven. Her morality felt ripped away, taken away like how she no longer wore underwear.

		

		Yes, she wanted the orgasm that Mistress Mave promised but she thought she should be too disturbed and insulted by what was required. It was total needless humiliation! She'd never even been mean or rude to Mistress Mave. There seemed no reason for Mistress Mave to be out to grind her down into her own sexual putty to continue to heap abuse on.

		

		But she knew there was reason.

		

		This was the kind of thing that mean, rude, terrible Mistress Mave enjoyed doing.

		

		Also... this was the kind of thing that slutty nasty stupid, Stupid Cadence enjoyed being made to do.

		

		It was so stupid that she liked this. It was so stupid that these debasements turned her on. It was stupid to give herself totally over to Mistress Mave's control. It was far beyond “not wise”. It was stupid!

		

		She thought that Mistress Mave had named her well.

		

		There was nothing that she could do.

		

		You can't fix stupid.

		

		Cadence recalled a shirt that they once sold that had an arrow pointing to one side and it said, in big block lettering “I'M WITH STUPID”. She should try to find that shirt and buy it for Mistress Mave for all the insane times Mistress Mave treated her like she was stupid and she reacted like she was stupid.

		

		Cadence began the process of saying goodbye to her thong and to undergarment wearing in general and to her independence and likely to all the various futures she'd envisioned for herself.

		

		She knelt and arched her neck up like a giraffe seeking a high leaf on a tree. Then she sniffed her wet thong. She smelled good and like wickedness at the same time. Instantly, her pussy was running with juices like it was trying to compete with the wet thong.

		

		Cadence let her nose nuzzle and push at the thong, right on the wettest narrow crotch-band. She may as well put on a show for her Mistress!

		

		Cadence licked at the wettest part, her tongue flapping the thong around like it was possessed by a lustful spirit. Except the thong wasn't. The lust spirit was firmly and deeply planted inside of Cadence.

		

		She felt Mistress Mave unbutton her pants, unzip them, and pull them down for the second time that night. This time there was no thong. Having no thong on really did afford ease of access and it really felt slutty to be so easy to access.

		

		Cadence suspected everything for Mistress Mave regarding Cadence would be easy and most things for Cadence regarding Mistress Mave would be hard.

		

		Yes, she felt so stupid to get into this at all and then to get into it. Further and further. She felt she could get ever more into it, trapped trapped trapped, but she could never get back out of it.

		

		Mistress Mave pulled her pants free and Cadence knew to keep arching her neck and keep flapping that thong with her licking tongue.

		

		She knew Mistress Mave would want that so that was what she had to do.

		

		Yes, this was so stupid and she felt stupid and humiliated but, dwarfing those feelings, she felt so very slutty and aroused. Her pussy felt like it might explode into orgasm if a gust of wind struck it. Or a spank. Or anything at all.

		

		Once the pants were off Cadence did her best to spread her legs while still arching her face up and her tongue as far out as she could make it go. She tried to give Mistress Mave as much access as possible to her pussy.

		

		Cadence's pussy felt electric to her. Like she was wired with sexual current. Like it was the pussy version of one of those electric fly catchers. What were they? Fly zappers! It felt like if a fly flew against her pussy, perhaps attracted by her sweet honey, that it would be zapped and fall dead to the floor.

		

		Mistress Mave's hands, both of them, trailed around Cadence's bare ass. It felt exquisite, ominous, teasing.

		

		Mistress Mave knew what Stupid Cadence wanted, had promised to give it, and Cadence was doing all that Mistress Mave had told her to do yet still Mistress Mave cruelly teased her.

		

		Cadence knew her new Mistress was a cruel manipulating unfair bitch. She knew it and she respected her for it. She'd never respected anyone more in her life, not nearly, and didn't think anyone would ever have a chance to compete.

		

		She sensed Mistress Mave kneel down behind her, “Stupid Cadence, I know I said earlier that I'd spank you over my lap after the store closed but I've changed my mind.”

		

		Oh, well, that was something at least. Mistress Mave must be impressed with her obedience. Maybe Mistress Mave wasn't going to be such a harsh Mistress after all.

		

		“Stupid Cadence, your perfect delicious ass just looks too good. All tense with your knees spread and your back twisted as you try to orally please that suspiciously cheap thong. I just can't resist. I'll spank you right now while you lick thong. Plus, I think in your current position it will hurt even more. All the more reason. Hold still for it, you stupid slut.”

		

		The first spank landed and then more and more. Sometimes a flurry, sometimes a real hard one, sometimes there were delays that kept making Cadence think the spanking was over and then it began again.

		

		The spanking changed, more and less, faster and sporadic, harder and not so hard, lower ass and side of ass.

		

		What did not change was Cadence. She held her position other than licking with her stretched tongue. The spanks did make her oof out gusts of air and she did at times moan in distress. Distress over pain, distress over being aroused by this, and distress over not yet getting her orgasm.

		

		When it was finally over, Cadence thought Mistress Mave had done an incredibly thorough job. Every inch of her ass cheeks and the sides of her ass felt burning red. Everything but the crack of her ass. What a spanking! Cadence marveled that she'd been able to take it without complaint and had held her position.

		

		She felt a tiny sprout of pride at the way she'd taken it.

		

		Her pussy felt like it might be dripping. Oh, she was starting to just love it when Mistress Mave abused her.

		

		Perhaps Mistress Mave sensed that tiny growth of pride in Cadence and wanted none of that. Pride could lead to pesky free will and a feeling of valuation outside the estimation of her Mistress.

		

		Perhaps that was why Mistress Mave did what she did next.

		

		“Stupid Cadence, you can rise up on your knees now but keep your legs as spread wide as you can. That way we'll both be able to reach what we need to reach. You, with your mouth, need to suck in as much of your thong as possible and suck your spit back and forth through the material. That's right. Thatta girl, Stupid Cadence. Don't actually eat it but rinse your spit back and forth through it.”

		

		Cadence did it like it was almost a normal thing to do. Suck her own pussy juice out of the thong that she was never allowed to wear ever again? But of course!

		

		That wasn't the thing that Mistress Mave did to crush her tiny growth of pride. That came next.

		

		“Meanwhile... you feel that? That's my finger. On your asshole. Keep those legs spread, Stupid Cadence. I bet you never had anything up there that didn't belong. No cocks or fingers or dildos. You're a good girl who doesn't do anal. Correction, you were a good girl. You're my lesbian slut now. A total slut. Sluts take it in all holes, you are a slut, ergo....”

		

		Cadence felt Mistress Mave push her finger in, twist it, and then worm it around. It didn't go in easy. Cadence kept her legs spread but her asshole clenched it's resistance admirably yet futilely.

		

		Cadence thought Mistress Mave had gotten her finger all the way in but suddenly a whole inch more popped in and up. Cadence grunted and Mistress Mave chuckled.

		

		“Stupid Cadence, I like ass play. That's what this is called. I like it so that means you're going to be doing it a lot and you're going to become, among other things, an ass slut. You're worried now but I'll make you love it just like you'll have to love me. Because that's what I want.”

		

		Mistress Mave finger fucked Cadence's ass vigorously and Cadence held still for it with her knees spread. She was amazed to feel her pussy still dripping and to feel her arousal, instead of being diminished, blaze higher. She hadn't even thought that was possible!

		

		Mistress Mave was right about Cadence not letting anything go in through her out door ever before. It was dismaying to think this was going to be happening frequently and Cadence was even more appalled to realize she could fall in love with it. When she was hot like this and if Mistress Mave wanted her to. That was it. It was going to happen.

		

		Mistress Mave was turning her into a submissive lesbian ass slut! Or maybe even already had!

		

		Mistress leaned down and spoke almost tenderly in Cadence's ear but her words were not tender and her finger felt sharp as it jammed away nonstop in Cadence's ass.

		

		“Stupid Cadence, you know what I want now? You'll never guess so I'll just have to tell you. I want you to deep-throat your old thong. Suck them in as far as possible and get as much down your throat as you can. Don't worry because they're on that hanger good so you can't swallow them. Do your best. I'm even going to reward you. When I hear you choking on your thong I'll touch your pussy. I bet you cum before I even get a grip on your clitty.”

		

		Cadence did as ordered. She sucked and swallowed at her mouth-load of thong and spit. She brought her knees a few inches closer together to give herself enough height to consume more thong.

		

		Cadence was nearly incredulous at how easily the thong went down her throat. It was like she'd been hungry for this all along and hadn't known. Her mouth full of spit helped move it down her throat. She felt like gagging for a few seconds but moved past that even as the thong crotch moved past her mid-throat.

		

		Cadence was even more incredulous when her lips finally got so high on the thong that they nibbled at the waistband and at the plastic spar on the hanger.

		

		Mistress Mave sounded delighted, “That's so good, Stupid Cadence. Almost now. Almost there. Now, I want you to open your mouth real wide but keep that thong deep down and then I want you to gargle them. I think you'll be the first girl to ever gargle her own thong or any thong anywhere ever. Do it, Stupid Cadence, gargle thong!”

		

		Cadence tried. She gargled and even made a good gargling sound but, within seconds she began choking and her tummy began making heaving convulsions.

		

		That must have been what Mistress Mave wanted to see and hear. She moved her free hand to Cadence's pussy.

		

		Even while choking, Cadence thought that Mistress Mave was right about her. She was a total slut. She wanted that hand to make her cum and she felt grateful to be allowed to gargle her own thong to get that hand on her pussy.

		

		Cadence also found out Mistress Mave could be wrong sometimes. Mistress Mave was, after all, able to locate and squeeze Cadence's little clitty before Cadence orgasmed. Cadence's orgasm began the moment Mistress Mave clit-squeezed while she also firmly thrust the finger in Cadence's ass as hard and as firmly and as deeply as she could.

		

		Cadence lost all control. She belly-flopped forward and the thong, a wet gooey mess, pulled up and out of her throat to dangle and drip from the little hanger.

		

		Mistress Mave's fingers couldn't stay on Cadence's clitoris but they'd already accomplished their mission.

		

		Mistress Mave's ass finger popped free of Cadence's ass.

		

		Cadence writhed on the floor.

		

		Mistress Mave saw that Cadence was leaving moist streaks all over from perspiration, spittle, and pussy juice. They looked like massive snail trails.

		

		She'd give Cadence a few moments to bask in her timeless feeling orgasm. Then, as part of standard store closing procedures, it would be time for store clean up.

		

		Some elements of store clean up would be not so standard.

		

		Cadence would start by sucking the ass flavor off of Mistress Mave's finger.

		

		Then she'd lick the floor clean all over again though it would be a much wider area of floor this time.

		

		Mistress Mave looked at the bedraggled soaking wet “Cadence Co.” thong on the rack. It looked pretty bad. Maybe tomorrow she'd put a price reduction on them despite their already bargain basement price.

		

		Oh, she so hoped that Stupid Cadence would be running the cash register when they were purchased!

		

		The End

		

		*I have another “lesbian lust” book planned starring Mave. It will also be a standalone book while working well with the first two “lesbian lust” books.

		

		*Mave will target another sexy female shift manager at The Royal Closet, this time for after hours seduction and with a new means of seduction.

		

		PREVIEW

		

		Conspiracy to Seduce

		

		A Dominant Teenage Lesbian Plots to Seduce

		the Daughter of Her MILF Sex Pet

		

		Part I of the “Lesbian Seduction Conspiracy” series

		

		Chapter One

		

		For most of the rest of the regular school year things went famously well for the four Owners: Rosalie, Mindy, Deb, and Shan.

		

		Truth to tell, things went great for the Pets as well though some liked to think not and to think of themselves as victims. They were victims of their own passions and inner naughty needs as much as by the dominants themselves.

		

		Their orgasms told the real story. A story told many times in many ways, again and again.

		

		The only possible flaw in the ongoing enjoyment of domination and submission, as the case may be, was the Owner's human nature to always want more.

		

		The pets appropriately did not seem to have this human nature. The pets ambitions were to obey and enjoy their own submissive obedience and all that came with it. The pets did not and could not think of it that way. Their ambitions extended only to wishing, consciously or not, for more contact and demands from their Owners, and then to obey the commands they were given.

		

		The Owners ambitions were... ambitious. Just like a millionaire is not satisfied with a million and a ten millionaire is not satisfied with ten million and a hundred millionaire is not satisfied with a hundred million. More more more. Never satisfied.

		

		The Owners could not escape at least that aspect of their humanity no matter how inhumanely they treated their human pets.

		

		The four owners had seven pets: Cara Lakeland, Mia Respess, Joan Greenway, Aubree Pamphile, Tanya Wilkinson, Lauri Hayward, and Francesca Cafaro. It was nice having four young bitches and three older, but not too old, bitches.

		

		They had a eighth as well in Brina “Butterscotch” Daniello. However, she was married and, in comparison to Aubree whose husband was deployed overseas, Brina was very married. Not quite “totally” married because her husband was gone on business some weeknights.

		

		Still, Butterscotch was more of an occasional bonus pet available about two nights a week.

		

		When available she was always utilized, ridden hard, literally, and put away wet, literally.

		

		Still, she couldn't count as a full-time legit pet. It was really irritating to Deb and Shan when they used her in the morning and afternoon of a weekday while the husband was at work. They didn't mind missing classes. They often skipped them. But they hated having a “due time” in which they had to make sure she was home in time to greet her husband returning from his work.

		

		They'd never been any good at returning library books either.

		

		Also, it was hard to predict when the husband would be away overnight for work. When he finally was, Brina always right away called Deb and Shan and reported it to them, faithful to the instructions from the two dominants, her “riders”, her Owners.

		

		But then it almost felt like they were doing things on Brina's schedule. They weren't, she was just following instructions, but it felt that way to the dominants. Which was a really shitty feeling!

		

		Shan and Deb talked with each other about ordering Brina to divorce her husband. It would free up her time making her available twenty-four/seven.

		

		It would also eliminate a potential source of problems in the form of the husband. After all, surely sooner or later he'd come home unexpectedly or a neighbor would see something and tell him. Then what? Shit meet fan is what.

		

		Once divorced he may not care what she got up to and, even if he did, no big deal, he had no say. Also, of course, he was a successful businessman with a huge house. That could mean a lot of money going towards Deb and Shan. Currently they could have, and often did have, Brina purchase items for them like sex toys and chips and snacks. That was a small bleed off of money. The husband would not notice.

		

		But if they had her, say, buy them a car?

		

		Shit. Meet the fan.

		

		Having a divorcee in their control collecting all sorts of money and sitting on a big house was tempting. Maybe college really did lead to greater success in life!

		

		However, a divorce demand may start some sort of rebellion in the mind of Brina the Butterscotch horsey. Also, a divorce may lead to private investigation stuff by the husband. Deb and Shan and everyone else had no desire to be observed. They had a good thing going.

		

		Once people knew you had a good thing going they usually tried to take it away or tax it out of existence or make it illegal.

		

		You had to keep good things a secret or they could quickly become bad things.

		

		So, telling Butterscotch to get a divorce sounded smart but maybe wasn't. They decided to put off the decision a while. They could use the time to get Butterscotch even more hooked into her role.

		

		They could also use this time to find out if they could find some more human pets to own in addition to Brina and Tanya Wilkinson who Mindy had so kindly handed over to them after doing the hard initial work.

		

		In the mean time, if the hubby found out it may assist in the divorce demand. Brina was sitting on all that potential money no matter what. Whether a divorce happened sooner or later did not matter. No real hurry especially since she wasn't their only pet.

		

		So. Seven pets for four owners not counting Brina. So far.

		

		That ratio sounded good but it wasn't quite as good as it may seem. Cara and Lauri and Francesca and Mia had to spend tons of time doing Mindy's and Rosalie's studying and, sometimes, their own studying as well. If they got around to it.

		

		Mia not so much as she did not have the smarts to really make better grades for Owners though she was a good gopher. They sent her out and about all the time running errands, buying snacks, loading up on sex toys and pet supplies (sort of the same thing at this point) with Cara's or Lauri's or Francesca's credit cards.

		

		Mia's credit card was already maxed out and they didn't want to raise too much parental suspicion.

		

		Meanwhile, Joan, Aubree, and Tanya were fun to use and useful as well. Especially Tanya with her whole house being their domain now and no obligations other than serving the Owners. Even so, all three still needed to go to work. Joan had to be at her own home at night. Aubree even had a toddler to tend to!

		

		Also, Aubree had to breastfeed if the dominants left her enough milk supply to do so on a given day. They refused to feel bad if she ran low on milk. They viewed it as helping her wean that kid. Hell, they even often compelled Aubree to thank them for their kind help in weaning. That was always fun to make her do.

		

		And, bother, all the pets had to eat (sooner or later) and sleep (at some point) which further impacted availability. Eat things besides pussy and ass. Sleep wherever on the floor or doggy beds but, still, they needed some sleep.

		

		So seven human sex pets for four Owners wasn't as many as one might think. It certainly did not fully satisfy them.

		

		For instance, if all four of them at the same time wanted one pet licking their pussy and one pet eating out their asshole... well, the math just didn't work even if all the “full-time” pets were available.

		

		Creating some friction and jealousy also was distribution. Rosalie owned Lauri and Mia and Francesca. A three to one ratio. Very good. Mindy owned Cara, Joan, and Aubree. Again, a three to one ratio. Quite good. Deb and Shan basically shared Tanya and were over at her house riding her around her backyard almost every night. But that was a one to two ratio. Just terrible!

		

		Mindy and Rosalie were happy to share their pet windfall. Especially because it kept the pets humiliated and sexed up and kept them firmly in place down at their feet. Or somebody's feet. But Deb and Shan found it onerous and humiliating to ask.

		

		Hey, they were not supposed to be the ones getting humiliated. Other way around! They wanted to inflict humiliation on others.

		

		Deb and Shan had struck out on several seduction attempts. They got a few chicks in bed who were willing to have some lesbian sex but not to be dominated or turned into pets.

		

		Deb and Shan didn't even get as far as to start to turn them into pets. The other girls ducked out or avoided them or refused to answer calls well before that.

		

		Two even quit school. Deb and Shan could be too persistent. It was one of their strengths and also one of their weaknesses.

		

		Mindy and Rosalie talked about it and they realized one big advantage that they'd had that was extremely effective was forced close proximity.

		

		It was the living status of Cara, Mia, and Lauri that led to their downfall. Roommates were the easiest to turn into pets. Quite simply, they could not get away. Not for long. You could chip away at them, wait for the crack to appear, and then widen it until you had them licking your own crack.

		

		Even that proximity was no guarantee. Rosalie had lost one roommate earlier to drop out. A drop out that was doubtless caused by Rosalie. But having a prospect as a roommate did greatly increase the odds of success.

		

		Francesca's own kind heart and good intentions were leveraged into her seduction. That type of seduction was tough to repeat. Most people were protected from that by their own selfishness.

		

		Joan, Aubree, and Tanya, the administrators at Hilland College were first seduced in the workplace but, again, it would be tough to repeat and, really, there did not seem to be any more attractive female members of the college administration.

		

		Some nice-looking teachers but not much opportunity and maybe too much risk.

		

		Luckily, relief and satisfaction and better ratios were on the way. Hopefully.

		

		Mindy looked forward to having Joan Greenway's only daughter and only child as a roommate. She really looked forward to it. She probably looked forward to it almost as much as Joan dreaded it.

		

		Emilia. Mindy liked to say the name. Sometimes she said it under her breath rolling it on her tongue like she hoped she'd roll the girl's clitoris on that same tongue.

		

		Meanwhile, Emilia's sexy blonde bestie Charlotte would be moving in with Deb and Shan. Fucking Bambi fed to the crocodiles....

		

		Then all of them would have a young blondie to play with though Deb and Shan would have to share theirs. Rosalie had Lauri Hayward and Mindy had Cara Lakeland. Ah, that special breed of sex puppy, the “Blondie”.

		

		Those three were some high quality sexy! Cara and Lauri were just epic. Like Sports Illustrated would have beat down their doors to try to sign them for their swimsuit issue.

		

		They might be a little too slim for Sports Illustrated though. They liked their filled out swimsuits. Even the painted on ones!

		

		Mindy hadn't met Charlotte yet in person but she'd seen plenty of photos of her on Emilia's social media. Actually, plenty of photos of Charlotte, selfies, on her own social media.

		

		Rosalie had hacked into hers as well after gaining access to Emilia's. Well, it wasn't really a hack. Charlotte's was linked with Emilia's. Such best friends! They could even edit posts and photos made by the other one.

		

		From the photos it sure looked like Charlotte was every bit as hot as Cara and Lauri. Taller. A bit more filled out. She was a year younger than them but looked maybe a year older. She had a wide confident beauty pageant smile.

		

		A real credit to the “blondie” breed! Everyone will want one! Or three!

		

		It was going to be a huge challenge seducing and taming Charlotte and Emilia and making them into eager lesbian pets. Huge. Epic.

		

		The dominants had that whole “forced proximity” thing to their advantage. That wasn't much though. It wasn't like if a young woman was forced to be near a dominant lesbian that they just became some submissive lesbian pet slut.

		

		The dominants had failed before. Shit. Lots of times. Even with Mindy's incredible track record they were really less than fifty fifty in seductions. Mostly because Deb's and Shan's success ratio was close to zero. Even that Tanya Wilkinson woman of theirs was a hand off from Mindy.

		

		Deb and Shan did nail that Brina woman so there was hope. That really was an inspired bold seduction and taming by them. It showed Deb and Shan had at least some potential.

		

		Brina was only a partial slut pet so far, though, at least as far as access. Fucking pesky marriage vows!

		

		Other than that, Deb and Shan had struck out with something like a dozen different college girls.

		

		Mindy wondered. If they could pull it off and obtain and train Emilia and Charlotte, fucking Own those bitches, would having the two more pets and an overall two plus to one ratio between pets and Owners satisfy the young Owners?

		

		Probably not. Hell. Of course not. What were they going to do then, fucking retire?

		

		Still, two more would be a good thing.

		

		Those two losing for life their freedom, self-respect, and, to a large degree, their humanity, would ease the Owner's dissatisfaction for a brief time.

		

		So it was well worth taking them over!

		

		Chapter Two

		

		For the most part Mindy did not bring up Emilia staying with her to her mother, Joan Greenway, Director of Housing and Student Orientation. For the most part.

		

		Of course, Joan knew Emilia would be rooming with Mindy and Pet Cara. Knew it because she herself had set it up, made the necessary electronic adjustments, and pushed the cover story with Emilia and her bestie Charlotte. Joan was aware as hell and as complicit as hell.

		

		It had taken some Mindy pressure to get her to do it. Funny thing was Mindy pressured her over the phone. Mindy's actual presence wasn't even required to get Joannie-woanie her pet Director to pretty much hand deliver her daughter to Mindy on a silver platter.

		

		Part of that “hand deliver” was Joan Greenway's hand actively masturbating herself even as she made the alterations in room assignments knowing her daughter Emilia and Emilia's bestie, Charlotte, who Joan supposedly loved like a second daughter, were being condemned by her to living with coeds Joan knew were dominant lesbians.

		

		Dominants who liked to make their submissives into human pets. Dominants who had all already had sex, hard sex, dominating sex, dehumanizing sex, with Joan Greenway. Dominants who sought to entirely take over the lives of women and dominate them in other ways outside the bedroom.

		

		The dominants dominated the college girl pets by making them study for them, buy stuff for them, and, their favorite, making them wear either goofy ugly or outright lesbian outfits.

		

		The dominants dominated the sexy mature adult females administrators outside of sex by having them misuse their authority in the interests of the dominants and by having them buy more stuff for them. They couldn't fuck with the way they dressed though as they needed the older bitches to keep their jobs.

		

		Mindy was sure Joan told herself her daughter Emilia, who she thought was so morally conscientious, and Charlotte, who also had a good head on her shoulders, were at no real risk from the likes of filthy Mindy and her lesbo buddies.

		

		Maybe Joan even believed herself.

		

		If Joan was wise and not so involved in sexual obedience to Mindy's demands she might stop to consider how Cara Lakeland had been morally conscientious as well and how Joan herself had once upon a time had “a good head on her shoulders”. Both now firmly and forever in Mindy's grip.

		

		Mindy thought fondly how she often had that “good on her shoulders”, either Cara's or Joan's and one time both at once, between her legs slurping at her pussy. Or, sometimes, how she had those “good heads” between her ass cheeks licking her asshole.

		

		Yeah, those were some real good “good heads”. The “good heads” gave good head as the old fogies might phrase it. Mindy wasn't sure if them licking her pussy counted as giving head but it probably did when they sucked on her strap-on. Which she always had them do before she used it on them – like the song says you have to lick it before you stick it – and also after using it on them.

		

		Pets always had to clean up their messes especially their own pussy juice on dildos. That was just... proper etiquette! Also, wouldn't want the dildo to get rusty. Sure, pretty sure plastic didn't rust, but why risk it?

		

		If Joan Greenway took even half a minute to think on it she'd realize her daughter's moral integrity and even her freedom were in grave danger once she arrived on campus and had to live with Mindy.

		

		Mindy was worried that Joan Greenway would come to her senses.

		

		Mindy had heard that the mother-child bond was supposed to be an amazingly strong one. It sure as fuck wasn't for herself and her own mother. Her Mom would have sold her for a hit if any of the dealers wanted a baby or, later, a toddler, or, later, a teenager to prostitute out.

		

		Joan, like all mothers (other than Mindy's), no doubt thought her daughter was special, even so special she could avoid getting pulled in and made to put out by Mindy.

		

		Mindy even acknowledged Joan could be right about that and her seduction, her sexual take over, could very well end in failure. But, come on, getting the mother and the daughter? She had to try, right?

		

		How much worse would her chances be to nail Emilia if Emilia's mother warned her first? Would Mindy then have any chance at all?

		

		Getting Joan to assign Emilia to room with Mindy was only part of it. Somehow, she needed to make sure Joan did not in any way warn her daughter.

		

		She had to make sure Joan Greenway did not prepare Emilia with even a general generic speech that did not name Mindy but warned of the ominous threat of predatory lesbian dominants.

		

		One way, strategically, to help keep Joan from warning her daughter was to keep such a warning from even occurring to Joan Greenway. Easier said than done.

		

		Mindy did not want to get Joan Greenway thinking about her daughter's fate or vulnerability. Or ever thinking she should undo the damage done.

		

		In other words... let sleeping doggy Joan lay.

		

		For the most part. For now.

		

		As the time approached closer to when Emilia arrived into Mindy's arms the mother would likely have to think about it and feel some urgency over it. Mindy may need to do something... more involved than. She just didn't know what yet.

		

		Mindy had become a bit obsessed over Emilia. That it was Joan's daughter, the daughter of a woman who licked Mindy's pussy on a near daily basis, added a lot of spice. It would make quite a story she could only tell to a privileged few.

		

		That she engineered it herself, that it wasn't some chance accident, would also add to its legendary status. So did the weeks and months of anticipation.

		

		All that anticipation lent Emilia a sort of mystique in her mind. Like Emilia was her personal New York City. How they said if you could make it in New York City then you could make it anywhere. Mindy felt like if she could seduce and dominate the fuck (literally) out of Emilia then she could seduce and dominate any woman she ever wanted.

		

		Mindy could picture her future life spread out before her full of spread out sexy thighs....

		

		Mindy thought about Emilia often. Too often really. She already had Joan, Cara, and that lactating cutie Aubree at her beck and call and could borrow a couple other pets as well. She had her hands full of tits and her pussy full of tongues.

		

		One bush in the hand was worth two bushes in the bush. Everyone knew that. And she actually had three bushes in the hand!

		

		Still, she thought about Emilia many times every day. She logged into Emilia's social media on the sly to check for new photos shared. Charlotte's also to see when she posted photos of Emilia.

		

		Eventually Mindy convinced herself she needed to do more research on Emilia. She knew what she looked like from all the social media. Hot. Long dark hair. Super long hair actually. Almost down to her cute ass!

		

		Emilia was sort of serious and sincere looking in most the photos like she was older beyond her nineteen years. But her face just exploded with sexy cuteness in the photos when she did smile.

		

		Mindy knew some of the things she wanted to do to Emilia – such as spanking that sleek rear end – would not make Emilia smile. Smile sexy or even any smile at all.

		

		That wasn't too big a problem though. Once she had control over Emilia she could just order the girl to smile and Emilia would have to do it.

		

		Mindy was just so curious about Emilia's body. She just couldn't wait to see it! See it nude! See that body obeying all sorts of wicked orders. Whatever Mindy wanted!

		

		Her “just couldn't wait” wasn't just an expression either. She could not wait! She knew she had to wait but she also knew she'd never before felt so eager to seduce and dominate anyone.

		

		Emilia was not better looking than Cara. No one was really. Some were Cara's equal. Maybe Emilia even was. But it wasn't Emilia's looks that made Mindy so very eager.

		

		It was Emilia's looks combined with the fact Mindy had taken over the girl's mother, forced the girl's mother to place Emilia within Mindy's grasp, and then also the long wait itself for Emilia to finally arrive on campus. The anticipation just built and built and built.

		

		She wanted nude pics, hell, nude video of Emilia. So she could look at it whenever she wanted in the months until Emilia arrived.

		

		She couldn't get nude video of her herself. She had to lay low and just be an unknown roomie at first with no connections to Emilia's Mom when Emilia arrived at the dorm.

		

		Mindy was actually worried about a certain someone connecting her with Emilia's Mom. That being Emilia's Mom, Joan Greenway, herself!

		

		Despite how confident Mindy made herself appear to her pets – pets respected and obeyed confidence – Mindy often had worries. Her big one nowadays was the power of that mother-daughter connection Mindy had read so much about.

		

		She and her own mother hadn't had it but maybe the heroin in her Mom's system had interfered with the bond.

		

		She'd made Joan do some things to get her hands dirty regarding her daughter and Mindy felt like she had great control over the sexy woman. Damn, she was sexy! Like a super-MILF!

		

		Still, Joan and Emilia doubtless had that mother-daughter connection, had nineteen years of “history”, and still lived together. They even seemed much closer than most mothers and daughters.

		

		Mindy was concerned that Joan could blow Mindy's chance to dominate Joan's daughter. She knew Joan would want to blow it for her. There were ways Joan could do it without outing herself as a lesbian sex pet and maybe even without Mindy realizing she for sure had done it but enough that Mindy would be unable to bag Emilia.

		

		She wanted some nude video of Emilia but she needed to make sure Joan Greenway would not try to save her own one and only daughter. Fucking selfish pets!

		

		She could only think of one way to lock down Joan Greenway's absolute obedience to her will and also obtain nude video of Emilia....

		

		Chapter Three

		

		Joan Greenway's cell phone chimed a text arriving. She glanced at it laying in the cup holder.

		

		She was driving on her way home after a long day of administration, student management, and, of course, pussy licking. Her typical day nowadays. Every day she went home wore out.

		

		Today the pussies she licked were Rosalie's and that poor Lauri Hayward girl. Only two. So far. It really was “only”. Most days were more than two. At least the weekdays. Much more if she was ordered to Mindy's dorm room after hours.

		

		Mindy was Joan's Owner but Joan also had to do whatever Rosalie, Deb, or Shan told her to do – standing orders by Mindy – so, really, she had four Owners.

		

		Hell, sometimes they bumped into each other stopping in for a pussy licking. Or to dildo her. Or a whole variety of other things on the sex menu.

		

		She felt bad for Lauri. And guilty. She had set that poor girl up, forced her into range of the dominants using a false pretense to move Lauri from her nice safe dorm with a roommate she liked to a room assignment living with her lesbian stalker!

		

		She'd moved her into Rosalie's room because Mindy and Rosalie had control over Joan and Rosalie had plans for Lauri Hayward.

		

		Plans that sure did bear fruit! Lauri was the fruit. Rosalie plucked her fruit. Rosalie probably ate that fruit every day. And had the fruit eat her right back. Today Rosalie had Joan eat that fruit as well....

		

		Poor Lauri. Lauri's fate haunted Joan Greenway.

		

		Lauri had become extremely proficient at pussy licking. So much so that Joan did not feel at all haunted when Lauri's tongue was up her pussy.

		

		There was a silver lining to what she'd done to Lauri. Especially when Lauri licked the pink lining of Joan's vagina!

		

		Lauri and Rosalie had worn her out today. Again. Someone or someones wore her out nearly every day. Today Lauri wore out her pussy with her tongue and Rosalie wore out her tongue with her pussy. A chain of three with Joan in the middle. Lauri gave Rosalie two orgasms with her mouth. Rosalie gave her two in return with her strap-on.

		

		Had Joan gone down on Lauri also? That's right, she had. She didn't want to forget that.

		

		It was wicked but she couldn't help but think of that poor sexy girl's pussy as being tasty. It was terrible of her but she liked to lick it and looked forward to licking it and hoped she'd be licking it Monday as well.

		

		It was so awful how she was having sex with girls slightly younger than her own daughter. Awful and wonderful at the same time.

		

		What would those girls' mothers think of her if they knew?

		

		Joan tried not to answer that question internally and hoped she'd never find out the answer factually.

		

		Rosalie had also given Joan a spanking and Joan, as ordered by Rosalie, had gavin Lauri a spanking as well. Spanking that poor girl who'd worked so hard with her soft diligent tongue to give her an orgasm and who was in that position to give tongue and take a spanking directly because of Joan.

		

		Talk about bittersweet.

		

		So, all in all, a pretty typical day! What passed for typical.

		

		Joan was constantly surprised all this still kept going on. No one found out. No one reported them. No one seemed to suspect.

		

		No one had a clue about her or Aubree, her shared Administrative Assistant. Shared with Tanya Wilkinson who also somehow seemed to suspect nothing.

		

		It seemed like the four Owners never got tired of Joan. They used her over and over.

		

		The truth? She never got tired of them either. They were so naughty! They were so mean and creative at the same time. So bossy. Their expectations were over the top. Joan... sort of loved that.

		

		If it was a typical sexual use and abuse day she loved it.

		

		If it was a day of twists and trying new things and really pushing her limits (what limits?) she loved that also.

		

		They wore her out and wore her down but she was ready for more within hours of any usage. What she should dread she instead looked forward to. She couldn't fall asleep without thinking about what they made her do.

		

		She couldn't watch a show without thinking about it. Sometimes she'd watch a show with her daughter on the couch next to her and her mind would wonder and her pussy would dampen.

		

		She couldn't even eat without thinking about them. Emilia sometimes sat straight across from her while she chewed food and contemplated nibbling on pussy lips and got ever wetter between the legs.

		

		Some meals she had to purposely dawdle until Emilia went up to her room. That way she could finally stand up and Emilia wouldn't be there to see the wet spot between her legs. She'd taken to wearing thicker and darker clothing while at home because of that.

		

		The dominants and what they made her do were always at the tip of her mind and she was always secretly eager.

		

		Like right then for instance. Tired after a long day. It was Friday so she was actually tired after a long week. But she just knew that text was Mindy probably giving her some order, some demented task for that weekend.

		

		Joan kept glancing at that vibrating cell phone in her cup holder. Glancing eagerly at it.

		

		After some weekends she needed to get back to work on Monday to recover from the things she had to do over the course of the weekend by order of Owner Mindy!

		

		One Sunday she had to give herself four orgasms with a vibrator, all of them in her own backyard. Outdoors! They didn't even have a fence at their house!

		

		She kept the vibrator in her panties and leaned all over pretending to be gardening and pretending to crouch down to pull out a stray root whenever she came. That way the grunting seemed natural. The perspiring also.

		

		One Saturday they kept her masturbating, just in her own bedroom and bathroom, but over and over again and again. Once she hit double digits she lost count of how many times she came.

		

		A vibrator placed directly against her aroused clitoris always took care of business. She'd found orgasms heightened her sensitivity so having an orgasm did not make having another one more difficult. Just the opposite!

		

		Joan figured the wicked girls had some sort of bet on that particular day as to how many times Mrs. Joan Greenway could cum in one day. She'd had to report by text each one. She wondered which dominant won that one.

		

		Emilia had actually been worried about her because of how flushed, tired, and sweaty she was the times she did leave her bedroom.

		

		Joan lied and told her she was sick. But was that really a lie? She felt like she had a sort of sickness. Sick in the head with submissive lust.

		

		Thankfully, Emilia was often busy. She was very much in demand socially.

		

		Still, she knew that text was either Mindy or Emilia and, God help her, she hoped it was Mindy. She looked forward to finding out what was on her sexual agenda that weekend.

		

		At the next stop light she looked around for any cop cars and then opened the text message.

		

		Pet Joannie, you are probably on your way home right now. Make a stop on the way. Adult novelty store of your choice. Buy a blindfold.

		

		That was intriguing! What could Mindy have her do blindfolded around her own house? Or was it for her to bring with her to work on Monday?

		

		Joan absolutely dreaded anyone seeing her at the adult novelty store so she decided to stop in at one of those mega-stores with a pharmacy. She bought a sleep mask. Same thing as a blindfold really except it was intended to block out light for good sleeping. What did a blindfold do? Block out light, right? Mindy would never know the difference.

		

		Joan pulled in at her house and, before going inside, texted Mindy. She informed Mindy of her obedience to the latest order. The return text came quickly and she found herself sitting in the car having a text conversation.

		

		Done.

		

		Are you home yet?

		

		Yes.

		

		Are you alone at the house?

		

		Joan was parked right next to Emilia's car so she knew Emilia was home. It was sort of too bad. Whatever Mindy had planned would have to be delayed until Emilia wasn't around.

		

		Joan did not even like to mention her daughter to Mindy. Not ever since Mindy got her to place Emilia with her in dorm arrangements for the coming summer. Mindy hadn't brought it up again. But Aubree told Joan one day that Mindy had ordered her to check and make certain Emilia was still set to be her roommate. Which she was still set to be.

		

		Set up to be. Set up by her own mother! A betrayal!

		

		Joan kept telling herself it wasn't a true betrayal. Not yet. A lot could happen between now and then, and, if it didn't, Joan could still change the room assignment back.

		

		Could? She would! That was her daughter, her lovely wonderful daughter! She would do what she had to do to protect her. No matter what!

		

		Joan had not dared to change it back. Not yet. But Joan did dare to hope Mindy would forget about it or get caught up in other things. Maybe she'd even get run over or something or arrested and put in jail for some crime. Joan sure would miss her. But, then again, if she just kept obeying the other three dominants there wouldn't be so much to miss.

		

		Why would Mindy even want to deal with any of the complexity of Joan's daughter finding out about this stuff... or more? There were plenty of co-eds to seduce! It didn't have to be her daughter! She still thought this was just all an exercise in humiliation.

		

		It really wasn't a real concern. Not as far as her daughter getting seduced. She was a good girl, very normal, very smart, loved school, was already thinking about her future career, and, best of all, she was very popular with the boys.

		

		Emilia wouldn't go out of her way with the guys – she was not all about dating and such and was choosy – but lots of guys would naturally gravitate towards her. Whenever a guy was around, Mindy would be screened out and unable to pull anything. If they were living together. Which they wouldn't be!

		

		Joan's concern wasn't that Mindy might seduce Emilia. That was ridiculous. But Mindy could make Emilia's life hard or at least make her uncomfortable.

		

		Mindy was an evil youngster and had a wicked cunning about her and a nasty streak a mile wide. Everything was her way or be crushed.

		

		That little bitch! It really was too bad that Mindy and all the things Mindy did to her and made her do turned on Joan so much.

		

		Joan did not want her daughter to have to see that Cara Lakeland girl acting like a sex puppy. That wouldn't scar Emilia for life but she just should not have to see it.

		

		Joan knew her daughter had seen things on the internet by now. The internet had near limitless depravity. Emilia had even told her mother about some of what she'd seen. She'd laughed about it and laughed at how she shocked her Mom.

		

		Those things hadn't emotionally scarred Emilia so Joan doubted seeing it live and in person would do any real damage either.

		

		A bigger concern was Mindy letting slip her “relationship” with Emilia's mother. A relationship would be bad enough (A lesbian relationship! With a student! Half her age! About the same age as her own daughter!) but this whole domination and make you a human pet thing...!

		

		That would be a disaster if Emilia ever found out about it or even suspected it!

		

		Or Mindy could get pissed by any slight disobedience by Joan and intentionally share things. Things like videos Joan knew existed. With Emilia living with her it would be way too easy for Mindy to have such impulses and give in to them. Lord knew the girl gave in to every other impulse she had!

		

		Joan texted back deciding to save time and make clear to Mindy she wouldn't be able to get up to any blindfold-involved antics that night. She had to mention her daughter as an excuse.

		

		My daughter is home and will be all night. Not an excuse. She takes care of all her studies on Friday night (usually) to free up the rest of the weekend. So, tomorrow night?

		

		That is perfect! Tonight you are required to get nude video of Emilia. Don't be alarmed. I just want to see if her body is as sexy as her Mom's.

		

		Joan was just shy of horrified. Don't be alarmed!?! She was quite alarmed!

		

		She couldn't get nude video of Emilia even if she wanted to which she did not! She needed to clearly frame her response as willing but unable rather than a refusal.

		

		No reason to earn a spanking.

		

		Harder than usual that is.

		

		When was the last time she went a whole week without an extended flaming ass spanking? She could not even remember.

		

		Still, not all spankings are created equal.

		

		It was imprinted in Joan's mind the times Mindy spanked her until she cried like a baby. Then made her cum while her body still flowed with pain endorphins. Those memories gave Joan a hot shuddering eager/dread.

		

		Not possible. Emilia always wears clothes around the house and to bed and isn't going to do a strip show let alone on video.

		

		Everyone gets nude in the shower.

		

		She showers in the morning, the door locks, and she would see me recording her if it was not locked.

		

		Damn! Why couldn't this girl get it? It just wasn't going to happen. No way! Just... leave it alone.

		

		It seemed like a big distraction from doing some other kind of naughty thing. That was part of Joan's irritation. Any time she texted with Mindy there was always a bossy mean talking down tone to her texts. Which always made Joan hot between the legs.

		

		Now her phone rang in her hand. Mindy! She couldn't not answer it, she'd just been texting with her. Besides, any and all non-answers of calls or texts by her within the ordered five minute window brought nasty consequences.

		

		“Hello?”

		

		“You know who it is slut puppy. Your concerns are not the problems you think they are. Tell her you heard about a Swedish sleep study where the subjects wore a sleep mask in the shower. They took a long hot shower, very long, very hot, at least twenty minutes while wearing the mask. Then they went to bed and had extremely vivid happy dreams they remembered in detail in the morning. Tell her you want to see if it really works. That you'll be a two-person experiment group together. Special mother-daughter bonding. Very special! Ha ha! Tell her that you'll take a shower when she tells you she's done with hers. A bathroom door lock? I'm sure you have the key anyway. If not, a small nail or metal coat hanger end or tweezers can pop it open easily. Those locks are mostly symbolic. The sound of the shower will cover any noise you make. The blindfold will keep her from seeing you. See? Easy.”

		

		Joan realized it really would work. Pretty easily actually. But she did not want it to work! She could make up something later about how she tried and it didn't work, “I'll try, my Owner.”

		

		She could hear Mindy laugh a little, “I'll be with you the whole way for obvious reasons. Call me just before you tell her about the Swedish study. That study is bullshit by the way just in case you did not already know that. Have your phone on you so I can listen to this touching mother-daughter conversation. Then, once she is in the shower, you are going to video record her streaming online with the equipment I had you buy just like all those times you've recorded your masturbation sessions or other weekend tasks for me. This time it will be Emilia live and not weighed down by clothing. I want as much video as possible. In fact, send her in there with a twenty minute timer. You'll see when it gets down to a minute and then you can stop the recording and get out of the bathroom before she gets out of the shower.”

		

		Whoops. Damn.

		

		Joan would not be able to make up anything to get out of this.

		

		What to do?

		

		What else? What else was there?

		

		Obedience. Only obedience. There was no “else”.

		

		“I'll try, my Owner.”

		

		“You'll fucking succeed, Pet Joannie.”

		

		Read the rest in “Conspiracy To Seduce”, NOW AVAILABLE!

		

		Books By Jordan Church

		

		Impossible Seduction series:

		

		Impossible Seduction One: Voyeur

		Impossible Seduction Two: Dominated

		Impossible Seduction Three: A Tale of Lesbian Taming Two MILFs

		Impossible Seduction Four: Janelle Versus Redheads

		Impossible Seduction Five: Seduced Via Lesbian Home Invasion

		Impossible Seduction Six: The Erotic Evil Conspiracy

		Impossible Seduction Seven: Wicked Manipulation By Dominant Lesbian Neighbors

		Impossible Seduction Eight: Dominant Lesbians Dominate Redheads

		Impossible Seduction 9: Dominant Lesbians Target the Final Pierson Girl for Seduction and Domination

		Impossible Seduction 10: Seduction and Domination and Submission As the Dominants Go After the Blonde Daughters

		Impossible Seduction 11: Two of the Blonde Daughters are in the House of the Dominants. Can They Escape With Their Lesbian Virginity?

		Impossible Seduction 12: Young Adult Kaia's Interracial Lesbian Date With Dark Submission

		Impossible Seduction 13: Kaia's Interracial Date Becomes A Lesbian Threesome

		and She Submits to Domination From Mistress Lydia

		Impossible Seduction 14: First Time Lesbians Tamed and Trained By Neighbor Mistresses, Black Lesbian Domination of Submissive Blondes

		Impossible Seduction 15: Younger and Older Lesbians, Domination and Submission

		

		The Mindy Short Hilland College lesbian domination adventures:

		

		A Lesbian Orientation series:

		

		Part I: Cara Ties to be a Good Example

		Part II: Cara's Lesbian Seduction

		Part III: Cara Becomes Her Roommate's Lesbian Pet

		

		Teen Lesbians Taking Over series:

		

		Part I: Taking Over Mrs. Greenway

		Part II: Taming Mrs. Greenway

		Part III: Taking Over Aubree

		Part IV: Owning Aubree

		Part V: Taking Over Tanya... and Her Neighbor Too

		Part VI: Taking Over Tanya's Step-Niece

		Part VII: Takira's New White Mistresses

		Part VIII: Adding Coral To The Corral

		Part IX: Taking Over Takira's Mom

		

		Lesbian Stalker's Pets series:

		

		Part I: Lauri's Lesbian Stalker Becomes Her Roommate

		Part II: Lesbian Stalker's Pet Roommates

		Part III: Lesbian Stalker Pet Trains Her Roommate's Best Friend

		Part IV: Lesbian Stalker Stalks Again

		Part V: Lesbian Stalker On The Prowl

		Part VI: Lesbian Stalker Hunting

		Part VII: Lesbian Stalker's Evil Trap

		

		Lesbian Seduction Conspiracy series:

		

		Part I: Conspiracy to Seduce

		Part II: The Trap

		Part III: Taking Over Charlotte

		Part IV: Too Together

		

		Seduced Trophy Wives series:

		

		Part I: Taking the Trophy Wives

		Part II: Taming the Trophy Wives

		Part III: Training the Trophy Wives

		

		Gift Cards For Lesbian Seduction series:

		

		Part I: Mother-In-Law's Gift Cards For Lesbian Seduction

		Part II: Liking It Way Too Much

		

		Stand Alone books:

		

		The Submissive Cheerleaders

		

		Cheerleader in Trouble

		

		Something That Belongs To Me

		

		Lesbian Lust At The Cash Register

		

		Lesbian Lust On The Sales Floor

		

		Now Available!

		In Audiobook format!

		

		All three books of the “Seduced Trophy Wives” series

		

		Taking the Trophy Wives

		

		Taming the Trophy Wives

		

		Training the Trophy Wives

		

		Narrated by the incredible voice talent

		Samantha Stroker

		

		Samantha's amazing vocals relate every word (and lots of gasps and moans and groans!) of these book, unabridged, in lovely perfect detail.

		

		Samantha has a unique voice for each character and is true to the personality of each one. Every character has their own tone, pacing, emotional content, and even accents true to the character.

		

		Listening to Samantha Stroker narrate “Taking the Trophy Wives”

		is a beautiful experience. She is the Michelangelo of voices and narration!

		

		Questions, complaints, or suggestions?

		

		Feel free to contact me: jordanchurch@mail.com

		

		See what I have available and my author bio (such as it is) and photo (such as it is) at amazon.com/author/jordanchurch

		

		Sign up for my newsletter to be notified of new releases as they occur.

		No waiting and wondering, just waiting!

		
			http://tinyletter.com/Jordan8Church
		

		

		Follow me on Twitter: https://twitter.com/JChurchAuthor

		

		Visit me, my blog, my list of available books including samples of every one, and be able to read For Free a never-before-published book, “Mother-In-Law's Gift Cards For Lesbian Seduction” at:

		

		lesbianseductionfiction.com

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-7SFYDXWX.jpg
BY JORDAN CHURCH





