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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    “You have to promise you won’t tell anyone I told you this stuff.”  Hazel’s eye color lived up to her name as she blinked her eyes rapidly like she was trying to keep from crying. 
 
    Kennedy figured Hazel’s parents must have waited to name her until her eye color came in.  Or they were lucky.   
 
    Kennedy said, “You haven’t told me anything yet.  But, yes, I promise unless you’re about to reveal a terrorist plot.  Then all bets and promises are off.” 
 
    Hazel shook her head and looked sincerely into Kennedy’s eyes, “Sadie is the terrorist.  She just does it one girl at a time, so no one takes notice.  Your poor sister.  I feel so bad for her.  It just broke my heart when you came in and asked for your sister and said who you were and then how Sadie wouldn’t even let Reagan talk with you.” 
 
    A momentary flash of its memory made Kennedy so angry it was nearly rage.  She’d gone to her sister, Reagan’s, workplace, asked for her, and was told Reagan did not want to talk with her.  Not then, not later, not ever. 
 
    Which had to be complete bullshit!  Kennedy and Reagan had always gotten along.  There was no event between them to cause this rejection. 
 
    Hazel asked her, “Why did it take you so long to come looking for Reagan?  I’m sorry for asking that.  It’s just that Sadie has had Reagan under her control, and every day under her desk, at least some of the day, for weeks now.  Do you not live in Denver, or are you and Reagan not close?” 
 
    Kennedy wasn’t sure how much to trust Hazel with her story, but she had nothing to hide and needed to find out more about her sister’s situation.  She knew from a training session she attended, one on obtaining information from battlefield captives, that you could not be a one-way information street.   
 
    You had to give some information in return if you wanted to get as much as possible.  Even people who wanted to tell you everything needed conversations and questions.  It was a different form of quid pro quo, one we engage in every day.  I say this, you say that, I say this other thing, and now you say something you never otherwise would have said.   
 
    In a captive interrogation situation, you made sure that the words you gave them were useless.  Like telling them about the coming weather that day and, in return, learning more about their command structure and on-hand weaponry. 
 
    In this case, telling Hazel more might make her more sympathetic and even more helpful. 
 
    Kennedy decided not to hold anything back though she didn’t have much anyway. 
 
    “I completed my tour in the Army, and I’m back here to Denver as a civilian.  I want to reconnect with my family.  It’s important because it’s just the three of us, my sisters and I, since Mom passed.  We wrote to each other and called while I was in the Army, but Reagan stopped returning calls or writing back about two months ago.  Our sister Carter – she doesn’t live in Denver -- told me Reagan found work in the city and fell in with a strange crowd, but Carter doesn’t know much more than I do.   
 
    “We’re both protective of our Reagan.  She’s an adult but only technically, and she is our little sister.  Reagan is nineteen and has no college education.  Maybe coming here to the big city was a recipe for trouble.  It seems like it now.” 
 
    Hazel nodded vigorously, her curly blonde hair bouncing, “It was a recipe for trouble!  That recipe reads “one part Sadie” and that’s it.  That’s the whole recipe!” 
 
    Kennedy pushed her blonde hair out of her eyes.  She wore it short but long in front almost like a hair visor.  The front length was no issue while serving in the Army because she kept it swept back with gel or a cap and didn’t let it get in the way. 
 
    She had a habit of shoving her hair back from her forehead whenever she was irritated.  But the hair pushes had no lasting effect because her hair immediately slid back into its previous place. 
 
    She would grow out her hair now that she was out of the military, but it would take time to look like a typical civilian.  For one thing, her posture was far too erect.   
 
    Going back to civilian life was hard enough without trying to figure out what was happening with her little sister. 
 
    “What’s the deal?  I don’t even know who this Sadie person is.  Is Reagan okay?  Anything you can tell me would be appreciated.” 
 
    Hazel’s eyes filled with pity, “Oh, you poor thing.  Poor Reagan.  I hate to be the one to tell you all that I’m about to tell you.  But I have to because maybe you can help her.  I work as Human Resources Manager for Mrs. Sadie Clark.  It’s more like staffing her workplaces for her than what most people think of as human resources.  Mrs. Clark doesn’t care about her employees.  She treats them like dirt.  I’m serious, worse than you can imagine.   
 
    “She knows it upsets me, but she needs me, so my job is safe.  I need the job, too, so we’re both putting up with each other until I find a better-paying job or she finds a replacement for me.  I keep telling her not to do the things she does, and she ignores me and keeps doing them.  I have bills to pay and try to do my job and try to make as much of a difference as I can while still keeping it.  I wish I could quit, but, truth to tell, I’m not all that qualified, and I am overpaid.  It would be hard for me to get a better job.  She would fire me if she knew I told you any of her secrets or anything about Reagan.  Sadie is the one who told Reagan that Reagan wasn’t allowed to talk with her sisters.” 
 
    Kennedy frowned, “Reagan won’t talk to me because of this Clark woman?  Why?  Why would Reagan listen to her?” 
 
    Hazel paused and took a deep breath, “Kennedy, you need to brace yourself.  I truly hate to tell you these things, but you must know if you’re going to help your sister.  Your sister, Reagan Klein, is involved with Sadie Clark.  Sexually.” 
 
    “What!?!  Reagan isn’t a lesbian!” 
 
    “I’m sure she wasn’t before she met Sadie Clark, but she sure is now.” 
 
    Kennedy could barely credit this information.  Sure, she’d been away in the Army for three years, and Reagan was sixteen when she joined, but could her little sister have changed that much? 
 
    “Even if Reagan is involved with this Sadie Clark romantically---” 
 
    “Oh, I never said “romantically.”  It is for sure not at all romantic.  It is sexual.  There’s a big difference.  Sadie Clark is a dominant.  You know, that BDSM stuff.  Reagan is her sex slave, and Sadie is Reagan’s Mistress.” 
 
    Kennedy’s mouth fell open.  She was pretty good at staying composed, but who could stay composed when they heard this kind of thing about their youngest sister? 
 
    Hazel went on, “Reagan started working at one of Sadie’s places.  The one across the street there, the one I just saw you in.  The East End Club is actually Sadie’s nicest club. The others are rough places to some degree.  The East End Club is where Sadie has her offices, and that’s where mine is also.  Next thing I knew, just days after I hired Reagan as a waitress, Reagan was Sadie’s assistant.  You know, her personal assistant.  You know, assisting her.” 
 
    Kennedy did not know, “Assisting her with what?” 
 
    Hazel looked embarrassed, “Whenever Mrs. Clark called me into her office to make a report or to update her… Reagan… she’d be assisting Mrs. Clark… under Mrs. Clark’s desk while Mrs. Clark sat in her desk chair.  Do you understand what I’m telling you?” 
 
    Kennedy understood but wished she didn’t.  She said nothing.  She could not trust her voice. 
 
    Hazel took a sip of her tea and continued, “Sadie Clark has lots of girls like your sister. It’s sick and disgusting.  First, I hate to tell you this, but Sadie is a lot older.  I mean, a lot.  I think she’s sixty!  She doesn’t look like it because she’s had a lot of work done, if you know what I mean.  But, yeah, she is old, way older than your sister, like three times older.” 
 
    Kennedy curled up her lip in disgust.  This Sadie Clark was some kind of molester! 
 
    Hazel went on, “It’s not just the age thing that’s wrong about it.  Sex during work, sex while you get paid… well, that’s pretty much prostitution, right?  It is if the person you have sex with is the one who pays you!  I also hear her spanking Reagan in there all the time, and sometimes she does it to her in public.” 
 
    Kennedy lost her cool, “Mom and Dad didn’t even spank us as kids!  Reagan probably got her first-ever spanking from that bitch.” 
 
    “First thru two hundred or so.  Oh, and they are really mean spanks.  Super hard.  It hurts to hear those spanks.  I can’t imagine how it feels on Reagan’s poor little rear end.” 
 
    “I’ve got to get her away from that Clark bitch.”   
 
    Hazel leaned forward, looking strangely excited.  Kennedy guessed some women were like that with gossip.  Not Kennedy!  She was more of a tomboy and not just with joining the Army.  She’d hated gossiping.  But right now, she had to know what was going on with Reagan. 
 
    Hazel said, “She had Reagan get some tattoos and piercings, too.  Reagan is just a mess.” 
 
    “What kind of tattoos?  And where are the piercings?  I’m assuming not just the ears.  Reagan had those pierced when she was eleven.” 
 
    “Honestly, I can’t keep track of what all she has, and I don’t see all of her if you know what I mean.  I could see all of her because Sadie keeps her naked often, but I always look away.  The important thing isn’t what’s been done to her so far, it’s what will be done to her next and then after that.” 
 
    Kennedy knew that was right.  However pierced and tattooed Reagan may or may not be, she was Kennedy’s sister and needed protection from this damn bitch of a predator. 
 
    Kennedy leaned forward, “How do I get Reagan away from that Sadie Clark bitch?” 
 
    Hazel shook her head sadly, “You don’t.  There’s nothing you can say to your sister to get her to leave Sadie, even if Sadie allowed her to let you talk with her. I see this with all those girls that fall under Mrs. Clark’s spell.  Reagan isn’t the only one.  Not nearly!  Once she dominates them and they submit, they can’t be un-dominated.  They’re addicted to it and to her.  They’ll do anything for her.  As you know.  Even giving up contact with their family.  There is absolutely no way for you to get Reagan away from Sadie Clark.” 
 
    Kennedy shrugged her shoulders angrily, making her leather jacket flop, and pushed her bangs back again, “You’re saying I should just give up on my sister?  I should just let this Clark woman keep taking advantage of her?” 
 
    Hazel looked around the coffee shop.  She appeared concerned they might be overheard.  It was midafternoon, though, and the coffee shop was nearly abandoned, and the baristas were loudly visiting with one another.  Hazel had flagged Kennedy down in the parking lot after Kennedy left the East End Club and suggested they talk in the coffee shop. 
 
    Hazel leaned over the little table and lowered her voice nearly to a whisper, “Kennedy, I’m a God-fearing woman.  I can’t stand what Sadie does to young women like your sister.  Look, there is no way for you to get Reagan to leave Sadie Clark, but you can get Sadie Clark to leave your sister.” 
 
    “How?  Pay her off?” 
 
    “Gosh, no.  Sadie has a lot of money, and there is no way you have enough money to make her change herself.  If you tried, she might take your money and still keep using your sister.  Did I tell you that it isn’t just the sex and physical abuse?  Sadie takes advantage financially.” 
 
    Kennedy gave her a squinty-face look.  She didn’t get it.   
 
    “Reagan gets paid, you know, federal law and all, but then she has to write her paycheck back to Sadie Clark.  Her employer!  Reagan does all sorts of extra work, too, a lot more than forty hours a week, and she doesn’t get a dime in overtime.  Even if she did, she’d have to sign that money right back to Sadie.  Reagan isn’t just a sex slave.  She’s an economic slave.” 
 
    Kennedy couldn’t believe it, “That’s fucking awful!” 
 
    Hazel flushed, “Yes, you’re right, but please don’t swear like that.  I can’t stand profanity.  My minister says profane words are how The Devil shows himself in speech.” 
 
    “Oh.  Sorry.  I’m just really upset.  And angry.  And frustrated.”   
 
    Kennedy thought it was weird to meet an adult who reacted so strongly to profanity.  Fuck, you could swear on television nowadays!   
 
    She thought maybe Hazel was some kind of Mormon.  Maybe they weren’t all in Utah.  Utah was only one state over.  Maybe the Mormons wanted Colorado also.  Maybe that was why they were called More-mons.  They wanted more and more and more.  Hey, just like how they wanted more than one woman! 
 
    Huh.  Maybe Sadie was some kind of twisted, mutated version of a Mormon.  Like, a lesbian Mormon.  Mormons were into polygamy and it sounded like Sadie Clark took advantage of multiple women.   
 
    But without marriage.  Yeah, this Sadie Clark bitch was worse, way worse.  It wasn’t a partnership, not even one split several ways.  She made no commitment while hauling in commitment and money like a fisherman pulling in a net full of fish. 
 
    Hazel looked appeased by Kennedy’s apology, “I understand.  No harm.” 
 
    No shit, no harm!  But Kennedy knew she better not say that. 
 
    Kennedy said, “What can I do for my sister?” 
 
    Hazel said, “I’ve been thinking about this for a long time before you showed up.  Because I did want to help.  I see all these women Sadie uses and abuses, and I thought about their families and how they must feel or would feel if they knew.  None of them will leave Sadie.  They won’t even disobey her.  If she told them to jump off a bridge, they would.  But you can make Sadie leave them or, at least, leave your sister alone.  Sadie will not do it willingly, or because you plead with her or ask nice, or because you offer a bribe.” 
 
    “Then how?” 
 
    “I’m convinced that Sadie Clark is crooked.  Badly crooked.  As in, a criminal.  I’ve heard things from good sources about criminal activity in Sadie’s clubs.  She keeps things proper at the East End, but her other clubs I hear she uses as fronts for drugs and prostitution.   
 
    “If you could prove she’s a criminal, she could get sent to prison.  For a long time.  If Sadie Clark goes to prison, your sister Reagan and the other girls like her will be free to start new lives.” 
 
    Kennedy said, “That sounds good, but how can I prove it?  Or do I just call the police and let them investigate?” 
 
    Hazel scoffed, “The police around here aren’t exactly looking for work.  They can barely keep their heads above water.  They aren’t going to investigate us thinking “maybe” or “probably” that Sadie is a criminal.  They’d need proof to tear them away from mucking around in all those murder investigations.  Denver had more murders last year than they’ve ever had in a single year for the past thirty years.” 
 
    “So, how can we get proof?” 
 
    “No “we” about it.  You.  I have my job, and I’ve looked, and there is no paper trail.  I’ll never prove anything.  But you can.  You told me you just got out of the Army.  Right?  So, you don’t have a job but need a job.  Sadie requires everyone staffing her clubs to be beautiful.  Me, too.  She calls us “lookers.”  You are quite beautiful, so you are hirable in her view. She hasn’t met you, so she doesn’t know you exist.  I think she heard Reagan’s sister stopped in and asked for Reagan, but that’s it.   
 
    “I’m the human resources manager.  I’ll just hire you and put you in the club that I heard has criminal activity.  All you need to do is work there and observe.  If you don’t see anything, you still get a paycheck.  If you see some stuff and get some evidence, then maybe you can save your sister from Sadie.” 
 
    “That sounds, I don’t know, dangerous, I guess.” 
 
    “Well, lots of girls work for Sadie at her clubs.  In fact, all her places are all-female.  Even the bouncers!  And the customers.  She caters to her own kind, if you get what I mean.  Anyway, it’s perfectly safe.  Just do the work and get paid and observe.  Unless you don’t think your sister’s wellbeing is worth it.” 
 
    “Jesus!  Of course, I’d take risks for her!” 
 
    “I’m sorry if that came out wrong.  Oh, and please do not take the Jesus Christ's name in vain.” 
 
    “Isn’t that only with God?  Like in the commandment?” 
 
    “Better safe than sorry.  Plus, that whole holy trinity thing, you just can’t tell where God begins and ends.” 
 
    Kennedy was in no mood for a religious debate with some religious nut.  To her, anyone who believed in any religion was a little nutty, “What would I be doing?” 
 
    “These clubs can be, how should I put this, racy.  I mean, they don’t really cater to lesbians who want to party and go clubbing.  They cater to lesbians wanting to go out and be lesbians.  But you’ll be safe as a bartender.” 
 
    “I don’t know how to mix drinks.  I know how to throw a hand grenade, but I doubt that’s needed.  Though, come to think of it, maybe I should just chuck a hand grenade into Sadie Clark’s office or maybe her bedroom.” 
 
    “I know you’re kidding, but, in case you aren’t, remember she keeps Reagan under her office desk most the time, and in her bedroom, she has Reagan and, I hear, other women.” 
 
    “I was kidding, but yeah, I wouldn’t want a friendly fire situation.  But I don’t know how to make a drink any more complex than a whiskey coke.” 
 
    “Sure, okay.  How about being a server?  You take drink orders and serve tables.  It will be a good way to overhear things while blending in and give you freedom of movement.  You won’t be stuck behind the bar.  Servers go all over the clubs.  Everybody wants service.  There is a downside.  Maybe.  It would be a big downside to me if I had to do it.” 
 
    “What downside?” 
 
    “You need to dress for the part.  You’re plenty beautiful, so there’s no problem with qualifying with your looks.  The only problem is if you have a problem flaunting it.  Your body.  You’ll need to show a lot of skin.  Like, a lot a lot.” 
 
    “What about Sadie Clark?  Doesn’t she review who you hire?” 
 
    “Not really.  She’s too busy.  Too busy getting her special girls to do things for her like crawl under her desk.  They can’t really be that special when she has so many of them and treats them so awful, can they?  She only has one requirement and one preference.” 
 
    “Which are?” 
 
    “Everyone working for her needs to be good-looking.  Or great-looking.  Or amazing-looking.  That’s the requirement.  The preference is blondes.  That’s probably why she hired me.  She didn’t know how religious I am. She just knew I was blonde and pretty.  Most of her “personal assistants” are blondes.  Like Reagan and like you.  I jut bet she had wicked plans for me.  The Devil!  Working through her!” 
 
    Kennedy tried not to give Hazel her why-you-so-crazy look. 
 
    Kennedy said, “Our whole family is blonde.  Everyone thinks we’re Norwegian in lineage, but we’re German, not that I know the difference or care.  We’re American. That’s all that matters.  But I sure won’t be one of her “personal assistants!’” 
 
    “No.  You’ll be across town from her. You don’t need to meet her to defeat her.  Just use your eyes and ears and figure out what isn’t legal.  Succeeding might save your sister.  Fail, and at least you get paid, and you know you tried.” 
 
    Hazel smiled at Kennedy expectantly, clearly waiting for her decision. 
 
    Kennedy sat back and thought.  She’d dressed in military gear for three years, and it never showed any leg or skin other than the hands, neck, and face.  It would feel weird showing off her body.   
 
    But she was back in the civilian world.  She did need a job.  She wasn’t sure how likely this was to lead to a way to put Sadie Clark behind bars, but it could lead to at least running into Reagan at some point. 
 
    “I’ll do it.” 
 
    “Praise the Lord!” exclaimed Hazel. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Hazel laughed, “You should have heard me at the end of our coffee shop conversation.  When Kennedy agreed to do it, I fucking said, “Praise the Lord!” 
 
    “You’re shitting me!” laughed Sadie Clark. 
 
    “I shit you not.  I’m a great actress.  Reagan’s sister thinks I’m all churchie.  I even scolded her for using profanity and then for using the Lord’s name in vain!  Or that Jesus guy.  Wait, which one is the Lord?  Is it only God, or is it the Christ dude?  Both?  Nevermind.  Anyway, can you fucking believe she thinks I’m a church mouse?” 
 
    Sadie said, “You are an asset and not only because of your ass.  I always wanted a pair of sisters.  They can be a sister act and a great pair to warm my bed.” 
 
    “She is hot, too.  They both are, Reagan and this Army girl, Kennedy.  I don’t know which one I’d choose if I could only have one.  The older sister has that military haircut.  That’s the only drawback, but she has more body to play with.  She’s sort of all tall, and her tits are big juicy ones.  You’ll love slapping them around.  It will be like two of those little punching bags, the round ones those boxers train with.  You’ll have a lot of fun with her if you succeed.” 
 
    “If?” scoffed Sadie. 
 
    “Well, she is ex-military, so she probably has a lot of confidence and self-discipline.  It seemed like it when I talked with her.  Plus, she is really determined to quote-unquote save her sister.” 
 
    “Ye of little faith in the greater of the two domme’s present here. I will simply make her self-discipline into Sadie-discipline.  She’ll take to it like a duck slut to duck slut water.” 
 
    “Oooo, just picturing you with her across your lap and you disciplining her Army ass until she cries like a baby gets me wet.” 
 
    “I’ll let you watch, Haze.” Sadie liked to call Hazel Haze.  Hazel did not necessarily care for it because everyone who heard it brought up or started humming “Purple Haze.”   
 
    Sadie added, “And I’ll let you partake of her charms.  We share our sexual kills.  Predator team-up!” 
 
    “Oh, hey, another thing.  I have her thinking that you’re sixty years old!” 
 
    “What the fuck, Haze?” 
 
    “Sadie, think about it.  That way, she can’t recognize you or think it might be you if you make an appearance or decide to help out in the, uh, you know, process.” 
 
    Sadie leaned back in her office chair.  That was good thinking by Hazel.  She could always count on Hazel.  They’d gone to high school together.   
 
    They were both dominant lesbians, but Sadie was dominant over Hazel.  She didn’t have sex with Hazel.  Dominating a domme held little appeal to Sadie but she dominated Hazel in other ways.  Hazel was the deputy to Sadie’s sheriff, so to speak.  Her right-hand woman. 
 
    When Kennedy showed up asking for Reagan, the initial already-in-place-plan to simply cut Reagan’s family from her life was quickly abandoned for a new, better, plan.  Kennedy was way too good-looking to give the cold shoulder to. 
 
    Why give a hottie a cold shoulder when you could give them a hot pussy to lick and serve?  So, why not keep the family together or even, maybe, bring them closer together? 
 
    It was simple math.  Two hotties were better than one. 
 
    The little deception about Sadie’s age could be quite useful.  Sadie liked sex slaves. Of course she did, always had and always would, but the one thing better than having them was making them into one.  This way, she could participate in that process of making Kennedy into as much of a sex slave as little Reagan already was. 
 
    Sadie was young for someone who owned four clubs.  That was because she wasn’t self-made and had inherited them.  She was in her early thirties, with surgically augmented breasts and lips.  Extremely augmented.  It was her philosophy that if she was going to get augmented, she sure as fuck wanted to be the most augmented woman in any room she ever entered. 
 
    She had long, straight black hair and would have passed for Hispanic if she weren’t so pale.  She disliked the sun and loved the blondes.  They were a perfect contrast to her.  Blonde, often tan, outdoorsy, and, once she made them be the way she wanted them, submissive as fuck all.   
 
    Their newborn submissiveness was also a contrast to her dominance.  She sought contrast in other ways as well.  She liked them skinny and didn’t mind small tits in the least.  That way, she could near smother them by laying on top of them and could make their tiny tits disappear under her massive ones. 
 
    So Reagan’s sister was a little different than her usual sexual fair but only a little.  Sadie preferred the skinny ones but indulged in all kinds anyway.  Kennedy was still hot as was required and blonde as was preferred by Sadie.  
 
    Kennedy’s big breasts were not exactly a drawback.  Sadie just didn’t like competition, even in minor ways.  Still, Kennedy’s big breasts were not half as large as Sadie’s massive melons. 
 
    Sadie could pass for one of her own strippers or fill any role at any of the clubs because she had the looks to back it up.  Yes, she could slip into a role and take advantage of Kennedy in as many ways as she could conceive.  Once she had Kennedy in her control and Kennedy learned who Sadie was and what she intended for Kennedy, it would be far too late for Kennedy to resist her fate. 
 
    But at least she’d be reunited with her little sister! 
 
    Sadie nodded her approval to Hazel, “Good work, Haze.  If you get a chance, work in how I have a big nose and a giant mole on it, or maybe even a fucking pegleg.  Something where she’ll think she knows for sure that I am not there.” 
 
    “I’ll work it in.” 
 
    “Put her in at Juicy’s Big Box.”   
 
    Juicy’s Big Box was the name of the North club, a strip club for lesbians.  The name was obviously a sexual reference – “get them thinking about pussy” as Sadie liked to say – but was also box-shaped and had a box-shaped VIP room lofted over the dance floor.  It was both a strip club and a nightspot for dancing.  For the VIP members, it was much more than that.  Many of the VIP members were close friends of Sadie’s. 
 
    Hazel agreed with the choice of location, “I was already planning to.  She can’t bartend, so she’ll be a server.  I already told her she’ll need to dress way down.  Way less.” 
 
    “Good.  That will get her started.  Judging by Reagan, these Klein girls are slutty lesbo sluts just dying to let their slut out.  The less Kennedy Klein wears, the sooner she’ll wear even less than that.” 
 
    “Good one, Sadie.” 
 
    “Here’s another.  Once I have her under my thumb, I’ll have my thumb up her.  Up her ass.” 
 
    Hazel laughed. 
 
    Sadie used her feet to push her chair back a little further from her desk in her office at the East End Club.  She looked down between her legs. 
 
    “Isn’t that right, Reagan?  Your sister is going to be just as much of a lesbian subby slut slave as you, isn’t she?” 
 
    Reagan stopped her furious tonguing of Sadie’s slit.  Reluctantly.  She couldn’t get enough of Sadie’s pussy.  It was her addiction, and she wouldn’t trade it for the world.  Or for the good of her sister, Kennedy. 
 
    It had troubled her deeply to hear what the wicked bitches Sadie the Sadistic and Hazel the Haze had planned for Kennedy but not as deeply as her fingers were up inside her pussy as she served Sadie’s pussy.  The hateful truth was that it turned her on, the image of Kennedy being utterly dominated at some point in the near future, just as dominated as Reagan. 
 
    Reagan looked up at Sadie with aroused hunger in her eyes and her face slick with juices. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sadie.  I think you’re right. And I hope Kennedy will be just as much of a lesbian subby slut slave as me.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    “Carter!  Holy shit, what are you doing here?” 
 
    Kennedy was amazed to see her sister, Carter, the oldest of the three Klein girls, in the lobby of the hotel she was staying at. 
 
    “Kennedy, it’s so great to see you!  I decided to come see if I can help you make contact with Reagan.  It’s so unfair how I put it all on you to find out what’s going on with her.  You’re fresh out of the Army.  I’m sorry for asking so much. It’s just that I knew you were flying into Denver, so I knew you’d be here anyway, so, why not have you to do it.  I felt bad for saddling you with this, so I’ve taken my vacation time.  I’ve got a couple of weeks.   
 
    “I’ve also felt like a bad sister, like I put work first before Reagan.  It’s just that, you know, she’s an adult, and I didn’t want to be the bossy older sister.  I was trying to stay out of her business, but now I know I tried too hard.  I’ll do what I can to help, and maybe Reagan will be more willing to see both of us or prefer talking to one or the other of us, and now she can choose.  If all goes well, once we have this cleared up, the three of us can hang out and reconnect.” 
 
    Carter hugged Kennedy, and after a second, Kennedy hugged back.  It was great to see Carter, but Kennedy was no fan of surprises. 
 
    Kennedy said, “Come on up to my room.  There’s been a development in the case of the hard-to-contact-with sister.  Or two developments, I guess.  They are pretty crazy.  I’ll tell you in private.  Let’s go to my room.” 
 
    They went up to the second floor – the hotel only had two floors, just enough to keep it from being a motel – and to Kennedy’s room. 
 
    Kennedy said, “It’s not exactly the Ritz, but I hate wasting money on hotels.  I even thought about camping, but the commute into the city made camping a poor choice.” 
 
    Carter waved a hand dismissively, “I don’t care about that stuff.  I can go in on it.  Or pay for all of it.  Peter and I are doing great financially.  Tell me the important stuff.  What’s the development?  Is Reagan okay?” 
 
    “Uh, well, it’s weird.  She’s working for this woman who owns some clubs in Denver.” 
 
    “You talked with Reagan?  How is she?  Why wouldn’t she answer our calls?” 
 
    “I didn’t actually talk to her or even see her.  I talked to people at her workplace and one person in particular, their human resources manager.  She was really helpful and gave me the inside scoop.  It’s pretty damn weird the things I need to tell you.  You want to sit down?” 
 
    “Oh fuck!  Is it that bad?  That I have to sit down for it? Is Reagan okay?” 
 
    “She’s okay as far as health as far as I know.  There’s no easy way to say this, so I’m just going to say it.  According to Hazel – she’s the helpful human resources manager – Reagan got hired on and then got involved with the owner of the clubs.  Sexually.  And the owner won’t let her talk to her sisters because the owner, like, dominates her or something.  It’s some kind of sexual control thing.” 
 
    “Reagan?  Maybe I should sit down.  That doesn’t sound like her.  I’m sure lots of guys wanted to dominate her, and she told me about a couple who tried.  But she said she didn’t care for that kind of behavior, not even if it is only limited to the bedroom, let alone outside of it.  She has a good head on her shoulders so I have a hard time believing this.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, if you think that’s hard to believe, just wait.  The owner of the clubs is a woman named Sadie Clark.  She’s maybe sixty, according to Hazel.” 
 
    Carter shook her head slowly back and forth in disbelief, “No fucking way!” 
 
    “I told you.  It is totally fucked up.” 
 
    Carter said, “I never thought she had any leaning in that direction.  You know, if someone had told me my sister was a lesbian, I would have guessed you ninety-nine out of a hundred times, not Reagan.” 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    “Oh, no offense but, you know, your short hair and then how you joined the Army and all.” 
 
    “Carter!  I didn’t join the Army because I’m a lesbian!  And my hair is short because I was in the Army.  It’s just easier to deal with.  I’m going to grow it out now.” 
 
    “I said no offense.  I don’t care if you’re a lesbian—” 
 
    “I’m not!” 
 
    “—and I don’t care if Reagan is one either, but I do care if she’s in trouble.  She must be in trouble.  Anyone who makes you cut out your family without reason is trouble.  Even if Reagan was a lesbian and didn’t mind being dominated or was submissive or whatever, this is something else, something beyond that.  We need to get through to her!” 
 
    Kennedy agreed.  She was a little distracted and upset at her older sister Carter thinking she might be a lesbian and that Carter had thought it was the reason Kennedy had joined the Army.   
 
    Career opportunities and valuable experiences, hello!  A high guy-to-gal ratio!  Lots of alpha males!  How did any of that add up to lesbian? 
 
    What was she going to have to do, fuck some guy in front of Carter? 
 
    She wished she could turn the tease if that was what it was, back around on Carter, but that was hard to do what with Carter being almost newly married and her and Peter now trying to have a baby.  Yeah, a lesbian Carter was a hard sell. 
 
    Kennedy set her personal insecurity to the side.  They had a little sister to help, and Carter was here to help.  That was what was important. 
 
    They did sit down. Kennedy sat on the edge of the hotel bed and Carter on the desk’s chair, and Kennedy shared with Carter all the details about Reagan.  Carter was always even-keeled and decisive.  She’d know what to do or if Kennedy was making the right choice by going to work at one of the clubs. 
 
    Carter’s reaction once she knew all that Kennedy knew and knew what Kennedy planned did startle Kennedy.  Kennedy thought Carter would either be for it, against it, or somewhere in between.  She hadn’t thought there was another possibility. 
 
    “I’m doing it, too.  We’ll both get hired.  Have that HR lady, Hazel, set it up for both of us.  That way, we can be two sets of eyes and ears, and we can look after each other.” 
 
    “You?  But you’ve got a job.  And you’re married.” 
 
    “I took leave for a couple of weeks, and I can get more if I need it.  I’ll tell Peter the deal.  Family comes first.  It’ll be an adventure in a way.” 
 
    “But you’re trying to have a baby!” 
 
    “Baby can wait.  We’ll miss our shot at one cycle, but another one rolls around each month.  Current family comes before starting a future family.” 
 
    “I’m not sure if they’ll have two openings at the club.  I guess I’m happy to have you with me, but it is some kind of lesbian club.” 
 
    “What, you don’t think I’ll fit in… as well you will?” 
 
    “Shut up!”  They both laughed, but Kennedy’s laugh was a bit forced.  Jesus, she couldn’t wait for her hair to grow out. 
 
    Carter said, “I can do anything at a bar.  Remember, I worked a couple of years at a restaurant that had a bar when I was in college.  Tell Hazel that I can be a server or a bartender.  But not a stripper!  I’ll be so pissed if you try to play that joke on me!” 
 
    “Huh.  You caught me.  There goes that idea.  I doubt that Hazel can persuade them that you’re a lesbian bouncer either.” 
 
    “I may only weigh a hundred and thirty-five pounds, but they’re all rock-solid tough pounds!” 
 
    Kennedy pointed at Carter’s generous breasts, “Those are not rock solid!” 
 
    Carter laughed and put heavy insinuation in her voice, “It’s interesting how expert you are on the prospective texture of breasts.  Was that hard-earned expertise based on extensive experience?” 
 
    “Will you fucking give it a rest?  I’m not a lesbian!  I haven’t even, you know, experimented.  My only experience is with my own tits, okay?” 
 
    Carter waved her hands, “Alright, reset.  I like to pick on people when I’m nervous or worried.  I’m worried about Reagan, and I’m taking it out on you.  I guess this isn’t the time for humor.” 
 
    “All is forgiven.  I’ll call Hazel.” 
 
    Kennedy called Hazel on Hazel’s cell phone. Hazel had supplied her cell number to Kennedy at their meeting in the coffee shop.  
 
    Hazel answered on the second ring.  Kennedy gave her the news of a second sister wanting to work as a double agent or undercover or whatever this was. 
 
    Hazel said that there was high turnover at the clubs, and she often transferred workers between clubs so, either way, an opening or transferring someone out, she’d have no problem fitting Carter in, especially someone with bartender skill. 
 
    Hazel did say that she only handled hiring and placement and transfers, she did not handle schedules, so the two of them would likely often have to work separately often.  However, that was probably good because then they’d have eyes on the operation during more hours of business and would be more likely to pick up on anything illegal. 
 
    Kennedy was relieved that Hazel was on board with Carter coming on board and could make Carter’s addition happen from her end. 
 
    Hazel asked if Carter intended to stay with Kennedy at the hotel, and Kennedy wasn’t sure.  Hazel told her to make sure that Carter stayed at a different hotel because their employee files would need separate addresses.  It was fine that they stayed at hotels, lots of newcomers to town did, but it would attract suspicion if they stayed at the same hotel, especially if they stayed in the same room. 
 
    Then Hazel had a further thought that seemed to just have occurred to her.  She said that Kennedy should also get a new hotel, one that accepted cash and took your word for what your name was.  That way, they wouldn’t be checked in under the same last names as Reagan, again to avoid suspicion. 
 
    Hazel said she’d heard of a few cash-accepted, no questions asked hotels.  She’d text Kennedy later with a few locations and their assigned new last names for their employment. 
 
    That made sense to Kennedy.  Hazel also told her to make sure that she and Carter actively told staff at the club that they were looking for a long-term place to stay.  That they’d each just arrived in Denver but that the hotel was only temporary.  People did not trust short-timers.  They liked people who were invested. 
 
    Hazel told them the manager at Juicy’s Big Box was named Dixie, and she was known to be pretty intense to work for, but she was also close to Sadie, friends with her, which was why Juicy’s Big Box was a perfect place to get inside information on possible illegal activities. 
 
    Kennedy couldn’t help asking, “Did you say this place is called “Juicy’s Big Box?”  What’s the real name?” 
 
    “That is the real name.  It’s up in six-foot-tall neon letters, pink, red, and yellow.  They aren’t afraid to be suggestive, are they?” 
 
    Kennedy muttered, “I’m surprised they can get away with that.” 
 
    “Well, it’s not profanity, and the club is box-shaped.  I think a few city councilmen pissed and moaned about it, but “lesbian intolerance” and “targeting of the LGBTQ community” were brought up, and the name issue disappeared.” 
 
    “Okay.  I guess the name doesn’t matter.  The mission remains the same.” 
 
    Hazel said she had to make sure her butt was covered so before she set it up, she needed proof that Carter met Sadie Clark’s standards in the looks department.  She needed a photo of her, a full-body photo. 
 
    Kennedy used her smartphone to take a photo of Carter.  Carter thought it was hilarious.  She coolly posed with hand on hip, tilted slightly sideways, and with a great big winning smile on her face. 
 
    Carter, with her long blonde hair, fine features, big bust, and lithe form, was going to have no problems making the cut.  She could have been a model.  She liked posing and primping, a little but not in a vain way, but she wanted to get started on a family more than she wanted to be a model. 
 
    The Klein sisters were all beauties.  Kennedy figured that she was the least good-looking of the three of them, even before she cut her hair short, but guys always said she was a nine.  Which probably meant she was an eight.  Whatever her official number, she’d never had a problem getting invitations for dates and never had a lonely Saturday night unless she wanted to be alone. 
 
    Hazel texted back that Carter “You met the standards and exceeded them.” 
 
    Kennedy showed the text to Carter, and Carter said, “Aww, isn’t she so sweet!” 
 
    The two older Klein sisters hung out, went out to eat, and did some store-hopping.  Then Hazel got ahold of them again and let them know the last names they should claim were theirs.  She wanted them to use the same first names, but their last names were Kilmer for Kennedy and Kramer for Carter.  That way, they at least had the same initials, but no one would connect them with Reagan. 
 
    Kennedy had texted-asked Hazel whether they shouldn’t also change their first names because they had presidential names like Reagan’s.   
 
    Hazel’s return text said it was hard for people to avoid using their first names and also that no one would suspect a connection because lots of people had presidential last names as first names and, most especially, because Carter and Kennedy were democrats while Reagan was a Republican.  No one would ever think they had the same parents. 
 
    Kennedy thought that was probably true.  Who would suspect they all happened to have the same mother who was a college professor of Political History? 
 
    Hazel sent another text with hotel locations to hit up for cash-paid rooms.  She added that, obviously, these places were in rougher locales, and they should be careful but that it was worth staying at them to further their cover. 
 
    Their first shifts were the following night at Juicy’s Big Box.  Hazel told them to show up at seven in the evening ready to work until past three in the morning and they were to report to Dixie. 
 
    Then Hazel sent them photos of other bartenders and servers to show them what style of clothing to wear.   
 
    It was a shock to say the least.  Juicy’s Big Box had some country theme going for it.  They were to wear tight blue jean shorts.  A couple of sizes too small. 
 
    Hazel’s text made it clear that, as Hazel put it, their “lower gluteus should bulge out from the bottoms.”  She texted that they should get scissors and cut the jean shorts extra short, that the frayed look was expected and desired.   
 
    Carter said, “Holy shit!  “Desired?”  No kidding!  It’s “Desired” by all the lesbians at the club!” 
 
    “It’s not too late to back out, Carter.” 
 
    “No way!  We’re both going to save Reagan.  I’m not going to let you take all the credit.” 
 
    It got worse.  They were also supposed to wear halter tops.  With no bras! 
 
    Kennedy sighed, “I guess that way the workers at the club appeal to lesbians who like ass, ones who like tits, and ones who like stomachs.” 
 
    Carter laughed, “Yeah, they’ve got it all covered.  By having their staff mostly uncovered.  This would be so misogynistic if it wasn’t all women and for women.” 
 
    Kennedy said, “It still is.  The offender being a man is not a requirement of misogyny.” 
 
    “Any which way, we have to do it.  Well, no harm in showing some skin.  We’ll just pretend we’re at the beach even though it won’t be a “day at the beach” as they say.” 
 
    “Funny.”  Kennedy got another text and looked at it.  “Holy fuck, it just keeps getting worse!” 
 
    “What now?” 
 
    “She says you should, every shift, wear brightly colored lingerie-style panties.” 
 
    “What?  Why?” 
 
    “She says you’ll find out.” 
 
    “That’s fucking ominous.  Shit, I should have been a server.  You’ve got it easy.  You can wear any panties you want.” 
 
    Another text came in, and Kennedy’s eyes bugged out as she read it, “Fuck!  The hell I can.  Not only can’t I wear any panties I want to, but I’m also not allowed to wear any panties at all!” 
 
    Carter laughed and laughed, “Like I was saying, thank God I’m a bartender and not a server like you!” 
 
    “It isn’t funny!” 
 
    “It is funny.” 
 
    “Only if it was happening to someone else so, yeah, funny to you but not to me.  Hazel says the shorts are supposed to be so tight that you could see pantie lines if you wore panties, and that panties, according to the boss lady Sadie Clark, ruins the ambiance of her establishments.  I hate this Sadie Clark woman more all the time!” 
 
    Carter said, “I guess we better go shopping.  It’s not like we have too-tight frayed blue jean shorts, halters, and lingerie-style panties packed and ready.  Unless you do for entertaining your women dates….” 
 
    “Dammit, Carter!  I’m not a lesbian!” 
 
    “I know, but I can tell it bugs you.  Ooo, just wait, I’ll tell your old high school buddies, when they ask about you, that you’re a total lesbian.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t!” 
 
    “You’re right, I wouldn’t, but it would be funny if I would.” 
 
    “Better not.” 
 
    Carter let it go, “We’ll need to get scissors also.” 
 
    Kennedy said, “Let’s sort out the hotel situation first.  You should see the list of hotels that Hazel sent over that take cash and fit our cover.  We don’t want hotels too near each other.  I’ll let you pick.  Do you want to stay at “Bertie’s By-The-Hour” or “Howard’s Hokum Hotel?” 
 
    Carter eyes widened, “Those aren’t real names, are they?” 
 
    “Yes.  They are.  I looked them up on the hotel computer to make sure.  At Bertie’s you are graciously allowed to purchase an entire overnight stay, but most patrons purchase by the hour.  Prostitution, anyone?  The photo of Howard’s makes it look like an oversize carnival funhouse.” 
 
    Carter shrugged, “The choices being what they are, I’ll have to take Howard’s.  Maybe it comes with one of those funhouse mirrors that make you look fat, then skinny, then wavy.  That’ll be fun.” 
 
    “Shit.  I get Bertie’s then.  Fuck me.” 
 
    Carter laughed, “Hey, it’s more fitting with your cover.  You look a lot more like a prostitute than I do.” 
 
    “Fuck you very much.”  Kennedy punched Carter on her bicep. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Don’t be a baby.  You’re trying to make one, not be one.” 
 
    “Like I’m so lucky with my hotel.  Who the hell names their hotel “hokum.”  Doesn’t that mean it’s nonsense?” 
 
    “I imagine Howard is the one who named his hotel that way so that’s who.  I looked up hokum, and it can also mean unrealistic.  Maybe lots of people were unrealistic about their hotel expectations, and so he named it that.” 
 
    “That hotel has it all: alliteration, a sense of irony, and a mysterious name.  I just hope it also has the funhouse mirror.” 
 
    “There’s that unrealistic expectation right there.” 
 
    Carter called her husband Peter with an update on her “sister vacation” but left out pretty much everything.   
 
    Carter and Kennedy agreed that he wouldn’t be too thrilled at his wife, who he was trying get pregnant, spending a window of fertility being ogled by lesbians in a strip club.  Strange how that worked! 
 
    Kennedy and Carter weren’t thrilled about it either, but Reagan was worth it, and at least they had each other to count on. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    The two elder Klein sisters showed up at their new workplace punctually that night and were dressed very differently than they ever had dressed before.  They’d fully complied with Hazel’s apparel suggestions and that, in turn, completely violated their sense of taste and decency. 
 
    Technically, they wore more than they would when they went to a beach, but the style of it screamed easy slut.  They both had tattered, frayed blue jean shorts on, the kind that started life as tight pants.  They were faded as the Klein girls couldn’t stand the thought of damaging new jeans or of wasting money.   
 
    They had moved in at their respective hotels, and both hotels were as nasty as feared.  The neighborhoods looked bad.  They were the kinds of places where you did not go out after dark. 
 
    Then they met up at Kennedy’s hotel before heading out to go shopping together. 
 
    They’d found the outfits at a secondhand store.  That way, they looked used and worn because they were used and worn, thus furthering their cover.  Both pairs of shorts were two sizes too small, which made them the right size for what Hazel wanted them to wear. 
 
    They’d brought their purchases reluctantly back to Kennedy’s hotel room. 
 
    The Klein’s had a little fun at each other’s expense when preparing the outfits.  Carter said they’d each select and scissor as needed the other one’s top and bottom.  Carter made Kennedy’s and vice versa.   
 
    Carter proposed this with a prank in mind.  Kennedy, not knowing Carter’s thought process, thought up the exact same prank to play on Carter. 
 
    They each thought that the other one would be nice about it given the serious situation while secretly deciding to prank the other one by making the sluttiest outfits possible. 
 
    They were more than a little dismayed to discover that their sister had as much of a wicked sense of humor as themselves. 
 
    Kennedy’s shorts were so damn tight that they hurt her crotch.  The waistband and snap at the top of the zipper dug into even her flat tummy, but things were worse lower down.  The crotch was so tight it split her pussy, and the rough denim, even softened and broken in, rubbed at her delicates as she walked.   
 
    Worse, Carter had scissored it to provide ass cleavage even when Kennedy was innocently standing still, let alone performing any bending.  And, with that outfit, any bending would be “performing.”  Kennedy had a tight, fairly muscular ass, but the shorts were so tight her ass cheeks still bulged out from under the frays.   
 
    Kennedy had gotten angry at first.  She’d gone to the bathroom in her room and checked in the mirror for what would happen when she bent over.  Dammit!  She’d seen a pussy lip and pubic hair bulge out on one side of the narrow strip covering her bare crotch.   
 
    Fucking Carter!  You’d think a married woman wouldn’t pull shit like that! 
 
    The black halter showed plenty of cleavage and was thin.  It made it look like she had bare tits painted pure black.  Carter had found the thinnest, most formfitting material she could find.   
 
    Kennedy knew Carter had done it on purpose because she’d done the same thing to Carter.   
 
    The top made Kennedy’s nipples look erect even though they weren’t.  Kennedy wondered what her nipples would look like in that top if her nipples did get erect.  She better not ever have to find out!  Well, little risk of anything like that at a lesbian stripper bar and with an older sister as a sort of unofficial chaperone.   
 
    Damn, Carter would really make fun of her if she did ever get erect nipples in that situation.  The running “Kennedy is a lesbian” joke would pick up speed and sting power.  Kennedy hoped they kept the club warm.   
 
    Kennedy didn’t mind the cleavage that much.  Not the breast cleavage she didn’t.  That was socially acceptable.  Ass cleavage?  Not so much! 
 
    By then, it was too late to go out and get a new outfit. 
 
    Kennedy took some comfort in revealing Carter’s outfit to her and wiping the grin off Carter’s face.  Yeah, Carter was none too thrilled. 
 
    Carter had better jean shorts than what she’d pulled on Kennedy.  They were not as tight, and they barely showed any butt cleavage.  Kennedy had allowed her at least an inch more of material than Carter had for her. 
 
    However. 
 
    Her halter top was a distressed thin plaid button-up that was a light shade of blue with yellow and white lines.  It showed every detail of Carter’s breasts, even the bumps on her aureole.  The shade of her nipples showed through!  Kennedy was pleased when it made Carter swear.   
 
    Revenge was sweet especially when so immediate! 
 
    But Kennedy might have come out on top in this little competition though Carter did not fully appreciate it yet.  How?  The “lingerie-style” panties!  That was where Kennedy really got her big sis.  She’d looked through a bunch of them and decided on getting only two kinds.   
 
    One, the kind that were pretty much see-through, like colored windows. 
 
    Two, crotchless ones! 
 
    Kennedy had laughed and laughed, and Carter had blushed, which was really something because Carter was usually so collected and under control and never seemed all that surprised even when she was surprised. 
 
    Kennedy had said between laughs, “This will go down in family history.  How you saved little sis by wearing crotchless panties!” 
 
    Carter swore again and then swore in a different way, swearing she’d never wear them.  She pointed out that Kennedy was the one who was supposed to go without panties.  What the hell was the point in wearing panties that didn’t cover your cooter? 
 
    That philosophical point and Carter’s use of the word “cooter” set off Kennedy’s laughter again and after a few seconds, Carter had joined her in laughing.   
 
    Carter put on the see-through panties.  She’d figured it was no big deal because it wasn’t like anyone was going to see them.  Only she and Kennedy would know about them. 
 
    Kennedy had wondered, though, a bit uncertain after the fact, during their drive over to the club.   
 
    The elder Klein girls drove separately.  Kennedy had a bare-bones compact rental, and Carter had her little car that she’d driven down to Denver in.   
 
    Kennedy wondered why the club would make someone wear a certain style of panties unless there was a reason and unless they could check for compliance? What panties you wore only mattered if they were seen.  They wanted lingerie-style panties for some reason.  So… was someone going to see Carter’s new panties?  
 
    It concerned Kennedy a little, like maybe she’d gone too far during this serious matter of saving their sister, but then it amused her to think, “What’s the worst that can happen?  Carter is forced to show herself, her colored panty-shaded pussy, to some lesbians?”  Then Kennedy would for sure win as to who pranked who the most effectively. 
 
    Right up until Kennedy bent to pick something off the ground and a labial lip popped out of her shorts! 
 
    When they pulled into the parking lot of Juicy’s Big Box, as they’d preplanned, they parked far apart from each other and slightly staggered their entrances.  Just two new employees showing up for shifts that had the same start time. 
 
    Nothing to see here. 
 
    Except body parts almost hanging out…. 
 
    Walking in at Juicy’s Big Box, they each felt a mix of excited anticipation and dread.  It was sort of exciting going “undercover” and on a mission to save their sister.  But it was at a lesbian strip club!  That was quite a drawback!   
 
    Also, the consequence of failure would be Reagan licking the pussy and being some sex slave for who knew how long, maybe months or even years, of some lady old enough to be her grandmother.  Poor Reagan! 
 
    The club wasn’t too busy at that early hour.  It was a little dim, which was a common technique of strip clubs.  Everything looked better the less well you could see it!  A bit dim but not as dim as the Klein sisters had hoped given their new style of dress.   
 
    There was also a lot of neon in the club.  Behind the bar and outlining the stage.  It looked cleaner than expected, but the clientele looked rougher than expected.  Some of the women were downright scary-looking.  That included the two lady bouncers, one at the front door and one watching over the stage.  They looked like prison guards. 
 
    The Klein ladies asked where to go to report in with the manager, Dixie, and were pointed to Dixie’s office.  It was up a set of stairs, overlooked the club, and had a good view of the central bar and the stage.  The club wasn’t all that big, and one whole wall of Dixie’s office was a one-way mirror. 
 
    Dixie, surprisingly, looked like an average soccer mom, maybe in her forties, her dark hair in a conservative functional pony, and dressed in a conservative pantsuit.  She looked like a secretary at an office except that it seemed she’d forgotten how to smile. 
 
    The Klein sisters identified themselves as Kennedy Kilmer and Carter Kramer. They both smiled and acted impressed with the club and gushed about how happy they were to work with Dixie.  Dixie would not smile in return, not even a twitch of her thin lips. 
 
    Dixie said, “We’ll see how happy you are at the end of the shift and, more importantly, how happy I am.  A few rules you better obey.  One, I call all the shots.  If I say jump, I don’t want questions, I want your fucking heads bouncing off the ceiling.” 
 
    Carter had a hard time keeping a straight face, “The ceiling is forty feet above the floor.  There’s no way we can hit it with our heads.” 
 
    Dixie frowned, “I think you just became my special pet project.” 
 
    Carter sobered up.  That did not sound good. 
 
    Dixie said, “As I was saying before numbskull interrupted me.  Rule number two, seniority.  Anyone senior to you among the staff has the power to tell you what to do.  Whatever it is, do it.  A nice clear chain of command.  You’re both new, so everyone can tell you what to do.” 
 
    Kennedy and Carter both had the same question, which was which of them was more senior to the other one, but they both decided not to ask it.  Dixie didn’t look like she liked questions.  Or liked them.  Or liked anyone ever. 
 
    Dixie went on, “The club business is cutthroat. The only way to get ahead is to outdo the other clubs.  You have to make the customer as happy as possible, or they won’t come back.  They have other choices.  We don’t have a fucking monopoly.  We would if we could, but we don’t.  We need to make each and every one of them want to come back.  As soon and as much as possible. 
 
    “Which leads us to rule number three.  Rule three, always do whatever the customer wants.  Always.” 
 
    Kennedy saw many possible issues with that rule, “But what if--” 
 
    Dixie cut her off, “Did I stutter?  I’ll say it again slowly so the soundwaves have time to travel through your thick skull.  Always.  Do.  Whatever.  They.  Want.  I’m up here watching, and Big Betty and Bigger Bertina down there, our bouncers this evening, are also watching.  We have our own dos and don’ts, and we will judge what a customer cannot do.  Not you two.  If we see something that crosses our lines, then we will take action.  You two just keep smiles on your faces, keep your titties bouncing, shake your asses, and always act like everything is great all the time, no matter what.  If it isn’t, we’ll save you from the situation.  If we don’t save you, then you don’t need saving, and you’ll just put up with it.  With big smiles.  Clear?” 
 
    Kennedy murmured, “Yes.” 
 
    Carter forced herself to sound chipper, “Sure thing.” 
 
    “Next rule.  Call me Mistress every time you speak to me.” 
 
    “Mistress?” Carter made a what-the-fuck face.  Kennedy didn’t blame her.  She fel the same dismay. 
 
    Nothing fazed Dixie.  No doubt she got that same reaction often from new staff, “Correct. Mistress Dixie.  Every time.  It makes for a clear-cut chain of command which a lot of dumb bitches need.  I’m not sure if you two are dumb as far as your IQ and I don’t care, but you are dumb enough to be here.  Also, having the staff call me Mistress turns on some of our customers, so there’s that, too.  Me, too.  It’s no fucking accident I work at a lesbian strip club, got it?  Of course, the calling me Mistress rule needs to be enforced.  So, each time you forget, you will be spanked.  The customers love that, too, and I admit, so do I.” 
 
    “Spanked!?!”  Carter was too shocked to keep up pretenses properly. 
 
    Dixie said, “If you don’t want to be spanked, simple, be sure to call me Mistress from now on.  If you don’t call me Mistress, it simply means you want to be spanked on some subconscious level.  Starting now.  Agreed?” 
 
    Carter, overwhelmed, said, “Yes, ma’am.  I mean Mistress!” 
 
    Dixie turned to Kennedy, “How about you?” 
 
    “I understand.  Mistress.” 
 
    Neither Klein sister would ever tell the other one, but they both felt an odd sensation when they used that word.  It was like having goosebumps without the actual goosebumps.   
 
    Using that word, or being forced to use it, made Dixie seem several inches taller.  Or like the Klein sisters were suddenly several inches shorter.  Either way, they were emotionally shorter than the physically shorter Dixie.   
 
    Dixie was several inches shorter than them – the Klein’s were a tall family – and they’d always be taller than Dixie no matter what they called her.   
 
    Even so, as they physically looked down on Dixie, they felt like they were looking up at her.  It was dizzying, and it was disorienting how quickly Dixie made them feel this way.  Or that they could feel that way at all. 
 
    Words do have power. 
 
    Dixie said, “Fifth rule: If you get a cop vibe from any customer, report it to me personally.  Then treat them like the best, most important customer you ever had.  Understand?” 
 
    Kennedy and Carter murmured simultaneously, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Kennedy felt a surge of hope.  This was why they were here!  There must be something illegal going on if Dixie was concerned about the police. 
 
    “Sixth and final rule.  What should you do if a customer wants to employ you for sex?  As in, they want to pay you to be their lesbian prostitute.  You first, Kilmer.” 
 
    “Well… do not do it.  Right?  Mistress?” 
 
    “What do you think, Kramer?” 
 
    Carter thought she knew the right answer.  Dixie was concerned about police presence after all, “Just say no.  This is a place of work, and we are here to represent Juicy’s Big Box.” 
 
    Carter felt like she’d nailed that one. 
 
    Right up until Dixie moved behind her and nailed her on the ass.  The spank was shockingly loud in the office despite the carpeting and the beat of music from the club.  It made Carter bow her hips forward, and her mouth opened in a silent yell.  She was completely shocked because the spank hurt so much worse than she ever would have thought. 
 
    Dixie said, “You forgot to call me Mistress.  Go ahead and apologize and correct your mistake.” 
 
    She had to apologize even after being spanked?  Carter felt outraged.  This older woman she didn’t even know had just assaulted her! 
 
    But Carter knew she had to play this game.  For Reagan. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mistress.” 
 
    Kennedy was having a hard time keeping her face neutral.  She felt simultaneously bad for Carter and like it was pretty hilarious as well.  Better Carter than her!  Carter deserved it for teasing Kennedy about the whole lesbian thing. 
 
    Hmm.  No reason Kennedy couldn’t have some fun in this weird situation, working here.  She couldn’t get away with spanking Carter, but maybe she could distract her from time to time and make her forget to call Dixie Mistress…. 
 
    Dixie addressed them both, “The correct answer is that servers and bartenders and strippers make their own choices.  If you want to give your body and sexual skills away in return for money, that is up to you.  These choices have nothing to do with the club, and we have no knowledge of them at all whatsoever.  That said, some customers like this service at our clubs, and staff who make customers happy will be retained, will get raises, and will advance.” 
 
    Advance?  The Klein sisters did not give a damn about advancing!  However, this was an interesting development.  Lesbian prostitution.  Who knew it even existed?  The Klein sisters hadn’t.  Maybe it was something they could get Sadie Clark for being involved in. 
 
    Kennedy noticed that while Dixie said the club had nothing to do with it, she’d stated that those who did do it would be more successful at Juicy’s Big Box.  It wasn’t quite aiding and abetting, but it was a deeply unfair policy.  If workers were rewarded for prostitution, it meant workers who refused to prostitute were punished for not doing it. 
 
    Workers could “make their own choice” but would face negative consequences for making the best choice for themselves.  Of course, working on the reasonable assumption that refusing to give away their bodies or engage in prostitution was the right choice. 
 
    Carter had similar thoughts.  She’d assumed, for some reason, that a lesbian strip club would be kinder and more understanding with their staff and strippers.  But this one seemed as bad or worse than the strip clubs for men were reputed to be! 
 
    Dixie said, “Now, Kilmer and Kramer, prove to me that you are properly dressed to be a server and a bartender at our fine establishment.  I’m sure you’ve been told the dress code as I see you are dressed appropriately outwardly.  Show me on the down low areas if you are dressed, or undressed, the way we require.” 
 
    Did she mean…. 
 
    Dixie barked, “Drop those shorts to the floor, dumb shits, and I want to hear a verbal acknowledgment right fucking now!” 
 
    Kennedy’s familiarity with barked orders and obeying them led her to pop the button on her shorts, open the zipper, and shove the shorts down to her ankles almost without thought. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    Carter was slower despite her slightly looser jean shorts.  She had time to blush as she saw Kennedy revealed and then belatedly joined her sister in the shorts-around-the-ankles club. 
 
    At least Carter had panties on, but they were so thin and insubstantial it was like being nude with the viewer looking through colored lenses.  Yellow, in this case. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Dixie peered at their most personal areas.  Kennedy joined Carter in the blushing club.  She was standing half-naked – the more important half! – in front of her older sister and a woman who was almost a stranger, a stranger who was forcing them to call her Mistress! 
 
    Dixie walked up to Kennedy, in front of her and up close, put her hands on Kennedy’s hips, and then squatted down on her heels. 
 
    Her face was only inches from Kennedy’s pussy! 
 
    The Klein sisters both held their breath.  What was this lady up to?  Down there!?! 
 
    Kennedy felt Dixie’s breath on her pussy and slightly ruffling her pubic hair when Dixie spoke. 
 
    “Kilmer, you have a decent pussy.  I see you’re a real blonde.  You have some attractive shades of color and some nice plump pussy lips.  Everything looks nice and clean down here.  I think your pubic hair is longer than the hair on the back of your head.” 
 
    Kennedy thought a response was expected, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    She looked nervously over at Carter.  This “inspection” was terrible.  It was so humiliating!  Bringing Carter had seemed like a good idea, but now she regretted it.  Kennedy wished she was on this informal undercover mission all on her own.  She bet Carter was going to tease her about this for decades! 
 
    Unless something similar happened to Carter…. 
 
    Dixie stood, walked over to Carter, and then did the same thing to her, gripping her hips and squatting down for a close inspection. 
 
    “Nice pussy window panties there, Kramer.  Go ahead, slide them down.  I need to know you’re not some cop-sympathizing sexual wallflower, and I need to see if you have a natural pubic hair coloring.  A natch snatch.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  The answer was out quickly before Carter could even decide if she would push her panties down.  Carter belatedly realized she would do it and had to do it.  Poor Kennedy already had! 
 
    Carter slid her panties down to mid-thigh. Then she felt Dixie’s breath on her pussy.  Carter could not bear to look down at Dixie.  She did not want to see a woman’s face close to her bare pussy! 
 
    However, without looking, she could not tell how close that woman’s face was to her pussy.  Judging by the strength of breath and the warmth of Dixie’s breath, her face must be very close. 
 
    Dixie said, “Look at that blondie pussy.  I see why you don’t shave.  You have all that pubic hair but still show off your pussy lips.  That’s a nice-looking pussy there, Carter.  Tell me, are you proud of your pussy?” 
 
    “Yes.  Mistress.”  Carter’s face felt so hot with embarrassment she felt sunburned.  She wasn’t feeling too proud right then! 
 
    Dixie stood up, “Get your clothes back on.  Kennedy and Carter, huh?  After seeing your pussies, I think each of your parents should have named you Bush instead.  But then I’d have two girls on my staff named Bush, and that would get confusing.  Maybe I’ll call you two Bush senior and Bush junior.  Very presidential!” 
 
    Carter said, “Can I be Bush senior, Mistress?” 
 
    Kennedy gave Carter a look that Dixie did not notice.   
 
    Dixie did not bother answering Carter’s question. 
 
    Instead, Dixie seemed to have at least some sense of humor, “You two have Democratic names but Republican pussies.  Unless you shave your pussies.  I guess then your peaches would be impeached.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Said Kennedy.  It still gave her a strange feeling, almost a buzz, to use that term of address. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” agreed Carter.  She’d heard a lot of jokes about her and her sister’s presidential first names but never involving her pussy. 
 
    “Get going downstairs.  Carter, you go to the bar.  The bartender there is named Viv.  She’s more senior, so she’s your trainer and your boss.  Kennedy, go find your trainer.  She’s a bit older but has great tits.  Her name is Sandy.  Do you both understand?” 
 
    “Yes.” Said Carter. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Said Kennedy. 
 
    Carter and Kennedy both widened their eyes as they realized that Carter had neglected to say Mistress.  Carter felt like swearing at Kennedy.  Maybe if Kennedy hadn’t said Mistress, then Carter’s failure to do so wouldn’t stick out so obviously. 
 
    Dixie had also noticed, as was proven a moment later as she moved behind Carter.   
 
    Carter frantically pulled up her panties and got them up in time but couldn’t get her shorts up fast enough.  A smacking spank echoed in the office.  Carter could not help squealing. 
 
    Spanked!  Again!  On her bare ass! 
 
    Carter resentfully noticed Kennedy having to cover her mouth to suffocate a laugh. 
 
    Dixie said to Carter, “You know what I think?  I think you’re one of those girls who likes to be disciplined, kept in line, and enjoys a spike of pain.  Keep it up, Carter, and I’ll keep spanking you.  I don’t get tired of it.  We’ll see if you do.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    After they left Dixie’s office and closed the door behind them, Kennedy could not help snickering. 
 
    Kennedy laughed harder and harder until she had to lean on the wall.  Carter glowered at her knowing exactly why she was laughing. 
 
    Kennedy finally managed to speak, “She spanked you!  She fucking spanked you! 
 
    Carter frowned hard, “Fuck.  You.” 
 
    “Then she said you liked it!” 
 
    “Dammit, Kennedy!  Shut up!  We’re here to help Reagan!” 
 
    “Then maybe you shouldn’t be trying so hard to get Dixie to spank you!” 
 
    Carter glared, “I’m not the one with a butch haircut in a lesbian strip club!  Just you wait.  I bet you’re real popular with the customers you wait on.  I bet you get lots of phone numbers.  You might even call them.” 
 
    “Jesus, Carter, drop the lesbian accusations.  I’m not the one trying to get an older boss lady to spank my ass.” 
 
    “You suck!  I’ll be at the bar.  Keep your eyes open for anything illegal that we can connect to Sadie Clark.” 
 
    “Yes, sir, Commander Carter, sir.” 
 
    Carter shook her head. 
 
    Kennedy sought out Sandy.  She found her nearby.  The first things that stuck out about her were her breasts.  Why?  Because they stuck out.  Way out.  They were huge, and there was no chance they were natural.  Especially because they were so well-rounded and rode so high on her chest. 
 
    Sandy also had large lips that were probably the result of injections.  She wore bright red lipstick that contrasted with her pale skin and long black hair.  Kennedy wasn’t really in a good position for critiquing first names as her own was uncommon, but she wondered why someone would name their daughter Sandy when the girl had such dark hair.  Why not Blackie?  Or Onyx?  Hell, that sounded like a name worthy of a strip club.   
 
    Or maybe Sandy was named after sand and not the color.  But that was possibly even stranger.  Who named a daughter after sand?  Did Sandy maybe have an older sibling named gravel? 
 
    Sandy acted friendly, but her eyes looked judgmental.  Maybe even calculating.  Kennedy wondered if Sandy was trying to figure out if Kennedy was a lesbian.  It occurred to her, tardily, that probably most women who worked at a lesbian strip club were lesbians.  Why would heterosexual girls want to work here?  Surely there were other jobs.  She guessed to a lesbian it could be a real godsend working at a lesbian strip club because it must make it much easier to hook up with other lesbians. 
 
    Sandy shook Kennedy’s hand.  Sandy’s breasts bounced and billowed as she shook hands, like they might be able to move on their own, like extra appendages. 
 
    She said, “Nice to meet you, new girl.  I think you’ll find it’s a big step down from the White House.” 
 
    “Funny.” 
 
    “Here’s the deal.  Do what I say, everything I tell you, no matter what.  If you don’t work out, it counts against me.  A few things you need to know.  Some customers grab ass, and it is your job to put up with it.  More than put up with it.  You have to smile like they did you a favor.  If one rubs your pussy or pinches your nipple, just spread your legs or hold still for them and give them a big wink.’ 
 
    “You’re kidding!” 
 
    “No.  It’s policy.  It won’t hurt you.  This is a lesbian strip club.  This is what you signed up for.” 
 
    That was daunting to Kennedy.  Groped over and over all the time?   
 
    The things you did to save your little sister! 
 
    This was going to be more challenging, in a much different way, than training camp ever was. 
 
    Sandy said, “The yokels on the floor are mostly polite.  The VIP room is intense.  Anything goes there.” 
 
    “Um, so I work my way up to the VIP room, I’m guessing.” 
 
    “You guess wrong.  Trial by fire, Kennedy.  We’ll know pretty quick if you’ll make it.  Working here successfully is basically a matter of how much you’ll put up with.  The more, the better, and the more likely you will make it.  Also, you’ll get much bigger tips.  We’re going to start there.  We’ll bring a tray of shots in.  The VIP room already has a good crowd in there.  It stays busy while out on the main floor here.  You never know, sometimes it’s packed on a Tuesday, other times, you can hear a casual conversation.  But we’re always busy on the weekends.  Go tell them to make you a tray of shots, a variety pack.  Saves on the trips back and forth.” 
 
    Kennedy went to the bar, saw Carter, and got quite a shock.  The bar was an oval with a center island, shaped like a race track with the bottles on the island and taps facing outward.  The wide wooden oval bar top was ringed by tall stools.  There were two bartenders, including Carter.  The other bartender was on the opposite side of the bar. 
 
    Carter was behind the bar right where Kennedy expected, but there was something different about her from just minutes ago. 
 
    No shorts!  All Carter had on from her halter top to her socks were the lingerie panties – which were like a see-through yellow-tinted window! 
 
    “Carter!” 
 
    Carter looked at her, looked upset, and blew upward, making the blonde hair over her forehead swirl. 
 
    Kennedy said Carter’s name again, but this time pointed at Carter’s lower half, “Carter!” 
 
    “Yeah, you think I don’t already know my shorts are off?  Turns out this is their fucking happy hour.  Half-price drinks, and the bartenders can’t wear anything more than these fucking wispy panties.  The bartenders here are the same as strippers!  We just don’t get paid as much and need to know how to mix drinks.” 
 
    “Holy fuck, Carter!  How long do you have to prance around in panties?” 
 
    “What part of happy hour do you not understand?  A fucking whole hour.” 
 
    A beefy woman sitting on a nearby stool said, “See, it is a really happy hour.  It’s the fucking ecstatic hour if you ask me.” 
 
    The beefy woman looked pointedly at Carter’s crotch. 
 
    Kennedy and Carter looked at her, and both decided against engaging the woman in conversation.  No conversation on that subject could go smoothly. 
 
    Kennedy turned back to Carter, “Well, now we know why your dress code extends to your panties.  Wow, I thought you were the lucky one getting to tend bar and not having to get groped.  Turns out I’m the lucky one.” 
 
    Carter got a mischievous look in her eye, one with savage satisfaction, “Not so fast, Kennedy.  Your deal is definitely worse.  Viv told me what you’re going to go through.  Trust me, you definitely have it worse than me.” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m not going to ruin the surprise.” 
 
    That worried Kennedy, but she wasn’t going to beg to get it out of Carter.  Kennedy was no beggar! 
 
    She ordered the tray of shots and was amused to watch Carter preparing it, looking nervously around to see if anyone was looking at her.  Looking at her ass and pussy.   
 
    It was still early, but there were several more women at the bar now, and they sure were looking at what Carter had on display.  Somehow it seemed much more humiliating for Carter to be displaying her assets like that while doing menial work.  Much worse than being up on stage, actively stripping, ending up wearing less, but in control of that. 
 
    It was the difference between trying to get people to ogle versus having to put up with ogling. 
 
    Kennedy’s enjoyment of Carter’s predicament was marred by the thought that Carter sure seemed confident that what Kennedy was in for was much worse. 
 
    Well, she wasn’t even allowed panties, so it couldn’t be that she’d have to take off her shorts while working.  Could it? 
 
    Carter handed over the tray of shots, and Kennedy saw that “you’re going to get it” look in Carter’s eyes.   
 
    Kennedy hmphed and rejoined Sandy whose hair was not at all sandy-colored.  Not unless there was a beach with black sand.  Which Kennedy seemed to recall there was a beach like that somewhere.  Maybe Hawaii?  
 
    Sandy said, “Time to throw you into the deep water.  We’re going to the VIP room, and we’re going to find out if you’re a spank bitch.” 
 
    “Whoa whoa whoa!  A what?” 
 
    “A spank bitch.  You’ll see.  Or feel.  Actually, we’ll both do some feeling.” 
 
    “Is a spank bitch what it sounds like?” 
 
    Sandy turned.  For her, that was a breast rotation, her big globes swaying, followed by her body pulled along behind them.  Kennedy half-expected to hear a sloshing sound.   
 
    Off Sandy went, and Kennedy reluctantly followed her.  Sandy hadn’t answered Kennedy’s question, but it was hard to know if that was an unspoken agreement that a spank bitch was what it sounded like or if Sandy ignored her for some other reason. 
 
    Kennedy guessed she’d find out soon enough what a spank bitch was and whether she was one. 
 
    If it was what it sounded like, then she sure as hell wasn’t one! 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    The VIP room was up wide metal steps leading to a sort of added room, a box, above the dance floor.  Kennedy saw that the underside was a mirror all the way across with the dancers below reflected in it. 
 
    It was above the dance floor, not the stripper stage.  Juicy’s Big Box served lesbians who wanted to drink, ones who wanted to see strippers, and ones who wanted to dance and socialize.  Kennedy hoped it also served lesbians wanting to do illegal things with the knowledge and assistance of that fucking molester bitch Sadie Clark! 
 
    The VIP room did have a good view of the stripper stage, which was well in front of it but much lower down.  Kennedy could see that because the VIP room wall facing the stripper stage was glass from the bottom of the wall all the way to the top where it met the ceiling.   
 
    Kennedy was a little surprised the designers of Juicy’s Big Box hadn’t set the VIP suspended box room further back, in a corner, to afford views of both the stripper stage and the dance floor.   
 
    There was a large stern-looking lady at the door.  She clearly either recognized Sandy or the staff “uniform” as she readily opened the door to the VIP room for them. 
 
    Sandy turned as they entered and said, “If we didn’t work here, then Louise would have asked for a membership card.  You have to pay a lot to be a member, more than the average person earns per year, but membership comes with a lot of privileges.  Namely, us.  The members in here can do no wrong, and our job is to make them happy in any way they want.” 
 
    Kennedy was disconcerted by that idea, “That sounds a lot like prostitution!” 
 
    Sandy bounced her black eyebrows at Kennedy, “Doesn’t matter what it is.  No cops can get in the VIP room, and no members pay you any money directly anyway, so how can it be prostitution?  You just happen to make them happy, and you just happen to keep working here, and you’re happy to keep your job, and the members just keep paying their huge membership fees.  Everybody is just so happy!” 
 
    Sandy grabbed her hand and pulled Kennedy into the VIP room or, more accurately, the VIP suspended loft.  Kennedy now saw that the floor was actually a one-way mirror.  They did have a view of the dance floor from the VIP room! 
 
    Anyone in the room only had to look down to have a commanding view of the entire dance floor.  No one down there knew if anyone looked or maybe didn’t even know it was possible because the other side of the floor was a mirror. 
 
    It made Kennedy feel dizzy, about twenty feet above the dance floor.  It didn’t help that one wall was completely glass.   
 
    Kennedy tried to get her sense of balance back.  From inside the VIP room, she could look straight down on the dancers below while also having a great view of the strippers looking like they were trying to have intimate experiences with the stripper poles. 
 
    There were couches and glow lamps and little round tables and five customers, or “members,” as well as another server in the room. 
 
    Sandy called to the other server, “Tia, come over here.” 
 
    Tia, a short young woman with red hair clearly dyed as it was too true to the color red, came over.  Kennedy saw that Tia looked at Sandy with reverential respect, almost subservient.  Kennedy guessed she was lucky she was assigned Sandy as her trainer. 
 
    Sandy said, “Tia here is a spank bitch, aren’t you, Tia?  Show Kennedy here your special armband.” 
 
    Tia turned and lifted her arm, showing a cloth armband on her bare upper arm.  It was red and had the words “spank bitch” on it in black, surrounded by an explosion diagram like you’d see on an old Batman show.  Tia presented it with sheepish eyes but with a degree of pride at the same time. 
 
    Sandy then told Tia to go back to work, and Tia did, taking drink orders.  Kennedy’s eyes widened when she saw one of the members reach out, put a hand on Tia’s well-formed rear, and leave it there, squeezing Tia’s ass freely and openly. 
 
    Tia did not try to move away from the hand, and she kept a smile on her face. 
 
    Even though the woman whose hand it was looked like a senior citizen! 
 
    Sandy saw Kennedy’s reaction, “Yes, the members are allowed to touch as much as they please wherever they please.  You need to allow it and like it or act like you do.  Membership has lots of privileges, as you’ll soon see from the other end of it.  Don’t sweat it.  It doesn’t hurt you and, who knows, you might like it.  Some girls up here, as they keep getting felt up, get more and more aroused and have orgasms during their shift.  Lots of girls do.  Tia does pretty much every shift.  So, it’s a good thing.” 
 
    A good thing?  Stranger lesbians feeling her up?  Maybe for some other “girls,” but it wasn’t for Kennedy.  Still, she knew she had to blend in.  She had to be like the others so she could figure out if anything criminal was going on and if Sadie Clark was connected to it.   
 
    Kennedy was still worried about this whole “spank bitch” thing.  It was for real and not a joke like she’d hoped it might be.  That must be why Sandy had Tia show off her armband.   
 
    It was some special status.  It couldn’t be what Kennedy thought it was at first, though.  It couldn’t mean an actual spanking.  Tia had looked too proud.  Well, proud but sort of in an embarrassed way.   
 
    Kennedy thought, “Tia, you stupid spank bitch!  Make up your mind.  Are you proud or fucking ashamed?  Choose one, only one.” 
 
    It better not have anything to do with actual spankings!  Kennedy swore that Carter Klein was the only Klein girl who would take a spanking here.  Kennedy had been careful and obedient in calling Dixie Mistress.  That couldn’t all be nothing! 
 
    Right then, Kennedy had the teasing upper hand over Carter, and she didn’t want to lose it.  The more she could keep Carter on the tease offensive the less Carter could tease her that she might be a lesbian.   
 
    More importantly, she had no interest in a stinging ass!  She was Army tough, but that wasn’t the point.  Taking a spanking was humiliating.  How could some women get into that?  Kennedy sure didn’t want to find out! 
 
    Sandy noticed a middle-aged woman beckoning, “Look, Kennedy, your first VIP customer.  Go over.” 
 
    Kennedy went over.  The woman was smaller than her and looked like a clerk in an office somewhere.  She even wore horn-rimmed glasses.  It was weird to feel so intimidated by someone so mousy. 
 
    But quite justified as it so turned out! 
 
    As Kennedy listened to the woman’s order, the woman reached out and fondled Kennedy’s hip.  Kennedy forced a smile onto her face and looked at Sandy.  Sandy nodded approvingly. 
 
    Kennedy handed over a shot, and the woman’s hand moved around to grope at Kennedy’s rear.  The woman gripped her ass hard. 
 
    “You’ve got a firm ass.” 
 
    Kennedy managed to keep the smile on her face somehow, “Thank you for saying so.” 
 
    She looked at Sandy, who’d moved out of the woman’s peripheral view while keeping herself in easy view of Kennedy.  Sandy gave her the double thumbs up.   
 
    Oh good, she had Sandy’s approval.  She’d done such a great job allowing her ass to be grabbed! 
 
    Then Sandy said to the woman, “Hey, isn’t it your birthday today, Ms. Trask?” 
 
    The woman, who was apparently Ms. Trask, smiled widely, “Why, yes, how ever did you know?” 
 
    Sandy said, laughing, “It seems like you just had your birthday.  It’s fresh in my mind like it was last week.” 
 
    Ms. Trask said, “It was actually just last night.”  Then her smile widened even further as she looked at Kennedy. 
 
    Kennedy was mystified.  What the hell kind of customer-server banter was this.  Birthdays?  Joking about having birthdays every week or every day?   
 
    Women did not like to be reminded of birthdays, at least not at Ms. Trask’s age.  And why did Ms. Trask look at her like that, like this birthday thing had something to do with Kennedy and like it did not bode well for Kennedy? 
 
    Sandy explained, “In the VIP room, when a member has a birthday, they are not the ones who get a spanking.  The servers take it for them.  Isn’t that so sweet?” 
 
    Sweet?  Sweet!?! 
 
    Sandy continued, “If the member has no preference, it goes by seniority, which means you.  Least seniority means the most spanks.  The member also gets to choose if they conduct the spanking on the recipient or if another server does.  What is your preference, Ms. Trask?” 
 
    “Ooo, I’ll take this new one you have here.  Blondes are great for spanking.  They’re like sponges for spanks.  You should get her a T-shirt that says that, “Sponge for Spanks!”  I’ll let you do the spanking, Sandy.  I think you spank harder than I can.” 
 
    Kennedy’s eyes were about as wide as they’d ever been. She was going to be spanked?  She was!?!   
 
    It was beyond belief.  She hadn’t done anything wrong.  Just a week ago, she was on a base where everyone saluted each other and behaved correctly and where her body was covered other than hands, face, and neck.  
 
    Sandy sat down next to Ms. Trask and patted her lap while looking at Kennedy expectantly. 
 
    Kennedy wished she could run.  But she couldn’t.  Reagan was counting on her whether Reagan knew it or not.  She couldn’t refuse to do things all willy nilly, at least not on her first day.   
 
    She had to ask, though, “How many spanks do I have to take?” 
 
    Sandy talked to Ms. Trask like they were old chums, “How old are you again, Ms. Trask?” 
 
    Mrs. Trask had a gleam of amusement in her eyes, “At my age, it is so hard to recall.  Also, how rude of you to ask.  Perhaps just err on the side of caution and go with sixty.” 
 
    Sixty!  There was no way Ms. Trask was sixty!  Also, how could Kennedy take sixty spanks?   
 
    Kennedy was a stranger to spanks, and she didn’t think she should have to take sixty when she worried about one.   
 
    Was there any room for negotiation?  Like… down to… four spanks? 
 
    Oh, they must not be real spanks.  They must be taps, like a ritual.  Just going through the motions.  One adult woman could not really spank another adult woman sixty real spanks as part of their work shift.  They wouldn’t be able to keep Juicy’s Big Box staffed. 
 
    Except, she guessed, they’d still have Tia.  Tia, the spank bitch. 
 
    She looked nervously through the one-way floor and the glass wall.  She could see the bar, but no one at the bar could see her because of the one-way mirror.   
 
    Carter would not be able to see her.  Thank God!  It would kill her if Carter knew.  This way, she could still tease Carter like Carter was the only one who got spanked.  At least she still had Carter’s lack of pride! 
 
    Or could she still tease Carter?  Was this what Carter meant when she hinted that Kennedy’s “deal” was “definitely worse”? 
 
    Shit!  Maybe Carter already knew without having to see it and before it happened. 
 
    It didn’t seem real to Kennedy as she lay across Sandy’s lap.  It was unreal but still so humiliating.  It felt so damn intimate!  She was vulnerable, and her body pressed on the body of another woman. 
 
    It felt like sex!  But without the respectful treatment and without a guy. 
 
    Sandy, by the way she sat and how she gestured, guided Kennedy to lay with her head facing towards Ms. Trask’s knees.  They were a little bony, sticking out from a black knee-length skirt.  That felt far too intimate as well.  It felt wrong for Kennedy’s face to be less than a foot away from the bare knees of a bitchy woman she’d just met.  She wasn’t even a shoe salesperson, for God’s sake! 
 
    Ms. Trask leaned down and forward to better look into Kennedy’s troubled face.  She said, “Now, dear, as Sandy spanks you, I want you to look me in the face like a big girl.  Show me how tough you are as you take the birthday spanking.  Or how not tough you are.  That would be even better.  Some tears on your face would look lovely, like liquid diamonds.” 
 
    It sounded like this was going to be a real spanking, and it also sounded like Ms. Trask was a fucking sadist!  Kennedy barely knew Ms. Trask, but she already hated her.   
 
    She also felt a little betrayed by Sandy.  Wasn’t Sandy supposed to be something like a strip club server mentor?  Something like that?  Weren’t mentors supposed to look out for those they mentored? 
 
    Carter!  Carter was the real traitor if her sister had known about this and purposely did not tell her.  Kennedy had to admit, though, that if she’d known about the panties-only happy hour, that she would not have warned Carter.  And she probably would have still gotten her those same panties.  So funny! 
 
    Ha, she bet Carter would be more determined than ever to not wear the crotchless panties on future shifts!  Also so funny! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Not so funny all of a sudden. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Sandy was spanking her!  For real!  She wasn’t pulling her punch or, you know, pulling her spank. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Spanked in public!   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Spanked for the first time ever.  Except for that one boyfriend who occasionally landed one – just one – when he snuck up on her.  That asshole! 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Oh, that bitch Ms. Trask was smiling at her like she wanted to pinch Kennedy’s cheeks while making cooing sounds. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    The pain was more than distracting.  Kennedy looked down at the floor while trying to compose herself. 
 
    Kennedy felt a hand grab her chin and jerk her face up until she was back looking up at Ms. Trask. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    The damn bitch wouldn’t even let her look away! 
 
    Ms. Trask wanted to see how tough she was.  She was Army tough, dammit! 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Kennedy wasn’t feeling very tough.  It was hard to feel tough when bent over someone’s lap, completely vulnerable and full of pain, and resigned to having to take a lot more pain. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Kennedy felt plenty sorry for herself, but that was all the sympathy she could get.  There wasn’t any sympathy in Ms. Trask’s eyes.  Only delight!  What a sadistic bitch! 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    How many was that?  Was anyone fucking counting? 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Dammit.  Kennedy felt her eyes filling up with tears.  They were watering from pain.  She wasn’t fucking crying.  She wasn’t!  It was just some weird physiological reaction. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Kennedy felt herself biting at her lower lip.  It caused pain but spread her pain between locations, so she kept doing it. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Ms. Trask murmured, “Happy birthday to me.” 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Sandy ordered, “Kennedy.  Don’t be rude.  Wish Ms. Trask a happy birthday.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Happy—” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Birth—” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “—day.” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Ms. Trask traced Kennedy’s full lips, including the one Kennedy bit on. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Ms. Trask traced, with one finger barely touching, Kennedy’s tensed cheeks. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Ms. Trask traced her finger across Kennedy’s blonde eyebrows and in a swirl around and around Kennedy’s broad intelligent-looking forehead.   
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Ms. Trask’s caresses were a complete contrast to Sandy’s spanks, and it made Kennedy feel like she was a woman of two halves.  Kennedy felt far hotter than the room should make her.  The situation, the blazing pain of the spanks, and the way she was crowded on top of and nearby the two women made her feel like she was in a sauna. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Ms. Trask used two fingers to swipe across Kennedy’s forehead, “Oh my, you are sweating profusely, like a piggy.” 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Ms. Trask brought the sweat-smeared fingers to Kennedy’s lips and swiped them gently and then firmly, mashing Kennedy’s lips back and forth. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    “Open up, new server girl.  You made it, so you lick it up.” 
 
    Everything just kept getting more humiliating and hotter.  Physically hotter.  Temperature hotter.  Probably just body heat.   
 
    Not… any other kind of hotter.  Not that.  Not like this. 
 
    Probably. 
 
    Hopefully. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Ms. Trask’s fingers sure were insistent.  She pressed them hard and made Kennedy’s lips mash and slide on her teeth. 
 
    Dammit.  Well… it was just sweat… and humiliation.  A big dose of humiliation…. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Kennedy purposely opened her mouth wide.  Ms. Trask’s fingers popped into Kennedy’s oral cavity, and Ms. Trask cooed in happy triumph. 
 
    But that wasn’t enough for Ms. Trask.  That bitch! 
 
    Ms. Trask said, “Sucky wucky, server girl.  Suck those fingers.  Treat them like a cock, and like you’re a cocksucking porn star.” 
 
    Kennedy reluctantly closed her mouth on the finger.  At least she was allowed to treat these lesbian fingers like a cock.  That wasn’t so lesbian, right? 
 
    She noticed that the spanks stopped.  Had they reached sixty, or was it to avoid Kennedy overreacting and chomping on Ms. Trask’s fingers?  It didn’t matter just then.  She had fingers to suck. 
 
    Kennedy sucked on Ms. Trask’s fingers slightly flavored with her own sweat.  She did it reluctantly and resentfully.  She was full of endorphins because of the pain from the spanks.  She felt hyper-alert and yet mentally clouded at the same time. 
 
    She’d felt like this before.  At rare times.  All too rare times.  When she was with a man sexually, and things got really intense, when she was really in the moment. 
 
    Why… why would she feel that way now…? 
 
    Kennedy realized she was sucking hard on Ms. Trask’s fingers with a firm all-over suck while fluttering her tongue along the underside.  Her suction grip made Ms. Trask’s fingernail dig into the roof of her mouth. 
 
    When had she started sucking so hard?  She was sucking… she was sucking like a porn star working a cock!  Just like Ms. Trask had told her to do! 
 
    As she did it more and as she appreciated what she was doing, she felt her hyper-alertness and cloudiness both increase. 
 
    She felt intense. 
 
    She felt more than intense. 
 
    Of fuck!  It was turning her on!  It was! 
 
    How awful!   
 
    Ms. Trask wasn’t helping, “Now bob up and down on my fingers like you’re sucking the littlest cock ever, and you’re the biggest whore ever.” 
 
    Sandy wasn’t helping either, “You have your orders, Kennedy.  Around here, you better be good at following orders.  Do it like a slut!  Show us what a slut you are!” 
 
    Kennedy was as conflicted as she’d ever been.  This was nasty.  This was all wrong.   
 
    No way should a server have to let herself be spanked and have to… give head… to a finger!  Of some stranger older bitch! 
 
    There was that.  There was also her mission which was to fit in. 
 
    There was also that insidious but no longer sneaking around arousal.  No more sneakiness.  It was fucking obvious now.  It was starting to transform, to launch from arousal into unrestrained lust. 
 
    Lust was taking her over.  Lust was dominating her mind.  She felt like a puppet to them, a puppet made for spanking, and like a puppet in the way she felt.  She felt the puppet strings, her nerves, jerking and popping with Lust pulling at her strings.  Most especially right between her legs. 
 
    She kept reminding herself she did not want to feel lust right then, not any at all.  And she kept doing what caused the lust, sucking bitch fingers and feeling the pain radiating like heat waves from her ass. 
 
    She should not try to prove she was a slut!  She wasn’t a slut and did not want to be one, and did not want anyone to think she was one. 
 
    The tiebreaker was Kennedy’s history, her very recent history.  In the military, she’d been quite good at following orders.  You had to be.  You went through training and, by the end of it, voila, you had a trained-in urge to obey orders, if they were called orders especially.   
 
    That training was still wired into her.  Kennedy knew that now. 
 
    It was like… her Army training was used against her! 
 
    Sandy had made her expectation, her order, clear, and Kennedy always tried to meet expectations and to follow orders. 
 
    Her Army training was on the side of the cruel bitches. 
 
    Kennedy bobbed up and down on the double-finger cock, sucking on it like a rapid-melting finger-shaped popsicle.  Except the melt-off was Kennedy’s saliva.  In her face-down position, she couldn’t seem to suck all the saliva back in and down.  It kept dripping down and smearing on the one-way mirror floor. 
 
    Ms. Trask spoke to Sandy but clearly did not give a shit that Kennedy heard her, “She’s so good at this.  She must suck cocks all the time.  What a slutty whore.  She’ll fit right in here.” 
 
    Sandy agreed, “Yeah, look at her.  Girls get hired here, and their true personality comes out.  On the first night usually!” 
 
    True personality!  Kennedy wasn’t a “slutty whore!”  She was sure of that. 
 
    At least, she was sure of that when she walked into this place.  She was not so sure at the moment.   
 
    Okay, she was acting pretty slutty, but she was also just following orders, and she was on a mission to save her sister.  Those things weren’t slutty! 
 
    Maybe being aroused while doing it and doing it with so much enthusiasm, maybe that part was slutty.  But not whore-like!  Didn’t whores have to get paid for what they did? 
 
    Just then, she heard something important and right along the lines of the way she was thinking. 
 
    Ms. Trask said, “How is Sadie doing?” 
 
    Sandy said, “Oh, she’s doing great.” 
 
    “Will Sadie be here next week for the big deal?” 
 
    “Most definitely.” Sandy’s voice had lowered like she didn’t want anyone to hear her. 
 
    “Law enforcement suspects nothing?” 
 
    “No indication of it.  There is no level of interest from law enforcement, and it will stay that way.” 
 
    This was it!  This was exactly what Kennedy, and Carter, were here for!  Kennedy felt a surge of excitement, a new kind of excitement. 
 
    Kennedy sucked and slurped on Ms. Trask’s fingers with new enthusiasm. 
 
    Ms. Trask, damn her, changed the subject, “This new girl is a good one.  I look forward to wearing her out.  Do you know yet if she’s a spank bitch?” 
 
    Sandy said, “Oh, hey, I almost forgot to check.  I bet she is!  I just bet she is!  I can’t wait to find out!” 
 
    Kennedy didn’t like the sound of this.  She could definitely wait to find out.  Could she wait forever? 
 
    What was a spank bitch anyway?  She thought she already was one.  Hadn’t she just been spanked?  Wouldn’t that be the line of demarcation between not a spank bitch and being a spank bitch? 
 
    Sandy said, “Kennedy, stand up and turn around and lay back down.  Stop sucking on that double-finger cock.  You’ll never get any sperm out of it.” 
 
    Kennedy supposed that was true…. 
 
    As soon as she relinquished the fingers, Ms. Trask wiped them hard and rough on the back of Kennedy’s head, in her short hair there. 
 
    So, that’s how it was?  Ms. Trask could just do anything to her? 
 
    Why did the idea of that give her an inner shakiness? 
 
    Kennedy stood up and felt shaky and uncertain and exposed.  She felt like she belonged on Sandy’s lap somehow.  Before, that lap was foreign territory.  Now, this whole standing on her own two feet thing felt pretty damn foreign. 
 
    But only for a moment.  She awkwardly moved around and lay back down.  She felt oddly relieved to resume the spank position though now the facing the other way around now.  Maybe facing it wasn’t entirely accurate because her face was towards the floor. 
 
    She felt like she fit just right on Sandy’s lap no matter how wrong all this was.  It felt like a new home. 
 
    Oh, fuck, she did not want to feel that way about it! 
 
    She realized that now she faced away from Ms. Trask.  Either faced away or assed towards her, however you thought of it. 
 
    She just bet that nasty Ms. Trask was staring at her vulnerable ass! 
 
    She wondered how red her ass was from the spanks.  It felt very red.  Full of pain and hypersensitive to more sensation.  There better not be any more spanking!  There better not! 
 
    Kennedy did not think she could stand even one more spank. 
 
    Hey, why had Sandy had her move into this new position? 
 
    Ms. Trask chirped, “It’s dim in here, but is that wetness I see?” 
 
    Kennedy felt Sandy lean towards Ms. Trask, towards Kennedy’s ass, and the lean-in made one of her massive breasts bounce and slide on Kennedy’s lower back, “Ha!  It isn’t that dim.  I see wetness.  But we don’t know for sure what kind of wetness.” 
 
    What was all this talk of wetness?  Who?  Her!?!  It came home to Kennedy that they must be talking about – and looking at – her crotch!   
 
    She wasn’t wet.  She couldn’t be.  She did not get wet from lesbians spanking her and forcing her to suck on a double-finger cock.  Not Kennedy Klein! 
 
    Even if she were wet, how could they see it? 
 
    Lamely, Kennedy realized she wasn’t wearing any panties.  Her damn server “uniform.”  Still, nothing should show because she had jean shorts on. She shouldn’t be wet anyway.   
 
    She shouldn’t. 
 
    So why was she so worried?  Why was she so certain she was wet? 
 
    She did a mental check.   
 
    Shit. 
 
    She was wet.  And not a little either.  She felt soaked. 
 
    Ms. Trask chirped happily, like a grocery shopper who’d found the perfect exotic fruit in the market, “What a sexy sight.  Her pink flower spilling out the nectar.” 
 
    Oh no!  Kennedy could sense it now.  The positioning or the spanking made her frayed cut-offs with the tiny strip of crotch ride up and in.  Her pussy was split!  Split and spilt!  The crotch band was soaked and flanked by bulging labia. 
 
    Sandy said, “If it is nectar.” 
 
    “What else could it be?” 
 
    Sandy said, “Maybe she’s spineless enough that she wet herself from the spanking.” 
 
    “Really?  You think so?  A big girl like her?  Will you have to make her wear a diaper?” 
 
    “I don’t know.  Maybe we’ll be forced to.  If it is piss.” 
 
    Piss?  A diaper!?!   
 
    Kennedy had not pissed herself!  No way!  She was Army tough. 
 
    But then, was she actually that wet from arousal?  She did not get this wet for arousal.  She didn’t.   
 
    But… she would get this wet from lust…. 
 
    A slutty whore would definitely get this wet…. 
 
    Sandy spoke with mock seriousness, “We’ll need to find out for sure.  Either she’s a pissing bitch weakling who needs a diaper while working, or she is a genuine spank bitch.” 
 
    Were those really the only two options?  Which one was better?  A better question would be which one was worse. 
 
    Ms. Trask sounded all too eager, “I suppose there is only one way to find out.” 
 
    Sandy sounded reluctant, but it was a mocking amused reluctance, “I hate to do it but it is part of the job to check these things out.” 
 
    Ms. Trask said, “Yes, I know you hate it.  You hate it so bad.  You hate it every time.  Well, I’m here to help.” 
 
    Sandy said, “That is ever so kind of you, Ms. Trask.  You’re so helpful!  Kennedy, you hold still now, no matter what, or I’ll need to spank you lots more until you do hold still.” 
 
    Ms. Trask, “She might move on purpose just so you do spank her.  Because she likes it and is a spank bitch.” 
 
    Kennedy was not a spank bitch!  She did not like being spanked!  Who could like that?  Not Kennedy! 
 
    Kennedy decided that she better prove it by holding perfectly still no matter what.  She would give Sandy no excuse to spank her.  Anything was better than these people thinking she was a person who liked to be spanked.  If anyone ever thought that or some kind of stupid rumor about it got back to her unit, she’d never live it down.  No one would ever look at her the same. 
 
    Kennedy was so preoccupied with the need to stay still that she gave no thought to why they wanted her to stay still or to what might happen. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Sandy said, “First, I better warm her back up a little, just to be fair.  We do have lots of your birthday spanks left to give.” 
 
    How was that fair? 
 
    Did she have more spanks to take?  It seemed like she’d already had a hundred but maybe not.  Damn, she guessed that she should have counted. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Damn!  Why did Sandy have to spank so damn hard?  Why did it have to be so real?  Shouldn’t the servers stick together instead of spanking each other? 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Kennedy felt like crying out but pressed her lips together tightly.  She was Army tough, dammit!  No wailing like a baby! 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Ms. Trask commented, “Look at her lovely ass.  This one is well-built.  Strong but sexy.  She has a little muscle but is quite a femme even so.  You know, of course, ones like this you need to spank a bit harder.  To be fair to everyone.  Including her.” 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Kennedy felt inundated with pain.  It was incredible that spanks could hurt so bad.  She’d had no idea. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Kennedy felt so vulnerable also because she thought she could feel Ms. Trask breathing on her ass cheeks, the parts that stuck out of her slutty uniform shorts.  She’d never had a woman or a non-lover this close to her ass!  Knowing she was so helpless was almost as bad as the pain. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Sandy said, “That should do it.  Let’s check now to see if she is a spank slut.  Kennedy, you just relax and enjoy.” 
 
    Enjoy?  Enjoy what!?! 
 
    Kennedy felt a hand, she assumed it was Sandy’s, slide between her legs and cup at her crotch.  That intimate contact made her rise up a little, but Sandy pushed her back down with a hand on Kennedy’s back.  Kennedy had no leverage and still wanted to be cooperative.  She must do nothing to blow her cover or this opportunity to get Sadie Clark.  She had a sister to save! 
 
    Kennedy did not struggle but surprised herself by crying out, “Hey!  Stop that!” 
 
    Sandy sounded firm, “Settle down, little camper.” 
 
    Ms. Trask sounded amused, “Yeah, settle down, little camper.” 
 
    Sandy’s hand slid up and down Kennedy’s slit through the jean shorts.  Her hand pressed firmly in.  Kennedy felt her pussy lips distend further outward from the denim. She could feel the crotch band invading her intimates. 
 
    What was going on?  Why?  This was awful! 
 
    Sandy said, “She does feel damp.  I think so.” 
 
    Damp?  That was a fucking lie! 
 
    Kennedy happened to know she was more like soaking wet than damp.  One way or another, she was wet.  Fine.  Whatever.  It was just some… stupid reaction.  They should get over it.  They should stop fondling her! 
 
    Ms. Trask said, “Here, let me.  I’m good at detecting dampness.  I’ll tell you if little camper here is damp.” 
 
    Sandy wasn’t going to let Ms. Trask touch her… was she? 
 
    Sandy said, “By all means, Ms. Trask.  You’ve always been such a helpful member.” 
 
    No!  Sandy would let Ms. Trask touch Kennedy between the legs!  That bitch!   
 
    Which one was the bitch?  Both of them! 
 
    Sandy’s hand slid away, and a new thinner hand slid into place.  That hand worked just as firmly up and down. 
 
    The outer fingers of that hand slid up and down Kennedy’s exposed and so obviously slick wet pussy lips! 
 
    How much proof did these two bitches need? 
 
    Why did proving her wetness make Kennedy feel wetter and wetter? 
 
    She needed… 
 
    … something….  
 
    Dammit!  Was Ms. Trask checking for wetness, or was she trying to make Kennedy wetter?   
 
    Not that it mattered.  It wasn’t like she was going to get off because some older bitch lesbian fondled her pussy!  That wasn’t how Kennedy Klein worked!  That was not in the Kennedy Klein user manual! 
 
    Ms. Trask said, “There is dampness, but… I am having a hard time telling for certain.” 
 
    Ms. Trask kept rubbing vigorously. 
 
    Was this really necessary?  It was strange.  Why did these two keep talking about “dampness?” Kennedy felt soaking wetness down there.  Couldn’t they feel it?  All they had to do was ask her.  She’d tell the truth.  She would! 
 
    The idea of that, though, was really something.  If they made her admit out loud that she had a wet pussy getting wetter all the time, it would be so embarrassing.  How could she explain it?  She couldn’t. 
 
    It would really put her on the spot. 
 
    Ms. Trask was rubbing her special spot. 
 
    It almost made Kennedy wish they would put her on the spot, would make her confess out loud her lust, and would keep rubbing her special spot all through her confession. 
 
    All through it and beyond…. 
 
    Which must be purely psychological.  All this lust.  She was out of sorts.  Maybe because she was fresh out of the Army?  Kennedy never knew that adjusting to civilian life could feel this good or be so humiliating or that those two went so well together. 
 
    Kennedy should never have got wet under these circumstances!  It shouldn’t be possible. 
 
    Also, she was so wet, so why didn’t they say it and make a point of it. 
 
    More rubbing. 
 
    Were they really checking wetness, or was this all an excuse to keep feeling her up? 
 
    Firm rubbing strokes. 
 
    She should put a stop to this. 
 
    She might have if it didn’t feel so damnably good. 
 
    More rubbing.  More jamming the denim crotch deeper into her wet pussy. 
 
    Kennedy felt a lot more than wetness down there.  She felt all sorts of sensations, sensations that expanded and took over Kennedy’s mind now that the spank pain was receding.  That tide of pain was rolling out, and there were discoveries left on the shore of Kennedy’s pussy.   
 
    Sensations she really did not want to identify but which she had to admit were not negative in nature.  Not negative.  A double negative.   
 
    Which made it a positive. 
 
    But anything positive in this situation… was a big fucking negative! 
 
    Sandy shrugged, and Kennedy felt the bounce of the shrug through her body and from the way Sandy’s huge breasts half lifted off her back and then flopped back down onto it, “Sometimes you have to ask the cow who makes the milk.  Kennedy, did the spanking make your pussy get wet?” 
 
    Kennedy felt her humiliation and embarrassment somehow concentrating and spreading at the same time.  It increased in power while filling her from head to toe.  Overfilling her.   
 
    Maybe making her leak from being so overfull with the humiliated feeling…. 
 
    In the Army, everyone minded their Ps and Qs.  At least while on duty or on base. Everyone treated you with respect.  She’d gone from that, just a week ago, to this, now.  Barely dressed.  No panties.  At a lesbian strip club.  Freshly spanked.  Now, felt up and treated with disrespect.  Being compared to a damn cow! 
 
    Did she really have to answer that question about her “milk?” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Another spank, and Kennedy knew it was to jog her answer.  Except this jogging wasn’t done by her legs but, instead, to her ass, and in order to force her to exercise her flustered mind. 
 
    And there was a verbal jogging as well, “Dummy little camper, tell us, did the spanking make your pussy wet?”   
 
    Fine, she’d answer it, but she wouldn’t give them the answer they seemed to want, the answer that would make this situation still worse. 
 
    “No.”  Kennedy didn’t like that her single-word answer sounded so much weaker than she’d intended.  It was hard to get enough air while laying with her torso pressing down onto Sandy’s thighs. 
 
    Sandy said, “Hmm.  I’m not sure if that’s true or not.” 
 
    Ms. Trask said, “That’s the thing.  A spank bitch lies.  You know why?  Because, subconsciously, they want to be caught lying so that they get more spanks.  They want to be punished so they need to do things to acquire and require that punishment.  So, if she’s a spank bitch, she’s lying and, if not, then she isn’t, but we can’t just trust her.” 
 
    Sandy all too readily agreed, and, to Kennedy, it almost sounded like she was reading practiced words, like from a script she’d read many times before, “I sure hate to do it but, we have no choice, we have to find out for ourselves.” 
 
    What did that mean? 
 
    What did that mean!?! 
 
    That better not--- 
 
    She felt something!  It was—it was…. 
 
    Ms. Trask said, “I see what you did there.  Our slutty little camper has pussy lips sticking out from her slut shorts.  Is it wet?” 
 
    Sandy was tracing a finger up and down Kennedy’s left labial lip!  Kennedy’s shorts weren’t covering it, and she had no panty second line of defense.   
 
    That finger… pressing and sliding… smoothing up and down… slickly…. 
 
    It felt uncannily good. Way too good.  Good in a very bad way. 
 
    Kennedy felt like she was emotionally falling apart.  Or maybe melting. 
 
    She felt like humping against Sandy’s thigh.  She felt like bucking her pussy back on the sliding finger in the hopes it accidentally slid right up her pussy. 
 
    Kennedy managed, barely, to stay still. 
 
    She did make a small vocalization, like a stifled little moan after first awaking. 
 
    Sandy said, “She is wet.  Just as a spank bitch would be but, to be fair, some little campers are just moist all the time.  I’m just not sure.” 
 
    Those words sounded rehearsed also.  Had they done this routine before?  To how many other women?  Was Kennedy just one more? 
 
    They were having their fun, it meant nothing to them beyond tonight, and they did not even know Kennedy.  Hell, she was here under a false name, and Ms. Trask might not even know her false name! 
 
    It meant little or nothing to them, but it was a profound eye-opener to Kennedy even though her eyes were slitted with passion. 
 
    Kennedy sensed what it meant if this was a routine practiced breakdown of her resistance.  Trouble for her!  It would not stop before… before…. 
 
    Ms. Trask said, sounding innocent in an exaggerated way, “How ever do we resolve this spank bitch debate?  Do tell, Sandy.” 
 
    These bitches!  They were manipulating her and acting like she was stupid, and she stupidly had to play along.  It made her feel so stupid to have to let them get away with this. 
 
    Sandy said, “The only way is to test deeper.  It’s like with oil in your car.  You don’t just rub the rim inside the cap.  You use the dipstick to check those oil levels.  Okay, Kennedy, we sure hate to do this, but we’ll check you so you know if you qualify as a spank bitch.  I don’t mind doing you this favor, even on your first night, but then you’re going to owe me.” 
 
    Owe her!?! 
 
    Sandy talked like Kennedy had already agreed to it!  Or like her agreement wasn’t needed.  And like Kennedy would supposedly owe her for doing something to Kennedy that Kennedy did not even want. 
 
    Sandy pulled the crotch of the shorts to one side.  Kennedy felt it.  Her pussy was mostly bare!  It felt like Ms. Trask’s face was only inches away. 
 
    Then Kennedy felt something else.  A finger!  Sandy’s finger was on her pussy, slicking up and down it rapidly and teasingly.  Or was it Ms. Trasks’s finger?  She didn’t even know who was fingering her! 
 
    Why did it feel so good?  The sensation dwarfed her humiliation. 
 
    No, it didn’t dwarf it.  It mixed in with it.  Together they were greater than the sum of their two parts.  Much more.   
 
    Kennedy felt like she might float off Sandy’s lap.  Or like she might sink right through it, right through the one-way mirror floor, right past the lesbian dancers on the dance floor, and just keep going down until she arrived in Hell. 
 
    Sandy said, “Let’s spread the petals of your pink flower, Kennedy.” 
 
    No, let’s not, Kennedy urged in her mind.  Her emotion urged a different course of, yes, let’s! 
 
    Sandy spread the petals of Kennedy’s pink flower, and Kennedy felt more like crying out than she had from the spanking.  She felt air reaching places that didn’t normally get air.  Warm air that felt like it was driven by the breath of that bitch, Ms. Trask. 
 
    Sandy said, “All right, little camper Kennedy, time to check your deep nectar. Oooo, so exciting.  You’re about to find out if you’re a spank bitch.” 
 
    Oh, this was terrible! 
 
    Oh, it would be terrible if they concluded she was this mythical spank bitch creature. 
 
    It was also terrible that both these bitches were about to know for certain that Kennedy was all wet all the way in.  Kennedy stopped denying it to herself.  She’d never felt so wet before!  She must be streaming! 
 
    She felt like a mess and felt like she was making a mess. 
 
    Such a messy situation! 
 
    Why did saving your younger sister have to be so terribly embarrassing and so damnably arousing?  Why why why? 
 
    Sandy pried open Kennedy’s pussy with her ring and index fingers.  She inserted them just a little and then spread them.  Kennedy felt cooling air rush into her vagina.   
 
    Then Sandy’s middle finger filled the hole and plunged in as deep as it could reach.  Kennedy, despite her intent not to make a sound, emitted a sound part oof and part squeak. 
 
    Kennedy thought the worst was over.  Sandy just had to pull that finger out and then pronounce, no doubt now, if there ever was a doubt, that Kennedy was wet. 
 
    Except Sandy didn’t do that.  Sandy’s middle finger worked up, withdrew, and popped back up and in.  Then she did it over and over. 
 
    Sandy’s middle finger was thrusting!  Again and again! 
 
    Which meant… Sandy was fingerfucking her!  She was! 
 
    Kennedy blinked and took stock, and she wasn’t happy about the inventory.  She’d gone from getting fingered to being fingerfucked.  She was so wet, and she wanted what she had never wanted from a woman and should not want from these bitches. 
 
    Sandy just kept doing it, fingerfucking her, and Kennedy kept thinking, or at least hoping, that she’d stop.   
 
    This was really bad!  It was bad because it felt good.  Way too good.  It felt good enough that Kennedy worried something would happen if Sandy kept it up long enough.  Something big.  Something naughty.   
 
    Something that must never happen in this type of situation.  It could only happen when with a man.  It should only happen with a man.  Or when alone.  But not with another woman, not in public, and not with an old bitch watching from inches away. 
 
    Surely, Sandy would not keep doing this for as long as it would take to make that happen.  Surely!   
 
    Although it was starting to feel like it might not take all that long.  For that something to happen.  That something that shall not be named. 
 
    Ms. Trask wasn’t helping matters, “Look at her inner thighs.  So wet.  Is there really any doubt now?  She must be a spank bitch.  Little camper, do you understand what you are?  A spank bitch loves to be spanked and gets off on it.  Having her ass crack smacked is her crack.” 
 
    “That’s a good one, Ms. Trask!” Sandy enthused. 
 
    Was it just Kennedy, or did the pace of the fingerfucking increase?   
 
    Shouldn’t it slow down now that she was a confirmed spank bitch? 
 
    Wait, shouldn’t it stop completely!?! 
 
    But none of the typical should and should nots seemed to matter in this situation.  If they had, Kennedy wouldn’t be so fucking fingerfucked. 
 
    Or did it only seem like the fingerfucking was racing because Kennedy was getting closer, ever closer, closer so much sooner, to that forbidden something that shall not ever happen and which Kennedy really shouldn’t even be thinking about? 
 
    Sandy said, “We know that she’s a spank bitch but what’s important is that she recognize it.  Hey, Kennedy, it’s healthy to be honest with yourself.” 
 
    Ms. Trask chimed in, “And with your betters such as myself.  Tell it true now, little camper the spank bitch, are you a spank bitch?” 
 
    Kennedy wasn’t entirely sure of the parameters of spank bitch or the consequences.  She feared the consequences.  But whatever it was, there was no way that was what she was!  No way!   
 
    “No way.”  There!  There was some honesty for them!  She’d thought “No way” and then she’d said, “No way.” 
 
    That was exactly how she felt about this spank bitch thing. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Sandy’s – or whoever’s -- finger kept working, sliding and swinging, poking and arousing.  Kennedy felt nerves firing in her pussy that made her want to kick her legs.   
 
    To escape? 
 
    Not quite.  Kennedy suddenly realized that she didn’t want to get away.  Not yet.  She didn’t want Sandy to stop, even though that was what she should want.  Not yet. 
 
    Kennedy was in a balanced, unbalanced state.  She was balanced between not wanting the sensations to stop and not wanting that something which must not happen.  She felt half mad.  She felt she barely clung to self-control as she clung to Sandy’s legs. 
 
    Kennedy felt buzzed.  She hummed with energy.  Her equilibrium of wants made her end up just wanting everything to keep going and to stay the same forever.   
 
    Whatever happened… at least she’d refused to recognize it. 
 
    Sandy said to Ms. Trask, “Do you see?  Spank bitches live in denial.  At first.  So unhealthy!  Even when they are clearly a spank bitch to everyone, they try to live the lie.” 
 
    “Demonstrably!” agreed Ms. Trask. 
 
    Sandy said, “It’s understandable, really.  No mothers ever raised their daughters to be spank bitches, and the daughters know it.  So it is hard for them to openly accept it.” 
 
    Those bitches!  Talking about her like she didn’t know herself!  She was a big girl, not a “little camper.”  She knew what she liked and didn’t like!  She did not like spanks!   
 
    It was just that she liked it when a bitchy patronizing fellow server woman fingerfucked her pussy…. 
 
    Wait.  No. 
 
    What was she thinking? 
 
    She didn’t like spanks or getting fingerfucked! 
 
    She was only wet because… because… well, obviously…. 
 
    Why was she wet again? 
 
    Fuck.  Why did it feel so good?  Why didn’t the humiliation put out her fire?  Why did it instead stoke the fire between her legs? 
 
    Was it the humiliation that did it?  What comfort was that?  It was just as bad as liking being fingerfucked by a woman or spanked.  Or maybe worse.  All three were bad. 
 
    Ms. Trask said, again sounding rehearsed, “So, what does one do in this circumstance?  The denial even after confirmation?  A stupid little camper lying to her betters?” 
 
    Sandy sighed, a mocking sigh that she was troubled by her own conclusion, “Sadly, we must force the spank bitch to admit what she is.  Kennedy, I’ll keep confirming that you are aroused from your spanking, and I will keep doing it until you admit you are a spank bitch.  You must embrace the new you, your new reality.  You can admit it or you can have an orgasm like this as that will prove it as well.” 
 
    Kennedy tried to rise up in a weakly halfhearted effort.  It didn’t work.  Just like she’d known it wouldn’t.   
 
    Why had she risen up then? 
 
    Because it felt so good to “accidentally” push her pussy onto that hand? 
 
    Oh, she was fucked, wasn’t she? 
 
    She was so fucked.  She was so fingerfucked and more than that fucked. 
 
    The finger was so small in comparison to all the cocks that were once in that same place and yet it was doing a number on Kennedy’s mind like none of those cocks ever had. 
 
    There was no way she could admit this thing.  It wasn’t even true.  (Was it?) 
 
    She did not want to be a spank bitch! 
 
    She bet no one wanted to be a spank bitch.  And yet, they did exist.  That Tia girl was kind of proof. 
 
    Wasn’t it worse that, if she didn’t say she was one, she might be forced to have that something, that something that was impossible in this situation?  That something that shall not be named and that Sandy had just named? 
 
    Another factor was at work just below the surface of Kennedy’s thoughts.  A naughty thought.  If she declared herself a spank bitch then the lovely sensations in her pussy, sensations slid right into her pussy with each finger slide, might come to an end.   
 
    She didn’t want that! 
 
    She hated all this, of course she did, but she sure didn’t want it to end! 
 
    Ms. Trask said, “Perhaps I will help a little.  I know, I’m a member, and I, ha ha ha, should not have to lift a finger, but I don’t mind.  What is that phrase?  Many hands make light work?  One would assume that works on a smaller scale.  Thus, many fingers make light work.” 
 
    Kennedy felt something, and it made her stiffen and stretch like she was trying to reach something or get away, but she wasn’t going anywhere, and everyone knew it.   
 
    Another finger!  Two more fingers!  They felt smaller and cooler than Sandy’s when Sandy’s first entered.   
 
    So, good news, it wasn’t Ms. Trask that had been fingerfucking her.  It was Sandy, and somehow that was not nearly as bad.  She’d know Sandy ten minutes longer than Ms. Trask, right?  Sandy was her mentor and in charge of her, right? 
 
    That was the good news.  The bad news?  Now Ms. Trask was fingering her!  Now they were both fingerfucking her! 
 
    Oh, fuck!  Fuck me!  Fingerfuck me!  Now Ms. Trask was also fingerfucking her!  At the same time! 
 
    Sandy said, “I’m not sure if it will make it light work.  It’s really no work at all to spank a spank bitch and then make her orgasm.  Or to slide fingers into such a wet spank bitch pussy.  It’s so easy!  She’s so easy!  Another easy slut!  But it will make her orgasm faster and bigger.  Won’t it, spank bitch?” 
 
    Kennedy gritted her teeth and spoke through them, determined to show as little arousal as possible even now long after the horse was out of the burning barn, “No.  It won’t!” 
 
    Sandy chuckled, and the chuckle made her huge breasts bounce again on Sandy’s back, “You hear that?  She is already answering to being called a spank bitch even as she denies being one.  Talk about a lack of self-awareness!” 
 
    Ms. Trask sounded like she was getting heated up, “My fingers are so wet.  She’s drenched them.  Do you think it might help her if I had her lick her spank bitch essence from my fingers?” 
 
    Sandy said, “What a charitable idea, Ms. Trask!  You are such a thinker.  Yes, go ahead, help her out.  Let her taste the real her.” 
 
    Kennedy felt a double panic.  She didn’t want Ms. Trask’s fingers in her mouth!  She did want Ms. Trask’s fingers to stay where they were sliding patronizingly in and out of Kennedy’s spread pussy. 
 
    They should stay right where they were… until…. 
 
    Damn!  The fingers left her!  Kennedy couldn’t help groaning in frustrated arousal.  It was getting hot in here, and it was getting hard for her to think. 
 
    But Kennedy knew what was coming.  They’d said as much!  Fingers in her mouth, fingers covered with her juices.  Gross!   
 
    Sort of gross.   
 
    It should be gross.   
 
    She’d thought about tasting herself a few times in the past when masturbating.  But she never had.  It just seemed like crossing some kind of line.  Some slut line in the slut sand of a sexy slut beach. 
 
    It really was a gross idea.  And sexy.  That, too. 
 
    Oh fuck.  Kennedy felt so fucked up and so in need of being fucked.  She already was fucked, by fingers, but she felt a surge of lust and the need to be more and more fucked.   
 
    She suddenly wanted to be totally fucked.   
 
    As fucked as anyone could possibly be fucked! 
 
    Ms. Trask had come around.  Ms. Trask stuffed two wet fingers into Kennedy’s mouth.  She noticed, and Kennedy noticed at the same time that Kennedy put up no resistance.  She did not try to keep her mouth closed.   
 
    It was all Kennedy could do to keep from licking those fingers.  Those wet musky, sweet fingers.  Kennedy felt her mouth-watering.  Stupid mouth.  Ms. Trask jammed and poked them around in Kennedy’s mouth like a drunken dentist. 
 
    Ms. Trask reported to Sandy, “The spank bitch is failing to lick and suck.  Clearly, she is trying to get more spanks out of this before she will do it.” 
 
    Sandy tutted, “Poor confused spank bitch.  I guess she can have her way.  So selfish.” 
 
    Wait, what was Kennedy’s way again? 
 
    Sandy used her free hand.  She lifted it from Kennedy’s upper spine.  Kennedy wasn’t going anywhere.  She was like an ear of sexy corn on the cob, and the fingers of Ms. Trask and Sandy were the corn cob holders. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    More spanks!  Again! 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    More spanks!  Kennedy felt like she was in some endless reality loop, reliving spanks over and over. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Did they think she’d suck her pussy juice off some strange bitchy bitch’s fingers just to avoid spanks? 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    She was Army tough, dammit! 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    She wouldn’t just… give in…. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    But, sometimes… 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    … even good soldiers might need to surrender… 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    … in certain circumstances… 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Like overwhelming enemy superiority or when you ran out of ammunition. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Or when you were being spanked, hotly aroused, and were stuffed at both ends with fingers.  Yeah, like then. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Kennedy slurped and sucked at Ms. Trask’s fingers. 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Dammit!  She was doing it, wasn’t she? 
 
    Ms. Trask clarified the issue, “Little camper is being a good girl, and she’s sucking away.  So, there.  Now she knows what a spank bitch tastes like.” 
 
    Sandy’s spank hand moved across her other arm, and Kennedy felt more fingers join Sandy’s middle finger from her other hand.  Three more fingers, curled together, wider than a cock though not as long. 
 
    Kennedy groaned.  No fair.  How was she supposed to keep from cumming now? 
 
    Sandy sounded gleeful, “Oh, Ms. Trask, little camper Kennedy is even wetter now!  I wasn’t even sure that was possible!  You know why, right?  Those extra spanks.  What a spank bitch!  If you spanked her all night, she might have twenty orgasms!” 
 
    Ms. Trask sniffed, “Does the little liar even deserve them?  She can’t even admit she’s a spank bitch.” 
 
    “Oh, she can, and she will.  The biggest spank bitches have the hardest time admitting it.  Kennedy, are you ready to admit it?  You have to admit it, or we’re going to just keep trying, trying, trying until we succeed with you.” 
 
    Her defeat seemed certain.  What to do?  Kennedy unconsciously sucked on Ms. Trask’s fingers like they were a demented organic pacifier.   
 
    Kennedy had a habit of sucking on pens thoughtfully, and Ms. Trask’s fingers were serving as the pen. 
 
    Ms. Trask spoke impatiently and harshly, “Don’t be a big baby, little camper.  Tell your betters what a spank bitch you are.” 
 
    Betters?  Only Ms. Trask was her better, not Sandy.  Sandy was just a lowly server like Kennedy.  No, wait.  Neither was her better!  She was a veteran of the Army, honorably discharged!  She was better than them!   
 
    Were those really her only two choices?  Either admit she was a spank bitch or be a big baby?  Which one was worse?   
 
    Which one was truer? 
 
    But what if she was a spank bitch?   
 
    (She was a spank bitch, she knew just below her surface thoughts.) 
 
    If she was a spank bitch then both of these bitches would be her betters.  Maybe.  She guessed.  She bet there wasn’t much lower down than a spank bitch. 
 
    Sandy worked her fingers in and out, inexorably driving pleasure into Kennedy. 
 
    Ms. Trask said, “She’s such a baby.  Look at her.  She’s even sucking on my fingers like a big baby.  Long after all the special flavoring is gone!  Our little camper is a big baby.  And a spank bitch.” 
 
    That made Kennedy realize what she was doing.  She felt a spike of humiliation and nearly came.  Quickly, she opened her mouth and lifted her head to get the fingers out of her mouth. 
 
    Then her mouth was empty and open.  Ready for speech. 
 
    She guessed she better say it.  She had to say it before she was forced to have an orgasm.  She could at least avoid that humiliation, the utter humiliation of an orgasm like this, by making that humiliating statement (admission) that she was a spank bitch. 
 
    She said it, “I’m a spank bitch!” 
 
    Ms. Trask said, “That’s such a good little camper big baby spank bitch!  You did it!  You make Mommy so proud of her spank bitch!” 
 
    Kennedy could hear the big smile in Sandy’s tone, “She said it so sincerely and with great certainty and enthusiasm.  She is really embracing her new self!” 
 
    She was not!  Was she?  She had spoken louder and more honestly than she’d meant.  She wasn’t a good liar.  She liked to be honest. How could it sound so true, what she’d said? 
 
    There was only one way. 
 
    A spank bitch.  Her.  It didn’t matter that she’d never heard of a spank bitch before that night.  It was still a huge disappointment.  Self-understanding sucked!  Ignorance was bliss!  How could she get her ignorance back? 
 
    Carter and Reagan better never find out!  She hoped Sandy wouldn’t have a big mouth about this. 
 
    Ms. Trask went back to her seat, “She’s such a good girl that maybe she deserves a special treat.  Poor thing.  Just a spank bitch.  Can you imagine being so lowly?  Well, one must be kind to those less fortunate in life.  Here, make some space and put some of those wet fingers in her mouth.  She seemed to acquire a taste for spank bitch juice.” 
 
    Sandy said, “Sure, Ms. Trask, help yourself.” 
 
    Sandy’s fingers left Kennedy’s pussy, and Kennedy felt disappointment.  She was disappointed to lose them, and she was disappointed n herself that she felt that way about them. 
 
    But she felt a strange insubstantial hunger.  Those fingers were coming to her mouth. 
 
    More pussy juice wetted fingers for her mouth?  Oh, well.  It wasn’t like she hadn’t already been down that path.  She tasted all right.   
 
    Who was she fooling?  She wasn’t resigned to having to lick more of her pussy juice off of Sandy’s fingers.   
 
    She wanted it. 
 
    It was just the humiliation of having to do it that made it so… so… actually… the humiliation made it special and made her feel special in her special place.  Like finding a new room in the house you’d always lived in.   
 
    A secret room where bad things happened. 
 
    Her sexual house was expanding.  Now adding… the humiliation wing! 
 
    Wait, what was that other part of what Ms. Trask said?  That Sandy should make room, and then Sandy said Ms. Trask could help herself.  Help herself in what way?   Help herself to what? 
 
    Sandy crammed two fingers into Kennedy’s mouth.  Kennedy didn’t try to fight their entry.  She also did not try to fight her urge to lick and suck them. 
 
    Kennedy knew what they wanted from her now, at least when it came to pussy juice coated fingers, and Kennedy felt an overwhelming urge to please these manipulative bitches.   
 
    They win, she lost.  She was fine with that for the moment.  She guessed that part of being a spank bitch was losing frequently.  Shje bet psank bitches were not known as winners.  Just the opposite. 
 
    Kennedy sucked at the fingers and soaked up the humiliation and her feeling of subservience.   
 
    Then she felt hot breath.  Ms. Trask’s hot breath.  She felt the hot breath on her pussy, bare and swollen, extra swollen from the denim crotch pulled to one side pressing blood into her vulva. 
 
    Did that mean…? 
 
    It happened! 
 
    Oh, God!  Oh, fuck! 
 
    Ms. Trask was licking her!  Ms. Trask was licking her pussy! 
 
    Sandy still had the middle finger of one hand up Kennedy’s pussy.  Only her one hand, the hand with more wet fingers, had left to journey to Kennedy’s mouth.  Ms. Trask licked around Sandy’s pussy-inserted finger.  She licked up and down Kennedy’s labial lips.   
 
    The sensation was uncanny to Kennedy.   
 
    She’d never had her pussy licked while nearly on all fours or by a woman. 
 
    Or while over another woman’s lap.   
 
    Or after getting spanked.   
 
    Or while licking her own pussy juice off female fingers. 
 
    Sandy’s other hand had three fingers speared into Kennedy’s mouth, and Kennedy found herself sucking at them desperately like that would somehow help her out.  Having fingers inserted at both ends while laying over a lap made Kennedy feel ever so helpless. 
 
    The helplessness and the physical sensations joined as one beast of lust. 
 
    Kennedy’s lust made her even more helpless.  She was no longer in control of herself.  Her lust was.  She was helpless to do anything other than take it, any kind of it, because she wanted it. 
 
    Kennedy was a double prisoner.  She was a prisoner of these two bitches and she was a prisoner of her own lust. 
 
    But she wouldn’t be a prisoner for long. 
 
    Her own lust would break her out.  But not in a good or effective way.  It would be like a prisoner breaking out of one prison through an adjoining wall to a worse prison.   
 
    Kennedy felt it. Her big break-out was coming.  The walls were crumbling.  The siren was blaring in her head, and she felt as blind as someone staring into a searchlight. 
 
    Ms. Trask licked and licked and then sucked a labial lip into her mouth to give in some intense suction.  Sandy wiggled her pussy-inserted middle finger. 
 
    Kennedy orgasmed, howling a gurgling howl around Sandy’s three fingers.  She lifted her ass a little and thrust back on the finger and Ms. Trask’s face.  She bounced her ass up and down, and her back lifted Sandy’s huge breasts, which then slapped back down onto her back like warmed oversize water balloons. 
 
    Ms. Trask gave up the licking, not appreciating her face getting mashed, “Look at the spank bitch go!” 
 
    Sandy sounded out of breath as she rode out Kennedy’s orgasmic storm and kept fingering her, “That’s how it goes with these spank bitches.  They cum big, and they cum biggest after the hardest spankings.  She’s got a lot more spanking and orgasms to look forward to.  This week alone.  Tell your friends, we’ve got a new spank bitch at Juicy’s Big Box.  A real juicy one who lives up to the name.” 
 
    “I’d like to keep her all to myself, but, yes, one must share the spank bitch resources.  As the good citizen I am.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    …until Book 2… 
 
      
 
    *What happened to Carter while Kennedy succumbed in the VIP Room?  How “happy” was happy hour? 
 
    *Will Carter and her trainer, Viv, get along… or will they get along too well? 
 
    *Will the free sisters see one another fall prey to lesbian trickery? 
 
    *What will happen after the club closes?  How far can the heterosexual sisters be led off the path? 
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    Also, I'm open to working in suggestions! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Available Books 
 
    “She’ll Take All Three Sisters” series: 
 
    Book 1:  SHE’LL TAKE ALL THREE SISTERS 
 
    Three sisters and one dominant Mistress.  Kennedy Klein, newly discharged from the Army, learns from her older sister, Carter, that their younger sister, Reagan, is incommunicado in the big city of Denver, Colorado.  An attempted visit reveals that Reagan is a submissive in a lesbian relationship with a much older woman.  Kennedy and Carter go undercover at a lesbian strip club to save Reagan. But Mistress Sadie knows!  Can Mistress Sadie dominate all three sisters? 
 
    “Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard” series: 
 
    Book 1:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 
 
    Bellamy must protect a rich young predatorial lesbian seductress whose “social activities” are the seduction of straight women and making enemies!  Dorothe is ravenously hungry to seduce as many women as she can and is delighting in making more enemies, seductions Bellamy will have to witness and enemies she will have to battle.  Dorothe’s mother warns Bellamy that Dorothe will try to seduce her as well.  Sometimes forewarning doesn’t help…. 
 
    Book 2:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 2 
 
    Bellamy Wood, ex-cop private detective, reluctantly persuaded to be a personal bodyguard, is on a year-long contract to guard a spoiled young adult socialite, bratty Dorothe Gerbach.  The problems are many:  Dorothe’s many enemies, Dorothe’s penchant for making more enemies, and Dorothe’s passion as a predatory lesbian seductress who wants to add Bellamy to her stable of submissive women who will do anything for her. 
 
    Book 3: LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 3 
 
    Wealthy spoiled socialite, Dorothe Gerbach, has seduced and dominated her new lovely bodyguard, ex-cop Bellamy Wood.  Can Dorothe keep Bellamy submissive?  Can Bellamy break free from Dorothe’s willpower, or will she succumb further, losing more of her independence while increasing her orgasms significantly?  What new seductress ploys will Dorothe unleash on Bellamy to tame her to make her perform new sexual tricks? 
 
    Book 4:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 4 
 
    Ex-cop and current bodyguard, Bellamy Wood, is under rich young heiress Dorothe’s sexual spell.  Bellamy’s younger-than-her Mistress orders Bellamy to seduce and dominate the new sexiest female police officer in the Philadelphia Police Department, Rosetta Wright.  Dorothe wants a second submissive bodyguard!  Bellamy genuinely likes Rosetta Wright and Rosetta’s hero is Bellamy.  Will Bellamy do Ms. Wright wrong? 
 
    Book 5:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 5 
 
    Bellamy Wood, ex-cop and current submissive bodyguard, reports back to her young adult Mistress, heiress, Dorothe Gerbach, after her successful seduction of a lovely police officer.  Dorothe intends to reward Bellamy in three ways.  The catch is that her rewards often seem like punishments. Dorothe lucks into an opportunity to seduce and dominate a heterosexual mother and her adult heterosexual daughter, back and forth, simultaneously! Can she pull it off?   
 
    Book 6:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 6 
 
    Dominant lesbian seductress, Dorothe, and her newly subservient bodyguard, Bellamy, survived a deadly attack by Noelle who was trying to protect her little sister from Dorothe’s sexual dominance. Noelle is badly wounded and under house arrest.  Dorothe decides it is time to seduce and dominate Noelle as well.  Noelle won’t be so dangerous if Dorothe can add her to Dorothe’s lesbian harem!  Will Noelle’s little sister, Lara, betray Noelle and assist in Noelle’s seduction? 
 
    Book 7:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 7 
 
    The dominant lesbian seductress dominated and took sexual advantage of the sexy Bulgarian maid and now she wants a second helping of her favorite Bulgarian dish.  Will Ekaterina be just as vulnerable or even more susceptible?  Can Dorothe make Ekaterina and Bellamy work together for orgasms?  What happens when Ekaterina’s beautiful American supervisor investigates and intervenes?  Can Dorothe turn her good intentions into absolute submission? 
 
    Book 8:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 8 
 
    Mistress Dorothe has big plans, and her newly tamed and submissive bodyguard, Bellamy, is a star in those plans whether she wants to be or not.  The Lesbian Seductress plans to add to her lesbian harem the hard way by deceiving a black giantess Mistress who hates her and stealing away her top sub, Mistress Dorothe’s “the one that got away,” Flower.  Can Mistress Dorothe pull off her plan?  Can Bellamy submit to new dark sexual delights?  
 
      
 
    Book 9:   LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 9 
 
    Newly and reluctantly submissive bodyguard, Bellamy Wood, wakes up after hard sex at the BDSM party and seems stuck with a new giant black mistress, Mistress Charanda, bigger and crueler than Mistress Dorothe.  Charanda intends to keep Bellamy and her little friend, too, Emily.  Bellamy intends to get away but, if she can, will it only move her from the sexual frying pan into the sexual fire of further submission to Mistress Dorothe? 
 
    Book 10:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 10 
 
    Mother’s Day is just a couple days away and Mistress Dorothe knows exactly what she wants to give her mother.  Or who.  She’s decided she wants her mother to have a live-in sex maid who will serve her entire life pleasing Dorothe’s mother and laboring for her in both the most twisted and the most menial of ways.  The young woman she’s chosen doesn’t know her fate yet and sure hasn’t agreed to it.  Can Mistress Dorothe compel the sweet and sexy Bulgarian Maid, Ekaterina, to give up all her freedoms just to please Dorothe’s mother who she has never met? 
 
    Book 11:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 11 
 
    Mistress Dorothe wants to lure pretty redheaded police officer, Rosetta Wright, into her web of lesbian domination.  She wants a new member for her lesbian harem and she wants Rosetta’s total sexual submission!  That isn’t what Rosetta wants so only one of them can get what they want.  Who will it be?  Rosetta comes to Mistress Dorothe’s honeymoon suite in the hotel for her second interview to become a high-paid bodyguard for the lesbian seductress.  Her idol, Bellamy Wood, is Mistress Dorothe’s first bodyguard and Bellamy will conduct the interview.  It will be unlike any interview ever done before! 
 
    Book 12:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 12 
 
    A sexy young adult police officer, redheaded Rosetta walked into Mistress Dorothe's honey trap honeymoon suite for her second job interview to become a female bodyguard for the wealthy socialite.  Since walking in, she’s done very little walking!  Well, not on two feet….  Exactly how, cough cough, in-depth is this interview?  Mistress Dorothe is about to make her grand entrance!  What does Mistress Dorothe intend to do to her?  To her body, to her mind, and to her soul? 
 
      
 
    Book 13:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 13 
 
    Police Officer Rosetta Wright comes back to her senses in the honeymoon suite honey trap of Mistress Dorothe.  Or does she?  Mistress Dorothe is not done with her and Rosetta is far too aroused and submissive and cooperative for her own good.  Mistress Dorothe wants her to commit to signing a contract.  Can Rosetta resist committing herself to a life as Mistress Dorothe’s second submissive bodyguard?  Mistress Dorothe likes to have multiple irons in the fire and she has scheduled the new maid, Josefina, for seduction and domination. Can Mistress Dorothe dominate another maid? 
 
      
 
    Book 14:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 14 
 
    The new maid, Josefina, succumbed once to Mistress Dorothe’s advances and what a once it was!  Terrible and wonderful at the same time.  Josefina isn’t even a lesbian!  If she was, she would not want to be a submissive one and would want nothing to do with a racist.  But it is what it is.  It happened.  Now what?  Mistress Dorothe no longer has the element of surprise and Josefina has no intention of submitting again.  However, Dorothe has many other elements other than surprise on her side…. 
 
      
 
    Book 15:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 15 
 
    An extra-long extended book to cover all the nasty action!  Dominant lesbian temptress, young Mistress Dorothe, has another wicked seduction plan in motion.  She seduced and dominated the new maid, lovely Josefina, and now she wants a second maid.  Where can she get another sexy subservient maid?  She assumes Josefina has a beautiful friend she can force Josefina to trick into walking into Dorothe’s trap.  She assumes right but a big surprise is in store! 
 
      
 
    Book 16:  LESBIAN SEDUCTRESS’S FEMALE BODYGUARD 16 
 
    Mistress Dorothe’s plots to give a human being as a gift to her dominant lesbian mom.  Will sexy Ekaterina, the gift in question go through with it?  Mistress Dorothe has her new subby maids, Josefina and Valeri, report for rough sexual duty.  They are required to go become strippers at a nasty lesbian strip club.  Sending them to try out and be tried out at the strip club clears the way for Mistress Dorothe to have Josefina’s mother seduced!  On Mother’s Day! 
 
      
 
    Book 17:  A FRESH NEW SEXUAL DOMINATION 
 
    Will publicly and pubic-ly shamed Philadelphia Police Officer Rosetta Wright show up to serve as nude bodyguard for her spoiled young Mistress?  What will her police family do about it now that they know their beloved daughter and sister is a dominated submissive?  There is a possible obstruction in the form of the new lovely member of hotel management.  When Mistress Dorothe runs into a problem like her, she smashes it into submission.  Can she make the problem beauty into a sexual asset? 
 
      
 
    Book 18:  THE FINAL SUBMISSION 
 
    Mistress Dorothe intends to make the mother of a different sex maid become yet another sex maid for her.  Bringing mothers and daughters closer together, that’s Mistress Dorothe’s idea of altruism.  Will Regina follow her daughter, Josefina’s, path into submission?  Everyone’s ultimate fate is revealed and sealed!  A big, long, savage, sexy, surprising, orgasmic, nasty, arousing, kinky, wicked, bizarre, passionate, character-driven, action-packed grand finale to the series. 
 
      
 
    “Seducing the Mother and Daughter House Sitters” series: 
 
    Book 1:  SEDUCING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 
 
    A beautiful mother and her pretty coed daughter agree to house sit at the island mansion of the daughter's new college friend, Bella.  It seems like a dream come true but then Bella's twin sister, Stella, shows up.  She is arrogant and demanding and intent on seducing both the mother and the daughter.  Can she turn the mother and daughter into full service anything goes servants? 
 
    Book 2:  TEMPTING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 
 
    Stella, the bratty young heiress, has the mother and daughter, Angie and Eliza, off balance and beginning to serve her will.  All that Angie and Eliza want is to finish the mansion sitting job on the beautiful island.  All Stella wants is to be their sexual Mistress for life.  Can Stella enforce her will on the mom and daughter and make them want what she wants? 
 
    Book 3:  DOMINATING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 
 
    Angie saw her daughter, Eliza, sexually pleasing Mistress Stella on the speed boat before it went out of view. But Stella had seduced Angie that same morning!  What is Mistress Stella up to?  What really happened on that boat trip? Most importantly, who does Mistress Stella like the most, the mom or the daughter?  Mistress Stella can't have both!  Can she...? 
 
    Book 4:  CONQUERING THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTER HOUSE SITTERS 
 
    Angie Klauson and her daughter Eliza were sexually dominated by the rich adult brat Stella and it certainly caused a new family dynamic.  It's good to share but maybe not sexually.  Now Stella's twin, Bella, is coming to the island.  Is she different than Stella or will she have the same outrageous expectations?  Do they want her to be different?  What is the awesome fate of the mother and daughter? 
 
    “Tramp Pauline” series: 
 
    Book 1:  TRAMP PAULINE 
 
    Pauline is a responsible young shift manager at Fine Burgers. She tries to help a female coworker, Valentina, who is getting dominated every shift by a lesbian coworker. When domme Melody learns Pauline is trying to take away her submissive girl she decides the perfect consequence is to turn the attempted minus one into a plus one. Can Melody be a Mistress for her own Shift Manager? 
 
    Book 2:  TRAMP PAULINE TRIES TO BOUNCE BACK 
 
    Pauline was sexually dominated by a girl she supervises, her new Mistress Melody, who gave her the nickname Tramp Pauline.  Pauline does not want to live up to that name but Mistress Melody wants her to live up to it in every way including bouncing naked on a trampoline for her coworkers. Pauline wants to be a good girl and Melody wants her to be a tramp.  Can they compromise at “good tramp”? 
 
    “Black Dominatrix Neighbor” series: 
 
    Book 1:  BLACK DOMINATRIX NEIGHBOR 
 
    Zahra is a middle-aged overweight black woman who has no business seducing and dominating her new young sexy white neighbor girl. Unless she makes it her business. Domination suits Zahra fine but is sexual submission right for Lainey? Lainey tries to be a good neighbor and tries to be friendly with her much older African-American neighbor lady. Maybe Lainey tries a little too hard.... 
 
    Book 2:  TOO BAD TO BE TRUE 
 
    Zahra thinks she has sexual control over Lainey but Lainey thinks differently.  Lainey still thinks she is heterosexual, not submissive, and that interracial sex is not for her.  The nerve of some young and pretty white women!  The apartment building it buzzing with rumors about Zahra and Lainey. Lainey has a plan to deny and defuse the rumors.  Zahra has a plan to confirm them.  And to share Lainey! 
 
    Book 3:  SEXUAL REPARATIONS IN THE BIG CITY 
 
    Lainey tried to free herself of one Black Mistress only to find herself serving three much older Black Mistresses.  All of them older than her Mom!  They have all sorts of new duties and bizarre orders for Lainey. Including to have her best friend, Mallory, come visit her and to set up Mallory to be brought under their control!  Lainey is a loyal friend... but maybe these new duties would be easier shared.... 
 
    Book 4:  MALLORY'S INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DOMINATION 
 
    Zahra found Lainey's brunette friend, Mallory, very attractive.  Mallory does not like Zahra though even without knowing how she treats poor Lainey. Zahra would like to make Mallory eat her smarty-pants words and eat something else also.  Maybe Lainey and Mallory could both be sexy goldmine earners for Zahra.  Can Zahra against all odds, make that happen? 
 
      
 
    “Impossible Seduction” series: 
 
    1.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION ONE:  VOYEUR MOTHER AND DAUGHTER SEDUCED 
 
    Three beautiful all-female families are moved into a secluded gated community for a unique opportunity to model together.  However, all is not as it seems.  The two bull dyke photographers actually have a contract and a plan to seduce and tame them all in order to supply them to Saudi harems in return for riches.  The plan takes shape and progress is made. 
 
    2.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION TWO:  PEEKING MOTHER AND DAUGHTER DOMINATED 
 
    Megan watched what happened with Naomi's daughter Abigail.  Now we find out what Naomi saw when she watched over Megan's daughter, Kaia.  What will the bull dyke Lydia do with Kaia?  Is there anything Naomi can do? What will the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia do with Abigail who they now have in their clutches in the privacy of their home for hours? 
 
    3.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION THREE:  A TALE OF LESBIAN TAMING TWO MILFS 
 
    The dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia investigates who made the noise that ruined Lydia's final seduction of Kaia.  It was two of the MILFs! They see that Megan peeped at Gretchen and Naomi peeped at Lydia and even had the nerve to interrupt her!  They also see how aroused the MILFs became watching.  Now it is their turn to experience lesbian domination! 
 
    4. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FOUR:  JANELLE VS. REDHEAD MOTHER AND DAUGHTER 
 
    Janelle, a once famous model and now the sexual pawn of the dominant dyke team of Gretchen and Lydia, must carry out their assignment to separately seduce both Brooke and Bridget Finn. Janelle must do it to avoid a dark fate but finds she likes it.  Brooke also finds she likes it on the other end of things. 
 
    5.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION FIVE:  SEDUCED VIA LESBIAN HOME INVASION 
 
    Janelle has left the Finn home with Brooke and Bridget in disarray. Gretchen and Lydia saw on their hidden cameras how aroused and ready Bridget is and they mean to take full advantage.  But, to do so, they'll need to engage in some lesbian home invasion.  Fine by them!  Plus, more psychological manipulation and domination of Megan Reynolds. 
 
    6. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SIX:  THE EROTIC EVIL CONSPIRACY 
 
    The dominants Gretchen and Lydia invite Abigail over and its an invitation she cannot refuse.  She isn't sure if she wants to.  They seek to isolate her further and make her ever more dependent on their demanding orders.  Megan wants to escape the gated community.  She thinks so. Pretty sure.  But she needs a permission slip from the dominants to leave.  What must she do for it or because of it? 
 
    7.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION SEVEN: WICKED MANIPULATION BY DOMINANT LESBIAN NEIGHBORS 
 
    Megan, mother of three lovely blonde daughters, decided to leave the gated community that is feeling like a prison. But she had to get past the black lesbian prison parolee “security guards” to escape. They know the phrase that means Megan must obey them.  Janelle, the disgraced former supermodel learns her dark fate.  Brooke serves the dominant lesbian neighbors. 
 
    8. IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION EIGHT:  DOMINANT LESBIANS DOMINATE REDHEADED MOM AND DAUGHTER 
 
    The cruel wicked dommes Gretchen and Lydia seek to complete their control over the redheaded all-female family, the mother and daughter, Brooke and Bridget Finn.  They want to drive them apart from each other while driving them further in to the grip of submission, so submissive that they cannot escape.  More than that, they want to train both of them to orgasm from pain! 
 
    9.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 9:  DOMINANT LESBIANS TARGET THE FINAL PIERSON GIRL FOR SEDUCTION AND DOMINATION 
 
    Evil Gretchen and Nasty Lydia have more seducing to complete.  Harmony is still innocent.  Her mom and her little sister have already fallen and are submissively following the twisted bizarre orders of Gretchen and Lydia.  Will Harmony join her mom and her little sister in submissive servitude?  Can Gretchen and Lydia complete an oh so dirty “clean sweep” of the Pierson family? 
 
    10.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 10:  SEDUCTION AND DOMINATION AND SUBMISSION AS THE DOMINANTS GO AFTER THE BLONDE DAUGHTERS 
 
    Gretchen and Lydia, the evil lesbian dominants, have blonde mother Megan Reynolds under their control.  Now they want her three daughters!  They decide to make the mother help out!  Can Megan resist or will she cooperate?  Megan and Janelle also need to keep sexually satisfying the much younger black lesbian guards.  What is planned for Megan's daughters Lilliana, Julissa, and Kaia? 
 
      
 
    11.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 11:  TWO OF THE BLONDE DAUGHTERS ARE IN THE HOUSE OF THE DOMINANTS.  CAN THEY ESCAPE WITH THEIR LESBIAN VIRGINITY? 
 
    Dominant lesbian Gretchen had the middle blonde daughter right where she wants her.  Right between her legs!  Julissa still struggles for independence and against her own arousal.  Meanwhile her older sister, Lilliana, is in the basement with the other photographer, the oh so dominant Lydia.  Lilliana is older than her sister and Lydia is even less attractive than Gretchen.  Will it matter? 
 
    12.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 12:  YOUNG ADULT KAIA'S INTERRACIAL LESBIAN DATE WITH DARK SUBMISSION 
 
    Of the three mothers and six daughters, only Kaia has not been seduced, dominated, tamed and trained.  Kaia, the youngest blonde daughter, is the final hold out.  Kaia's compromised mom forces her to go on a “friendship date” with Quiesha, one of the ex-felon black lesbian guards.  Quiesha has expectations for this date to be a very friendly “friendship date” indeed! 
 
    13.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 13:  KAIA'S INTERRACIAL DATE BECOMES A THREESOME AND SHE SUBMITS TO DOMINATION FROM MISTRESS LYDIA 
 
    Young adult Kaia, still only a teenager, is in the middle of “friendship date” with a black girl that had gotten far too friendly. Her own mom set her up for this dark seduction and Kaia was defenseless.  Now, after having submitted to dominant Quiesha, Kaia has a new Mistress and she is even more defenseless!  Quiesha intends to share her with the giantess Ladonne and wicked Lydia. 
 
    14.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 14:  NEW LESBIANS TAMED AND TRAINED BY NEIGHBOR MISTRESSES, BLACK LESBIAN DOMINATION OF SUBMISSIVE BLONDES 
 
    The entire blonde all-female Reynolds family are stuck in a submissive sexual fog that keeps getting thicker and more compromising.  Megan Reynolds and her youngest daughter, Kaia, are both being sexually used inside the black lesbian guards' house.  Megan's two eldest daughters, Lilliana and Julissa, are stuck in the house of the dominant photographers just a few houses away from them. 
 
    15.  IMPOSSIBLE SEDUCTION 15:  YOUNGER AND OLDER LESBIANS, DOMINATION AND SUBMISSION, MOMS SUBMIT SEXUALLY 
 
    The grand finale conclusion of the Impossible Seduction Saga!  Not all the submissives really think they are submissive!  Also, the dominants require more and more and go to further extremes.  Could they go too far and spark a rebellion?  Can the dominants keep all three all-female families entirely under their sexual control?  Will the mothers have sex with each other's daughters? 
 
    “A Lesbian Orientation” series: 
 
    1.  CARA TRIES TO BE A GOOD EXAMPLE 
 
    Cara agrees to live with Mindy Short in order to be a positive example to her regarding the benefits of heterosexuality versus Mindy's lesbian nature.  Instead of Cara having a positive influence on Mindy, the opposite occurs, and Mindy begins to influence Cara in dark negative sexual ways.  What can Mindy change about Cara? 
 
    2. CARA'S LESBIAN SEDUCTION 
 
    Mindy's influence over Cara expands as Mindy completes her lesbian seduction of the former prom queen.  And more!  Mindy doesn't just want Cara's submission.  She wants to show her total control by making Cara become her human sex pet!  Can Cara keep her humanity? 
 
    3.  CARA BECOMES HER ROOMMATE'S LESBIAN PET 
 
    Mindy has decided her little “good example” Cara should be kept naked, wear a collar, even wear a “tail”, and act like a doggy.  She also has decided to share Cara with others for sex.  What does Cara think about that?  And... does Mindy care?  Will Cara admit Mindy is her Owner? 
 
    “Teen Lesbians Taking Over” series: 
 
    1.  TAKING OVER MRS. GREENWAY: 
 
    Mrs. Greenway discovers that Cara, who she sent to influence Mindy Short, has instead been influenced.  Mindy discovers it was Mrs. Greenway, that sexy MILF, who set up Cara to live with her.  Mrs. Greenway wants to kick Mindy out of school.  Mindy wants to sexually take over Mrs. Greenway.  Who will win? 
 
    2.  TAMING MRS. GREENWAY 
 
    Mindy wants Joan to be another sex pet for her, to be her little “Pet Joannie”, another human doggy.  She also wants to make Joan do lots of things, wicked things, even things involving Joan's lovely young adult daughter. Will Joan stand up to her... or stay down on all fours? 
 
    3.  TAKING OVER AUBREE 
 
    Aubree, Joan's lovely administrative assistant, has come across Joan in a compromised position.  Mindy orders Joan to seduce Aubree to protect the young dominant lesbians on campus.  Will Joan do it?  Will she succeed? Will Aubree escape or... like it? 
 
    4.  OWNING AUBREE 
 
    Aubree is a young mother who still breast feeds her little daughter. Mmm, breast milk!  The teenage lesbian dominants are fascinated. They have naughty plans for Aubree.  They already have a few sex pets, all of them human doggies.  How about a pet human cow?  Can Aubree avoid a fate of extreme submission? 
 
    5.  TAKING OVER TANYA... AND HER NEIGHBOR TOO 
 
    Mindy likes the idea of owning a sexy African-American woman.  Tanya, a Director on campus, would be perfect!  Mindy wants to take her over sexually and give her to her friends as a pet.  What kind of pet?  Tanya has a big backyard perfect for a horsey!  One horsey is not enough. Maybe they should tame Tanya's neighbor also? 
 
    6.  TAKING OVER TANYA'S STEP-NIECE 
 
    When the dominant teen lesbian coeds learn about Tanya's step-niece, Takira, and see how lovely she is, they decide to expand the herd!  They trick her into moving in to “The Ranch” they've turned Tanya's house into.  Can Takira resist their dark plans and their sexual racism?  Can Takira save Tanya from domination?  Or will Takira be sexually domesticated like her step-aunt? 
 
    7.  TAKIRA'S NEW WHITE MISTRESSES 
 
    The white Mistresses want to make permanent a dominant hold over Takira.  Can they pull it off with Takira is on her guard?  Can Takira resist?  The dominants have a plan.  So does Takira!  Only one plan can win.  Takira has nothing in common with them. They are her opposites in all things including skin color. But dominants and submissives are opposites and opposites do attract one another.... 
 
    8.  ADDING CORAL TO THE CORRAL 
 
    The dominant teen lesbian coeds, Deb and Shan, are gluttons for lust and greedy for domination. They want more and more!  Will Butterscotch help them sexually trap her friend's daughter?  Can the doms tame and train Coral before she leaves for college?  Can they really just keep getting away with making independent heterosexual women into obedient lesbian sex ponies?  Can they add Coral to the corral? 
 
    9. TAKING OVER TAKIRA'S MOM 
 
    The teen lesbian coed domination team of Deb and Shan have Takira under their sexual control as a sex pony.  They sure would like to have a mother and daughter team working together in tandem.  The young white dommes have the perfect secret weapon in the conspiracy of seducing and taming Takira's mother.  Her own daughter! 
 
    10.  CORAL GETS FULLY CORRALLED 
 
    Lovely blonde coed Coral ran into a tough situation.  Dominant hillbilly lesbians that wanted to make her into a sex pony!  They tricked her and took full advantage of her.  They even claimed they were her Owners and renamed her Coral Corral!  Coral totally disagrees with this assigned fate and has decided to put a stop to the craziness.  The Owners, however, have very much decided to put a continuation to it!  Owned by them! Forever! 
 
    11.  TAMED AND TRAINED BY LESBIAN HILLBILLIES 
 
    The African-American mother and daughter pair, Kalindi and Takira, have been seduced, dominated, and tamed by two white coed lesbian hillbillies. They've been treated like sex animals, a donkey and a pony, and have learned to be addicted to it.  Now the dommes want to take them even further!  Why not have them betray two of Takira's lovely friends who can also join the growing herd of lesbian lust?  Kalindi and Takira are reluctant to do that but the hillbillies are experts at overcoming reluctance. 
 
    12.  SEDUCING AND TAMING NALA 
 
    Takira and Kalindi Bushrod invite Takira’s longtime friends, Nala and Atasha, to come live with them at The Ranch.  They think the Bushrods are being altruistic.  The mother and daughter, conflicted but newly obedient to their white hillbilly Owners, actually intend to help seduce, tame, and lesbian train the two young cuties.  Can Kalindi Bushrod overcome their age gap and Nala’s understandable reluctance and take her for a wild orgasmic ride? 
 
      
 
    13.  RIDDEN HARD IN THE BACK YARD 
 
    The two lovely young adult friends, Nala and Atasha, have moved in with the African-American mother and daughter pair, the Bushrods, who they thought were being kind but actually have wicked plans for them at the behest of the Bushrods’ white Owners.  Daughter Bushrod is out to seduce Atasha but, can she do it in public out at the mall?  Mother Bushrod seeks to cement her new sexual control of Nala by taking her for an after-midnight ride in the back yard. 
 
      
 
    14.  DOUBLE SEDUCTION DOUBLE DOMINATION 
 
    The mother and daughter team, Kalindi and Takira Bushrod, are reluctant black seductresses controlled by white hillbilly lesbian dommes.  They must obey their sexual Owners and seduce and dominate their lovely passionate friends, Nala and Atasha. Now they have to do it at the same time in the same house and they must be more seductive and more dominant than ever before.  Can they ensnare their friends despite reluctance, make them sexually submit, and make them ready to be sexual servants to whites?   
 
      
 
    15.  TEEN LESBIANS TAKING OVER 15 
 
    The mother and daughter pair, the Bushrods, have seduced and sexed best friends Nala and Atasha but noW the Owners are arriving! The white hillbilly coeds want fresh mounts! Will the mother and daughter Bushrods continue to cooperate with the Owners against their beloved friends? Will Nala and Atasha fall for it all and fall right into the same interracial sexual trap that the Bushrods are stuck in? 
 
      
 
    16.  TAMING AND TRAINING A NEW MOTHER AND DAUGHTER 
 
    Owners Deb and Shan have wicked plan to bring a new mother and daughter in range of their dominant lesbian clutches. Margot Dillon and her daughter, Kinsley, have a new landscaping contract at The Ranch. Little do they know who they’ve contracted with. A contract with dominating lesbian hillbillies is as bad as a contract with the Devil himself. Can Deb and Shan seduce and dominate the mother with the daughter nearby? Can Deb and Shan seduce and dominate the daughter with the mother nearby? 
 
    17.  KINSLEY’S KINKY LESBIAN THREESOME 
 
    The lesbian hillbilly coeds hatched a new plan to turn a mother and daughter lawn care business team, Margot and Kinsley Dillon, into obedient mother and daughter lesbian Owned servants. Deb and Shan decide to cut one of the Dillons out of the two-person mother and daughter herd. Divided, the Dillons are vulnerable.  Together, the hillbillies are nasty and demanding unstoppable dommes. 
 
    18.  DOMME ON THE MOM 
 
    A night of sexual punishment and ruthless sex addicted Kinsley and forced her to give up her freedom. She has agreed with dark eagerness that the hillbillies Own her but may not really know what that means.  Kinsley also hopes to keep her mom from finding out about her daughter and has no idea her new Owners are targeting her mom. 
 
    “Lesbian Stalker's Pets” series: 
 
    1.  LAURI'S LESBIAN STALKER BECOMES HER ROOMMATE 
 
    Mindy uses her control over Joan Greenway to force her to reassign Lauri Hayward to live with Mindy's dominant lesbian friend Rosalie. Rosalie has been stalking Lauri.  Now with Lauri conveniently forced to live with her can she seduce and dominate the beauty despite Lauri being a brown belt in jujitsu? 
 
    2.  LESBIAN STALKER'S PET ROOMMATES 
 
    Rosalie has entrapped Lauri into losing a bet meaning Lauri, like the third roommate Pet Mia, must be her sexual pet. For twenty-four hours.  Rosalie wants to Own Lauri body and soul forever!  Can Rosalie get Lauri to agree to be her pet for longer, much longer?  Will Lauri like being submissive to her bully stalker? 
 
    3.  LESBIAN STALKER PET TRAINS HER ROOMMATE'S BEST FRIEND 
 
    Lauri has a close friend, Francesca, living close by and has been in secret contact with her.  Rosalie finds out and also finds out how beautiful the Italian immigrant is.  Mindy and Rosalie concoct a crazy plan to use Francesca's caring good will and loyal friendship against her.  Can Rosalie manage to seduce this incredible hottie? 
 
    4.  LESBIAN STALKER STALKS AGAIN 
 
    Anne-Marie, the rules enforcing authority on the dorm floor, receives a noise complaint about Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room. The sound of loud sex!  Anne-Marie investigates thinking where there's sex there must be boys violating dorm code.  Anne-Marie sure won't find any boys... but she will find lots of sex.... 
 
    5.  LESBIAN STALKER ON THE PROWL 
 
    One of Rosalie's neighbors, Tina, hears the noise of loud female orgasms from Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker's dorm room causing her to lose sleep. When Tina takes matters into her own hands will Rosalie take Tina into her own Owner hands?  If she can “handle” Tina what kind of sexual human animal will she have, literally, on her hands? 
 
    6.  LESBIAN STALKER HUNTING 
 
    Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker goes on the hunt to drag down Anne-Marie into sexual submission.  Her stalking reaches new levels of extremity.  Rosalie hunts her down and brings her down in the campus library!  Rosalie also wants to establish total control over her neighbor Tina.  She first took sexual control over Tina in her own room and now she goes for a repeat in Tina's home territory.   
 
    7.  LESBIAN STALKER'S EVIL TRAP 
 
    Anne-Marie has escaped Rosalie the Lesbian Stalker but it is a Pyrrhic victory.  A few more like that and she'll be a lesbian pet!  She can't seem to get Rosalie out of her mind. Meanwhile, Rosalie has a plan to stop Tina's roommates from complaining about the sound of loud female orgasms emitting from Rosalie's dorm room. The plan is to make them just as guilty!  No such thing as too many pets! 
 
    “Lesbian Seduction Conspiracy” series: 
 
    1.  CONSPIRACY TO SEDUCE 
 
    Mindy Short is obsessed with seducing and taming Emilia. Emilia, set up by Joan who is Director of Campus Housing and Student Orientation, will have to live in a dorm with Mindy. Before then Mindy worries Joan may warn Emilia.  Can she totally compromise Joan? 
 
    2. THE TRAP 
 
    Emilia Greenway and her best friend, Charlotte, arrive on campus but are forced to dorm apart not knowing they are each rooming with dominant lesbians who have dark plans for them.  Can their friendship and working together save them from a fate of sexual submission and keep them from becoming human set pets? 
 
    3.  TAKING OVER CHARLOTTE 
 
    The teenage lesbian dominants are seducing Emilia Greenway and her lovely friend Charlotte too.  Divided they fall! Seduction is not enough. Domination is not enough.  They want to Own them both.  They want them to be human pets!  Dominant lesbian roommates know how to trick Charlotte into intense lesbian experiences.  They have a plan to make her into a new variety of sex pet. 
 
    4.  TOO TOGETHER 
 
    The teenage lesbian dominants want Emilia and Charlotte to be their sexual pets forever and always.  But... will they give in to the domination and their own submissiveness?  If they do, what kind of pets will they be made into?  Will this shared submission actually bring them closer together? 
 
    “Seduced Trophy Wives” series: 
 
    1.  TAKING THE TROPHY WIVES 
 
    Four trophy wife friends living in the same neighborhood notice a suspicious vehicle following them and then bizarre strangers move into the mansion for sale near them.  These two look like escapees from a porn movie! The new neighbors have lesbian seduction in mind for the four married friends.  Can they resist? 
 
    2.  TAMING THE TROPHY WIVES 
 
    The strangers are making inroads into breaking up the friendships of the four trophy wives, turning them against one another, and turning them into obedient subservients for the dominant lesbians.  Can the trophy wives stop the dominoes from falling since they are the dominoes? 
 
    3.  TRAINING THE TROPHY WIVES 
 
    The stranger dominant lesbians' dark plans for the trophy wives are coming closer and closer to fruition.  Can those seduced recover their dignity in time?  Can the last holdout of the trophy wives stay faithful to her husband?  What exactly do the two dominant lesbians plan to do to and with them? 
 
    “Gift Cards for Lesbian Seduction” series: 
 
    1.  MOTHER-IN-LAW'S GIFT CARDS FOR LESBIAN SEDUCTION 
 
    Maddy's bitchy mother-in-law to be gives her and her sister, Bailey, gift cards for a free “Ultimate Massage”.  When the two beautiful blonde sisters go to the massage parlor, they find it run down and operated by a stern Asian woman and two huge black masseuses.  It turns out the “Ultimate Massage” involves bondage and domination but Maddy and Bailey learn that too late to avoid their awful fate. 
 
    2. LIKING IT WAY TOO MUCH 
 
    The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, are stuck in the interracial lesbian massage parlor from Hell.  They are also trapped enjoying the shocking and sensual sexual acts they are drawn into by the African-American masseuses and the older Asian dominatrix.  The three minority members are dominant lesbian seductresses determined to make the blondes obey and like it. 
 
    3.  PURSUED BY INTERRACIAL LESBIAN SEDUCTION 
 
    The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, have been dominated by black and Asian lesbian seductresses at a run-down massage parlor. But... all good things must come to an end.  Or... will they?  Maddy and Bailey are pursued by memories of exquisite yet foul pleasures.  More than that, they discover that they are literally pursued!  Wicked Lai Ping decides to pay the sisters a special visit at their places of work.  
 
    4.  SUBMISSION TO HER BLACK MISTRESSES 
 
    Maddy the blonde bank teller was seduced and dominated at the massage parlor from Hell. Now the muscular black masseuse, Luella, who claims to be Maddy's Mistress, has texted her demanding that she come over to Luella's place to meet some of Luella's friends. Maddy knows an interracial lesbian orgy is in the works.  Maddy can't go!  She's engaged to be married! But... she also can't not go.... 
 
    5.  SEDUCTION AT THE INTERRACIAL LESBIAN ORGY 
 
      
 
    Maddy foolishly thought she could avoid being drawn into the orgy of domination and submission. Not so! Instead, she found the black women also seduced several of Maddy’s bridesmaids! Now all the loud orgasms and spankings are causing too much noise and a pretty Hispanic woman comes over to complain. That can’t go well for the newcomer! 
 
    6.  CATFIGHTS AT THE INTERRACIAL LESBIAN ORGY 
 
    The interracial lesbian orgy is in progress with black on white domination and submission.  Mariana, the seduced and dominated Hispanic ex-con who made the mistake of complaining about the noise, discovers her darkly tempting fate. Maddy and the Caucasian females must fight in the nude.  They fight to inflict orgasms.  Will Maddy fight her own little sister? 
 
    7.  BAILEY’S ORGASMIC CATFIGHT 
 
    The interracial lesbian BDSM orgy is raging.  The Black Mistresses are juggling the white submissives and keeping them quite busy with white-on-white catfights.  Little does Maddy know that her little sister, Bailey, was invited and compelled to come over.  The sisters are both at the same interracial lesbian orgy!  But what has her little sister, Bailey, experienced at the interracial lesbian catfight, and how do those experiences intersect with Maddy’s? 
 
      
 
    8.  THE SISTERS GET DOMINATED 
 
    The blonde sisters, Maddy and Bailey, are caught and tangled up in the interracial lesbian orgy but so far neither knew the other was present at the same orgy. That lack of awareness is about to change!  The sisters are about to learn more about the plot against them.  They are also going to get used sexually, individually, in brand new sexual acts neither ever could have conceived of participating in. 
 
      
 
    9.  TOTAL LESBIAN DOMINATION 
 
    The blonde sisters must report to their new owner – none other than Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be.  Or, now, not-to-be.  Mistress-to-be for both of them!  They learn their dark fate and begin to learn to like it.  Maddy’s four sexy white bridesmaids think they can leave now that the interracial lesbian orgy has wound down.  They think wrong! Big Ola and Big Luella decide they are keepers and divvy them up fairly, two each. 
 
      
 
    10.  SUBMISSION MANSION 
 
    The sisters, worried and secretly darkly eager, were ordered to the estate of Maddy’s mother-in-law-to-be, where they learned she intended to keep them.  They were collared and separated. Their fate is to be sex maids linked to the family mansion for the rest of their lives!  How will they adjust to their new loss of status?  Will they hate it like they should, or will circumstances work on their minds and souls? 
 
      
 
    Stand Alone books: 
 
    ANYTHING SHE WANTS 
 
    Juliana goes undercover for a newspaper story as a maid for a rich older woman, Ms. Einhorn. She is told that her mission is to document abusive treatment by the wealthy towards their servants. Juliana she is to obey Ms. Einhorn and do anything she wants in order to draw out Ms. Einhorn’s nasty behavior. Juliana takes on the opportunity with enthusiasm but is shocked by Ms. Einhorn’s true expectations, Ms. Einhorn’s wickedness, and by her own growing submissiveness.  
 
    CHEERLEADER IN TROUBLE 
 
    Addison it worried about a cheerleader on her team.  Unfortunately, she goes to the wrong person for help:  her dominant older lesbian cheer coach.  As it turns out the assistant dominating the other cheerleader is the cheer coach's son.  As it also turns out the cheer coach and her son would also like to dominate Addison! 
 
    KEEP YOUR PANTIES ON, WHITE GIRLFRIEND 
 
    Three black women invite themselves into Haley's home.  Opal and Dereka target Haley's friends, Rachel and Sandy, for lesbian seduction and domination. Destiny?  Destiny wants to completely change Haley's destiny.  Destiny wants to make herself Haley's new Destiny. Can Haley save her friends from... what they seem to be liking? Might Haley also like what she should not like? 
 
    LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER 
 
    Mave thinks Julie is really a submissive.  But how to make her submit? It's hard to get alone time with Julie so Mave decides on a bizarre way to seduce her.  Suddenly Julie's underling is under her at the cash register!  Mave decides she will pull off the seduction and domination of Julie while the store is open and customers are in the store!  That's not all she'll “pull off”. 
 
    LESBIAN LUST AT THE CASH REGISTER 
 
    Cadence has to supervise a problem employee but she has no idea how big of a problem beautiful Mave really is.  Mave thinks that her problem is being horny and she thinks pretty Cadence it the solution to that problem.  When they close the store together Mave decides she will become Cadence's new Mistress.  Cadence sure will be dismayed! She doesn't even know she's a lesbian! Or a submissive! 
 
    THE SUBMISSIVE CHEERLEADERS 
 
    Penny is a college graduate but stuck in a waitress job and stuck with oversize breasts she'd like to have reduced.  Her submissive roommate lets her in on an opportunity to be a cheerleader.  This semi-pro team expects their cheerleaders to be submissive.  Totally submissive!  Will Penny allow herself to be dominated? 
 
    TOO CURIOUS ABOUT HER ADOPTED LESBIAN SISTER 
 
    Hope is sent home from college to check on her trouble-making adopted lesbian sister.  Ruthie the Ruthless!  Ruthie has tried to dominate Hope in the past so Hope brings her funny friend Aspen who just happens to also be an orphan and to be a near lookalike to Ruthie.  Ruthie has diabolical plans for Hope and Aspen.  Surely, they can resist since it's two against one.  Surely!  Right?  
 
    SOMETHING THAT BELONGS TO ME 
 
    Louisa's heterosexual roommate, Heidi, brings home from the bar a tall slim woman with dyed red hair. Klara is bold, arrogant, and sexually hungry. Klara is making Heidi do all sorts of crazy sexy things and Klara just won't leave their place.  Klara also seems to have plans and expectations for Louisa's involvement!  She wants Louisa to also submit to her in every way possible. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    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 
 
      
 
    Follow me on Twitter at:  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 at: 
 
      
 
    lesbianseductionfiction.com 
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