
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Extreme Lesbian Adventures for the Sisters 
 
      
 
    She’ll Take All Three Sisters 4 
 
      
 
    by Jordan Church 
 
    Copyright© 2022 by Jordan Church 
 
    All rights reserved 
 
      
 
    Extreme Lesbian Adventures for the Sisters is fiction.  Names, characters, and events are fictional.  All sexually active characters are at least eighteen years old.  This book may not be given away or re-sold to other people. No parts of this book may be reproduced in any form without permission in writing from the author who can be contacted at jordanchurch@mail.com.  Reviewers may quote short passages. 
 
    See what I have available and my author bio and photo (such as it is) at amazon.com/author/jordanchurch  
 
    Feel free to contact me:  jordanchurch@mail.com 
 
    Sign up for my newsletter to be notified of new releases as they occur.   
 
    No waiting and wondering, just waiting!   
 
    Email me at jordanchurch@mail.com to get the newsletter 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    By Jordan Church 
 
      
 
      
 
    She’ll Take All Three Sisters series: 
 
      
 
    1.  She’ll Take All Three Sisters 
 
    2.  Dominated at the Lesbian Strib Club 
 
    3.  Heterosexual Sisters Forced to be Lesbian Sisters 
 
    4.  Extreme Lesbian Adventures for the Sisters 
 
      
 
      
 
    Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard series: 
 
      
 
    Book 1:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 
 
    Book 2:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 2 
 
    Book 3:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 3 
 
    Book 4:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 4 
 
    Book 5:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 5 
 
    Book 6:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 6 
 
    Book 7:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 7 
 
    Book 8:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 8 
 
    Book 9:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 9 
 
    Book 10:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 10 
 
    Book 11:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 11 
 
    Book 12:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 12 
 
    Book 13:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 13 
 
    Book 14: Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 14 
 
    Book 15:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 15 
 
    Book 16:  Lesbian Seductress’s Female Bodyguard 16 
 
    Book 17:  A Fresh New Sexual Domination 
 
    Book 18:  The Final Submission 
 
      
 
      
 
    Teen Lesbians Taking Over series: 
 
      
 
    Book 1:  Taking Over Mrs. Greenway 
 
    Book 2:  Taming Mrs. Greenway 
 
    Book 3:  Taking Over Aubree 
 
    Book 4:  Owning Aubree 
 
    Book 5:  Taking Over Tanya... and Her Neighbor Too 
 
    Book 6:  Taking Over Tanya's Step-Niece 
 
    Book 7:  Takira's New White Mistresses 
 
    Book 8:  Adding Coral to The Corral 
 
    Book 9: Taking Over Takira's Mom 
 
    Book 10:  Coral Gets Fully Corralled 
 
    Book 11: Tamed and Trained by Lesbian Hillbillies 
 
    Book 12:  Seducing and Taming Nala  
 
    Book 13:  Ridden Hard in the Back Yard 
 
    Book 14:  Double Seduction Double Domination 
 
    Book 15:  White on Black Pony Girl Lezdom 
 
    Book 16:  Taming and Training a New Mother and Daughter 
 
    Book 17:  Kinsley’s Kinky Lesbian Threesome 
 
    Book 18:  Domme on the Mom 
 
      
 
    Seducing the Mother and Daughter House Sitters series: 
 
      
 
    Book 1:  Seducing the Mother and Daughter House Sitters 
 
    Book 2:  Tempting the Mother and Daughter House Sitters 
 
    Book 3: Dominating the Mother and Daughter House Sitters 
 
    Book 4:  Conquering the Mother and Daughter House Sitters 
 
      
 
    Tramp Pauline series: 
 
      
 
    Book 1:  Tramp Pauline 
 
    Book 2:  Tramp Pauline Tries to Bounce Back 
 
      
 
    Black Dominatrix Neighbor series: 
 
      
 
    Book 1:  Black Dominatrix Neighbor 
 
    Book 2:  Too Bad to Be True 
 
    Book 3:  Sexual Reparations in The Big City 
 
    Book 4:  Mallory's Interracial Lesbian Domination 
 
      
 
    Impossible Seduction series: 
 
      
 
    Impossible Seduction One: Voyeur Mother and Daughter Seduced 
 
    Impossible Seduction Two:  Peeking Mother and Daughter Dominated 
 
    Impossible Seduction Three: A Tale of Lesbian Taming Two MILFs 
 
    Impossible Seduction Four:  Janelle Versus Redhead Mother and Daughter 
 
    Impossible Seduction Five:  Seduced Via Lesbian Home Invasion 
 
    Impossible Seduction Six:  The Erotic Evil Conspiracy 
 
    Impossible Seduction Seven:  Wicked Manipulation by Dominant Lesbian Neighbors 
 
    Impossible Seduction Eight:  Dominant Lesbians Dominate Redheaded Mom and Daughter 
 
    Impossible Seduction 9: Dominant Lesbians Target the Final Pierson Girl for Seduction and Domination 
 
    Impossible Seduction 10: Seduction and Domination and Submission as the Dominants Go After the Blonde Daughters 
 
    Impossible Seduction 11:  Two of the Blonde Daughters are in the House of the Dominants.  Can They Escape with Their Lesbian Virginity? 
 
    Impossible Seduction 12:  Young Adult Kaia's Interracial Lesbian Date with Dark Submission 
 
    Impossible Seduction 13:  Kaia's Interracial Date Becomes A Lesbian Threesome 
 
    and She Submits to Domination from Mistress Lydia 
 
    Impossible Seduction 14:  First Time Lesbians Tamed and Trained by Neighbor Mistresses, Black Lesbian Domination of Submissive Blondes 
 
    Impossible Seduction 15: Younger and Older Lesbians, Domination and Submission, Moms Submit Sexually 
 
      
 
    A Lesbian Orientation series: 
 
      
 
    Part I: Cara Ties to be a Good Example  
 
    Part II: Cara's Lesbian Seduction 
 
    Part III: Cara Becomes Her Roommate's Lesbian Pet 
 
      
 
    Lesbian Stalker's Pets series: 
 
      
 
    Part I:  Lauri's Lesbian Stalker Becomes Her Roommate 
 
    Part II: Lesbian Stalker's Pet Roommates 
 
    Part III:  Lesbian Stalker Pet Trains Her Roommate's Best Friend 
 
    Part IV:  Lesbian Stalker Stalks Again 
 
    Part V:  Lesbian Stalker on The Prowl 
 
    Part VI:  Lesbian Stalker Hunting 
 
    Part VII:  Lesbian Stalker's Evil Trap 
 
      
 
    Lesbian Seduction Conspiracy series: 
 
      
 
    Part I:  Conspiracy to Seduce 
 
    Part II:  The Trap 
 
    Part III:  Taking Over Charlotte 
 
    Part IV:  Too Together 
 
      
 
    Seduced Trophy Wives series: 
 
      
 
    Part I:   Taking the Trophy Wives 
 
    Part II:  Taming the Trophy Wives 
 
    Part III: Training the Trophy Wives 
 
      
 
    Gift Cards for Lesbian Seduction series: 
 
      
 
    Part I:  Mother-In-Law's Gift Cards for Lesbian Seduction 
 
    Part II:  Liking It Way Too Much 
 
    Part III:  Pursued by Interracial Lesbian Seduction 
 
    Part IV:  Submission to Her Black Mistress 
 
    Part V: Seduction at the Interracial Lesbian Orgy 
 
    Part VI:  Catfights at the Interracial Lesbian Orgy 
 
    Part VII:  Bailey’s Orgasmic Catfight 
 
    Part VIII: The Sisters Get Dominated 
 
    Part IX:  Total Lesbian Domination 
 
    Part X:  Submission Mansion 
 
      
 
    Stand Alone books: 
 
      
 
    Anything She Wants 
 
    Cheerleader in Trouble 
 
    Keep Your Panties On, White Girl 
 
    Lesbian Lust at The Cash Register 
 
    Lesbian Lust on The Sales Floor 
 
    Something That Belongs to Me 
 
    The Submissive Cheerleaders 
 
    Too Curious About Her Adopted Lesbian Sister 
 
  
 
  
   
    Have you been to Church today? 
 
    Proceed and you can answer “Yes” honestly 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Extreme Lesbian Adventures for the Sisters 
 
      
 
    She’ll Take All Three Sisters 4 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Hazel lounged in a chair across from Sadie Clark.  
 
    Hazel thought Sadie looked as tired around the edges and as exhilarated as Hazel felt.  Hazel took a long guzzle from her energy drink, and Sadie slurped at her cooled macchiato.   
 
    Caffeine was the way. 
 
    Also, the seduction of previously heterosexual women.  Taming them into lesbian sluts.  That also was the way! 
 
    Sadie urged Hazel to continue, “You were saying?” 
 
    “Yeah, sorry, I can’t get enough caffeine quickly enough.  It was a fuck of a long night.  But a great night.  Yeah, so, at the end, when Viv finished riding her face, and after I pounded her so hard and with such a big dildo that I re-sized her cunt, we switched, and I rode her face while Viv used the same monster to make sure her pussy expects size now.  Shit, her husband, if she ever fucks him again, will have to notice the difference.” 
 
    Sadie hummed happily, “I don’t care what he notices.  The main thing is that Carter Klein will notice his cock just doesn’t do as much for her as an extra-large dildo.   But I sure don’t plan for him to ever fuck her pussy again.  That’s my pussy.  It just doesn’t know it yet.  Carter Klein is going to wake up to a whole new world after you rocked her world.  I think I need to do the same thing with Kennedy Klein.  I’m sure she’s had her share of cock.  I’ll teach her a woman can dominate her better than a man can and can fuck her better as well.  Some women want the penetration and don’t understand that if that’s what they want, a dominant woman with a dildo is the best option because they can have a much bigger “cock” than a man.” 
 
    Hazel nodded, “Fuck her hard, rock her world, show her what she really is.” 
 
    “She’ll get all the cock she can eat or ride and all the pussy she can eat.  The best of both worlds.  Lesbians can give women cocks and pussy, while men can only give them cocks.  It almost isn’t fair.” 
 
    Sadie said, “As early as it seems to us, fucking lunchtime, I bet the Klein sisters aren’t even awake yet.” 
 
    Hazel nodded slowly, dreamily, “I rode my Klein girl hard, very hard, and I put her away wet.  Very wet.  No doubt you did the same with yours.” 
 
    “You know I did.  They can sleep as long as they want.  We just need them to show up for their shifts this evening.” 
 
    “Just in time for more lesbian domination!” 
 
    “Yeah, they don’t know it, but their job, basically, is to get dominated by lesbians.  Shift after shift and hour by hour.  It’ll change them.  It has to.  Well, not change so much as bring their submissiveness to the surface.  I’m not sure if it was how the Klein girls were raised or if it’s in their DNA, but these Klein girls take to submission like ducks to water.” 
 
    “Orgasmic ducks.” 
 
    “Sexy subby ducks who will keep flying back to the pond of submission because of the tasty mental treats we left out for them.  The fools think they’ll soon find out what illegal activities I’m up to.  Poor them.  There are no illegal activities!" 
 
    “Wet ducks!” 
 
    “And, to carry the analogy, we have them lined up like sitting ducks.” 
 
    “Except we sit on their faces.” 
 
    “Obviously.” 
 
    Hazel nodded, “You must get off on it, thinking how they get off on the idea of putting you in prison, all this time, while you literally get off on them.” 
 
    Sadie asked, “You know that I do.  Are you sure Carter Klein has no idea that “Ms. H” is, in fact, the Hazel who works for me and who is supposedly helping the two elder Klein girls in their misguided and doomed attempt at recovering little sister Reagan Klein?” 
 
    “Yes, I am sure.  Carter could barely think with everything we put her through, and I gave her no reason to suspect anything.  It’s just too bad that Kennedy knows me.  I’d love to ride her face and pound her pussy.  And lots more!” 
 
    “Oh, you will if all goes to plan.  She’s a delight.  She is a sexy Little Camper.  Oh, yes, I’m calling her Little Camper.  Also, I call her Crawl Bitch when I have her crawling all over.  Also, Lick Bitch when she’s licking my pussy.  Or anyone’s pussy.  Or their ass, too.  Oh, and she’s a Spank Bitch also.  And, what was the other one?  Oh, yeah, Carpet Licker!” 
 
    “I can’t fucking believe you made her lick all that hotel room carpet.  Hotel carpet must be the nastiest carpet in the world.  Actually, I’m not surprised you wanted her to do it.  I’m just surprised you got her doing it.  On the first night!  Zero to sixty submission!”   
 
    Sadie’s eyes took on a rare dreamy look as she recalled the sight of Kennedy licking and sucking the hotel carpet, “These Army vets aren’t as tough as they’re cracked up to be, I’ll tell you that.” 
 
    Hazel took another long guzzle of her energy drink, “Or maybe you’re just so much tougher than her, in comparison, Sadie.  Or should I say “Sandy?”  Do you think your Klein girl suspects anything?” 
 
    “No.  No way.  If she did, she never would have let me do all the things I did to her.  I did anything and everything I wanted to do.  Not just me either.  A couple was walking past her hotel room, and I brought them in on the action.” 
 
    “Oh, gross!  A man?” 
 
    “I didn’t let him touch her.  Not technically.  Not unless droplets of sperm count.” 
 
    “Oh, Sadie, you let sperm get on your new slut toy?  You know, you have to take care of your toys properly.” 
 
    “Funny, so funny.  I had her shower right after.  I think it was useful.  You know, a man is only useful to humiliate her with a sperm shower, and, of course, the man could only do what “Sandy” allowed him to do.  As far as the woman, having Kennedy lick a strange woman’s pussy expanded Kennedy’s pussy exposure.  The more pussies she licks, the better she’ll be at licking pussy, and the more she’ll accept it as her lifestyle.” 
 
    “All right, it makes sense.  Even if it didn’t make sense, you are the boss.  Even if they don’t know you are the boss.” 
 
    Sandy said, “Hey, get this, when you called me last night to report the progress with the oldest Klein sister, I had the middle Klein sister in the middle of licking my pussy!  It was so sexy having her do that while we pretend plotted. We put it out there that if they hang on and keep putting up with lesbian submission, there will be a big payoff in the form of proof that I’m breaking the law. Now they’re both motivated to be all the sluts they can be.  They can’t back out.  Not after all they’ve gone through and with the lure of putting me behind bars.  You know, it really does add something when the slut licking your pussy also wants to put you in prison.  I came on her face harder than I have in a long time.” 
 
    Hazel said, “Yes, I planted the seeds in Carter Klein’s head as well.  For at least a few days, we can do anything to that one, and she’ll put up with it.  Imagine, letting herself get lesbian-dominated for her sister!  She’s taking it on the chin for her sister.” 
 
    “Except she’s actually taking it on the tongue.  And in the pussy.” 
 
    Hazel nodded enthusiastically, the caffeine beginning to work its magic on her, “All to save her sister who cannot be saved!  And, unknown to her, getting dominated by the women who dominate her sister and who they are targeting!  That is rich!” 
 
    Sadie leaned back in her majestic office chair and looked past her massive breasts, “They couldn’t suspect “Sandy,” a server at a lesbian strip club, could be the owner of it.  The only potential giveaway is if someone else recognizes me and blows it or if Viv says something.  Or Mrs. Trask.” 
 
    “Viv and Trask are all aboard the seduce and dominate and tame them train.  I’ve got to admire you.  First, you turn lemons into lemonade.  Instead of two sisters trying to cause problems or maybe taking away a nice useful slut like Reagan, you turn it into an opportunity to acquire two more beauties.  Then, you didn’t just delegate it. You went all hands-on.  And, you know, mouth and pussy and whatever else on.” 
 
    Sadie smiled widely, “It’s hardly a burden.  I enjoy taking over sexy bitches.  As a business owner, I also know my number one controllable expense is payroll.  The more slave sluts I have working for free for me, the more profitable I am.  Free except for room and board.  Also, they work so much harder and, ah, so much more sincerely….” 
 
    Sadie leaned further back in her chair and moaned long and low, barely audibly, with her eyes closed. 
 
    Hazel said, “Oh, hey, on the “security check” in Carter’s room, you know, the supposed reason we had to go to their hotel room, I did find something of great interest that I think might be useful.” 
 
    Sadie hmmed with her eyes still closed, obviously distracted. 
 
    Hazel forged ahead, “Get this!  Carter is trying to have a baby with her husband.  She must be.  She’s got the fertility shots and everything in the little hotel fridge.  Even better, while she was spaced out from an orgasm, I found, in her purse, a little calendar tracking her cycle.  She’s probably got an egg locked and loaded and ready for fertilization right now.” 
 
    Sadie’s eyes popped open. 
 
    Hazel laughed, “I know, right?  Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” 
 
    They both said in unison, Hazel with enthusiasm and Sadie in a dreamy voice, “The Slippery Beaver strikes again!” 
 
    Hazel clarified, “A loaded Slippery Beaver to be specific.  The Great White Slippery Beaver.  Rarest of them all.” 
 
    Sadie mutter-moaned, “I already told Kennedy she’ll have to make a Slippery Beaver tonight.  She isn’t a bartender, but Slippery Beavers are easy for anyone to make.” 
 
    “Well, not anyone.  Not a man!” 
 
    “Yes, and I guess not so easy to make either, though, I will say, it helps to be easy sexually.” 
 
    “Helps a fuck of a luck!” enthused Hazel a.k.a. Ms. H. 
 
    Sadie, a.k.a. “Sandy,” marveled.  Everything was coming up roses.  Shit, she should visit the casino today with the luck she was having. 
 
    The biggest obstacle to getting complete control over the Klein sisters was Carter.  Kennedy was less connected socially, fresh out of the military, and used to following orders.  Carter had the husband.  Giving up an established life, a home, and a husband was a big ask.   
 
    Especially if Carter was planning on getting pregnant with and by her husband. 
 
    Unless…. 
 
    Sadie took a sip of her coffee, with her eyes still closed. She kept moaning just a little. 
 
    Then she looked down between her legs, “I sure do enjoy taking over sexy bitches, and they like being taken over also.  I make sure they do.  What do you think, Reagan, do you love it?” 
 
    A sweet voice from under the desk said, “I do love it, Mistress.” 
 
    Sadie/Sandy asked Reagan, “What about your two older sisters?  Are they going to love being my pussy slaves just like you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, I’m sure they will.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Carter’s cell phone rang.  It sounded incredibly loud in the hotel room. 
 
    Carter shook her head dazedly.  Why did things sound louder after a long night?  Shouldn’t your hearing be duller when the rest of you was so much less sharp? 
 
    Sharp indeed.  Each ring felt like twin ice picks driven into her skull from either side, just above her ears. 
 
    Carter sat up in bed, in no hurry to answer her cell phone, which was over by the way too small heap of clothing she’d worn last night.               
 
    Carter felt dirty and nasty on the outside and even dirtier and nastier on the inside. 
 
    Her cell phone stopped ringing.  Fucker.  Whoever it was.  No one should call a woman in the morning after that woman was lesbian-dominated all night long.  Everyone should know better. 
 
    But, yes, she was glad they did not know better.  For to know better would be to know.  No one must ever know! 
 
    Carter looked blearily at the cheap hotel digital clock.  Fuck, it was afternoon!  Well, correction, everyone should know better than to call a woman the following morning or afternoon after they’ve been lesbian-dominated. 
 
    Everyone should know that, though Carter hoped no one would ever know it happened. 
 
    Carter flopped back down onto the bed.  She was hungry.  She knew she had to get up and get cleaned up and get some food in her.  Would that cause her to think more about what happened last night, or would laying there make her think more about it? 
 
    Either way, she guessed. 
 
    She was going to think about it.  How could she not? 
 
    Her cell phone started ringing again, and she suddenly realized who it must be. 
 
    “Peter!” 
 
    Carter scrambled out of bed.  It had to be her husband.  She hadn’t called him last night or, obviously, this morning either.  He must be worried sick! 
 
    Carter looked at the face of her smartphone.  It was Peter, calling from work. 
 
    She tried to make herself sound sweet and apologetic and casual at the same time as she answered, “Peter!  I’m so glad you called!  Oh, honey, I’m sorry I didn’t call last night.  My bad.  Kennedy and I have been catching up and got a little carried away.” 
 
    A little?  Carter had pretty much been carried away by a lesbian! 
 
    Peter sounded irritated but relieved, “I get it, I guess.  I was just concerned.  You know, the wifey in the big city and all that, but I know you’re a big girl.  It’s my job to worry about you, though.” 
 
    “Hey, no, I appreciate you checking, and I totally should have called you.  Every day!  It won’t happen again.” 
 
    They talked for about ten minutes, and Carter was relieved when he said he had to get back to work.  She let him know the plan to spend a week of vacation with Kennedy to, supposedly, help her get settled.  Like Kennedy was moving to Denver.  Which, actually, she might be. 
 
    Helping Kennedy “get settled in” was like some kind of dark inside joke.  Settled in to her new job as a server at a lesbian club?  Settled in to letting lesbians paw her and more than paw her? 
 
    Carter remembered the look on Kennedy’s face last night as Sandy of the Massive Tits steered her out of the club.  Kennedy had looked distinctly unsettled. 
 
    Why didn’t Carter tell Peter about the undercover at a lesbian club in order to save the younger sister deal?  Come on!  Peter was already protective and would likely ask way too many questions. 
 
    Peter was also disappointed she was away during the most fertile part of her cycle.  It was just bad timing and couldn’t be helped, but it meant getting pregnant was at least another month in the distance.  She’d kept taking the fertility shots as going on and off them wasn’t good. 
 
    She’d fibbed about the one week away thing.  Well, okay, lied.  It sounded like she’d need to stay here longer.  At least two weeks.  Maybe a month. 
 
    To save her sister. Reagan.  That’s why. 
 
    What other reason could there be? 
 
    There wasn’t any other reason!  Dammit! 
 
    Carter got cleaned up.  Physically.  On her exterior.  She could not clean away her interior.  She kept thinking about last night.  Last night and into this early morning!   
 
    Last night – and into the early morning hours – had been a debacle!  A sexual debacle! 
 
    Unless you measured success by orgasms.  Then it was a ringing success.  As in, ring her bell, because Carter’s bell was rung repeatedly and hard last night and into the earnly morning hours. 
 
    But, no, no, of course, it was no success.  It was a debacle!  She was a married woman!  She was a heterosexual woman! 
 
    Hmm, was the past tense “was a heterosexual” appropriate?  As in, no longer was one? 
 
    At what point does a woman go from heterosexual to non-heterosexual, or at least not completely heterosexual?  From a single sexual act with a lesbian?  Only if she liked it?  From having an orgasm from it?  Or from having more than one orgasm from more than one sexual act with a lesbian?  Or from having sex with more than one lesbian?  Or if she had the best ever orgasms of her life from lesbian sex? 
 
    Carter wasn’t sure where the line was, but she was pretty sure she’d crossed that damn line.  Every time she mentally redrew the line like a politician re-districting, it still resulted in a not-so-heterosexual-now conclusion.  Like rolling a weighted dice that always came up six. 
 
    It wasn’t a total failure, though.  She’d certainly more than sold her cover story and had indeed truly adopted her role.  It was so genuine even she could barely tell it was all an act! 
 
    And it sounded like she’d have access to information on Sadie Clark’s illegal activities. 
 
    All Carter had to do was continue to let Viv and her special guest, Ms. H, have sexual access to her. 
 
    What a price! 
 
    What a… great excuse…. 
 
    Oh, she probably should not have had that thought.  That was such a naughty thought. 
 
    A big sister had to do what she had to do in order to save and protect her littlest sister. 
 
    Another… great excuse! 
 
    Orgasms weren’t bad.  They were healthy! 
 
    That was another excuse.  Using health as an excuse was pretty sick. 
 
    In the shower, Carter found herself rubbing her pussy far beyond clean.  She was still horny.  Or hornier.  Her body had liked what it experienced and wanted more of it.  Her body wasn’t confused at all.  Only her mind. 
 
    The other difference was her body had no morals, and her mind did have morals.  That was an important difference. 
 
    And a significant drawback to having a mind…. 
 
    Carter couldn’t take her hand away from her pussy.  But she could take her mind away from what she’d done and what she’d allowed them to do to her last night.   
 
    Unfortunately, her mind moved only slightly over, to thoughts of her other sister, Kennedy. 
 
    She had to wonder.  What had Kennedy experienced last night?  It looked like Kennedy had experienced a lot on the club floor.  That alone, what Carter saw of it, was a lot.  But what had that big-titted bimbo server, Sandy, done with Kennedy after they left Juicy’s Big Box? 
 
    Carter wondered if it was a custom at Juicy’s Big Box to not only check the living situation of new hires but also to take them for a lesbian ride during their first shift.  And after their first shift.  If so, then Kennedy may have experienced all that Carter had. 
 
    Well, probably not all.  Carter had had to deal with Viv, and that weirdo Ms. H.  Kennedy, at worst, only had Sandy. 
 
    Carter couldn’t help it. 
 
    She couldn’t help picturing Sandy doing things with Kennedy.  Lesbian things.  In her mind, she watched Sandy dominate Kennedy.   
 
    Carter couldn’t take her hand off her pussy.  She just couldn’t.  But she could make it move some.  Up and down and to move fingers in and out.  Sure, that she could do.  But, take it away?  Nope.  She couldn’t. 
 
    Carter envisioned Sandy and Kennedy naked in Kennedy’s equally seedy hotel room.  Sandy would kiss Kennedy hard.  Sandy would fondle Kennedy’s sexy ass.  (Oh God, who just thought that?)  Sandy would make Kennedy suck on her huge breasts.  Who could ignore those monsters? 
 
    Carter hadn’t ignored Viv’s big breasts either.  She couldn’t blame Kennedy if Kennedy sucked on Sandy’s nipples.  Or for liking doing it…. 
 
    Carter brought her other hand to her pussy.  In order to try to pull her other hand away.  That’s all.  That was why. 
 
    Pussies were tricky terrain, though.  The second hand, in its search to find the first hand and pull it away, lost track of its mission and got trapped on and in pussy-land. 
 
    Damn, now both her hands were stuck on her pussy.  It was like her pussy juice was glue. 
 
    She could still move her hands a little.  Jiggle them.  Rub them around.  She just couldn’t take them away.  However, her fingers seemed able to move quite freely. 
 
    Carter sighed in frustration and arousal. 
 
    Carter pictured more.   
 
    Sandy licking Kennedy’s pussy.  Carter pictured that for long minutes like she was watching a live-action show in her mind.  Like she was Mrs. Invisible in Kennedy’s hotel room.  Able to see and hear and smell everything. 
 
    Next, she saw Kennedy licking Sandy’s pussy.  Carter pictured that for even longer minutes.  Carter’s hands stayed busy.  They knew what to do without a mind commanding them.   
 
    Carter saw it all. 
 
    Oh my, Oh God, Kennedy’s face immersed in pussy…. 
 
    Carter orgasmed and furiously frigged at her pussy while moaning in a higher and higher pitch. 
 
    Minutes later, she left the shower and noticed her legs still shook.   
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    Or… what the fingerfuck? 
 
    She was supposed to try to get back on course, not keep having orgasms!  Didn’t she get enough orgasms last night?  Didn’t she get too many? 
 
    Maybe not.  Maybe there was no such thing as enough or too much when it came to orgasms. 
 
    That was a scary thought considering what those orgasms involved.  How could you get something out of your system if you couldn’t get enough of it?  You did not quit smoking by smoking cigarettes! 
 
    She got dressed.  She wished she could hide in her room, but she was starving, and places like this one had no room service.  She was tempted to order a pizza but that wasn’t a good breakfast.   
 
    Breakfast?  She checked the time on her smartphone.  More like late lunch! 
 
    She tried to remember how late or how early Viv and Ms. H kept her up.  How many hours of pussy licking and dildo-fucking were there last night? 
 
    It was all a blur in her memory, with those blurs occasionally sharpened into focus, ironically enough, by various eye-blurring orgasms.  She remembered all the orgasms.  They were fucking unforgettable. 
 
    Jesus wept.  She bet she’d end up picturing the things she did with Viv and Ms. H and use it as mental sexual fuel when Peter made love to her.  They’d be in her marriage bed with her!  She and Peter would have, what, menage a quads all the time and Peter wouldn’t even know it! 
 
    She felt like last night took a few years off her life.  That didn’t seem fair.  You’d think orgasms like that would extend your life! 
 
    She wondered if she should call Kennedy and invite her out to eat.  No.  She couldn’t look her sister in the eyes.  Not yet.   
 
    There would be too many questions she needed to avoid, like what had kept her up so late.  And whether a member of the Juicy’s Big Box team had come back to Carter’s hotel with her and what had happened when she did.   
 
    At this point, just admitting someone had come back with her felt like it would be a confession of sex with them.  And she’d rather not lie to Kennedy. 
 
    Also, she’d want to ask Kennedy questions, and it would be conspicuous if she didn’t.  But then, the problem with that was what if Kennedy was honest and told her things she didn’t want to hear?  Or if it was written all over Kennedy’s face that maybe someone sat on her face last night? 
 
    What if Kennedy told her things like Kennedy having experienced the same lesbian domination that Carter had?  What would they do, compare notes and techniques? 
 
    Well, Kennedy sure hadn’t called her either.  That really stood out.  That alone told Carter that Kennedy must have experienced things she also did not want to talk about. 
 
    Fuck.  Here they were trying to help their little sis out, and instead of bringing Carter and Kennedy together as an undercover sister-saving sister-team-up mission should, it was driving them apart.  Carter couldn’t even call Kennedy, and Kennedy apparently couldn’t bear to call her either! 
 
    Carter couldn’t call, not yet, even though she was concerned about Kennedy.  They were dealing with strangers who acted strange and had low-life type jobs at a strip club.  What if Sandy of the Massive Tits did more than simply dominate Kennedy?  What if Sandy was a serial killer? 
 
    No.  Carter knew that was silly.  Besides, Kennedy was strong and confident and, you know, Army tough. 
 
    Kennedy sure hadn’t looked tough last night.  She’d looked dazed.  Confused.  Aroused.  Sandy had led her around like Sandy was the sheepdog and Kennedy was the helpless sheep.  Or, maybe more appropriately, like a shepherd leading a sheep who depended on the shepherd but did not realize the shepherd was leading it to the slaughterhouse. 
 
    Shit, maybe Carter should call Kennedy. 
 
    Carter knew, especially as the oldest sister, that she should call Kennedy just to make sure she was safe and sound.  Sandy wasn’t the only possible threat to Kennedy.  These crappy hotels were like little beehives of crime.  For all Carter knew, Kennedy was mugged last night or worse. 
 
    She just couldn’t do it.  She could not call Kennedy.  Maybe Kennedy would call her.  Or Carter would just wait to see her at Juicy’s Big Box tonight. 
 
    Looking Kennedy in the eyes would be hard because of what Carter saw Kennedy do at the strip club, what Carter suspected Kennedy ended up doing back at her hotel, and, most of all, because of what Carter herself had done. 
 
    Carter was married.  Kennedy did not even have a boyfriend.  Even if Kennedy did all that Carter had, or more (was “more” possible?), Carter was by far the naughtier of the two of them. 
 
    Carter faced up to it.  She’d been bad.  Maybe she did what she had to or maybe she could have avoided a lot of it.  But she for sure should not have liked it so much!  Or at all! 
 
    She needed to brace herself to go back into the lioness’s den. 
 
    Carter felt a deep tremble in her core, a shaky squeezing hot tremble, at the thought of going back to Juicy’s Big Box.   
 
    What was she feeling?  What was that emotion? 
 
    Was it anxiety?  She felt some anxiety, but she’d been anxious before – like before her marriage – and anxiety did not make her tremble like this. 
 
    It almost felt like… actually, it felt almost the same… as hunger…. 
 
    Hungry to go back there? 
 
    Hungry for what exactly? 
 
    Oh, oh, oh, don’t answer that question, Carter! 
 
    No way.  It must just be her actual hunger. 
 
    Carter got dressed and headed out on a mission to find healthy food.  She was trying to get pregnant, after all, though there was a delay.   
 
    It was her philosophy not to wait to eat healthy until actually pregnant but to start well before.  She wanted her eggs to have a healthy environment.  She kept them surrounded by a healthy body.  She wanted her baby, even as a fetus, to have a perfect environment right from the start. 
 
    She kept her womb perfect so someone would move in.  Come on, baby, I’m rent-free! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Kennedy woke up on the floor of her hotel room.  She sat up. 
 
    Holy fuck. 
 
    Or, more accurately, unholy fuck! 
 
    Just unbelievable.  Sandy, that bitch!  The things she made Kennedy do!  Kennedy felt like a total slut.  And like a lesbian. 
 
    Yes, it all started with playing a role.  But, pretty quickly, she’d forgotten it was a role, hadn’t she? 
 
    So… at some point she’d crossed from pretending to enacting.  She hadn’t been playing or pretending.  Not really.  Not in the moment.  About a thousand nasty moments.   
 
    What the hell.  What the hell did that make her then? 
 
    A lesbian?  A submissive?  A total and complete slut!?! 
 
    Her buddies in the Army, male and female, would be floored if they knew.  Floored if they could see her, a sexual wreck, on the floor.  And her superiors!  What would they think? 
 
    They’d all think Kennedy was a lesbian, a submissive, and a total and complete slut.  Her nicer friends wouldn’t say it.  They’d reassure Kennedy by saying things like, “To each their own,” “It’s no big deal,” and “We’ve all done things we regret later on.”  But they’d still think it.   
 
    That Kennedy was a lesbian, a submissive, and a total and complete slut. 
 
    Well, thank God they didn’t know.  But, no thanks to God, Kennedy was pretty sure Carter must know or at least suspect.  Last night, Carter had seen too much of how Sandy treated Kennedy and what Kennedy allowed the customers at Juicy’s Big Box do to her.   
 
    Carter also saw Kennedy leave with Sandy.  Kennedy remembered Sandy’s hand on her ass.  Of course, that was nothing compared to the customer who ate her pussy! 
 
    Yeah, there were quite a bit of compromising sights. 
 
    At least Carter didn’t know about the VIP Room and Mrs. Trask and the sexual nightmare that happened in there.  Carter was unaware of Kennedy’s duel nightmare of her first submissive lesbian orgasm or Kennedy’s new status as a “Spank Bitch.” 
 
    And that was only the first title that Kennedy picked up!  She picked up five in a single night like some twisted boy scout badges, the submissive lesbian slut version. 
 
    What were her “badges” (of shame!) again? 
 
    Spank Bitch. 
 
    Little Camper. 
 
    Crawl Bitch. 
 
    Lick Bitch. 
 
    Carpet Licker. 
 
    Five in one night!   
 
    Would she pick up another, or several more, tonight? 
 
    How many submissive lesbian slut badges were left?  No, she did not want to complete the collection. 
 
    Lesbianism for Kennedy was not cool (even though Kennedy was cool with it for others), but lesbian stuff with a much, much, much older lady that Kennedy didn’t even know and who treated her like shit?  That was definitely not cool. 
 
    Well, Sandy wasn’t that much older.  At least she wasn’t some real old bitch like that Sadie Clark, the one who dominated Reagan. 
 
    Sandy was sexy. 
 
    Sandy did have those amazingly huge tits. 
 
    Kennedy slapped her thigh.  What was wrong with her?  She was thinking about big tits the way some high school boy would think about them.  Like they were a credit.  Like they gave Sandy license to get away with treating Kennedy so wrong. 
 
    Kennedy had to admit, she wasn’t nearly as mystified about Reagan’s situation now.  It seemed so bizarre to Kennedy before that Reagan was in a dom/sub relationship with anyone, let alone a lesbian.   
 
    Now she sort of got it.  No, not all the way.  Of course not.  Not complete understanding to the point where she left Reagan in that kind of relationship. 
 
    It was still wrong.  Definitely all wrong.  It was still sick.  Definitely sick.  It was still not a healthy relationship.  It was very unhealthy to put someone above yourself and do everything they said.   
 
    But now, after what Kennedy experienced last night, it was understandable. 
 
    There was definitely something about it.   
 
    Kennedy closed her eyes and released an achy groan, part from the physical discomfort of having slept on the floor and part from mental discomfort. 
 
    No fantastic incredible best-ever orgasms were worth this!  No matter how many! 
 
    Were they? 
 
    Kennedy shook her head in slow denial and tried to clear her mind.  She had to open her eyes.  Her mind was too cluttered with images from last night.  They were nasty yet darkly fascinating. 
 
    Her mind wanted to fondle those events and those images and those flashes of emotional states she’d gone through.  That was why she had to open her eyes and keep them open!  Wide open! 
 
    She sat on the harsh carpet.  It felt like it was made out of hardened straw cropped short by goats.  She looked around. 
 
    What a shithole.  Bertie’s-By-The-Hour.  What kind of lowlifes stayed in places like this? 
 
    Kennedy knew part of the answer.  Ones like Julian and Leesa, who she’d “met” last night.  Yes, she’d had a very close meeting with Leesa’s pussy and with Julian’s cum spattering on her. 
 
    Kennedy felt lower than a prostitute.  She bet most prostitutes didn’t do the wacky things Kennedy did last night.  Sure, prostitutes had sex with strangers but did prostitutes crawl around?  Did they suck cum out of nasty carpet? 
 
    Probably not! 
 
    Kennedy felt sorry for whatever maid was going to have to clean this room.  Then she realized it was well after lunchtime with no knock from a maid.  There also wasn’t a dual Do Not Disturb / Maid Service sign hanging from the room doorknob.   
 
    And the room had so much grime and filth it likely hadn’t been cleaned in weeks. 
 
    There probably were no maids anywhere in this hotel!  At this kind of place they maybe, Kennedy wasn’t sure, sprayed down the rooms with pressure washers once a month. 
 
    Yes, the Cum Licker title seemed so much worse in the light of day. 
 
    Kennedy was dismayed at the things she’d done.  How had she ended up doing them?  How had she let it happen, and how did Sandy get her to do them? 
 
    Sandy had not forced her.  Not exactly. 
 
    Kennedy had not had to do those things.  Surely one could be a server at a lesbian strip club without sexually submitting to one’s trainer.  Kennedy had submitted on her first night and even brought Sandy back to the hotel with her! 
 
    Kennedy thought back and tried to figure out when she should have said no.  When could she have averted all this? 
 
    Memories of events in the VIP Room with Sandy and that nasty Mrs. Trask burned through her mind.  That damn spanking had done such a number on Kennedy.  It must have thrown her off, and then she stayed off-balance after that.   
 
    It wasn’t enough for Kennedy to think about it.  She didn’t just think about “that damn spanking.”  It was like she had to think about each spank.  How they felt.  How it felt to be in that humiliating situation. 
 
    The first spank.  The second spank.  The eighth spank.  The fourteenth spank.  So on. 
 
    Kennedy realized she was rubbing her bare ass into the harsh, nasty hotel carpet.   
 
    She guessed that was to make pain bloom on her ass, and it did.   
 
    She guessed she was trying to recreate how those spanks felt.  It felt quite different, but it was still painful. 
 
    Okay, that was why she was rubbing her ass on the carpet.  But… why was one of her hands rubbing her pussy, and why was her other hand fondling her breasts? 
 
    Dammit! 
 
    She was aroused!  Again!  Even after last night! 
 
    Kennedy thought lust should be out of her system.  Instead, it seemed more in her system than ever before.  It was poison in her veins and poison pumping into her mind.  Hot poison.  When was the last time she was this aroused this early in the day? 
 
    Kennedy tried to stop what she was doing.   
 
    Really, she did. 
 
    The thing was… it felt good… and bad in the right way… and she was already doing it anyway.  The line was crossed.  The toothpaste was out of the tube.  Or, more accurately, the pussy juice was already flowing. 
 
    Everyone knew you couldn’t stuff toothpaste back into the tube. 
 
    But she could make up for that by stuffing fingers up her pussy.  It was the least she could do! 
 
    She’d pretend she was trying to stuff her pussy juice back inside herself.  But she knew.  She was stirring up more. 
 
    Kennedy scraped her ass around, rubbed her pussy, and squeezed her breasts. 
 
    Why should she stop? 
 
    No one was around to see this…. 
 
    Kennedy already could not un-know what she was doing. 
 
    Whatever germs were in this nasty carpet were already ground into her bare ass. 
 
    Why close the door on all this… when it made her feel like opening her legs? 
 
    Maybe she would have stopped if the hotel had maid service, but they sure didn’t.  Look at this carpet! 
 
    Look at the carpet, or… feel it scraping on your ass…. 
 
    Kennedy stretched three of her fingers deeper into her pussy. 
 
    Kennedy squeezed harder on her breasts. 
 
    Kennedy twisted her ass into the carpet faster. 
 
    The arousal wasn’t going away.  Just the opposite! 
 
    Kennedy couldn’t undue this nastiness.  She started it.  It was her.  Sandy wasn’t here though her ghost or sexual after-image did still haunt Kennedy.  Haunted her with lust. 
 
    Kennedy could not undue the nastiness… but… she could increase the nastiness.   
 
    She could make the nastiness worth it by making herself orgasm! 
 
    She’d orgasm bigger if it was nastier.  That was how it worked.  Ever since yesterday!  She knew it.  She felt it.   
 
    Go big or go home.  She couldn’t go home.  She had no home yet, fresh out of the military and staying at a hotel while trying to save her little sister. 
 
    She couldn’t go home, so she had to go big.  Going big meant having a big orgasm, and that meant getting nasty.  Even nastier. 
 
    She has a lust-inspired idea.  It was nasty.  A bit nastier. 
 
    Kennedy stretched her bare feet out and set them flat on the rough carpet.  She kept fingers in her pussy but moved her other hand off her breasts and onto the rough carpet for balance. Then she flexed her legs, using her feet as an anchor and her hand for balance as she dragged her ass across the carpet.   
 
    It hurt like hell.   
 
    It burned her ass.   
 
    It made her groan. 
 
    It made her wet.   
 
    It made her want to do it again. 
 
    She did it again.  She flopped her feet forward and then dragged her ass towards them until they nearly met and her ass blazed with carpet burn pain. 
 
    She did it again.  She frigged frantically at her pussy while doing it.  The lovely sensations in her pussy were catching up to the pain, joining with it, becoming a whole greater than the sum parts. 
 
    She did it again…. 
 
    Oh, fuck, if anyone ever knew about this…. 
 
    She did it again. 
 
    If anyone was somehow watching…. 
 
    She did it again.   
 
    She was at the lip of the bathroom and out of carpet.  She spun around, in place, on her ass.  The pain of that maneuver made her gasp loudly. 
 
    Oh, this was horrible!  This was bad!  Her poor ass! 
 
    She should stop…. 
 
    Kennedy did it again.   
 
    She may as well.  Her ass already hurt.  Why not make it hurt more?  Her pussy felt so hot and sexy and needy.  Why not make it hotter, sexier, and needier? 
 
    She did it again. 
 
    She had to.  She had to get back to her starting point at the base of the bed. 
 
    That was her story, a story she’d never tell, and she was sticking to it! 
 
    She did it again. 
 
    It was like she was rowing her ass across an ocean of nasty dirty carpet fibers. 
 
    She did it again. 
 
    Oh fuck. 
 
    She was making progress on her carpet voyage. 
 
    Ooo, owie, owie so good. 
 
    She was getting closer to a magical land, a land far more magical than Atlantis. 
 
    She heard herself making mewling sounds. 
 
    Fuck.  It hurt so bad.  It felt so good. 
 
    No one would ever know. 
 
    She did it again. 
 
    She would know.  She would always know. 
 
    She did it again. 
 
    She felt close to something.  Screaming?  Orgasm?  She didn’t know but she knew she wasn’t close to stopping.  She wasn’t going to get herself under control.  She lost all control with Sandy and Mrs. Trask, and then with Sandy a bunch more.  And with that Indian couple.   
 
    Now she was out of control, even all on her own.  There was no one else here to blame. 
 
    She was a bad naughty girl.  She was such a slut. 
 
    She felt like a weak, nasty, out-of-control slut. 
 
    She deserved pain.   
 
    And she deserved an orgasm!  She’d paid for it in pain. 
 
    She did it again. 
 
    Her flaming ass scraped forward.  She made achy gasping sounds. 
 
    Oh, she was such a naughty out-of-control slut! 
 
    Maybe… maybe she needed someone to control her?  Could that be right?  It was wrong but the idea felt right.  But who? 
 
    Someone controlling, obviously. 
 
    Fuck.  All the controlling people were total assholes!  Everyone knew that. 
 
    Who? 
 
    Who did she know who was controlling?  Who could control her and make her do things she wouldn’t do on her own and loved to do when forced to do them? 
 
    Fuck.  She only had one name.  She only knew one person. 
 
    That fucking big-titted bitch, Sandy! 
 
    But then Kennedy would have to do more of those things Sandy forced her to do.  Sex with strangers.  Getting spanked. 
 
    Shit.  That didn’t sound so bad, like it should.  It sounded good, like it shouldn’t. 
 
    If only Sandy had stayed over.  If Sandy was making her scrape her ass all over this awful carpet, at least Kennedy would have a flimsy excuse for doing it! 
 
    If Sandy were there, she would definitely want more from Kennedy.  Sandy wouldn’t be satisfied with ass rug burns! 
 
    But what?  What would Sandy make her do? 
 
    Kennedy had a moment of sexual clarity.  She knew what Sandy would have made her do if Sandy had been there.  After all, Sandy had made her do it last night. 
 
    She’d butt-rowed back to the spot where she’d awoken. 
 
    The wet spot that Sandy ordered to sleep on.  The wet spot that Kennedy had then obediently, or maybe because she was too exhausted to move, slept on. 
 
    She went back to the spot where Sandy made her lick the carpet.  That was why it was so wet.  Sandy had forced her to lick it.  And suck it. 
 
    Forced?  Compelled?  Caused?  Urged?  Encouraged? 
 
    Kennedy wasn’t sure.  She couldn’t be sure.  It didn’t matter.  She did it.  She was a bad girl. 
 
    Sandy had told her to do it.  She had not threatened Kennedy.  Once told to do it, Kennedy had gone ahead and obeyed her.  Or more than obeyed.  Did having an orgasm fall under the “more than obeyed” category? 
 
    That orgasm… was so nasty… and so wonderful… and so real.  It was an ugly truth, but it seemed, that morning, like the most significant, most certain truth in Kennedy’s entire life. 
 
    Sandy was poisonous.  Kennedy was not immune to her poison, but that poison was not deadly to her.  It wasn’t a killing poison.  It was a different kind of poison.  Although maybe it was deadly to a part of her.  But there were other parts of her that thrived under its influence. 
 
    The parts of her that were slutty and submissive and shameful thrived.  To those parts, the poison was fertilizer.  What the fuck was growing out of it? 
 
    Whatever it was thrived and grew.  It seemed like it was so much more of her now. 
 
    Right then, Kennedy was hungry for more poison.  She didn’t need any damn antidote and would turn it down if someone offered her one.  She needed another dose of the poison / fertilizer! 
 
    She found the wet spot.  It was still just a little damp, probably because she’d lain on it all night.  It had nowhere to evaporate. 
 
    Kennedy remembered Sandy’s poisonous words and mentally basked in them. 
 
    Sandy’s words were in her head like Sandy was right there standing over her saying them again, “One, leave my pussy juice on your face all night.  Don’t you dare clean your face!  Don’t you insult me like that!  I want you to smell me all night and for me to be the first thing you smell when you wake up.  Two, crawl around here and find that Indian’s stray cum in the carpet.  I like a tidy slut.  Find it and suck it out of the carpet.” 
 
    The words reminded Kennedy.  She touched a hand to her face.  She couldn’t feel it, but she knew Sandy’s dried pussy juice was on her face.   
 
    That was nasty.   
 
    That was just right. 
 
    It also seemed right that she’d used her pussy pleasing hand to touch her face. 
 
    Kennedy licked the palm of her hand and then swiped it back and forth over her cheeks and chin.  She rehydrated Sandy’s dried pussy juice with her saliva and with her own pussy juice.  Then she licked the palm of her hand. 
 
    She could taste her flavor.  The flavor of herself and of that big-titted bitch she hated and almost loved in a twisted way. 
 
    “One” was recreated.  Time to recreate “Two.” 
 
    Kennedy lifted her ass off the carpet, relieving it of further abuse, but the pain still blazed.  She got on her hands and knees.  She pressed her hands on the carpet, bent low down, and lifted her ass high up.  Her red, irritated hot ass was her highest point, like the heat in her ass cheeks made her ass rise the way a hot air balloon did. 
 
    Kennedy knew Sandy would like seeing her like this.  If Sandy were here in more than spirit. 
 
    Kennedy pressed her lips to the rough damp carpet. 
 
    Kennedy moved one hand back to press up on her pubic mound, balancing on her other hand like a failed one-handed push-up. 
 
    Kennedy licked.  Kennedy rubbed. 
 
    Kennedy wasn’t sure if any of the sperm was left in the carpet fiber.  She’d done a thorough lick and suck job last night.  Then again, sperm were tiny, and there were millions of them.  She bet she got some. 
 
    But it was the thoughts – the nasty thoughts – that counted. 
 
    Kennedy sucked.  Kennedy rubbed hard and firm and urgently at her pussy. 
 
    Kennedy heard herself moaning.  She moaned into the spit-soggy carpet.  She slurped, she rubbed, and she moaned. 
 
    Her moans graduated and became groans.  She huffed and sucked at the nasty carpet.  She slid two fingers into her pussy and then brought in a third.  She jammed the fingers in and humped at her hand.  Her hand fucked her pussy and her pussy fucked her hand. 
 
    She pictured herself, how low she was, low literally, and low-down nasty.  Anyone seeing her would think she was a slut. 
 
    No, that wasn’t quite right. 
 
    Anyone seeing her would know she was a slut. 
 
    She felt low-down, and her lust soared. 
 
    She orgasmed and wilted onto her side. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Carter arrived a little at Juicy’s Big Box that evening.  Ten before seven and there was no sign yet of the night about to fall. 
 
    She wasn’t early as part of her role or anything like that. 
 
    It was because her sister Kennedy usually arrived right on time at places.  Her punctuality was uncanny.  She had the ability to arrive almost to the minute, even through traffic.  She hated to arrive early just as much as she did late. 
 
    By arriving early, Carter hoped to avoid talking to Kennedy in the parking lot.  It was still too soon for a sister-to-sister conversation.  Five years might be too soon.  A lifetime might be too soon if details were shared. 
 
    Carter had seen too much as far as Kennedy, and Carter had done too much herself.  She was sheepish about avoiding her sister, who’d been away for so long in the Army, but there it was.  The truth. 
 
    She hadn’t called Kennedy all day, and Kennedy had not called her either.  Carter felt guilty because, as the older sister and as an established resident of the general area, not Denver but Colorado, she really should be the one checking up on Kennedy.  Especially after what she saw last night. 
 
    But that was the problem.  What she witnessed last night with Kennedy.  It would be so damn awkward talking to her.  Awkward for both of them, she bet.  Also, she wondered if Kennedy would notice anything different about her big sister or would ask any hard to answer questions. 
 
    After all, the last time Kennedy saw Carter, just last night, Carter was the same old Carter.  Now, after last night, Carter felt like a different Carter.  Not a new and improved one either.  Hardly.  More like a used and abused and forced to like it version.  Degraded, not improved.  How could Carter keep that off her face? 
 
    Would Kennedy notice that her big sister had become a “baby slut?”  Carter shook her head just from the thought of that.  It was hard to believe.  Viv had called her “Baby Slut” and made Carter agree that she was one.  She even got Carter to say she wanted to grow up to be a complete slut! 
 
    Was she already a complete slut?  Had she grown from Baby Slut to Complete Slut in a single night?  Maybe.  She felt like a complete slut.  What more was needed to be one if she wasn’t yet a complete slut? 
 
    How many slut hoops did a slut need to jump through before she was a complete slut? 
 
    That question caused a squeezed speeding in her circulation.  Carter was sure there could be more of the same slutty actions, but could there also be sluttier things that Viv might make her do? 
 
    What was she in store for?  More or worse? 
 
    Was there maybe a better way to save her little sister, Reagan?  One that did not involve… lesbians… and orgasms…. 
 
    Why did those things sound so darkly attractive? 
 
    Would a better way to save Reagan really involve fewer orgasms or more orgasms?  Orgasms were supposed to be good.  They felt fantastic. 
 
    Yet… these ones were so very bad! 
 
    Being called a baby slut and saying she was one was bad.  But worse was how she had to address Viv, a woman who was just maybe, just barely old enough, to be Carter’s mother, as “Mommy.” 
 
    Sick.  It was so sick! 
 
    She was trying to become a mother.  Not be a baby herself, a baby slut, with a lesbian Mommy! 
 
    It made her feel uncomfortable to think about how Viv kept calling her a baby slut and made Carter call Viv Mommy.  Uncomfortable.  Very uncomfortable.   
 
    Uncomfortable right between the legs.  Because of the blood flow plumping up her labia and because of all the moisture.  She was so uncomfortable! 
 
    Maybe Viv was uncomfortable about it also, in a way.  Carter recalled that once Ms. H arrived, just like that, there was no more talk of Baby Slut or Mommy.  Maybe Viv was embarrassed about that kind of name-calling, back and forth, in front of anyone else. 
 
    Which… made it a personal thing between Viv and Carter.  It was their thing.  Carter shook her head unconsciously.  It wasn’t her thing!  It was sick.  But maybe it was a special thing between the two of them. 
 
    So… it was sick and special? 
 
    Maybe Viv had a thing for her.  Maybe Viv liked Carter for more than savage demented lesbian sex.  Maybe Viv was fond of her. 
 
    Why did that give Carter a warm fuzzy feeling?  Or was it just a wet warm fuzzy pubic hair feeling between her legs? 
 
    Was that whole Baby Slut and Mommy name-calling a one-time weird sex conversation thing or… would Viv do that with her again? 
 
    It took her by storm last night.  That was her excuse.  But, if she kept calling Viv Mommy and herself Baby Slut, it just kept happening, and it happened even when she knew it was coming, then it wasn’t really forced, was it?  She wouldn’t have any excuse for it.  Surely an eldest sister could get dominated while undercover trying to save her little sister without being a Baby Slut! 
 
    So, she should let Viv dominate her but refuse to call her Mommy? 
 
    How much did that accomplish? 
 
    Would the orgasms be as good without calling Viv Mommy?  She was sure they wouldn’t be better.  They might be as good but not better.  Calling Viv Mommy and herself Baby Slut was so twisted naughty that it had excited her. 
 
    It had added to the sex.  
 
    It was a feature, not a flaw. 
 
    But all lesbian submission was a flaw, wasn’t it? 
 
    Carter considered slapping herself.  Why was she thinking about doing more with that woman?  Why was she looking forward to it?  Why did she hope they did engage in more of that sick sex talk? 
 
    See, she was not new and improved at all!  She was degraded.  Reduced all the way down to a sexual baby. 
 
    But she was fascinated.  She couldn’t take her mind off of Viv.   
 
    It was like… like… like she had a crush on Viv!  A stupid teenage girl crush! 
 
    Maybe she’d developed from a Baby Slut all the way up to a Teen Slut! 
 
    Carter nearly stepped into Juicy’s Big Box like someone walking into a minefield.  She had to do this.  She had to do her shift.  She had to face these people.   
 
    She had to act normal.  What was normal again?  What was normal among staff at a lesbian strip club?   
 
    She needed to act relaxed.  But she felt upset, and she felt strange anticipation.  More would happen.  She knew it.  It just would.  She still wasn’t sure when or how to draw the line.  If she wasn’t sure yet, then how much less sure would she be when damn lesbians got her all aroused again? 
 
    More aroused.  She felt moist between the legs.  Her pussy felt like a mouth getting ready to eat a big tasty meal.  Dumb damn pussy.  Pussies didn’t eat!  Other way around.  They got eaten out! 
 
    She was mad at Viv for making her question so much about herself, at Ms. H for using her like a toy last night, at Reagan for getting them into this mess, at Kennedy for being as weak as Carter, and, most of all, Carter was mad at herself. 
 
    She looked around.  Viv was at the bar and hadn’t seen her yet.  There was just a smattering of customers.  There wasn’t a stripper on stage.  Either the stripping hadn’t started yet, or it was one of the short breaks between strippers. 
 
    Strippers.  At a lesbian club.  Jesus, what was that like?  What led those women into that situation? 
 
    Why did thinking about seeing strippers up there tonight, watching them, cause a deep tremble?  Why did thinking about what it would be like to be up there stripping with dozens or even a couple hundred women ogling her cause an even deeper, longer tremble? 
 
    Carter saw a couple of servers, including Sandy.  Sandy saw her and gave her an exaggerated wink. 
 
    That fucking sarcastically friendly bitch!   
 
    Then Carter saw Sandy looking up and down her body, checking out her tight jean shorts and tight country-style halter top.  Then Sandy licked her big lips that sure looked as surgically-enhanced as her massive tits. 
 
    That fucking lascivious bitch! 
 
    Sandy had probably done things with Kennedy last night.  Probably?  For sure!  Who knew what those two did after hours, but one would presume it was more than what they did during their shift.   
 
    Just as with Viv and Carter, right?  Carter couldn’t help thinking that.  She tried not to be hypocritical about things in life.  Here she was angry at Kennedy for being weak, and she was just as weak.  Here she was practically girl-crushing on Viv, her Mommy and a woman old enough to be her mom (and whose tits were nearly as big as Sandy’s), and yet Carter wanted to punch Sandy. 
 
    Carter felt totally off her game and not herself. She was a non-violent person.  Not only did she not punch people, she did not even think about punching them.  Until now. 
 
    Carter forced herself to nod at Sandy.  She put a calm smile on her face.  Never let them see you sweat! 
 
    Sandy went back to visiting with a few customers.  The servers at Juicy’s Big Box were both waitresses and hostesses, there to act friendly with customers when not taking orders and delivering on orders. 
 
    Carter felt like going up to Sandy and demanding to know if Kennedy was okay and what she’d done to Kennedy last night.  But, of course, she couldn’t.  At Juicy’s Big Box, Carter and Kennedy were not sisters at all and only happened to have their first shifts on the same night.  Here they were Kennedy Kilmer and Carter Kramer. 
 
    Carter decided to go check in with Dixie.  She knew Kennedy would also need to check in with that cold, nasty bitch, and Carter wanted to get her check in over with and not have to do it in front of Kennedy.  Or see how Dixie talked down to Kennedy either, for that matter. 
 
    Most vitally, she did not want Kennedy to ever again see her big sister Carter get spanked! Dixie had spanked Carter last night, and it was quite a shock to Carter.  And, no doubt, quite amusing to Kennedy. 
 
    Carter went up the stairs to the office.  She felt eyes on her.  No surprise.  It could be Viv lusting after her or Sandy doing the same, or any of the customers.  Or all of them. 
 
    It reminded Carter of how she was dressed.  The tight cut-offs with the bottom curve of her ass cheeks sticking out.  She wore wispy see-through panties again, this time orange instead of yellow.   
 
    Maybe she’d work her way through the spectrum with a slightly darker shade every day.  Red tomorrow!  She hoped she and Kennedy could uncover details and proof of Sadie Clark’s illegal activities before Carter ran through the entire Roy G Biv. 
 
    Carter felt her breasts wobbling.  The halter was tight but the material was stretchy.  Her damn breasts were too big to be kept in place by that kind of material.  As she went up the steps, her breasts slid from side to side, making the halter bulge left, bulge right, bulge left.   
 
    They liked the servers and bartenders to have big breasts and to show off what they had. 
 
    Even though her breasts were big, Carter knew that, judging by Viv and Sandy and other staff at Juicy’s Big Box, management – Dixie and her ilk – probably wished Carter’s breasts were even bigger. 
 
    Carter was used to having the biggest breasts in the room generally.  Here, she had some of the smallest.  Well, Kennedy had smaller breasts, though they were nice sized, and Dixie had small breasts.   
 
    Dixie.  That hypocritical bitch!  She wanted everyone else to have big breasts, even to the point of probably wanting them to get surgical augmentations – no way were Viv’s and Sandy’s breasts natural! – while Dixie herself was nearly flat-chested. 
 
    Carter’s breasts wobbled more, and she thought her ass stuck out further because of the damn high heels she had worn.  They were so awkward!  They hurt her calves also and made going up the stairs precarious. 
 
    High heels were a fucking danger!  This was a hostile work environment! 
 
    Carter knew she was going up to the most hostile part of the hostile work environment.  Dixie didn’t smile, but, what she lacked in smiles, she made up for with spanks! 
 
    Bitch!  Carter so hoped the proof of illegal activity caught up Dixie as well as Sadie Clark.  Then Reagan would be free of Sadie, and all the workers at Juicy’s Big Box would be free of Dixie. 
 
    Carter wondered what the illegal stuff might be.  It did bother her that they were so sure Sadie Clark was involved in illegal activity, and yet they didn’t even know what it might be. How much sense did that make?  Sadie is up to something illegal!  Something but we don’t even know what it might be, but we’re sure she’s breaking the law!  
 
    Carter hoped Kennedy’s contact, that Hazel woman, was trustworthy and right about that.  For all Carter knew, maybe Hazel was a wackadoodle. 
 
    Shit.  Carter sure as fuck hoped she wasn’t going through all this for nothing! 
 
    But, no, Carter remembered what Viv and Ms. H talked about last night in her hotel room.  It was true, there was something illegal that Sadie was involved in. 
 
    Honestly, a part of her felt none too enthused that illegality was confirmed.  She could have skedaddled and gotten the hell out of Denver if she could excuse that it was all a shot in the dark and not worth the sexual aggravation or the damage to her self-esteem 
 
    But now, this whole situation was like having a tiger by the tail.  She could not let go of it no matter how much it bit her. 
 
    Or licked her. 
 
    Or how much the tiger made her lick it’s pussy. 
 
    There was no room for doubt.  The only way was forward.   
 
    Carter arrived at the door to Dixie’s office and knocked firmly while standing on the precarious high heels.  She heard a muffled “Enter” and went in. 
 
    Dixie was alone in the office.  As usual, no smile of greeting.  She had her dark hair in a pony and looked like a wiry soccer mom in her forties.  She pointed to a spot in front of her desk. 
 
    There was no chair so Carter stood in front of the desk at what felt like bartender slut attention.  Her outfit, even in the strip club, made her feel like a sex show freak. 
 
    Dixie looked her up and down. 
 
    Creepy. 
 
    Dixie stood up and came around the desk.  Carter saw she wore pants and a long-sleeve shirt.  They kept the club cool.  The bartenders and servers, and even the strippers were constantly in motion so they stayed warm despite their outfits or lack of outfits.  Carter understood why Dixie would want to wear pants and long-sleeves, but it still felt like a double standard. 
 
    Dixie came over to Carter and then walked around her, looking at her closely. 
 
    Creepy!  It wasn’t getting any less creepy, was it? 
 
    Dixie said, “Aren’t you going to say hello?” 
 
    “Uh, sure.  Of course.  Hello.” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Dixie, standing a little behind Carter, had spanked her! 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    She did it again! 
 
    Carter was torn between trying to get away or yelling at Dixie or maybe even punching her.  But she knew her role was to pretend to be an eager-to-succeed new employee.  Dixie had spanked her last night a few times, right in front of Kennedy.   
 
    This wasn’t Carter’s first getting spanked rodeo! 
 
    Wait, why was she getting spanked?  Well… why had she gotten spanked yesterday? 
 
    Dixie helped jog her memory.  Or maybe she helped spank her memory. 
 
    Dixie said, “You’re forgetting something I taught you just yesterday.  I’m worried you might be too stupid to retain valuable training.  If you can’t retain your training, then there is no worth in training you, and I will not be able to retain you as an employee at Juicy’s Big Box.  Hopefully, I’ll help you remember by continuing to spank you until you show you understand where you’ve failed.” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Carter stood helpless and in a pain panic.  Think.  She had to think! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    That bitch!  Oh, she hated Dixie!  Fucking spanking bitch! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Damn it!  Each spank made Carter cringe and rise a little on her toes.  She felt waves of ass flesh ripple with each spank. The spanks came fast enough that the ripples seemed to meet and join and run into each other. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    The spanks on Carter’s tight denim cut-off shorts echoed in the raised office, and spank sounds bounced off the wall that was a one-way mirror overlooking the club. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Carter scrunched her face from the pain and wondered if people down in the club could hear the spanks.  Was Kennedy down there right now, hearing them, with Sandy telling her that Carter, the other “new girl,” was in the office with Dixie?  Kennedy would know her big sister Carter was getting spanked, again, by Dixie, but this time with many more spanks than last night! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Kennedy would for sure know that Carter couldn’t be spanking Dixie.  Even though Carter was younger, fitter, and larger.  It was so unfair! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Finally, the memory was spanked into Carter.  She knew why Dixie was spanking her!  Dixie had spanked her last night for not calling Dixie Mistress, and Carter hadn’t yet used the word today. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Damn.  Carter hated to call anyone Mistress, let alone a mean bitchy lesbian.  It was terrible! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    But was it as terrible as these spanks? 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Oh, fuck, she had to use that word!  How much more could her poor ass take?  Dixie’s spanks weren’t slowing down. 
 
    “Mistress!  I forgot to call you Mistress, Mistress!” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    “Jesus sobbed, that took you long enough.  Or maybe you wanted a spanking.  You do seem like the subby pain-loving type.” 
 
    “Oh, ah, no, Mistress.  I don’t… love pain.  Not at all.  Mistress!” 
 
    “You know, I think I could train you to love it.  Actually, I know I could.  I’ve done it before, and I’ll do it again.  Yes, I’ll have to think about that.  Maybe you’ll be another one.” 
 
    “Oh, um, please no, Mistress.  Ah, I’m not interested in that, Mistress.” 
 
    “No one wants to become a pain slut until they already are one.  Then it’s too late.  Once a pain slut, always a pain slut.  It’s a fun permanent change.  Girls come and go and cum and go in this place, but some things stick with them when they leave.  Like being a pain slut.” 
 
    “Um, ah, as stated, Mistress, no thanks.” 
 
    “I’ll decide, not you.  Tell me, how do you feel?  Do you feel sexy because you’re well-spanked?  Tell me out loud how you feel.  As a great manager, I need to understand my staff and their needs.” 
 
    “I-I feel… I feel pain.  It hurt!  Mistress, I mean.  Wait, do I have to say Mistress like, after every sentence?  Mistress?” 
 
    “Say Mistress once per time talking to me or about me.  You can have Mistress at the start or at the end or even somewhere in the middle.  Just get one Mistress in every time you open your mouth and talk with me.  That way, I know you respect me, and everyone present knows you respect me, and you know you respect me. I am to be respected.  Also, no sniveling hourly slut should get a big head about themselves.  Just as it reminds you of my status, it also reminds you of your lowly status.” 
 
    Jesus.  Carter guessed it would work like that.  She felt pretty damn lowly!   
 
    Dixie demanded, “Tell me more about what you feel.  I know you feel more than simple pain.  Any lie is cause for more spanks.” 
 
    Carter tried to assess herself.  She felt wild.  She felt out of her own control but in Dixie’s control at the same time.  Out of control and controlled simultaneously.   
 
    She did feel a lot of pain, but the pain ebbed.  As it ebbed, a new tide rolled in. 
 
    What was that?  What was she feeling? 
 
    Carter wasn’t sure other than she’d never felt quite like this.  No, wait, she had felt like this before, but only once before.  Once but not a long time ago.  She felt this way very recently. 
 
    She felt like she had last night with Viv and with those strangers at the bar.  And again with Viv, after work, in the car.  And then with Viv at the hotel and then with Viv and Ms. H. 
 
    It was some exotic blend of frustration, submissiveness, humiliation, arousal, and feeling less than human, like a sex object, like a toy played with by others.  That was the feeling.  It was hard to nail down what it was, but it inundated her. 
 
    Dixie came around and looked hard into Carter’s eyes.  Even though Dixie was a lot shorter, that look was intimidating.  Spanks backed it up! 
 
    Carter had to answer, she better, or she’d get more of the same.  Her poor ass couldn’t take more!  Even if it had felt… not totally… bad… or, like… those spanks did more than simply cause pain…. 
 
    Darn!  Dixie was right!  It had done more to Carter than just cause pain. 
 
    Carter had to answer, knew she couldn’t afford to lie, but didn’t know what she felt, not until she put it in words. 
 
    The words flew out of Carter’s mouth without permission and without the wisdom to hold back on the truth, “I do feel more than pain.  You were right, Mistress.  I feel – I feel… hot and sexy!” 
 
    Carter heard what she said, and her eyes went wide.  Who said that?  Was it really her?  It sounded like her.   
 
    It was the truth.  Damn damning truth.  Truth sucked!  She wished she could take it back.  Why wasn’t she a better liar?  Or at least a bad liar.  Any lie was a good lie and better than telling that kind of truth 
 
    And it wasn’t like she was confiding in a buddy in private.  Dixie was much closer to an enemy than a friend.  Not only might she not keep it confidential, but she might also use this info against Carter! 
 
    In the most terrible of ways!  As an excuse to spank Carter more and maybe try to turn her into one of those awful pain sluts Dixie talked about. 
 
    What then if Dixie did that to her?  It would be so humiliating for Carter to have to ask Peter to spank her! 
 
    Dixie’s mouth wasn’t smiling, but her eyes were.  Carter needed to try to walk back what she’d said.  Quickly!  It was like the five-second rule on food dropped on the floor.  You had to do it quickly before it was too late. 
 
    “Uh, Mistress, I mean, actually, I’m also angry.  You know, hot with anger.  And I’m humiliated!” 
 
    Dixie’s lips twitched almost like they were trying to smile, “Hot with anger?  Maybe, but I doubt it.  Sexy with anger?  Sexy with humiliation?  Not fucking likely.  You’re like some of those lowdown servers who become spank bitches.  You’re a spank bitch!  I bet you didn’t even know it.  Well, you know it now, and so do I.” 
 
    Carter opened her mouth to say something and then shut it again.  She had no chance of changing the mind of crazy Dixie.  A spank bitch?  Her?  Carter Klein!?!   
 
    Liking being spanked?  That was a crazy idea.  Carter guessed that there could be someone somewhere who did, but not her. 
 
    Dixie said, “A spank bitch is a larval stage on the way to becoming a full-fledged no-going-back pain slut.  Congratulations!  Your journey has begun.” 
 
    “Uh… thanks?  Mistress?” 
 
    Dixie came up close behind Carter, so close that her small breasts made light contact with Carter’s back, “We like to nickname the new girls until they’ve proven themselves, become experienced, and are replaced by new new girls.  Hm.  Yes.  Experienced.  I have some ideas for helping you become… experienced.” 
 
    Carter made a face because she knew Dixie couldn’t see it standing behind her.  It let Carter express herself a little.  She bet her face looked uncertain and worried. 
 
    Did her face also look… turned on?  Curious? 
 
    What was Dixie suggesting?  Her tone was full of innuendo.  What a creepy lady!  Dixie might have daughters who were older than Carter.  The age difference alone made Dixie, with her damn spanks and suggestiveness, quite creepy. 
 
    Or was Carter being unfair?  She realized that a man in his forties might well date a woman in her twenties, like Carter, and people might look at that a little sideways but probably wouldn’t think the man was creepy.  Maybe Carter was being sexist to her own sex! 
 
    Fuck it.  Dixie was creepy!  It was more than just the age difference and certainly had nothing to do with her almost certainly being a lesbian.  Heck, Carter did all sorts of lesbian stuff just last night!  Really nasty lesbian stuff with Viv and Ms. H.   
 
    Also, Viv was nearly as old as Dixie, and Carter did not think of her as a creep.  Well, not quite.  Viv was… something.  Pushy.  Dominating.  Sort of mean.  Heck, she spanked Carter also! 
 
    Dixie was creepy, almost in a molester way.  Or like a vampire pretending to be a human woman.  Something like that. 
 
    Dixie didn’t even smile!  At least Viv smiled.  Although usually at Carter’s expense. 
 
    And… Viv made Carter orgasm…. 
 
    Criticize Viv all you wanted, and most would, but despite all that, she put Carter through and… exposed her to… she redeemed herself with those orgasms…. 
 
    Carter nearly jerked as she realized she was getting dreamy and steamy.  Her eyes were unfocused and humid warmth was baking off her pussy.  Used to be, when she felt like this, like back in high school, it was when she thought too long about the team’s star quarterback.  Well, he wasn’t really a star in football as he was none too accurate with the ball, but he was as good-looking as a star and starred in the fantasies of most of the other high school girls.  
 
    Huh.  Now thinking about an older woman, Viv, spanking her and humiliating her, and sexually sharing her with another woman was what got her dreamy and steamy!  How things changed…. 
 
    Now was not the time!  Dixie was breathing warm breath on the nape of Carter’s neck.  She was a cold bitch, but her breath was as warm as anyone else’s.  It was like creepy Dixie was insinuating herself into the dreamy and steamy moment!  Now, that was creepy. 
 
    Carter stiffened her back.  Which was when she noticed her nipples were stiffened as well.  They were way ahead of her back when it came to stiffening. 
 
    She wasn’t the only one who noticed her hardened nipples.   
 
    Dixie’s hands came up from either side of Carter and around Carter like Dixie was doing a no-touch hug from the back.  Except this no-touch hug led to touches. 
 
    Dixie’s fingers – a much older lady’s fingers! – strummed lightly, just barely touching the tips of Carter’s nipples.  It wasn’t hard for Dixie to see her nipple targets because they were erect and pressed out against the thin halter-top material like the material was just colored paint instead of fabric. 
 
    Carter’s eyes went wide from the unexpected sensation volume from Dixie’s strumming fingers – creepy fingers attached to a creepy lady! – and Carter shook slightly like a vibration.  Like a shiver from a chill except she felt way too hot. 
 
    Was she supposed to just stand here?  Getting more and more turned on? 
 
    Was she going to let this happen? 
 
    Dixie said, “You like that?  A little help with… becoming more experienced?” 
 
    Carter blinked.  What was Dixie trying to say?  What did this creepy woman want?  How should Carter answer? 
 
    “Uh, well, um, I’m not sure what you mean.  Mistress!” 
 
    Strum, strum, strum.  Dixie’s hands treated Carter’s nipples to sliding contact, just barely, just rubbing across the tips of Carter’s nipples.  Carter felt like arching her back and pressing her breasts forward, but she knew that was all wrong.  She really felt like getting away.  Pressing her tits on Dixie’s hands most definitely was not getting away.  It would be getting more of same.  So, she must want to move her breasts away no matter how much it felt like just the opposite. 
 
    Dixie murmured, “You know, this is a lesbian club.  So… the most valuable experiences I could give you… to make you into a success… are lesbian experiences….” 
 
    A success?  A success for you?  Being lesbian and being taken advantage of by an older creepy lady wouldn’t be any kind of success for Carter.  Carter was a married woman!  Married women do not successfully have lesbian sex! 
 
    Lesbian sex was a big failure.  Carter was trying to get pregnant with her husband and wanted to start a family.  Nowhere in that future were lesbians useful. 
 
    There was no purpose or success in lesbian sex. 
 
    Although… the lesbian success last night with Viv and Ms. H was damn successful if you measured success by quality and quantity of orgasms. 
 
    Strum, strum, strum.  The back-and-forth guitar strumming of the tips of her nipples made them bounce.  Carter felt like moaning but knew she better not.  She bit her lip.  Never let them see you sweat, and never let them hear you moan! 
 
    That moan really wanted to come out.  But it would do no good.  Once one came out, more would line up in her throat, demanding exit. 
 
    One moan, even just one moan, would give Dixie the idea Carter liked what Dixie did to her. 
 
    And then Dixie would want to do more. 
 
    And Carter, God help her, was also starting to want more. 
 
    Words, not moans.  She needed to get some words out while keeping the moans in. 
 
    “Gee, I’m all set on my experiences, Mistress Dixie!” 
 
    “Lesbian experiences?” 
 
    “Uh,” did she have to tell?   
 
    Yes, she better.  Maybe it was an out. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.  I’ve had lesbian experiences.  Here, at the club.  And after.  Last night.” 
 
    “Oh, so you’re open to it!  That’s good news!” 
 
    Fucking Dixie was getting the wrong message.  Just because Carter had sex with a bartender nearly as old as Dixie and with some woman she only knew as Ms. H did not automatically mean Carter would have lesbian sex with Dixie! 
 
    Not… automatically…. 
 
    It was like how a guy had to take a girl out on a couple of dates first.  Carter wasn’t some easy lesbian score!   
 
    She needed some work up first.  Some more working up.  She wanted to get all worked up.  Then she wouldn’t be responsible for anything.   
 
    Then Dixie would be fully in charge of her.   
 
    Then she’d be helplessly aroused and entirely vulnerable to this creepy bitch. 
 
    Somehow, she almost hoped it was happening. 
 
    Dixie lightly nipped at one of Carter’s earlobes, “You know what they say.  You don’t know what you don’t know.  If your feet get sore tonight, I’ll let you take an extra-long break up here in the office with me.  The thing is, when you take a break up here, I won’t give you a break.  I’ll make you so tired you’ll need to get back to work to recover.  Oh, and your feet won’t be sore because they’ll be up in the air while you’re up here but I’ll make other parts of you, naughtier parts, sorer.” 
 
     “Ah… I’ll pass, Mistress Dixie.” 
 
    “The sooner I do some work on you, the sooner you can graduate from spank bitch to pain slut.” 
 
    “Um, tempting, I guess, Mistress, but I’m, ah, not ready for that.” 
 
    “Sure, sure.  Sluts always know what they’re talking about, right?” 
 
    Carter wasn’t sure if she should feel relieved or insulted.  It sounded like Mistress Dixie – Dixie!  Damn it, she might have to call the woman Mistress but she refused to think of her as a Mistress! – was giving up her attempted seduction.  If spanks and an offer to become a spank bitch counted as a seduction.  It was good Dixie gave up.  What the fuck was Dixie thinking anyway?  Did this creepy routine of hers ever work on anyone?  Who would let her take advantage of them?  An idiot? 
 
    It was insulting how Dixie called her a slut, though.  Some nerve!  Carter didn’t let anyone call her slut.  Not even Peter!  By God, no one was allowed to call her a slut… except… well…. 
 
    She guessed it was true patrons at the club had called her a slut last night.  And Viv had.  Viv had called her a slut many times!  Ms. H had also called Carter a slut. 
 
    Oh, and one other person had called Carter a slut.  Carter herself! 
 
    After all, a “baby slut” was a slut. 
 
    Just that exclusive club of two people whose names she did not fully know and a dozen or so whose names she did not know at all.  And herself.  But Dixie was not invited to join this discerning club! 
 
    It was so embarrassing the nasty things Viv made Carter say about herself!  Viv even made her embrace the title of slut! 
 
    Or was it more than just a title?   
 
    Dixie’s old creepy hands kept strumming Carter’s nipples.  She couldn’t back away because she’d back right into Dixie, and she couldn’t knock away Dixie’s hands because Dixie would fire her, and then Carter wouldn’t be able to help save Reagan.   
 
    Kennedy would be on her own, and, quite frankly, Carter doubted Kennedy was up to the job.  She seemed so damn slutty last night! 
 
    Plus, Viv and Ms. H wanted to use Carter’s hotel room – and use Carter –as cover for plotting illegal activities.  
 
    Dixie’s husky voice interrupted Carter’s thoughts, “If these nipples could talk, I bet they’d tell a different story than your mouth.” 
 
    What should Carter say to that?  Deny it?  Her nipples were hard!  Dixie was creepy, but she was right.   
 
    Well… good thing she didn’t have talking nipples…. 
 
    Carter could barely keep standing still – even though her nipples were standing at attention.  Carter felt like doing something.  Participating.  Or something.  She couldn’t convince herself that it was an antsy urge to get away.  No, it was a dark urge, nearing need, to… do things… and… participate…. 
 
    Oh, no!  Not with this Dixie woman!  Never that! 
 
    If she ever did anything, willingly, with this woman, anything sexual, then yes, okay, she was a lesbian slut.  Which would not, could not, should not ever happen! 
 
    Sooner or later, if Carter kept accepting lesbian lovers, she’d cross that line and become a lesbian slut.   
 
    Assuming she wasn’t already one. 
 
    Carter did not answer Dixie.  She could not trust her voice or what she might say. 
 
    Dixie said, “Let’s get back to your new nickname.  Since you like being spanked, we’ll call you Spanky, so that way, all the other girls who work here will know you’re into having your ass spanked.  That way, they’ll know your ass welcomes spanks, and they should spank your ass.  Doesn’t that sound wonderful?  What do you think, Spanky?” 
 
    What?  Spanky!?!  That was an awful nickname!  It was humiliating, and then she’d have to explain to everyone that heard her nickname that it wasn’t what it sounded like, and she did not like having her ass spanked.   
 
    She didn’t care about her co-workers at this island of misfit lesbians, or she shouldn’t, but what about Kennedy?  What if Kennedy believed it?  Even if Kennedy did not believe it, she would probably tease Carter and make fun of Carter about it.  Forever! 
 
    Carter could almost hear Kennedy’s teasing voice, “Spanky.  Spanky.  Spaaaaanky.” 
 
    She had to get a grip!  She had to squash this! 
 
    “No, Mistress.  It does not sound wonderful.  I do not want that nickname!” 
 
    “You don’t like it?  But why not?” 
 
    Mistress Dixie must know why!  Mistress Dixie – Dixie – was such a bitch! 
 
    “Mistress, it’s… just not accurate.” 
 
    Dixie snorted.  A sound some might follow with a chuckle, but Dixie seemed as incapable of laughter as she was smiling, “It is accurate in that I spanked your ass.  Tonight and last night.  Each time, you failed to say a simple word, which makes one conclude you are either an idiot or want your ass spanked.  But Spanky is more than matter-of-fact accurate.  It is only fair that the others all know you like your ass spanked.  More than fair to you!  That way, they will all know to go ahead and spank your ass, and you won’t miss out on spanks.  The customers also love to see a sexy ass spanked.  You have a perfectly shaped ass, soft, round, but not too big.  Customers will enjoy seeing those curves bouncing from spanks.  It’s good for business, good for staff morale, and good for your morale because you’re already a spank bitch and on your way to becoming a pain slut.” 
 
    “No!  No, Mistress, I mean.  I don’t like getting spanked!” 
 
    “Poor new slut.  She does not even know what she likes.  That is one of the things I’m good at.  Making sluts understand what they like even if they think they don’t.  I’m a fucking expert at that.  Oh, and making them like what they didn’t like at first.  Either way.” 
 
    Carter wondered wildly how she could convince this creepy woman that Spanky was not the best nickname for her. 
 
    “Mistress, how about… Blondie or… I don’t know… even Sexy Ass would be better.” 
 
    “You are blonde, and you do have a sexy ass.  But lots of women are blonde, and everyone on our staff have sexy asses.  It seems like you doubt my expertise, and I can’t have you doubting my leadership.  It would be bad for your morale.  So, I’ll just check and make sure you are Spanky the Spank Slut and should be called Spanky the Spank Slut from now on.” 
 
    Check? 
 
    One of Dixie’s hands drifted down. 
 
    Oh, oh. 
 
    There was a knock on the office door. 
 
    Thank God! 
 
    Dixie’s hand halted its progress about at Carter’s waist, but she otherwise held position as she called out, “Who is it?” 
 
    “It’s, ah, Kennedy Kilmer.  Reporting to work, Mistress.” 
 
    Carter’s sister! 
 
    Carter was grateful to Kennedy just for showing up to her shift.  They were here to save Reagan, but here Kennedy was saving Carter. 
 
    Dixie yelled out, “Stay right there.  I’ll let you in soon.” 
 
    “Oh, okay, Mistress Dixie.” 
 
    Damn.  Kennedy!  Save me! Carter mentally cried out but pressed her lips tightly together. 
 
    Dixie’s hand was on the move! 
 
    Oh, oh.  Was Carter saved or not? 
 
    Dixie popped the button over the zipper on Carter’s cut-off jean shorts. 
 
    Oh, oh. 
 
    Dixie slid the zipper down.  All the way down. 
 
    Oh, oh.  
 
    Dixie pushed Carter’s fly all the way open, flaps out. 
 
    Oh, oh. 
 
    Who was going to stop this?  Kennedy?  It didn’t seem like it! 
 
    How about herself?  It didn’t seem like it! 
 
    Dixie’s hand slid in, and Carter shook slightly and made a silent gasp for more air.  She needed air to make her protest. 
 
    The hand slid down and then up, up and then down.  Dixie rubbed Carter’s pussy through Carter’s thin insubstantial panties! 
 
    Where was the protest?  Carter had to spit out her protest.  Now was the time.  Somehow her protest failed to launch! 
 
    Oh, oh! 
 
    Dixie’s skinny cold hand rubbed like she knew Carter’s pussy well and then rubbed firmly downward. But, on the downward rub, her fingertips pressed in harder, and she brought her nails into play.  They caught on the front waistband of Carter’s panties and then slid past them. 
 
    Dixie’s hand was inside her panties! 
 
    The hand fox was in the panty henhouse! 
 
    Ohhhhhhh…. 
 
    Dixie’s hand firmly rubbed up and down, just as before, but with no flimsy panties giving Carter an even more flimsy excuse to remain standing there.  Like some kind of submissive slut! 
 
    Carter tried to get her head right.  This, allowing this, was not helping their amateur undercover efforts.  Surely Dixie did not get to molest all the new employees at Juicy’s Big Box! 
 
    Then again… maybe… considering it was a lesbian strip club and the type of women who would come work here…. 
 
    Dixie was doing something else! 
 
    Oh, oh! 
 
    Dixie slid two fingers between Carter’s pussy lips, found her hole, and jammed them inside, firmly and confidently. 
 
    Carter oofed and then groaned. 
 
    Oh, shit, she had to keep quiet.  Kennedy was just outside the door!  Maybe only ten feet away! 
 
    The club was loud, but it was early and not too loud.  Carter was okay so far, but she better not release any more cries.  She better not orgasm! 
 
    Orgasm…. 
 
    Was that… 
 
    Dixie jiggled her fingers like she was pretending they were a vibrator. 
 
    Was… an orgasm… even…. 
 
    Dixie chewed lightly at Carter’s left ear lobe. 
 
    Okay, okay, yes, an orgasm was possible…. 
 
    The fingers jammed and slid and jiggled. 
 
    An orgasm was so possible it was approaching! 
 
    Possible?  It was fucking certain if this went on any longer! 
 
    Should she stop this? 
 
    Could she stop this? 
 
    Did she want to stop this? 
 
    She had so not wanted any of this.  But that reluctance evaporated in inverse proportion to her wetness. 
 
    Carter arched back a little, not minding feeling Dixie’s pointy little tits on her shoulder blades.  Oh, she felt so far gone.  She moaned low and long.  She kept her mouth closed, determined that Kennedy not hear her. 
 
    No.  Yes.  It was true.  At this moment, she did want the orgasm.  Even from Dixie.  Or maybe especially.  Dixie was nasty, and Carter suddenly wanted nasty.  Nasty sounded great! 
 
    But how could she look herself in the mirror ever again if she let this happen? 
 
    Then circumstance and cloudy judgment inspired Carter to new heights of twisted justification. 
 
    If she left here this horny, then she might do something stupid out at the bar or the public spaces of the club.  Wasn’t it better that she do something stupid right here in the privacy of Dixie’s office?  Something stupid like cumming all over Dixie’s clever devious hand? 
 
    Carter’s mind, driven by the desire for sexual relief, followed up that irrational thought with another one.  If Dixie didn’t have her way with Carter, then Dixie would invite Kennedy on in and go after her as soon as Carter left.  As the eldest sister, shouldn't Carter take one for the family team?  As in, the orgasm? 
 
    There was no reason poor Kennedy should have to take a lesbian orgasm.  Carter would take it.  That’s the kind of (lesbian slut) stand-up responsible sister she was. 
 
    She’d take this orgasm.  She’d let Dixie have it.  For Kennedy. 
 
    Of course, that ignored the simple fact that whether or not Carter orgasmed had nothing to do with how Dixie would treat Kennedy…. 
 
    Any mental port excuse in an emotional storm! 
 
    The excuses were permission slips more or less coinciding with Dixie’s fingers slipping in and out of Carter’s pussy lips.  Carter allowed her hips to make quick little thrusts onto Dixie’s fingers, and she heard herself umming like a whiny puppy. 
 
    Dixie had to add one last stick to Carter’s sexual fire as she stuck it to her, “Spanky, your slutty pussy is so wet.  You are such a spank bitch.  I order all spank bitches in this room to cum on my fingers!” 
 
    Orders were orders…. 
 
    Carter made a high-pitched, nearly inaudible whine that dogs may have heard half a block away, and she came on Dixie’s fingers.  Carter’s hips wiggled uncontrollably, and Dixie stuck a sharp wet tongue into her left ear. 
 
    Carter could barely keep her feet and had to lean back helplessly against Dixie as she rode Dixie’s fingers and the diminishing echoes of her orgasm. 
 
    Dixie said, “There.  All settled.  Everyone here agrees you are a spank bitch.  Spanky, the spank bitch.  But we’ll need to announce it to the world.  Everyone who comes to this club has a right to know.” 
 
    Dixie pulled her wet hand out of Dixie’s shorts, her left one.  Carter dimly noted that Dixie must be a southpaw.  Dixie held her wet hand at her side but did not wipe it on anything or on Carter.   
 
    Carter felt a meager relief Dixie did not wipe that hand on her.  Carter was already going to smell like pussy for the rest of the night!  She did not need her personal fluids smeared all over her.  It would be like honey to the lesbian bees out at the bar.  Or maybe pollen, she guessed. 
 
    Carter was also relieved that Dixie didn’t make her suck her juice off Dixie’s fingers or some such.  It seemed like the lesbians at this place – well, Viv – were into making women lick up pussy juice. 
 
    Dixie walked away from Carter, and Carter fumbled with her zipper.  Kennedy was just a few feet away!  The sooner she was fully clothed, the better!  Shit, she hoped Kennedy hadn’t heard anything and wouldn’t suspect what happened. 
 
    Dixie glanced back at Carter, “Leave it!  Not yet, Spanky.  I have to do something.  Just stand there like a good spank bitch.” 
 
    Oh, thought Carter dully, were spank bitches good at standing around with their shorts half-open after they orgasm? 
 
    Dixie went to her desk, briefly opened a drawer, and came back to Carter with a red elastic circle of cloth.  It had black letters on it in a fat bold font, but Carter couldn’t read it. 
 
    Dixie said, “As per tradition….” 
 
    Then she used her right hand, the dry hand, to cram the red circlet of cloth down the front of Carter’s shorts!  Inside her panties!  
 
    Then… Dixie worked the cloth up into Carter’s steaming wet pussy! 
 
    It was a return of too-much sensation, and Carter made an ooo-ooo-ooo sound as she rose a little on her heels, which only made her more exposed and vulnerable. 
 
    For a short time, Dixie worked the cloth in and out of Carter’s pussy.  Once it was sopping wet and they both knew it was, Dixie withdrew it. 
 
    Dixie said, “Okay, spank slut, get your zipper up.” 
 
    Carter clumsily complied.  She hardly knew what was going on and certainly didn’t understand what was going on with her.  Just then, she was disappointed this bitch Dixie took her hand away and the little red fuck cloth with it. 
 
    Carter already wanted another orgasm! 
 
    Like… like… some kind of slut! 
 
    Some kind? 
 
    What kind? 
 
    Dixie said, “Atta girl, Spanky, you sexy spank bitch.  Spank bitches are my favorite kind of slutty bitches.  Also, they’re very popular with the customers here.” 
 
    Carter finished zipping up and got her button buttoned.  Jesus, she had to get out of this office!  Kennedy was just outside the door, and she knew she’d have to run the sister gauntlet.   
 
    Geez, if Kennedy got one whiff of Carter, just one, she might know something sexual happened between Dixie and Carter! 
 
    Dixie’s newly damp right hand pressed the red circlet of elastic cloth into Carter’s hand, “Here, spank bitch.  Put this on your arm, either one, around your bicep.” 
 
    Carter stared at it.  Yes, it looked the right size to go around an upper arm, and it was stretchy elastic so it would fit and stay there. 
 
    Carter just wanted to get out of there.  She didn’t want to ask questions that Kennedy might overhear from the other side of the door.  She had no time for a debate, one she’d undoubtedly lose.   
 
    Dixie had all the authority around here, and Carter felt beaten and weak from more than just her orgasm or her ongoing arousal and inexplicable need for more of the same. 
 
    In the past, when Carter had orgasms, an infrequent event with Peter or the guys before him years ago, she was completely satisfied, sexually, for at least hours, if not days or weeks.  But not from this last orgasm.   
 
    Carter thought she might be more turned on after the orgasm than she was minutes before her orgasm! 
 
    Carter worked the armband, which was soaking wet, up her left arm to the middle of her bicep.  It clung firmly and wetly in place. 
 
    Dixie stepped in closer.  Again, she only used her right hand while her left hand dangled wetly at her side.  She pulled and spun the armband around until the fat black letters faced outward.  The letters were surrounded by a bright yellow explosion symbol. 
 
    Carter saw that the letters formed only two words. 
 
    “Spank Bitch.” 
 
    Oh, oh. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    Kennedy was getting impatient. 
 
    The longer she waited for Dixie to let her in, the later she felt.  The later she was!  She was a little late.  She hated being late.  Even intentional tardiness felt all wrong.  She hadn’t wanted to run into Carter in the parking lot and face the inevitable questions from her.   
 
    Waiting wasn’t such a big deal, but some of what Kennedy heard from Dixie’s office sounded like sex.  That was so unprofessional! 
 
    Then again… it was a strip club. 
 
    Also… who was she to judge? 
 
    Kennedy had also had sex at work, at the club, last night.  But it hadn’t been in the relative privacy of an office.  The first time was in the VIP Room.  Then it was out in the main room of the club.  She didn’t even know how many times she’d had sex.  Should she count it by sexual partners or by orgasms, or just how exactly? 
 
    So maybe Dixie getting some in her office wasn’t such a big deal.  Certainly, Kennedy was no one to judge. 
 
    Kennedy just wanted to get this shift started so she could get it over with. 
 
    Last night was intense and a revelation.  But now she looked forward to a nice normal boring shift… at a lesbian strip club.  Last night was just her initiation.  It was over and done with and best left in the past. 
 
    She sure hoped the initiation thing only applied to the first night.  She guessed no one had told her one way or another.  No one said it was an initiation thing.  She just assumed it.  There was no way the servers had lesbian sex every shift here, was there? 
 
    They hadn’t told her what would happen last night.  It just happened, and Kennedy felt unable to stop it.  She hadn’t stopped it.  She hadn’t stopped a single thing.  Not during her shift and not after it either. 
 
    Tonight would be different. 
 
    Tonight had to be different. 
 
    Sandy.  She was really something.  Where did they find women like her to work as servers?   
 
    While they were just there for their mission to find dirt on Sadie Clark and save Reagan, Kennedy had thought that she and Carter would make waves at the club just by being such hotties. 
 
    But there were plenty of hotties.  Sandy, Viv, the other servers, and all the strippers that took the stage.  In this club, being exceptionally good-looking wasn’t exceptional.  It was the norm. 
 
    Kennedy had visited a couple of strip clubs for men.  On a lark and in mixed company.  Once, the weekend after senior prom and once while in the Army, just after training camp.   
 
    She recalled how surprised she was that so many of the strippers looked so common and a few looked below average. 
 
    Hm.  Either lesbian strip clubs attracted a higher grade of strippers, or the management here was more discerning – and more successful --  in their hiring process. 
 
    But the hotness and the cuteness stopped before it got to Dixie.  She was the exception that proved the rule. 
 
    Kennedy wished that Dixie and whatever woman in her office with her who was unlucky enough to receive Dixie’s sexual attentions would hurry up and finish up in there.   
 
    Kennedy wanted to check in with Dixie, as required, and get to work.  Carter had probably checked in earlier because she was such an early bird,  But if she’d gotten stuck in Denver traffic, Kennedy had no desire to hang out in a hallway with Carter while listening to lesbian sex and while Carter possibly inquired about the lesbian sex Kennedy had had last night. 
 
    Would Carter buy it if Kennedy told Carter it was all a sham and she’d done it only to fit in?  Or maybe that she’d bribed Sandy to fake some lesbian activity? 
 
    Probably not.  Yeah, the part where Kennedy was surrounded by female customers at the club, laid across a table, and having her pussy licked would be hard to sell as a fake. 
 
    Hell, Kennedy would have an easier time convincing Carter that Bigfoot existed than she would be convincing her that Kennedy hadn’t done anything lesbian. 
 
    Carter might also ask what happened with Sandy after hours when Sandy practically dragged Kennedy out of the place, like a caveman dragging a woman into a cave.  Except going the opposite direction. Sandy pulled her out of the cavernous Juicy’s Big Box and into the wide-open night. 
 
    Kennedy would lie to Carter, of course, but Carter would know it was a lie.  Caught in the truth or caught in a lie were equally bad.  So Kennedy needed to avoid Carter. 
 
    For how long?  Hmmmm, maybe until they were in the old folks home.  Or whenever their memories began to fail them. 
 
    The door to Dixie’s office began opening. 
 
    About fucking time! 
 
    Ha, this should be interesting.  What kind of lowdown desperate lesbian slut would have sex with Dixie? 
 
    Carter walked out! 
 
    …. 
 
    That… can’t be…. 
 
    It was definitely Carter. 
 
    Well… whatever Kennedy had heard, it must not have been sex…. 
 
    Maybe Dixie was showing Carter some kind of training video… that had lesbian sex for some reason… and, now that Kennedy thought about it, with one of the actresses having the same-sounding voice as Carter…. 
 
    How was this possible?  It wasn’t!  Carter was way far heterosexual.  She was married, for God’s sake, and she and Peter were trying to have a baby.  So, no way. 
 
    Also, Carter didn’t like Dixie.  Who could?  Dixie was a mean bitch! 
 
    Dixie had spanked Carter last night.  Kennedy had seen how angry and upset that made Carter.  Probably no one liked Dixie, but Carter might hate her. 
 
    Except for the sex thing…. 
 
    Which really could not be true.  There must be some explanation. 
 
    Carter looked guilty! 
 
    “Oh, hey, Kennedy.  You, ah, better check in.  I’m all, ah… checked in.  I’ll see you down there.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure.  Okay.”  Kennedy felt as nervous as Carter looked. 
 
    Carter moved around Kennedy, way around, sliding against one wall, trying to avoid touching Kennedy.  Kennedy felt herself backing against the opposite wall.  They were both going to nearly comical extremes to keep apart. 
 
    What was on Carter’s arm? 
 
    Kennedy, who normally would be relieved that Carter did not try to engage her in conversation, couldn’t keep herself from blurting, “What’s on your arm, Carter?” 
 
    Carter mumbled, “Nothing.” 
 
    Ha!  If Carter didn’t want Kennedy to see it, then Kennedy wanted to see it!  That was the first rule of nosy sisters!  To be for what they were against and against what they were for. 
 
    Kennedy put an arm out to the wall, blocking Carter’s path.  Carter jerked to a halt. 
 
    Kennedy said, “Come on, fellow new employee, show it to me.” 
 
    Carter looked pretty damn reluctant! 
 
    Kennedy added, “You know I’m going to see it sooner or later anyway.  Or I’ll just ask Dixie about it.” 
 
    Carter’s eyes widened.  She looked panicked.  Kennedy knew she had her sister now.  For some reason, she did not want Kennedy to ask Dixie about it.  Yeah, some reason…. 
 
    Hm.  Maybe Kennedy would look at it and ask Dixie about it!  Ha! 
 
    If Carter had done something sexual with Dixie, Kennedy wanted to know about it.  She’d feel better about herself if she wasn’t the only one who was… unexpectedly naughty. 
 
    Carter reluctantly and without comment, turned almost all the way around so that Kennedy could see what the flash of red cloth was on her arm. 
 
    Kennedy peered and then couldn’t help laughing, “Spank Bitch?  Is that a promotion from Bartendress?  What’s the job description?” 
 
    Carter glared at her, “It isn’t funny!” 
 
    “Yeah, I think it is funny.  Just think, Carter, now you’ll have a souvenir of your time here.  You can wear it around your place on weekends or after the kids are in bed.  I bet Peter will love it.” 
 
    Carter jerked from the mention of Peter’s name.  Kennedy felt sorry for what she’d said. It wasn’t cool.  They were in this together. 
 
    Besides, poor Carter, it wasn’t easy being a spank bitch!  Haha! 
 
    But then Kennedy recalled an uncomfortable memory.  From not that long ago.  From just last night!  Mean Sandy, her trainer, and that weirdo Ms. Trask spanking her and calling her a spank bitch. 
 
    They even made her say that she was a spank bitch.  They had her so off-balance that she’d even believed it at the time. 
 
    Yeah, Kennedy remembered now.  She’d seen this same armband on that girl Tia up in the VIP room. 
 
    It was so weird that she was, just last night, treated like a spank bitch, called a spank bitch, and “admitted” she was a spank bitch, and now here was Carter, her big sister, with an armband saying she was a Spank Bitch. 
 
    Weird… and suspicious. 
 
    Had Carter gotten the same treatment as Kennedy?  Had she been called one, treated like one, and then, like Kennedy, “admitted” she was one?  How bizarre was that! 
 
    No, no.  It was just a really odd coincidence.  Carter was married, and she did not have the newly civilian social weakness to exploit like Kennedy had. 
 
    So many questions. 
 
    Oh, and here comes one more.  Where the hell was Kennedy’s special armband?  Wasn’t she also a spank bitch?  Hadn’t she damn well earned it last night? 
 
    Fuck that.  Sure, she’d earned it, but she didn’t want people to know she was a spank bitch.  No, wait, she did not want them to think it, mistakenly, based on some armband. 
 
    The armband was embarrassing to Carter, so it was an opportunity for Kennedy to make fun of her.  What were sisters for? 
 
    Kennedy reached out and fingered the bright red cloth of the armband.  Weird, yuck, it was wet! 
 
    “Carter, why is this thing wet?” 
 
    Carter gasped, and her mouth opened and closed.  Then she shook off Kennedy’s hand and ducked under her arm. 
 
    “I have to get to work.  Remember, we don’t know each other.” 
 
    Kennedy watched her.  She wondered if that was a little bit true.  Maybe they didn’t know each other as well as they’d thought.   
 
    She didn’t think Carter had done anything to earn that armband, no matter what she’d heard, but the Carter she knew never would have worn such a thing. 
 
    She also doubted that Carter would recognize the Kennedy of last night in the VIP room or in Kennedy’s hotel room, doing all those things she did. 
 
    Yes, maybe they did not know each other.  At least, not as well as they’d thought. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Kennedy knocked on Dixie’s door and entered. 
 
    Dixie was behind her desk.  Kennedy hoped she stayed there.  She just wanted to verbally check in for the start of her shift.  It was an expectation at Juicy’s Big Box and with Dixie.  Kennedy wasn’t sure if it was a Dixie thing or a company thing.  She just wanted to get it over with. 
 
    And without any damn spanks! 
 
    Dixie pointed to a spot in front of her desk.  There was no chair, so Kennedy simply stood in the spot Dixie pointed at.  Dixie held up a “wait a moment” finger and then used her desk phone to call down to the floor of the club.  She told whoever answered to send Sandy up. 
 
    Why Sandy?  What now? 
 
    Kennedy didn’t like this.  It wasn’t a quick check-in.   
 
    Sandy was her trainer last night, and Kennedy supposed Sandy would be her trainer again tonight.  Would Dixie ask Sandy for a progress report on Kennedy? 
 
    Dixie looked through some papers, apparently waiting for any talk until Sandy arrived. 
 
    Kennedy was nervous about seeing Sandy again. It gave her butterflies in her stomach.  That woman had done so much to her and made her do so much and also let other people get away with doing so much to Kennedy.  Like that Native American couple! 
 
    Kennedy suddenly realized that’s she’d probably had, technically, if you included the women at the tables last night, sex with, what, fifteen people in the last twenty-four hours?  That was almost twice as many as she’d had sex with in her entire life up until then! 
 
    Sandy had also made Kennedy get off on it again and again. 
 
    That was the worst part.  Sandy had Kennedy seriously questioning her sexuality.  Was she a lesbian?  Orgasms said yes.  Was she a submissive?  Orgasms said yes.  They said yes with orgasmic yells. 
 
    Kennedy didn’t remember calling out, “Yes! Yes! Yes!” like a lesbian version of Meg Ryan.  But that was small comfort because the things she had called out were a lot worse than that! 
 
    Despite the “proof” of those orgasms, Kennedy did not think she was a lesbian or submissive.  It just wasn’t who she was.  She liked guys.  She wanted to get married and have kids someday.  She was strong and independent. 
 
    She was also adventurous and a risk-taker.  Those qualities were usually good.  She thought she must have gotten carried away during this particular adventure. 
 
    She unconsciously frowned as she reminded herself this wasn’t just some adventure.  She had a mission, a serious one, to save her sister, Reagan. 
 
    Sandy arrived.  First, her tits came in, and then the rest of her followed.  The corners of Kennedy’s mouth twisted upward.  She wanted to smile and had a hard time keeping it off her face.  First her tits and then the rest of her!  She’d tell that one to Carter, and Carter would laugh and laugh. 
 
    Sandy wore the server uniform of Juicy’s Big Box, such as it was.  Daisy Duke’s, too tight, too small, too many holes.  Just the way they liked them here!  And an equally too-tight halter top that was also too sparse and too thin.  Too sparse in order to show off cleavage and too thin to show off the nipples.  In these halters, nipples looked hard even when they weren’t! 
 
    Sandy had an incredible amount of cleavage.  Top and middle.  She had more cleavage showing than most women had breasts! 
 
    Sandy had a look on her face like she also found something funny, “Yeah, boss?” 
 
    Dixie looked up, “You trained this piece of fresh meat last night.  How’d that go?” 
 
    Sandy leered, “It was fucking fantastic.  No, wait, it was fantastic fucking.  Yeah, that’s what I mean to say.” 
 
    Kennedy’s cheeks burned.  She guessed it was sort of a compliment, but she didn’t want Dixie to think she was that way or, worse, like she thought she could also get some “fantastic fucking” from Kennedy. 
 
    Dixie stood up, “So, you think she’s lesbian enough and submissive enough?  She’s someone we should keep on board?” 
 
    Sandy saluted like a sailor, “Yes, ma’am.  She was super slutty and great at obeying anything and everything.” 
 
    Dixie peered at Kennedy, “Is that so?  Are you the sort who always obeys and is willing to do anything?” 
 
    Kennedy wondered how she was supposed to answer that one.  It wasn’t true.  Except, last night, it was true.  It was bad to be that way, but it seemed like that was the way they wanted the staff to behave here at Juicy’s Big Box. 
 
    She needed to stay employed if she wanted to get the dirt on Sadie Clark in order to save her little sister…. 
 
    She admitted that she’d frequently lost track of her mission during the last twenty-four hours.  She was too busy humiliating herself and orgasming! 
 
    This was the first time this night that she had to address Dixie, but she remembered the lesson from last night, the lesson about the spanks.  Carter failed that test, but Kennedy was determined not to give Dixie any excuse to spank her. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, it’s true.  I’m very obedient.  I did everything Sandy told me to do.” 
 
    Dixie looked doubtful, “That’s what Sandy was telling me about earlier today before you got here.  She was bragging, really.  She said she even got you to have sex with a man and woman you didn’t know.  We like our staff… loose… around here.  You know, accessible to the customers.  So all that sounds good, but, the thing is, it sounds a little too good.  I have a hard time believing it.  It sounds exactly like the kind of shit an undercover girl cop would say and get a staff member to claim on their behalf, a staff member that they have leverage over.  That’s how it happens.  Maybe you are undercover, and you and your cop friends nailed Sandy for something illegal, and now she works for you in exchange for leniency.  That’s how big bosses like Sadie Clark get rolled into prison.  Sandy, we don’t want Sadie Clark going to prison, now do we?” 
 
    Sandy looked amused again, “No, ma’am.  Perish the thought.” 
 
    Dixie had a look in her eyes, also.  Kennedy did not like that look. 
 
    Dixie said, “Submissive women don’t cause problems.  Just the opposite.  The world would be a much better place if everyone did as I told them to do.  Perhaps not better for them but certainly better for me, and that is all that counts.  Sandy, you said this one took a spanking well.  In fact, like a Spank Bitch.  I just had a Spank Bitch leave my office.  I left my mark on her, and she left something with me.” 
 
    Kennedy knew Dixie must be talking about her older sister but didn’t understand all that Dixie referred to.  Dixie must have left her mark on Carter’s ass, Kennedy guessed.   
 
    Ha!  She knew something happened in here with Carter and Dixie.  At least it sounded like it was spanking and not sex.   
 
    That gave her a little flash of inappropriate satisfaction.  She didn’t want to be the only one who took spanks!  Carter should take her share of spanks as well!  They were in this together! 
 
    Kennedy saw Carter take a few spanks from Dixie last night, but then Kennedy took a ton of spanks up in the VIP room, far more than Carter.  If she had to take a bunch of spanks, so should Carter.  It was unfair to them, for sure, but it was fair that they were both treated equally unfair. 
 
    Dixie’s statement had Kennedy wondering.  How the heck had Carter left something with Dixie?  Maybe… her panties? 
 
    Sandy affirmed what she’d apparently told Dixie earlier, “This one is a genuine Grade A Spank Bitch.  She took those spanks, and her ass bounced back, ready and eager for more.  Even she agreed she’s a Spank Bitch.” 
 
    “Yes, so you say.  But I can’t take anyone’s word for anything.  Only I can be trusted by me.  Sadie Clark is counting on me.  Remember, also, if Sadie Clark gets busted, you and I will be going to jail also for a looooooong fucking time.  Sandy, I’m very sure you would go to jail just as long as Sadie Clark does.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sure of that,” agreed Sandy. 
 
    Oh, bonus!  Kennedy liked hearing talk of Clark going to jail.  It was further confirmation that Clark was up to illegal shit.  They just needed to find out what the illegal shit was and get some proof of it.  Then, besides nailing her, they’d nail Dixie, this cold, nasty bitch, and Sandy, the big-titted bitch. 
 
    Kennedy wanted some payback, and she’d do nearly anything to get it. 
 
    That “anything” started right away.  She’d have to dig the needing to get payback hole deeper in order to achieve the payback.  So she thought. 
 
    Dixie walked up to her and looked up into her face.  It struck Kennedy that Dixie was both short and thin.  Even so, she nearly stepped backward to get away from her.  Dixie was a short skinny intimidating bitch. 
 
    Dixie tilted her head sideways, “I like how you stand, possible Spank Bitch.  You stand at attention like you’re in the military.” 
 
    Kennedy said nothing.  Best not to deny it.  She wanted to avoid lies when possible because all people had a knack for picking up on lies.  Especially if they were looking for it.  She sure as hell did not want to confirm her military history.  How many ex-Army female soldiers went to work at a lesbian strip club fresh out of the military?  There couldn’t be very many! 
 
    Dixie said, “I will conduct a quick little obedience test to make sure you’re worth my time testing you for Spank Bitch status.  If you’re not immediately and totally obedient, you are not cut out to work here.” 
 
    Whatever it was, Kennedy knew she had to do it.  Now was no time to blow this.  Not after all she’d been through! 
 
    She’d show this bitch she was damn good at obeying.  Finally, her military training was coming in handy! 
 
    Handy turned out to be an interesting choice of words. 
 
    Dixie held up her left hand.  For some reason, it looked shiny and wet. 
 
    Dixie said, “I’m out of wet wipes.  Good thing I have you.  I bet you are wet, and your tongue is capable of wiping, so there you go, you are a human wet wipe.  Assuming a slut counts as a full-fledged human.  Okay, you living wet wipe you, lick my hand clean, all clean.” 
 
    Kennedy could not help leaning her head back a little as Dixie lifted her hand almost to her mouth. 
 
    Kennedy wanted to ask what was on Dixie’s hand.  But then she thought Dixie would shove her hand in if she opened her mouth to ask.   
 
    Then she got a sniff, and she was pretty sure she knew what that wetness was!  Dixie’s hand smelled like pussy! 
 
    Dixie must have been fingering herself.  Maybe even while talking to Carter.  It did look fresh. 
 
    Or… 
 
    … maybe… 
 
    No!  No way!  That was a terrible thought! 
 
    But… what if it was true?  Should she ask Dixie? 
 
    If she asked Dixie, she couldn’t trust Dixie’s answer.  Plus, Dixie would wonder why Kennedy was reluctant to lick off Carter’s pussy juice.  Whose pussy juice it was should not matter to Kennedy.   
 
    Carter was pretty and in her prime, and Kennedy was not supposed to know Carter.  The fake Carter who did not know the fake Kennedy should not have any hesitancy about licking up pussy juice from her.  But, if Dixie said it was the pussy juice of the other new girl, in other words Carter, Kennedy doubted she could keep a look of absolute horror off her face.  And she very much doubted that she’d willingly lick it up. 
 
    But any reluctance, beyond normal reluctance to lick up pussy juice, if any such, would be suspicious. 
 
    Dixie would make her do it no matter what, and Kennedy had to play along no matter what. 
 
    Kennedy decided it was best to not know.  That way she could safely assume it was Dixie’s pussy juice.  And, of course, she would never ever tell Carter about any of this.  She wouldn’t tell Carter, or anyone, anything about this kind of thing anyway.  Licking up pussy juice was not a good topic of conversation. 
 
    She wouldn’t ask Carter.  No matter what!  Hell no!  Kennedy learned all about don’t ask and don’t tell in the Army. 
 
    Kennedy opened her mouth and waited expectantly feeling… oddly enough… an increase in arousal. 
 
    That increased arousal better be from humiliation and not that the pussy juice might be Carter’s! 
 
    It was hard to tell those two apart.  Obviously, if it was Carter’s pussy juice, then it was more humiliating, though, Thank God, only she knew it.  And she didn’t even know it so much as she suspected it.   
 
    Still, the possibility was humiliating.  But it was a private one.  After all, Dixie had no clue Carter was Kennedy’s sister.   
 
    It would be more humiliating if it was Carter’s pussy juice, and she knew it as a fact, and that presented a paradox.  If she was aroused by humiliation and not by the idea of licking her sister’s pussy juice, but the idea of licking up her sister’s pussy juice caused more humiliation… then she was aroused by the idea of licking Carter’s pussy juice.   
 
    Fuck!  It was some kind of vicious sexual humiliation circle. 
 
    She just wanted to get this over with.  Or something. 
 
    She felt stupid with her mouth wide open, like she was waiting for the dentist to turn back around with a dental tool.  Why was Dixie leaving her hanging as in with her mouth hanging open? 
 
    Kennedy saw that Dixie held her hand still, a little higher than Kennedy’s mouth, and wasn’t going to stuff her fingers into Kennedy’s open mouth.  This was added humiliation.  Kennedy had to consciously choose to lick that hand. 
 
    It was almost like Dixie knew Carter was Kennedy’s sister!  Like Dixie knew what was going through Kennedy’s mind and wanted to maximize the humiliation! 
 
    But, of course, that wasn’t possible.  Besides, it probably wasn’t Carter’s pussy juice. 
 
    Probably?  Hopefully? 
 
    Sandy also approached and peered with a smile on her face like she enjoyed the show and enjoyed Kennedy’s reluctance. 
 
    Kennedy tried to trick herself mentally.  What was the big deal?  It was just some more pussy juice.  She’d ingested quite a bit recently.  This was just more of the same. 
 
    Kennedy licked at Dixie’s fingers, a little tentatively.  Once she delivered a few licks, she was all in.  What difference was there between a little taste or a bigger taste? 
 
    It was definitely pussy juice.  The smell and the subtle taste made the identification certain.  As did, she guessed, Dixie making her do it.   
 
    As she licked, she began to feel breathless and hot.  That smell.  It had an effect on her.  It was like “game on!”  The smell told her sex was, literally, in the air.   
 
    That smell also had a lot of positive associations.  She smelled it a little when she was with guys because of the effect they had on her.  She’d smelled it a lot, a lot more of it, in the last twenty-four hours.  Those were bittersweet associations, but all those orgasms she’d had settled any possible tie between the bitter and the sweet. 
 
    That was surprising.  All in all, in sum, the last twenty-four hours were a good thing?  Even if she didn’t save Reagan? 
 
    Was this how she’d be from now on?  Turned on by the smell of pussy and by the taste of it? 
 
    Would she start wanting it, yearning for it more and more the longer she went without it?  Like when you hadn’t had Chinese food in a while, and you get a craving for it? 
 
    Fuck!  She did not want to crave pussy every month.  Or every week.  Or every other day.  That was like a curse! 
 
    The worst was licking all the way down Dixie’s fingers, taking each one into her mouth like a cock, and going all the way down on the bitch’s scrawny smelly fingers. Then, the absolute worst was sucking while a finger was all the way inside her mouth and nudging at her tonsils.  She maneuvered her tongue around the finger and past her lips to lap at the wet webbing between Dixie’s fingers. 
 
    It was so personal, it was so fully invested, and it was so slutty. 
 
    And it turned her on way too much!  Any arousal was too much, but she felt tremendous submissive arousal with a strong element of nasty because she knew the juices she licked might be her older sister’s. 
 
    The juices did not smell like or taste like skinny older bitch.  They smelled and tasted a lot like her own.  Yes, she’d had a sample.  Once on purpose, curious, and several other times off a cock fresh – bad choice of words – from fucking her. 
 
    It smelled and tasted like herself, but it wasn’t hers so… it smelled and tasted like a Klein girl! 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Kennedy’s face heated up, and, with it, her pussy heated up further.  Wow, if she wanted to do a taste comparison, now was the time!  Her pussy was leaking like… like… like a total slut pussy! 
 
    Dixie pulled her hand away, “That’s a good subby slut.  You just love licking up anything, and you don’t care about the source.  You just naturally want to obey.  That’s how I like my staff here.  I like them – you -- totally, absolutely, obedient.  Ready to do anything.” 
 
    Dixie moved her spit-wet hand downward. 
 
    No! 
 
    Don’t— 
 
    Dixie’s wet and licked hand slid between Kennedy’s shorts and skin.  Kennedy had no panties on.  Servers were not allowed to wear panties at Juicy’s Big Box. 
 
    Dixie’s wet hand met up with Kennedy’s wet pussy, and Kennedy moaned quickly and loudly.  It was a long moan that said a lot, even without words. 
 
    Dixie rubbed it in while rubbing Kennedy’s pussy, “Not only are you ready to do anything, but you like having to do it.  You’re happy to do anything, any nasty thing.  There can be no doubt.  You are a slut.” 
 
    Was that… good? 
 
    It felt good…. 
 
    Dixie wanted her to be a slut, and, for now, Kennedy wanted to be a slut.  She didn’t like Dixie, but she sure liked Dixie’s hand. 
 
    So, of course, Dixie pulled her hand back out. 
 
    Dixie walked back around her desk, and Kennedy tried to compose herself.  She was getting way too turned on!  She didn’t want Dixie to get the wrong idea about her. 
 
    She also didn’t want to get the right idea about herself. 
 
    She needed to keep a strong hold on her lack of self-awareness! Self-awareness totally sucked!  Live the lie! 
 
    Dixie sat down and patted her lap, “Come on over, alleged Spank Bitch.  I’ll put your ass to the test.  I look for three things from a Spank Bitch.  Willingness to obediently take spanks, ability to withstand spanks, and getting turned on by getting spanked.  It can’t be hidden, and it can be confirmed.  Come lay on my lap.” 
 
    Gulp, Kennedy thought. 
 
    Then Kennedy physically gulped. 
 
    That thing about avoiding spanks?  It was out the window in this windowless office. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  Kennedy’s legs felt wooden as she moved around the desk. 
 
    Why was she still calling Dixie “Mistress?”  It wasn’t like it would help her avoid spanks! 
 
    It still felt so weird calling her temporary boss Mistress.  It was so sexual and so subservient. 
 
    As was laying across Dixie’s lap to take a spanking…. 
 
    Using that word, having to do this, and with two women watching her like she was a dessert they looked forward to eating, was starting to… affect her.  Even more.   
 
    Dixie got her physically aroused with her hand, but now other kinds of arousal teamed up with the physical arousal.  Exhibitionism.  Humiliation.  Subservience. 
 
    Arousal was a good thing if she were with a special guy.  But it was a very bad thing under the current circumstances. 
 
    Damned if she wasn’t so turned on she felt like she could cum quickly with a few touches in the right naughty places!  Again!  Damn it! 
 
    She had nervous butterflies in her tummy, the same tummy suddenly laying across a narrow bitch’s thighs, but she also had other butterflies, ones who didn’t make it to her tummy or escaped from her tummy.  These butterflies seemed to be nibbling at her pussy lips.  Except for a bunch of the little invisible fuckers nibbling at her clitoris and a few strays nibbling at her nipples. 
 
    Those insidious little bastard butterflies down at her pussy made some kind of twisted sense.  Didn’t butterflies drink nectar?  It sure felt like Kennedy’s private flower was going into nectar-making overdrive! 
 
    A spanking from Dixie was worse than when Sandy spanked her.  Dixie was a bit older, much less attractive, and so thin.  Kennedy felt huge laying on her lap.  She knew she could destroy Dixie in a fight in five seconds.  She’d probably maim her for life with one punch!  She wished she could punch this bitch, or at least refuse her, but she knew she couldn’t. 
 
    Dixie cupped one of Kennedy’s ass cheeks, jiggled it, and stroked it.  Then her hand moved to the other one and did the same thing.  Then back and forth.  It was like Dixie was scouting out Kennedy’s ass territory before attacking with her spank strikes.   
 
    Then Dixie stroked her hand firmly all over Kennedy’s firm ass. 
 
    It was obscene! 
 
    As was how those squeezes seemed to squeeze more pussy juice out of Kennedy on the other side.  The crotch of her shorts was getting soaked!   
 
    They didn’t let her wear panties to work here, and they couldn’t have handled the soak up duties anyway.  She was a mess down there already, and her shift hadn’t even started. 
 
    After this was over, whatever “this” was, Kennedy would have to wait on tables with an uncomfortable damp crotch and an incriminating wet spot.   
 
    It wasn’t right!  It wasn’t… professional!  Didn’t they care about professionalism at a lesbian strip club? 
 
    Stupid question. 
 
    Dixie said, “You’ve passed the first test, the obedience and willingness test.  You came right over and laid right across my lap.  That’s good, and that is as it should be.  Just make sure you are always willing and obedient.  To anyone and everyone.  All the staff has seniority over you, and all of the customers are more important than you.  So, for any of them, if told to do something, do it.  Except murdering me.  Say no to that.  Believe it or not, there are some women who dislike me.  I have no idea why.  What’s wrong with how I spank, insult, pinch nipples, and humiliate?” 
 
    Kennedy knew better than to answer that rhetorical question. 
 
    Dixie said, “Always accept spanking happily.  Taking this spanking is only the beginning of the proof.  We expect consistency in your obedience and eagerness to please.  You must be completely submissive.  You are here to serve, and that means serving others, never yourself.  Don’t even think about whether you want to do something or will like something.  That doesn’t matter.  Let’s go on to the next test.” 
 
    Kennedy had a worry.  It was a phrase that popped into her mind: “Fake it until you make it.”  It was supposed to be motivational, not ominous.  In this case, Kennedy was faking being an eager-to-please new employee at a lesbian strip club.  She was also faking being a lesbian and being submissive, and being turned on by painful spanks. 
 
    What if she did this too well?  What if she faked it so long and so well that she did “make it” all the way to being it? 
 
    It was scary.  It was also darkly attractive. 
 
    But she had to keep track.  She was here to save Reagan.  These other feelings, figuring them out, figuring out what she wanted (despite what Dixie had just said) could wait until later, after saving Reagan. 
 
    Or maybe she should figure out if this was her thing.  Could she maybe offer herself in a trade?  Like a hostage exchange?  Her for Reagan? 
 
    The first spank landed.  She jerked with surprise even though she’d known it was coming.  That was one of the things with getting spanked, as she’d learned.  You didn’t quite know when each strike was coming because you were faced away.  Then you felt like getting away, just instinct from the pain, but you were across a lap and couldn’t get traction with your feet if the spanker pressed down on your back. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Not knowing when and where the pain would strike, or how many spanks must be endured, and the inability to escape the spanking combined to create a powerful feeling of helplessness.  It didn’t matter that she could stop this quickly and murder this tiny woman with her bare hands.  She could do those things, yet she couldn’t. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    She was helpless. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    So helpless. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    There was something about that…. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    It was so sexy! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Dixie said, “Whoops, I forgot something.  It’s all about before and after when judging the third test.  We need to do this right.  I know it’s your heart’s desire to be a Spank Bitch.” 
 
    Dixie didn’t know shit!  That wasn’t her heart’s desire.  But did she want to be one, just in order to allay suspicions and gain access?  She guessed she should want that.   
 
    She knew she had to hold still for as many spanks as possible.  She could do it.  She was Army tough!   
 
    But how could she pass this third test?  It wasn’t just about taking spanks.  She was supposed to get aroused by them.  Arousal.  From spanks!  How could she make herself get aroused? 
 
    More accurately, how could she make herself more aroused after the spanking than before? 
 
    She had to admit it.  She was aroused.  This bitch, Dixie, ordering her around, making her lick girl cum off Dixie’s hand, rubbing Kennedy’s pussy with that same hand, and the way Kennedy obeyed made an emotional soup inside Kennedy.  There was just something to all of this.   
 
    Especially taking orders and then obeying them, no matter what.  The dark magic of not knowing what the next order would be but knowing she wouldn’t like it yet would end up liking it, and knowing, no matter what the order was, she’d obey it. 
 
    Was that why she joined the Army?  Because it turned her on to obey orders?  If so, it was news to her. 
 
    She sure didn’t remember getting wet when a superior gave her an order in the Army! 
 
    Then Kennedy felt Dixie checking her “before.” 
 
    Dixie slid two fingers, from behind, in between the frayed crotch of Kennedy’s jean shorts and her bare leg! 
 
    Dixie’s fingers slid up and down Kennedy’s slit. 
 
    “A lot of wetness here.” 
 
    Dixie’s fingers pushed in between Kennedy’s pussy lips and slid all too easily into Kennedy’s vagina. 
 
    Kennedy wondered what she should say and could only come up with one thing, “Ooo oooo ooo.” 
 
    Yes, quite eloquent. 
 
    Perhaps not eloquent, but it was quite telling.  Who needed words to communicate? 
 
    Kennedy knew she was aroused before, but now she realized she was extremely aroused.  Dixie’s stimulating fingers forced her to admit her extreme arousal to herself even as they increased it.   
 
    She felt like she could cum like this, over this bitch’s lap, fingered and humiliated.  She could and she wanted to. 
 
    “Ooo oooo oooo.” 
 
    Dixie pumped her fingers in and out briefly. 
 
    Then the “before” verdict was in, according to Dixie, “Wet as can be.  This means there will only be one way to accurately judge if she passes the third test.” 
 
    What did that mean?  What way?  Why did Dixie sound so creepy when she said that? 
 
    There was no time for thinking.  She could only feel and experience because Dixie pulled her fingers free and went back to spanking. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Oh, ow, oh oww, oh oww oww oww! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    That bitch! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Kennedy wished Dixie’s fingers were back in her pussy instead of helping spank her. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Wait, shouldn’t she simply wish this spanking was over? 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Yes, that is what she should think and feel.  But the truth was, she could really use those fingers in her pussy.  She’d give them a warm welcome!  Wet and warm! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    But she might not need them.  She wanted fingers, she wanted penetration, but she might not need them…. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Not if her goal, and it felt like the only important goal right then, was to cum… 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Fuuuuuuuuuuuck!” 
 
    Kennedy thrashed like a fish out of water.  She was cumming! 
 
    Dixie had spanked her right into an orgasm! 
 
    Kennedy writhed and panted, and she heard Sandy laughing at her.  It only made her cum harder. 
 
    Dixie kept at it, driving Kennedy’s orgasm higher and extending it. 
 
    With pain! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Kennedy tried to verbalize, “Fu-fu-fuuu-fuuuuuuuck!” 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Kennedy’s orgasm lost energy and her body wilted, only her hips grinding around, her pussy trying and failing to get more contact with Dixie’s leg. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Dimly, Kennedy heard Dixie say, “Sandy, you want a taste of orgasm-baked Spank Bitch pussy?” 
 
    “Oh, so you believe me now?” 
 
    “Yes.  If she isn’t a Spank Bitch then no one on the planet is.  Want a taste?” 
 
    “Sure.  Don’t mind if I do.” 
 
    Kennedy felt tugging at her shorts.  That didn’t work, so Sandy reached around and popped her jean shorts button, and slid down the zipper.  Then Sandy easily slid Kennedy’s shorts down. 
 
    Cooler air rushed in, but it did little to cool off Kennedy.  She felt sweltering hot and had a hard time getting enough air.  Her orgasm had demanded so much oxygen and her torso pressed down on Dixie’s legs, making it hard to fill her lungs. 
 
    Then she felt it. 
 
    The start of a miracle. 
 
    Sandy’s face pressed onto her rear, Sandy’s mouth sucking in her pussy lips. 
 
    Oral sex!  From a lesbian!  Again! 
 
    She’d never had oral sex in this position, either, from behind, from anyone. 
 
    And she’d never had oral sex after getting savagely spanked. 
 
    Or right after having an incredible orgasm. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    So much for a poker face.  The only poker face around was Sandy poking her face between Kennedy’s legs. 
 
    Dixie reached under Kennedy and helped herself to Kennedy’s breasts, mauling them in a lazy way. 
 
    Kennedy abandoned herself to sensation and heard herself, helpless to stop the words. 
 
    “Oh, yes, lick me.” 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes, yes.” 
 
    “Fuck.  Pull on my tits, Mistress!” 
 
    “Oh, suck me!” 
 
    “Suck my pussy!” 
 
    “I want to cum on your mouth!” 
 
    “I want to cum for you, Sandy!” 
 
    “I want to cum for you, too, Mistress!” 
 
    She didn’t say all that in a row.  There was urgent panting and moans in between each statement.  She could sense the two women dominating her enjoyed the comments, and it spurred her on.  She wanted to please them.   
 
    Kennedy had talked during sex in the past with guys, but it was more planned out and intentional than this.  This time her dirty talk was heartfelt.   
 
    It was embarrassing and naughty and that made it all the more attractive to her. 
 
    She knew her dirty talk turned them on, but it turned her on, too, probably more. 
 
    Kennedy spread her legs wide, as wide as possible while still able to get her feet flat on the floor.  She raised her ass a little, sticking out her pussy, giving Sandy full access. 
 
    “Eat my fucking pussy, Sandy!” 
 
    Sandy ate her fucking pussy, and it was fucking good, and all that was wrong was made right.  Kennedy would not have changed a thing or her situation.  Not for anything in the world.  Not even the rescue of her little sister.  Not even that.  Not then.  Not in that moment. 
 
    She would have given all rights to saving Reagan away, for life, in exchange for the orgasm her body wanted to give birth. 
 
    Kennedy didn’t think she could get any hotter.  But she was wrong.  Dixie found a way. 
 
    Dixie said, “Hey, Spank Bitch.  I’ll leave it up to you.  Do you want me to spank you some more while Sandy licks you?  A true Spank Bitch would jump, or crawl, or lay on my lap and beg for spanks.  Tell me what you want.” 
 
    Spanking?  Spanking her ass right now, like this, while it still hummed with pain from the earlier spanks?  While she was trying to have an orgasm? 
 
    What a great idea! 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!  Do it, Mistress!  Spank me!  Spank my Spank Bitch ass!” 
 
    Dixie said, “You get what you ask for.  Or beg for.  Remember this later.  You begged me to spank you.” 
 
    Kennedy would remember.  She knew that. 
 
    Kennedy would regret it.  She knew that, too. 
 
    She already regretted it some but not as much as she wanted it. 
 
    The spanking now was so nasty because she asked for it and begged for it. 
 
    It was so… persuasive as to who the real her was. 
 
    My God, she really was a Spank Bitch…! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    That hurt so bad!  So much worse than the earlier spanks because her ass was so sensitive from them and because her body was so wide open receptive to sensation, seeking another orgasm. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Oh fuck!  That pain was so good!  That pain was as good as Sandy’s mouth on her pussy! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    That much sensation could not exist for long without leading to an orgasm…. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Kennedy shrieked like a girly-girl in need of rescue, like a panicked femmy helpless female needing a hero to rescue her. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    No one would rescue her. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    She did not want to be rescued. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Kennedy made a turkey gobbling sound abruptly cut off as she arched and orgasmed. 
 
    Saliva dripped from her mouth when her mouth made a shape like a silent scream. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Smack! 
 
    Things seemed all sparkly and then went dark for a moment.  Kennedy wasn’t sure.  She may have passed out, or maybe her mind shut off all functions in some protective move. 
 
    By the time she returned to a state that might loosely be called a “thinking state,” she felt an odd sensation between her legs. 
 
    What was that? 
 
    Was…. 
 
    Was someone… 
 
    …stuffing something into her pussy? 
 
    Yes.  They were. 
 
    It felt soft, not big, and formless.  Sandy got it all the way in her and pressed Kennedy’s pussy lips closed around it. 
 
    Sandy said, “Spank Bitch, shake and roll your ass.  Give it the old pussy washing machine treatment.  Spin cycle your pussy!” 
 
    Oh.  Yes.  Of course.  The good old pussy washing machine…. 
 
    Kennedy clumsily swayed her ass around in a roughly counterclockwise shimmy. 
 
    After a minute of that, Sandy said, “Ding.  Pussy spin cycle complete.” 
 
    Then Sandy’s fingers pried open Kennedy’s pussy, and she extracted the unknown item from Kennedy’s pussy. 
 
    Kennedy felt dizzy, like it had been her brain in that pussy spin cycle. 
 
    Then they had Kennedy stand up, and she needed the help.  Mostly Sandy helped her.  Dixie was done with her and distracted again with some papers on her desk. 
 
    Kennedy wondered dazedly how she could have two of the greatest orgasms in her life, maybe the two greatest, definitely the two greatest if you removed the other orgasms from last twenty-four hours from the competition.  And how could it be no big deal to Dixie? 
 
    And how could it not be a big deal to Kennedy?  How could she move on and forget and be a good independent, confident, heterosexual woman? 
 
    Was what happened to Reagan happening to her? 
 
    Did Reagan actually need saving? 
 
    Dixie didn’t look up as she said to Sandy, “Put it on her.  She’s earned it.” 
 
    Then Sandy put something on Kennedy’s arm.  She slid it up past Kennedy’s elbow.  It literally slid. Kennedy felt warm wet streaks. 
 
    Then it was in place around her bicep. 
 
    Sandy smiled, “It was already in you, and now it’s on you.  Congratulations, Spank Bitch.” 
 
    Kennedy looked at it.  It was the same kind of armband she’d seen Carter wearing.  Red with fat black letters in a background of a yellow explosion symbol. 
 
    Spank Bitch. 
 
    There it was. 
 
    There she was.  A Spank Bitch. 
 
    Sandy gave Kennedy’s rear a swat. It was almost friendly compared to how Dixie spanked. It was a firm swat but not savage. 
 
    Sandy added, “Don’t let the new rank of Spank Bitch go to your head.” 
 
    Dixie muttered, “What head?  Fucking brainless sluts.  It’s more likely to go to her ass anyway.  The spanks are, at least.” 
 
    Sandy said, “Yeah, about that.  As a Spank Bitch, you’re expected to take a lot of spanks every shift.  You took some before but now you’re expected to present your ass and invite customers to spank it.” 
 
    Dixie looked up sternly, all business, “Rule of thumb is if you haven’t been spanked in five minutes, you need to get someone to swat your ass.  I want to see it look red and irritated, hot and bothered, every fucking time I see it.” 
 
    Wow.  It sounded like being a Spank Bitch was going to suck! 
 
    Sandy stuck out her lower lip in a mock pout, “Bad news, no raise in pay or any other benefit comes with it.  So sad.  But you can brag to all your friends that you’re a Spank Bitch.” 
 
    Dixie very nearly smiled, “And family.  Don’t forget your family.  I’m sure they’ll want to celebrate your success in life.” 
 
    Sandy patted Kennedy’s shoulder condescendingly, “Especially family.” 
 
    Dixie said, “It wasn’t true what Sandy said about no benefits.  You do get one benefit.  Many more spanks.  That’s what Spank Bitches like you love.  It’s better than money to your sort.” 
 
    What?  It was not! 
 
    Sandy said, “Get your shorts back on.  Time to get to work.” 
 
    Dixie added, “Yeah, stop laying around at work.” 
 
    “I wasn’t—” 
 
    “Were too.  You were just lying across my lap.  Soaking up all those spanks you love so much.  And soaking my leg with your cooze juice.  Stop being selfish and get your lazy spanked ass to work.” 
 
    Kennedy frowned and awkwardly retrieved her shorts and pulled them up her legs.  They were damp, but they got much damper once they hugged her wet curves. 
 
    She was a mess, a tired mess.  A mess physically and emotionally. 
 
    She didn’t feel like she was playing a role anymore.  She felt like a Spank Bitch.  She felt like a lesbian.  She felt like a submissive.  She felt like Army Specialist Klein was someone from her distant past, even though it was less than two weeks since she’d worn the uniform. 
 
    Sandy took her by the elbow and guided her towards the door to Dixie’s raised office.  Kennedy felt oddly grateful for the help even as she felt one of Sandy’s ginormous tits rubbing her triceps.  Kennedy felt ill-prepared to take on another shift at Juicy’s Big Box.  She also felt ill to her stomach thinking about what she’d just done and had done to her and what she was becoming or already was.  It made her sick.  Because it was sick! 
 
    Even so, her pussy throbbed.  It felt like a ticking sexual time bomb, and Kennedy suspected her pussy bomb would explode into more than one orgasm during her shift. 
 
    Dixie told Sandy, “Remember to teach the new Spank Bitch how to make a Slippery Beaver drink.” 
 
    “How could I forget?” 
 
    “Viv will teach that other new Spank Bitch, too.” 
 
    Kennedy knew that must be a reference to Kennedy’s older sister.  Viv was her trainer.  That reminded Kennedy of something.  Something just out of range of her thoughts. 
 
    Something about her older sister…. 
 
    She looked through the window and saw Carter at the oval bar with Viv next to her. 
 
    She saw the armband on Carter’s arm. 
 
    Oh. 
 
    That’s right. 
 
    This is so fucking wrong! 
 
    The older Klein sisters were both Spank Bitches! 
 
    Kennedy remembered handling Carter’s armband and feeling how wet it was.  Just as wet as Kennedy’s new armband was.  Now she knew how Carter had earned it and why it was wet. 
 
    Kennedy had touched it…. 
 
    Ick! 
 
    And then Dixie made Kennedy lick the wetness off her fingers…. 
 
    Wetness that must have come from…. 
 
    Oh, ick! 
 
    Sandy guided Kennedy to the door to the office.  At the open door, Dixie had a request. 
 
    “Sandy, on her first break, bring this new Spank Bitch back here.  I’ll have her lick my pussy.  I’ll have Viv bring the other new Spank Bitch up here on her second break.  That way, both the new Spank Bitches will go down on me during the same shift, and I can sample their talent as they sample me.  I wonder which one will lick pussy better….” 
 
    Oh, fuck!  Kennedy could scarcely believe it.  She and her sister were both going to serve the same pussy on the same night?   
 
    Wait.  Carter licked pussy, too? 
 
    Kennedy knew she’d do it and guessed from Dixie’s confidence that Carter would also do it. 
 
    Kennedy had no doubt they’d both do it.   
 
    For Reagan?   
 
    Maybe.  Maybe not. 
 
    What Kennedy wasn’t sure of was which one of them would do it better and win Mistress Dixie’s approval. 
 
    Damn it, if Kennedy was going to lick pussy she for sure wanted to do it better than Carter! 
 
    Sandy led Kennedy out into the club. 
 
    Kennedy forlornly recalled her military training.  No plan survives contact with the enemy.  Then you had to adjust the plan. 
 
    Kennedy couldn’t focus on the seemingly distant goal of saving Reagan.  She was instead narrowed in on the near future. 
 
    She adjusted her plan.  She had a new plan. 
 
    It seemed much more obtainable. 
 
    When she had the chance, she would lick Mistress Dixie’s pussy much better than Carter ever could! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    *Book 5 is coming soon and will probably conclude the series. 
 
    *Yes, finally, at last, the nature of the “Slippery Beaver” drink will be revealed.  (There was too much action in this book to get to it.) 
 
    *Kennedy and Carter will both make Slippery Beavers.  But they will be different kinds of Slippery Beavers…. 
 
    *Will Carter learn Ms. H is Hazel, Kennedy’s inside source? 
 
    *Will Kennedy learn Sandy is actually her unseen nemesis, her little sister’s domme, Sadie Clark? 
 
    Will Carter and Kennedy save Reagan? 
 
    Will Carter and Kennedy share Reagan’s fate? 
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    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? 
 
      
 
    Book 2:  DOMINATED AT THE LESBIAN STRIP CLUB 
 
    Two heterosexual sisters, one lesbian strip club, and dozens of horny groping and grabbing lesbians!  Carter and Kennedy are trying to save their little sister, Reagan, from lesbian BDSM domination by an older woman.  They are undercover at one of the dominant woman’s strip clubs, trying to find evidence to put her in prison.  But they’re not as undercover as they think and they’re not as covered with clothing as they’d like. 
 
      
 
    Book 3:  HETEROSEXUAL SISTERS FORCED TO BE LESBIAN SISTERS 
 
    Two Klein sisters, Carter and Kennedy, seek to save the third Klein sister, Reagan, from hardcore lesbian submission to a much older domme.  They’ve gone undercover at the domme’s strip club but not all is it seems with their trainers.  Both trainers have huge breasts, wide streaks of cruelty, and far too much understanding and experience with the female body.  They want to continue lesbian training the sisters long after closing time.  Could Carter and Kennedy, instead of saving Regan from lesbian submission, end up each submitting themselves? 
 
      
 
    Book 4:  EXTREME LESBIAN ADVENTURES FOR THE SISTERS 
 
    The two independent still free heterosexual Klein sisters, Carter and Kennedy, are deep under water (and other fluids) getting seduced and dominated by lesbians.  They want to save their little sister, Reagan, from a much older and far too controlling domme but they may need to adjust their goal to simply saving themselves!  Little do the Klein girls know but their trainer at the lesbian strip club, the lesbian dominant spanking them into shape, is the very same dominatrix they seek to save their sister from! 
 
      
 
      
 
    “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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