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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Kennedy felt drunk despite not having a drop to drink. 
 
    She was tired.  Exhausted.  And she was also buzzed with a dark energy. 
 
    She felt like she could do anything.  No, that wasn’t quite right.  She felt like almost anything could be done to her.  Anything nasty or humiliating.  By anyone.  And she’d get off on it. 
 
    She was back serving tables.   
 
    She hadn’t been called to strip again.  Not yet.  She bet she would be.  She’d done way too good of a job up there.  The crowd loved her so much.  The more she treated herself without regard, the more they held her in high regard. 
 
    Fuck, she bet she could win a presidential election as long as all the voters were lesbians who liked to go to lesbian strip clubs. 
 
    She’d win that election in a landslide. 
 
    For the first hour, whenever they called a new stripper to the stage, she was relieved each time it was not her.  But the feeling transformed over time.  By the second hour, she frowned a little when her name wasn’t called. 
 
    What about her fans?  What about them? 
 
    They wanted to see her nude on stage, fucking herself. 
 
    Kennedy wanted that, too.  Another public orgasm frying more of her brain cells. 
 
    She hadn’t seen Sandy for quite a while.  Maybe that was good.  They must think she was trained up and trustworthy.  Waiting on tables and serving drinks wasn’t hard.  And self-fucking on stage probably went a long way to allaying suspicion. 
 
    She was quite successfully undercover.  She guessed not being covered with clothing was the key to being undercover here. 
 
    But she felt like she was too undercover.  So undercover it all seemed so real, like this was her real life and her time in the Army building skills and confidence was just a dream. 
 
    She was starting to feel like, once they saved Reagan, she might come right back to this lifestyle.  It probably couldn’t be at this club but there had to be others.  She was sexy and all too willing.  They’d make room for her somewhere. 
 
    She would have to keep experiencing this lifestyle unless she shook off this cloud of submission that seemed to follow her like that cloud of dirt that follows around the Pigpen character in the Peanuts cartoons. 
 
    Was this submissive cloud temporary, like a fog or a morning mist?  Or was it churning out of her slutty body, pumped out like smoke from a smokestack?  What was that called?  A slut stack? 
 
    She needed to stay focused.  Correction, she needed to get her focus back.  They were here to save Reagan, not get dominated by lesbians and have fantastic orgasms. 
 
    They? 
 
    Just where was Carter?  Kennedy hadn’t seen her since before Kennedy took stage.  Actually, she hadn’t seen Carter even before that.  Since before Sandy led Kennedy backstage to get sexually used and to sexually service the multitude of strippers. 
 
    Had Carter seen her up on stage?  God, Kennedy hoped not!  She’d never live that down. 
 
    Was Carter still upstairs with Dixie?  No, that couldn’t be.  Dixie had come downstairs to get up on stage and whip Kennedy. 
 
    Wow, did Kennedy’s ass hurt.  Every little move she made inflamed it.  All those spanks and then the whip strikes on top of them.  Everywhere she went pain followed closely, right on her ass. 
 
    Well, maybe Dixie tied up Carter in her office.  Should that thought comfort Kennedy?  It sort of did.  Fuck Carter.  At least that way she didn’t see what Kennedy did. 
 
    No, she shouldn’t resent Carter.  It did seem like Kennedy was doing a lot more while undercover, going through more, suffering more, but she knew that might be a deceptive perception.   
 
    And, uh, was she also cumming more? 
 
    Kennedy knew all about what had happened to herself but very little of what had happened with Carter.  Hell, she did not even know where Carter was let alone what Carter was going through. 
 
    The night wore on.  She was busy.  Her ass was grabbed many times. She fielded nearly a dozen offers regarding what she should do on her next break or after work.  As in, provide sexual service right there at the club or get picked up to be taken elsewhere to provide sexual service. 
 
    She turned them all down.  Of course. She didn’t need any of them.  She had Sandy and Dixie and the VIP women and, hell, all the strippers. 
 
    She had them? 
 
    Why was she thinking about that like it was a good thing.  Like nearly unlimited pussy was a dream come true.  Or cum true. 
 
    No, it wasn’t good.  It was bad.  Bad bad bad. 
 
    Oh, she felt like such a bad girl. 
 
    Someone should really take bad naughty Kennedy over their knee and spank her. 
 
    But they mostly already had and it didn’t work.  It just made her naughtier and more willing to submit.  And it made her orgasms bigger.  Way too big for her own good. 
 
    About an hour before close she was getting quite concerned about Carter.  She was trying to save one sister, not lose a second one! 
 
    Then Sandy showed up.  Kennedy went over to Sandy to ask about her sister and it looked like Sandy was searching for her in return.  Kennedy knew she had to act like she barely knew Carter but she was too concerned not to ask at all. 
 
    “Sandy, have you seen Carter?” 
 
    “Blonde?  Sexy?  Long legs?  Nice tits?  Sure, I’ve seen her.” 
 
    “I’m serious.  There was a, ah, customer asking around for her.” 
 
    “Kennedy, we don’t have time for that.  Look casual but follow me outside.  Don’t worry, I made some excuses for us.  We won’t be missed.” 
 
    Well, this was weird. 
 
    Kennedy nodded and followed Sandy outside.  Sandy led her to a fancy sports car. 
 
    “Get in.” 
 
    “Wow, nice ride.” 
 
    “Get in.” 
 
    She got in.  Sandy zipped out of the parking lot. 
 
    “Where are we going, Sandy?” 
 
    “My name is not Sandy.  I’m undercover.” 
 
    “What?  You are?” 
 
    “Yes.  And I know who you are, too.  Your real last name is Klein, right?” 
 
    Should Kennedy admit it?  Well, the last name cow was out of the barn already.  Besides, it sounded like Sandy was undercover.  So she’d said.   
 
    Sandy must be investigating Sadie Clark!  Like the Klein sisters except she had the power to make official arrests. 
 
    What a lucky break! 
 
    “Yes.  I’m Kennedy Klein.  Yes, I’ve been undercover.” 
 
    “I knew it.  You and your sister, Carter, must be undercover trying to get evidence of criminal activity by Sadie Clark.  You want to save your sister, Reagan, right?  It makes sense.  You two are very brave to do what you’re doing.” 
 
    “Um, thanks.  How did you know who we are?” 
 
    “I have access to information streams most people do not.  Of course, while undercover I wanted to know who was working at the club.  Research goes a long ways.” 
 
    It still wasn’t clear how this undercover woman would know about them but it sounded like she didn’t want to provide details so Kennedy did not press.  That wasn’t important anyway. 
 
    Kennedy asked what was important, “Have you gotten enough evidence to prosecute Sadie Clark? Or to save my little sister?” 
 
    “Yes.  Maybe.  I didn’t get any evidence at the club but I found out something regarding Reagan Klein.  It could be she is the victim of criminal actions by Sadie Clark.  It makes sense in the way that everything comes around to itself.  You want to save her from Sadie Clark by finding out about illegal activity by Sadie Clark.  But what if the illegal activity is directly connected to Reagan?” 
 
    “Huh?  How?” 
 
    “We’re going to find out right now.  I know where Reagan is kept.  I have access to the building.  Don’t ask how.  There’s lots of things I won’t tell you.  We’ll go to her.  She’s your sister so I decided to bring you.  Hopefully you’ll make her more willing to talk.  She can trust that you don’t work for Sadie, for instance.  We’ll find out there if there is anything Sadie Clark is doing that’s illegal.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “Sadie Clark’s office.” 
 
    “But it’s late at night.” 
 
    “Exactly.  No one will be there.  Except maybe your sister.” 
 
    “Why would she be there?” 
 
    The woman who’d gone by the name of Sandy, looked over at Kennedy, “Exactly.  Exactly right.  Let me guess, when you tried to make contact with her you also tried to find out where she lived.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And you came up empty, right?” 
 
    “Yes.  Maybe she uses an alias or something.” 
 
    “Sandy” smirked, “There is a lot of that going around.  But no, she didn’t.  She hasn’t had a place.  Sadie Clark had her living at her office.” 
 
    “But… why?  Denver apartments are spendy but, come on.” 
 
    “It wasn’t about saving money.  This might be hard for you to hear but my understanding is that Sadie Clark had Reagan Klein living at her offices and mostly living under Sadie’s desk.  She was there to provide oral services.  All day long as needed.” 
 
    Kennedy took a moment and swallowed.  Well, she’d heard Reagan was in a bad relationship with Sadie Clark and was dominated by her.  Hazel had said something about Reagan kneeling under Sadie’s desk all day.  Kennedy just hadn’t imagined the specifics.  Or that Reagan might also spend nights at Sadie’s office.  Or that the relationship itself could involve anything illegal. 
 
    “Is that illegal?  Don’t get me wrong, it’s wrong, but is there something there, some way to nail Sadie Clark?” 
 
    “Not really.  Maybe some zoning thing about a business area and not for residence or some fire code thing.  But that would only bring a fine.  However, I understand Reagan Klein provided these oral services for others.  Friends and co-workers and business partners of Sadie Clark’s.  If they paid for the privilege and Sadie got the money then she’s guilty of prostitution.  Also, it may be that Sadie has kept Reagan chained up there.  That is my understanding.  They may qualify as slavery or kidnapping.” 
 
    “Wow.  Poor Reagan.  So, what’s the plan?” 
 
    “We go there now when no one will be around.  I let us in and we find out the deal.” 
 
    “Carter and I went undercover hoping to save Reagan by getting evidence against Sadie.  Supposedly Reagan is addicted to her.  Brainwashed or something.  Sadie has someone who works for her, Hazel, who is sympathetic to Reagan and horrified by what Sadie does to her.  Hazel helped us get hired.  She thinks there’s something illegal also but she doesn’t know what.” 
 
    “Interesting.” 
 
    They drove in silence then. 
 
    Thoughts and questions bloomed in Kennedy’s mind.  So, all this time Sandy was undercover?  What was with all the sex with Kennedy?  Was that to sell her cover or was Sandy really “that way?” 
 
    She must be that way.  Why else would she do it?  She sure seemed to like it. 
 
    Then again, Kennedy was not “that way” and she’d done it and sure seemed to like it.  You know, if you judged like by quality and quantity of orgasms.  That was how sex could best be judged, probably.  
 
    It was so weird, though.  Two separate undercover operations, one professional and one amateur, and two undercover operatives ended up having sex with each other! 
 
    Kennedy asked, “What unit or department or whatever are you with?” 
 
    “I’d rather not say.  Not yet.  People have built-in prejudices for or against local police versus FBI versus state police versus Sheriff’s Department.  And so on.” 
 
    Hmm.  Weird.  How often were members of law enforcement reluctant to identify their work?  
 
    Maybe it was some secret thing.  Some unit the public, or the bad guys, were not supposed to know existed. 
 
    Kennedy thought of something else that was weird.  They hadn’t just accidentally ended up having sex together, had they?  Kennedy hadn’t known until now that Sandy was undercover but Sandy clearly knew at some point that Carter and Kennedy were Kleins and had guessed they were undercover. 
 
    It wasn’t like Sandy got that information in the last few hours.  Or since the last sex they’d had.  Same thing.  Had she? 
 
    She must have known it before she had sex with Kennedy.  Before. 
 
    Was that some kind of misuse of power or some such?   
 
    It sure didn’t seem right. 
 
    The things Sandy did to her…. 
 
    Was Sandy naturally dominant and just kept her eyes open for illegal activities while dominating Kennedy while undercover?  Or had she thought dominating another woman was the best way to sell her cover?  Or, if she knew Kennedy was undercover in hopes of helping Reagan, maybe Sandy thought that dominating Kennedy was the best way to sell Kennedy’s undercover role. 
 
    The way Sandy dominated her, though, was not acting.  Especially not all the stuff Sandy did to her in private.  There was no logical reason for it.  Sandy must have done it for enjoyment.  So she was a dominant.  Kennedy was sure of that. 
 
    Following that logic, enjoying what you did or allowed, then Kennedy must be a submissive…. 
 
    If Sandy was naturally dominant then… after they got evidence enough to put Sadie Clark in prison… would Sandy want to do more dominating, with Kennedy, in a private, not undercover, setting? 
 
    Would Kennedy want that? 
 
    That would be terrible if Kennedy did want that. 
 
    Which was not to say the answer was no…. 
 
    It was hard for Kennedy to stay focused on the moment.  Her mind kept backtracking to her shift at Juicy’s Big Box.  A shift as a server, a shift as a slut, and, as it turned out, a shift in which she publicly stripped and publicly performed sex for the entertainment of others. 
 
    Kennedy still felt lightheaded from hard work and orgasms.  She’d been on her feet all night.  When she wasn’t on her knees licking pussy or on her hands and knees up on stage fucking herself with a dildo for the crowd.  The sex was harder work than the work! 
 
    Just thinking about all that wild crazy nasty sex…. 
 
    It was best not to think about it…. 
 
    Thinking about it was so unhealthy and had an unwanted effect on her.  Now was no time to get turned on again.  She needed to completely turn off her turn on. 
 
    Easier said than done.  Every time she blinked an image blossomed in her mind, just for a fraction of a second. 
 
    Leering lesbians when she was up on stage. 
 
    Carter cleaning the Slippery Beaver shot glasses by mouth.  Shot glasses that had been inside Kennedy’s pussy and still had her pussy juice on them! 
 
    The look on Carter’s face when she found out and had to keep cleaning them by mouth anyway…. 
 
    Up close and personal, licking Dixie’s pussy for what felt like an hour.  How doing it became hotter and hotter, physically and emotionally.  Kennedy started off hating doing it but, by the time Dixie orgasmed, she did not want to stop. 
 
    At the start of her shift, Dixie had made her into a Spank Bitch!  That wasn’t only an honorary title.  Or, she guessed, a dis-honorary title.  Dixie made her into a Spank Bitch.  Made her become one.  Now she was one!  She was one even if she took off her armband proclaiming that she was one. 
 
    Kennedy looked over at her Spank Bitch armband.  Maybe she should take it off now.  They were far from Juicy’s Big Box. 
 
    Maybe she should leave it on.  Maybe people should know what she was. 
 
    Wouldn’t it be more likely to cause lesbians at this other club, the East End Club, or lesbians roaming the streets, dominant ones, to spank her? 
 
    That would be awkward with Sandy around.  Or would Sandy join in? 
 
    No, she should not do anything or wear anything that might encourage dominant lesbians to spank her.  For one, Sandy might get distracted from the Save Reagan mission. 
 
    But it wouldn’t be all that bad if someone, or Sandy, spanked her.  After all, didn’t she like getting spanked now? 
 
    No no.  She needed to get on with her life and give up things like taking a painful and arousing spanking. 
 
    She hated being a person who liked being spanked and she hated the idea of people she knew – like members of her Army unit – ever knowing about it.   
 
    But she hated the idea of it ending.  How could she give that up?  It felt more like something she needed than something she wanted but shouldn’t want.  It was like food for her dark soul.  But the kind of food you either ate or did not eat.  There was no controlled diet because the lack of control was a part of it, integral to it. 
 
    If she gave up taking spanks from dominant lesbians and taking other use and abuse, it felt like she’d starve!  Some dark part of her would starve.  Or, at least, always be ravenously hungry just below the surface. 
 
    She’d leave the armband on.  She was still in disguise.  It was part of her disguise, and it was part of her new sexual identity. 
 
    With that decided, and with Sandy none too conversational, Kennedy returned to sorting through her dark, disgusting but somehow lovely memories of recent sexual events. 
 
    The memories were not only from tonight.  What about last night?  That Trask woman spanking her.  Her first true spanking.  That led to an orgasm.  And so much more. 
 
    Sandy did so much to her last night!  While undercover?  As part of that?  She was Kennedy’s trainer.  That meant they had some trust in Sandy.  Sandy had worked her way into a positon of trust. 
 
    How long had she been undercover at Juicy’s Big Box?  It had to be months and months to have gained their trust.  And she hadn’t found any evidence of illegal activity yet?  How much time did her law enforcement agency give her?  Was Sandy any good at her job? 
 
    Maybe Sandy was having too much fun dominating trainees.  Maybe she wasn’t all that focused on getting evidence against Sadie Clark. 
 
    She basically got paid for dominating other women! 
 
    Including Kennedy.  Had Sandy known about Reagan and known Kennedy was Reagan’s sister when she took Kennedy back to Kennedy’s hotel and completely dominated her? 
 
    She’d made Kennedy crawl around.  She’d humiliated Kennedy and made her say awful things.  She made Kennedy have sex in front of that Native American couple and then with the female Native American! 
 
    What the hell kind of undercover officer was Sandy? 
 
    Kennedy looked sideways at Sandy and in more ways than one. 
 
    Look at her! 
 
    She was beautiful.  How often were female law enforcement hotties? 
 
    But, more significant than that and much more apparent, were her massive tits.  Kennedy knew from experience that those things were the real deal.  Tits like that had to be some kind of impediment to performing law enforcement functions. 
 
    Her tits could stop traffic but would get in her way if she needed to make a traffic stop.  How ironic! 
 
    Kennedy couldn’t figure it out.  Sandy couldn’t be law enforcement, but if she wasn’t law enforcement, then what the hell was she?  Was she undercover for some rival chain of lesbian strip clubs or some such? 
 
    Kennedy decided she had to keep an eye out and keep thinking about it.  And try to get more clearheaded.  She might figure it out soon. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    They arrived at the East End Club.  Kennedy remembered going in there what seemed like a month ago but only a few days in the past.  Time had stretched into something long recently.  That was probably due to lack of sleep and tons of marathon sex. 
 
    Kennedy went into the offices behind the East End Club and inquired about Reagan.  She was shut down and told Reagan did not want to see her.   
 
    Then Hazel showed up at Kennedy’s hotel.  Hazel was Sadie Clark’s human resources manager, and she had information on Reagan’s situation.   
 
    That information, that Reagan was some kind of sex slave underneath Sadie Clark’s office desk, supplying very personal services all day long, caused Carter and Kennedy to go undercover to get evidence against Sadie Clark. 
 
    Hazel knew Sadie was engaged in some kind of illegal activity but did not know what it was.  Hazel hired the older Klein sisters and put them in a club, Juicy’s Big Box, which she suspected was involved in the illegal activity. 
 
    Arriving at the East End Club now, Kennedy wondered about Hazel.  Hazel worked here with Sadie.  She’d made observations on how Reagan served and serviced Sadie, so Hazel must have the run of the place and must see and hear a lot.   
 
    But Hazel had sent the older Klein sisters north of town, to the other club.  Why hadn’t Hazel noticed any of the illegal activity Hazel suspected Sadie was involved in?  Why didn’t Hazel even have a clue of what the illegal activity might be in general?  Why was she so sure Sadie broke the law, yet she couldn’t even name a category of lawbreaking? 
 
    And now, why was Kennedy getting access, late at night, to Sadie’s office with Sandy and not via Hazel. 
 
    Was Hazel the helpful God-fearing woman she’d made herself out to be? 
 
    The East End Club did good business, and the front lot was half full.  There was a much smaller lot in the back for the offices, and access to them was direct.  They did not have to go through the club, and hopefully, no one would see them going in or out. 
 
    Sandy pulled around to the back, her sporty car barely making a sound as it slid smoothly into place. 
 
    Ironically, Sandy pulled into a spot next to the front door that had a sign on it proclaiming it “Sadie’s Spot!” with an exclamation mark. 
 
    Sandy looked over at Kennedy and winked, “I may as well park in Sadie’s spot.” 
 
    It was funny.  Kennedy guessed it was.  But now was not the time for humor.  Her little sister was in there and needed her help.  Well, Reagan was possibly in there and possibly needed her help. 
 
    Just because Reagan did not seem to have her own place did not mean she slept inside an office area.  And just because Reagan let someone dominate her, spank her, and shared her sexually with others did not mean she needed saving. 
 
    Kennedy knew that now.  She’d felt those feelings.  Those feelings of submission, that willingness to do anything, that absolute terrible / wonderful sluttiness.  Not knowing what was next.  Dreading it and looking forward to it. 
 
    She thought it more than possible that Reagan felt those same feelings.  Maybe Sadie Clark was doing illegal stuff.  Maybe she was a total bitch.  But that didn’t mean Reagan needed saving or would be saved if they put Sadie in prison. 
 
    Sandy pointed to another vehicle in the parking lot, parked further from the front door.  It was a black limousine with dark-tinted windows, so dark they must look black in daylight and certainly looked black right then, in the dark. 
 
    Sandy said, “Sadie Clark parks her personal vehicle here sometimes, but she uses the limo a lot also.  She takes it around to her clubs and competitors and to meetings and so forth.  She uses it to impress people.  It is pretty impressive.  It’s a stretch limo, so she can hold little parties in there if she wants.” 
 
    Kennedy grunted an acknowledgment.  She wasn’t interested in Sadie’s lifestyle other than how it affected – or consumed – poor Reagan.   
 
    Whether or not Reagan was a willing sexual partner or how willing she was, one way or another, the relationship Reagan had with Sadie Clark certainly consumed her and was unhealthy. 
 
    Kennedy was nervous.  She might finally get to see and talk with Reagan.  That was nerve-wracking enough but so much more so because she might see Reagan chained under a desk or naked or some such. 
 
    Hazel had told her that Reagan now had lots of tattoos and piercings.  At the command of Sadie Clark and to please Sadie.  That total bitch!  Kennedy had never met Sadie, but she sure did hate her. 
 
    Kennedy was nervous about seeing any tattoos or piercings on Reagan.  Reagan was so pretty and only nineteen.  How could she – or anyone else – decide to damage her perfect body with “decorations?”   
 
    If Reagan was in there and was pierced and tattooed all over, Kennedy hoped her horror would not show up on her face or in her eyes.  She was here to help Reagan, not reject her. 
 
    Sandy hopped out of the sports car, and Kennedy followed.  It was so strange.  Hours ago, they were having sex at Juicy’s Big Box while disguised as servers.  And now here they were at a different club, still in disguise wearing Daisy Duke shorts, plaid halters, and no bras or panties, at a different club about to enter Sadie’s offices after hours. 
 
    It was pretty surreal. 
 
    Kennedy felt unprepared.  This was like breaking and entering.  Except with a member of law enforcement.  But were they allowed to break and enter?  And was Sandy actually a member of law enforcement?  Her and her two giant tits? 
 
    It seemed hard to believe.  This, everything, all of it. 
 
    She had to go.  Her sister was possibly in there and might need help.  Actually, Kennedy had a strong suspicion Reagan did not need help and had fallen into a state of submission she wouldn’t leave willingly.  But she had to try. 
 
    This Sadie Clark woman was a total terrible bitch.  Kennedy hadn’t met her but didn’t need to.  Anyone who treated anyone else the way she treated Reagan had to be evil.  Sadie Clark should go to prison for something, anything, even though it was for something other than dominating Kennedy’s little sister. 
 
    Kennedy realized there was a big flaw in her thinking.  If Sadie Clark deserved to go to prison for lesbian dominating someone, then wouldn’t Sandy deserve the same fate?  She had dominated the shit out of Kennedy! 
 
    As Sandy unlocked the door to the place – how had she gotten a key? – Kennedy looked over at the black limo with the blackened windows. 
 
    Fucking Sadie Clark.  Rich and successful.  She could have anyone, or at least lots of women, women who worked at her clubs or who went there to drink and dance.  You know, actual lesbians! 
 
    Instead, Sadie Clark decided to dominate poor nineteen-year-old Reagan!  Sadie deserved to go to jail.  Kennedy no longer cared about the exact why and how as long as that bitch ended up behind bars. 
 
    That limo.  It was a sign of arrogance and a “better than” attitude.  Sadie wasn’t better than most people.  She was much worse! 
 
    Something about that limo really bothered Kennedy.  She felt like kicking it.  Or breaking its windows. 
 
    She tore her eyes away from the limo as Sandy went inside ahead of her.  She didn’t want Reagan, if she was in there, to first see a woman who was a stranger to her.  She might think the place was getting burglarized or, and Kennedy did not know this but speculated, Reagan might think Sandy was another woman sent to her for Reagan to sexually service. 
 
    Sandy led the way unerringly in the semi-darkness, like she knew the layout.  Had Sandy been here before or did she have access to building blueprints? 
 
    They could half-hear and half-feel the thump of some kind of techno music on the other side of these offices, in the East End Club.  It was a couple of hours before closing, so they were likely as busy as they’d get tonight. 
 
    They went past an open area of desks.  Kennedy remembered it from her one visit.  She hoped they hadn’t set off any alarms and that there weren’t any cameras.  If they had and there were, she might be recognized as the woman who came inquiring after Reagan Klein, claiming to be an older sister. 
 
    Then Sandy led her down a short hallway with three doors on either side, all of them closed, and with a door at the end of the hallway, also closed.   
 
    Sandy led the way with apparent confidence to the door at the end of the hallway. 
 
    Sandy said, “This is Sadie Clark’s office.” 
 
    Sandy had a key for that door as well!  A key to Sadie Clark’s personal office! 
 
    Either Sandy was a helluva undercover officer or… she was something else.  Kennedy just didn’t know what that something else could be. 
 
    Kennedy found herself holding her breath as she entered.  Reagan might be here! 
 
    Sandy closed the door behind them. 
 
    Sandy said, “I’ll stick by the door, just in case.  Search for your sister.” 
 
    Kennedy searched for her sister.  She had to start at the most likely spot, so she gritted her teeth and held her breath again as she looked under the massive desk.  It had a white top that looked like it was made out of ivory.  It probably wasn’t actually ivory.  That was illegal, wasn’t it? 
 
    The desk was so big that two people could lay uncomfortably on top of it simultaneously.  So, plenty big to have someone underneath it.  Kennedy had to walk around to the sitting side to see under it. 
 
    No one.  Reagan wasn’t there. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Kennedy looked around the office wildly.  She opened a few standing cabinets, which she guessed maybe someone could stand inside if the shelves were removed. 
 
    No one.  Then she saw there were two doors, set deep into the wall, in shadow, on either side of the large office.  The first one she checked led to a bathroom.  Huh.  Sadie Clark had her own bathroom.  Fucking bitch. 
 
    The other one paid off, a little, in the search for Reagan.  There was no sign of Reagan, but there was a mattress with sheets and a pillow.  The blankets were rumpled. 
 
    Someone slept here. Unless it was a nap room for during the day? 
 
    Maybe Reagan was kept here, and maybe she was under the desk during the day and then slept here in the adjoining room at night.  But, if that was the case, then where was she now? 
 
    Or did this room and this office have nothing to do with Reagan? 
 
    Kennedy jumped when Sandy touched her shoulder. 
 
    Sandy said, “Sorry.  I don’t think anyone saw us enter.  I don’t need to watch the door.” 
 
    That was a quick change of her mind…. 
 
    Sandy walked over to the desk, “Hey, come look at this.” 
 
    Kennedy walked over to her.  She wasn’t sure why she dragged her feet.  What was she going to do?  Not look?  They were here to look.  She needed to find Reagan. 
 
    Sandy said, “This looks like a panel of wood that slides.  See?  It’s on a track.” 
 
    Kennedy couldn’t really see that in the semi-dark and wondered how Sandy could see much of anything. 
 
    Sandy had found -- if “found” was the right word – a square of polished wood, a square the same size as the opening for the legs on the opposite side of the desk.  The front and sides of the desk were all polished wood, with only the top made of that ivory-looking material.  By pushing slightly on one side of the square of wood at the center of the front of the desk, it rolled smoothly, almost without noise, across until it fit against the wood of the desk to one side. 
 
    Which then made the huge desk into the kind of desk with the legs opening going all the way through between the front and the back. 
 
    Sandy said, “Why do you think this desk is built this way?” 
 
    “Maybe….  I guess maybe, if someone was under the desk, then….” 
 
    Oh, she just could not finish that sentence. 
 
    “Someone?” asked Sandy pointedly. 
 
    “My sister.” 
 
    “And why would this opening, this sliding panel, be of use if your sister was down under the desk?” 
 
    Sandy sure didn’t seem surprised or disappointed that Reagan wasn’t under the desk…. 
 
    “If someone – my sister, Reagan – was under the desk on hands and knees and if she was… busy… you know, with her mouth… ah, on whoever sat at the desk, then someone sitting across from the desk could see… you know, could see her behind.  I guess.” 
 
    “Just see it?”  
 
    Kennedy thought Sandy sounded way too amused.  Why was this funny or fun for her?  This wasn’t funny!  And it wasn’t fun!  What about poor Reagan? 
 
    But Kennedy felt compelled to answer the question.  It was strange.  The circumstances had changed.  Their location and that they knew each other were undercover, but Kennedy still felt like she had to obey Sandy.   
 
    She had to submit to Sandy’s will, and Sandy was verbally playing with her and expected an answer.  Kennedy felt chock full of worry and submissiveness fighting for space inside her mind. 
 
    They should focus on finding Reagan.  And they should get out of here before they were caught. 
 
    They didn’t have time for this. 
 
    But Kennedy had to obey what Sandy wanted.  She felt like Sandy was still her trainer. 
 
    She felt like Sandy had a lot more training in store for her.  Somehow. 
 
    “If Reagan was under the desk, or someone else, and if Sadie Clark had a visitor and wanted to….” 
 
    Kennedy paused, not quite able to go on. 
 
    Sandy said, “If Sadie Clark wanted to share the slut wealth?  Then what would happen?" 
 
    “I guess her visitor—” 
 
    “Or visitors.  It might be more than one.  It might be two.  Or three.  Or a bunch.” 
 
    Why did Sandy have to point that out? 
 
    Didn’t Sandy know Reagan was Kennedy’s sister?  Yes, she damn well did!  Why was Sandy making her verbally walk through the hypothetical? 
 
    It wasn’t fair.  It wasn’t right. 
 
    Nevertheless, feeling helpless to stop herself, Kennedy went along with it. 
 
    “A visitor or visitors could… do things to Reagan.” 
 
    “Like?” 
 
    “They could… lick her.  Or maybe use a dildo on her.” 
 
    “In her pussy or up her ass?” 
 
    Kennedy’s face flamed red in the darkness, “Either one.” 
 
    “Or both?” 
 
    “Um, yeah, I guess they could do either or both.” 
 
    “Maybe at the same time?” 
 
    “I guess so.”  Kennedy hated how she sounded like a shy schoolgirl caught doing something naughty.  She hated what Sandy was making her say and what Sandy made her picture in her mind. 
 
    “What else could they do to her.” 
 
    “I don’t know.”  Kennedy nearly let her hips twist back and forth in a childish pelvis no answer.  She felt embarrassed but like a child who could not leave as their teacher admonished them or an adult teased them meanly. 
 
    “I think you know.  You of all people.” 
 
    Well, that was a pretty good hint…. 
 
    “I guess… I guess they could spank her.” 
 
    “So, you think Sadie Clark let her guests spank your little sister?” 
 
    “Ah, yeah.” 
 
    “That makes good sense to you, does it?” 
 
    It shouldn’t.  But it did. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You think your little sister was spanked every day?” 
 
    Jesus.  Probably several times every day. 
 
    “Yes.  Maybe… maybe lots of times.” 
 
    “Do you see any chains down there under the desk?  Or manacles?  Or cuffs?” 
 
    Kennedy peered around again down there.  It was hard to see. 
 
    Sandy stepped over to the wall switch and turned on the light, “It should be fine.  No one will see the light.  There’s no windows.  Go ahead, take a thorough look down there.  Look for evidence.  Chains or manacles or cuffs could all become evidence, depending.” 
 
    Kennedy looked closely under the desk, even squatting down to look at the roof of the under-desk area.  There was no sign of any bondage equipment. 
 
    “I don’t see anything like that.” 
 
    “So, you think your little sister was here of her own free will?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “So, your little sister likes having her ass spanked by strangers?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “And fucked by them?  Without even seeing their faces?” 
 
    “I guess maybe.” 
 
    “She liked it like that?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Or she loved it?  She wanted it that way?  Wanted it bad?” 
 
    “I-I don’t know.  I just don’t!” 
 
    “You’re her sister.  You must be able to put yourself in her shoes.  Or, you know, on her knees.  Did she like it or not?” 
 
    “I just….” Kennedy shook her head in frustration and denial. 
 
    Why was Sandy doing this?  Where was Sandy going with this? 
 
    Sandy told her, “Look.  She isn’t here.  If she was willing, then there is no case.  If she wasn’t willing, then she is the case.  We have to figure this out.” 
 
    There was no way to figure it out.  Not without talking with Reagan. 
 
    Kennedy said as much, “We’d have to ask Reagan.  That’s why we need to find her.” 
 
    Sandy thought otherwise, “You two are sisters.  You had the same upbringing, same parents, lived in the same house, in the same neighborhood, went to the same schools, and you both had the same older sister.  All that.  You need to put yourself in her place.  If you can do that then we’ll know if we should leave this alone or keep investigating.” 
 
    “How can I do that?” 
 
    “By literally doing it.  Look down there.  You can see knee impressions.  Your sister was here, kneeling all day and doing stuff.  Maybe willing and maybe not.  Get in there and pretend you’re her.  Put yourself in her place physically and then see if you can put yourself in her place emotionally.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    “But, what will that prove?” 
 
    “If you can like it down there then it must be true of your sister.  Then I won’t be undercover any more.  If you can’t like it, get that feeling, then maybe Reagan is a victim.” 
 
    “I don’t know about this.” 
 
    As soon as she said that, Kennedy knew she’d set herself up for it.  She hadn’t shut it down immediately and vehemently the way she should have.  Instead, she expressed uncertainty, like she could go either way.   
 
    Which more or less begged Sandy to say something to push her in the direction Sandy wanted her pushed.  And Kennedy already knew that direction. 
 
    Was that why she’d verbally set herself up for it? 
 
    Not for a fall but for a kneel…. 
 
    Sandy spoke firmly, “I know.  Do as I say.  Get on your knees and scoot your sexy ass under that desk.” 
 
    Sexy ass…. 
 
    It was so inappropriate for an undercover agent to talk to her in those terms… 
 
    But it made Kennedy feel sexy.  It made her feel like she could do it and like she might like it.  But she guessed she had to confirm it. 
 
    And the way Sandy spoke to her so firmly made her want to obey her.  Hell, it made her desperate and urgent to obey. 
 
    Kennedy couldn’t muster a protest.  Or any words. 
 
    She went to her knees and scooted her “sexy ass” under the desk. 
 
    She went in face first, on all fours, ass and feet trailing.  She knew she gave Sandy quite a view. 
 
    Sandy said, “We need to recreate this faithfully in order to get the best, most accurate, results.  I’m sure Reagan was naked under there.  Get all your clothes off.  All of them.  Throw them as far from you as possible.” 
 
    Was this… was this necessary? 
 
    Was this… what it seemed to be?  Or something else? 
 
    Sandy sure was dominating at Juicy’s Big Box and at Kennedy’s hotel room.  That couldn’t all be acting.  Just like Kennedy’s submissiveness and orgasms were not all acting. 
 
    Maybe Sandy was serious.  Or maybe Sandy was having her version of fun. 
 
    Maybe Kennedy wanted to do whatever she could to save Reagan.  Or maybe she was also having her demented new version of fun. 
 
    Kennedy made a face but she was faced away from Sandy and knew Sandy couldn’t see her expression.  She also knew the face she made, of irritated “that’s weird,” wasn’t genuine.  It was an act with no audience other than herself. 
 
    It wasn’t all that weird getting naked in front of Sandy.  Not by now.  Wrong, yes.  Naughty, yes.  Unusual?  No. 
 
    Kennedy took off her clothes.  Item by item.  She didn’t wear all that much but it was awkward doing it under the desk.  She kept bumping her elbows and thumping her head and even scraped her spine against the desk top. 
 
    She fully realized Sandy could have asked her to get naked before she went under the desk. 
 
    She fully realized Sandy knew that, too, and must have done it this way to add humiliation. 
 
    She fully realized she certainly could have backed out of the space, taken off her clothes relatively comfortably, and got back into place.  Was she also complying so literally, in place, cramped and clumsy, also in order to add humiliation?  Because she got off on it? 
 
    She was wet again.  Even wetter. 
 
    Wet and aroused even now, looking for her little sister and not finding her.  But she didn’t feel all that worried about Reagan.  She was more worried about herself and her powerful need for strange new satisfactions. 
 
    Then she was naked under the desk.  She tossed her clothes as far as she could.  Why so far?  Because that was what Sandy wanted.   
 
    Why did Sandy want that?  She wanted to control Kennedy’s access to her clothing.  She wanted to keep Kennedy naked.  She wanted the ability to stop Kennedy from getting dressed. 
 
    Kennedy figured out all of that.  Really, it was more like she just knew it.  Control.  Sandy was controlling her. 
 
    The more Sandy controlled Kennedy, the more Kennedy’s pussy streamed uncontrollably. 
 
    Kennedy suspected she wouldn’t make it out of this office without orgasming.  She thought that was what Sandy wanted.  She thought that was what she wanted, too. 
 
    Was Reagan somewhere in need of help?  Maybe even nearby? 
 
    Kennedy cast aside that concerned inner voice of dissent.  Fuck Reagan.   
 
    Reagan got Kennedy into this mess.  Kennedy felt she should at least get as many orgasms as she could.  And she had a right to get messy, messy in many ways, because of this mess. 
 
    This whole mess was messy.  It had seemed so simple.  Go undercover, pretend to be a server at a club, get some evidence, save Reagan.  And then it got messy.  Submission, arousal, jumping through hoop after humiliating hoop.  Sex with strangers.  Interracial sex even!   
 
    How messy it was when that Native American man came on her face.  And his girlfriend came on her face also. 
 
    Lots of lesbian sex.  The literal messiness of the Slippery Beaver drinks she’d served.  The mess of her state of mind, aroused and submitting to things, strange lesbian things, for no valid reason. 
 
    For more than twenty-four hours now she was always wet to some degree.  She’d made a mess of her shorts, that was for sure. 
 
    Sandy said, “I’m looking at your slutty pussy.  It sure looks wet.” 
 
    Oh, Kennedy knew it must.  She felt so wet. 
 
    Sandy said, “Yes, I’m bending down to get a good close look.  There’s no doubt.  That’s a wet slut’s pussy.” 
 
    Kennedy knew it was true.  Sandy must be leaning down because she felt Sandy’s warm breath bathing across her ass cheeks. 
 
    Kennedy also thought that other part was true.  The part about Kennedy having a slut’s pussy.  Only sluts had slut pussies.  She must be a slut.  That felt like a perfect fit.  She wished Sandy had something to fit into her slut pussy. 
 
    Without thinking about it, Kennedy moved her knees a little outward.  She showed off her pussy.  She let Sandy get a good look at her slut pussy. 
 
    Then she realized how obvious it was, what she did, when Sandy chuckled. 
 
    There was no hiding her sluttiness now.  But she could reveal it even more.  She spread her knees ever further, until they rammed into the desk, and she stuck her ass a little upward and outward.   
 
    There, she was a total slut.  She hoped Sandy was happy with her.  She literally did hope for that.  She knew her switch was flipped.  It was a new thing with her, or something she hadn’t known.   
 
    Once she got in the mood, was aroused, she didn’t care nearly as much about what she wanted even when she wanted an orgasm.  Her first priority was to give the other person, whoever it was, well, always a dominant lesbian, whatever they wanted. 
 
    It made her almost grateful, or at least relieved, to have orders to obey.  The dominant lesbians literally told her what they wanted of her or from her and that was what she wanted to know.  She wanted to know what to give them so she could do it, give it, right away. 
 
    Sandy took this opportunity to humiliate her.  Which was the same thing as taking an opportunity to arouse Kennedy more. 
 
    “Wow, look at that wet pussy.  Kennedy, do you think Reagan’s pussy got as wet as yours when she was under this desk?” 
 
    Kennedy wanted to say she didn’t know.  But she suspected, didn’t she?   
 
    And she knew Sandy wouldn’t want to hear something noncommittal from her.  Sandy wouldn’t put up with Kennedy’s shit.  Sandy obviously wanted to hear something nasty, something that humiliated Kennedy to say and was deprecating towards Reagan. 
 
    Kennedy felt a powerful need to give Sandy anything and everything she wanted.  That was what she wanted, too.  Even this. 
 
    “Yes, I think her slutty pussy got as wet as my slutty pussy.” 
 
    “You sure look after your little sister’s reputation, don’t you?” 
 
    Kennedy’s face burned with shame and her pussy blazed with heat. 
 
    Kennedy felt a need to confess how she felt about herself.  A need to make herself even more vulnerable to whatever this big-titted Sandy person intended for her. 
 
    “I’m a bad older sister.  And a slut.” 
 
    “Yes.  Correct and correct.  I’m here to take care of that.  You need punishment.  You need pain.  You need to make amends.  I’ll make sure you do.  We’ll get to that.” 
 
    All Kennedy could think was, “Can’t you punish me right now?  Right away?” 
 
    Punishment and pain would be nearly as good as sex.  No, wait, maybe better. 
 
    Kennedy wagged her butt anxiously like she was advertising a good target.  Just wagging it against air hurt because of the whip welts across it.  Dixie had whipped her on stage.  What a cruel bitch!  And because Kennedy was such a slut that whipping made her cum in front of everyone. 
 
    She wasn’t sure about Reagan anymore, whether she needed rescuing or not, or was a slut or not, but she was starting to think there was at least one Klein who belonged under this desk.  A certain president who served earlier than Reagan. 
 
    Sandy said, “I see two depressions in the carpet under there.  I have to think someone’s knees made them.  See if your Cinderella knees fit.” 
 
    Kennedy thought Sandy must be making that up but, when she looked down and back between her legs, there they were.  Carpet depressions that did look the right size for knees.  Sweet Jesus, had Reagan – or someone – spent so much time under the desk that they left permanent depressions in the carpet? 
 
    What a life. 
 
    Oh, that didn’t sound quite right, did it? 
 
    What an awful life.  There.  Fixed.  She should feel sorry for Reagan not… 
 
    … whatever that feeling was…. 
 
    Kennedy moved her knees in a little and closer towards her chest.  Her knees fit.  Those depressions really were what they looked like! 
 
    Kennedy noticed the position shift made her ass stick out a little bit more. 
 
    Sandy said, “Oh, yes, that looks right.  Just right.  Oh, and the thing with the carpet depressions also.” 
 
    Kennedy knew innuendo when she heard it.  She wasn’t stupid! 
 
    She only acted stupid…. 
 
    She just bet she was about to do more stupid stuff.  Then, probably, sooner or later, she’d orgasm.  Thank God for stupidity.  Stupidity led to all her best orgasms.  Same thing submission.  Same thing lesbian sex.  It was hard to tell which of those three deserved the most credit. 
 
    Sandy said, “So wet.  I have to feel it.” 
 
    Then Kennedy felt a finger slip between her pussy lips and slide right up her hole!  Knuckle deep. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    “Slut says, “Oh.”  Go ahead, prove me right.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Sandy thrust her finger in and out, slowly but deep, half a dozen times, and each time, Kennedy made an “Oh!”  Honest ohs that she hoped pleased Sandy. 
 
    Whoever or whatever Sandy was. 
 
    It was so exciting.  She was in the hands – and on the finger – of who knew what kind of woman.  Was Sandy a force for good or evil?  Probably the second.  But, certainly, a force for naughty.  Of that there was no doubt. 
 
    Sandy’s finger left her, and Kennedy made a troubled peep of loss. 
 
    She didn’t know what this was. 
 
    She thought it might be something scary.  Something she couldn’t look at or think about directly yet.  She felt something awful coming her way.  But she didn’t want to avoid it.  She wanted to get to it. 
 
    She could take it, whatever it was, as long as it came with a cum. 
 
    Sandy walked around to the sitting side of the desk.  Kennedy saw her sexy legs with those full thighs.   
 
    Kennedy watched Sandy shimmy out of her frayed jean shorts.  No panties of course.  She kicked them to the side. 
 
    Sandy sat down in the luxurious office chair.  She spread her legs. 
 
    It looked like Kennedy wasn’t the only one who was wet. 
 
    Sandy pulled the chair and herself closer, her legs coming right into the space under the desk.  Her legs were on either side of Kennedy’s shoulders. 
 
    Kennedy saw where this was going.  She wasn’t stupid.  Except for when she needed an orgasm.  Which was most of the time the last day and a half. 
 
    Where was this going?  Her face into Sandy’s pussy! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Her face had been there before.  Her face wanted to return. 
 
    Maybe now wasn’t the best time?  Maybe they should be teaming up in a different way and working to find Reagan instead of working to get off? 
 
    Fuck Reagan.  That slut!  What kind of idiot got themselves into a perpetual under-the-desk pussy licking situation?  Reagan was who.  Maybe.  Probably. 
 
    And she probably like it!  That lesbo slut! 
 
    Sandy made the expected announcement to her audience of one, “Remember, we are simulating what Reagan experienced and what she felt when under this desk.  You know, to see if she liked it and how much she liked it.  Is there a case here or not?  A big part of that experience was licking pussy.  So… we’ll simulate the hell out of that.  Oh, and we’ll do a taste comparison.  Open your mouth, Kennedy Klein.” 
 
    Why was it so much more humiliating when her whole name was used?  She bet Sandy knew that, too.  That was exactly why Sandy did it!   
 
    This Sandy mystery woman was a real bitch! 
 
    Who knows, she might be as bad as Sadie Clark! 
 
    Sandy stuck her finger between her legs but pointed towards Kennedy’s face. 
 
    It looked wet.  Oh, it was that finger! 
 
    Fine then.  Kennedy had licked up lots of pussy juice. Sandy’s, Dixie’s, a Native American woman’s, and her own.   
 
    Kennedy was fine with it. 
 
    Maybe more than fine with it.  She felt even more aroused.  Yes, make her lick up her own pussy juice.  It was like licking up humiliation at the same time! 
 
    Kennedy quickly got her mouth around that wet digit.  She had to do it fast before she thought better about doing it.  She had to do it before she re-focused on her sister-saving priority. 
 
    Mmm, she tasted good.  Well, not the actual taste.  The humiliation tasted good. 
 
    It was harmless.  All this was harmless.   
 
    Correction, she hoped it was harmless. 
 
    All this wasn’t adding up.  Not only her inappropriate reactions.  Many other things stuck out as odd or poor fits.  But nothing stuck out further than Sandy’s two great big boobs.  They just didn’t make sense.  They were natural but they were not conducive to any sort of serious career. 
 
    Certainly not in law enforcement. 
 
    And Sandy didn’t seem all that serious or driven to find and help Reagan. 
 
    Kennedy wasn’t sure which one of them was less focused on selflessly helping Reagan.  Both? 
 
    Reagan had been here, kneeling like this, under a desk, servicing pussy just like Kennedy was about to.  And now she was gone.  No sign other than the knee depressions and the rumpled blankets. 
 
    Why wasn’t Kennedy more worried?  Why did she only want to get off and do weird stuff and be humiliated? 
 
    Was she so sure Reagan was a submissive lesbian slut like Kennedy now knew Kennedy was? 
 
    Well, they weren’t the same.  They weren’t!  Maybe they had some things in common but Reagan was a stupid nineteen-year-old the way all nineteen-year-olds were stupid about some things, especially relationships.  And she must be way more submissive if she was into spending her days, all fucking day, under a desk licking pussy and letting unknowns behind her do things to her ass and pussy. 
 
    Kennedy was not nearly that submissive.  Or that fucking stupid. 
 
    But she was submissive enough and stupid enough to play along with Sandy manipulating her under this desk. 
 
    A nice place to visit – for a submissive slut – but it was no way to go through life. 
 
    Sandy said, “Now me.” 
 
    She withdrew her finger, and the sucking pop it made brought awareness to Kennedy that she’d sucked at it with all her oral power. 
 
    Kennedy was fine with the finger leaving.  She had a pussy to get to.  She dove in.  She was hungry to eat that pussy. Her hunger was so bizarre.  Yesterday afternoon the idea of it would have caused disgust.  Now she thought it weird she ever felt that way. 
 
    Pussies.  She could lose herself in them.  She thought she’d end up losing herself in them often in the future. 
 
    Sandy let her lick and suck for a few minutes but then pushed her head away. 
 
    Sandy demanded, “Go ahead now, tell me my pussy tastes better than yours.” 
 
    “Your pussy does taste better than mine!” 
 
    “Tell me I have the best pussy in the world.” 
 
    “You do!  You have the very best pussy in the world!” 
 
    “You want to lick my pussy and serve me forever.” 
 
    Kennedy wasn’t sure if that was a question or a statement of fact.  It felt the truth.  But it should be a question and she should say no.  Forever was a long fucking time! 
 
    “Well….” 
 
    Sandy cuffed her on the ear, “Fucking idiot.  You don’t even know what you want.  You need to be told.  Yes, you do want to lick my pussy and serve me forever.  You’ll do anything for me.” 
 
    “I will?” 
 
    Sandy raised her hand in a cocked slap motion. 
 
    “I will!  I definitely will!” 
 
    She’d said what she had to say.  But that wasn’t how it felt.  It felt like a true commitment.  It was so damn one way!  What did Sandy have to do for her in return?  Nothing? 
 
    Was Sandy serious about this stuff? 
 
    “You better call me Mistress from now on.” 
 
    Oh, that word!  She’d had to call Dixie Mistress, and it really did a number on her mind and on her pussy. 
 
    Would it have the same effect on her mind and her pussy if she used the term with Sandy? 
 
    There was only one way to find out. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.  I will call you Mistress from now on, Mistress.” 
 
    Oh, fuck!  It didn’t have the same effect on her mind and her pussy.  It had an even bigger effect!  She felt like an underling to Sandy.  An under-the-desk underling of the sexual breed.  Calling Sandy Mistress felt so much more serious and permanent than calling Dixie Mistress. 
 
    Kennedy wondered why but then she didn’t care what the answer was.  Calling Sandy Mistress lit a fuse in her pussy.  It didn’t matter why.  It made her hope Sandy would ask more questions or make more demands of her so she ‘d have an excuse to use the term again. 
 
    “Let’s make you feel even more how Reagan felt.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Sandy tossed handcuffs onto the carpet between Kennedy’s hands.  Where had those come from?  Did their presence mean that Sandy really was a member of law enforcement? 
 
    Why was Kennedy not reassured?   
 
    Maybe because her “Mistress” obviously wanted her to wear them…. 
 
    “Put those on, slut.” 
 
    Ah-ha!  She knew it!  She was not dumb! 
 
    She put the handcuffs on.   
 
    This was crazy.  They were here to try to get enough evidence so that Sadie Clark would wear cuffs, not Kennedy!  This was totally backwards. 
 
    But there was no backing out now.  Not from obeying and not from under the desk. 
 
    Kennedy knew she could, technically, back out both from doing this and from under the desk.  But the truth didn’t matter because she also knew she couldn’t not obey Sandy’s order. 
 
    The first cuff was easy other than she put it on too tight. The second one was a little more awkward. 
 
    Sandy reached down and ratcheted the second one tighter. 
 
    Kennedy thought they probably shouldn’t be playing with bondage.  Not here.  Not right then.  Who knew if Sadie Clark might show up at any moment? 
 
    Well, Sandy sure didn’t look worried about it.  She looked horny with her wet pussy and those huge tits with their equally big nipples. 
 
    The cuffs were on.  Scary, so scary, but oddly relieving as well.  Somehow those two feelings coexisted.  The reason for worry was obvious.   
 
    The relief was from a total lack of choice now.  She was in Sandy’s dubious hands.  She didn’t think it would work out well for her but whatever happened was no longer her fault.  Up to now, yes.  After this, no.  See?  Handcuffs.  No choice now. 
 
    She wasn’t quite right about a total lack of choice, as she’d learn. 
 
    Sandy directed her, “Now, you nasty filthy lesbo slut, put your cuffed hands up over your head and then behind your head.  You can put your hands on the back of your head like you’re under arrest.” 
 
    Was Sandy playing cops and robbers?  Kennedy was the robber, a captured robber? 
 
    Kennedy was up for it.  She had to be.  She had to be up for whatever Sandy wanted and she had to obey Sandy’s commands. 
 
    Because. 
 
    Her hands were cuffed. 
 
    But more importantly… 
 
    … Sandy was her Mistress now. 
 
    It sure felt like a permanent shift.  Kennedy was moved way down the pecking order, way below server at a strip club, and Sandy was lofted up into Mistress status.  One who completely controlled another. 
 
    Mistress Sandy was a slave owner. 
 
    Kennedy was an owned slave. 
 
    Kennedy wished this was just them playing, but it didn’t feel that way. 
 
    She wondered.  Sandy was so confident.  So assured.  So in control.  She seemed almost casual despite her wet pussy. 
 
    This wasn’t super exciting to Sandy like this was her first time possessing a slave. 
 
    This wasn’t her first slave rodeo. 
 
    How many others had there been? 
 
    Was that the right question or should Kennedy wonder how many other slaves Sandy currently had? 
 
    If there were other slaves, as eager as Kennedy to serve and service Sandy, then did that make Kennedy’s situation better or worse? 
 
    Did it matter?  Her feelings? 
 
    No. 
 
    What mattered was whatever Sandy wanted.  If she wanted two slaves or more than two, then that was up to her.  Good for her.  Whatever Mistress Sandy wanted. 
 
    There was an odd mix of emotional sarcasm and sincerity in that line of thought. 
 
    Kennedy passed her cuffed hands over her head and cupped the back of her head with her palms, her fingers overlapped.  It was awkward, half leaned over, ass sticking out, cuffed hands behind her head, knuckles scraping on the underside of the desk. 
 
    Sandy said, “That’s a good obedient slut.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    Oh, it was so humiliating to talk so submissively.  To thank someone for recognizing her weak-willed obedience to them. 
 
    Sandy opened a side drawer of the desk and then surprised Kennedy by bringing something else down to her.  Sandy put something around Kennedy’s neck and then cinched it tight. 
 
    It made it slightly harder to breathe, and it scraped her neck when Kennedy swallowed. 
 
    Sandy said, “There.  Now you’ve got a nice solid strong collar.  Not the kind of collar anyone would wear to go out in public.  It’s the kind of collar an owner puts on her pet.  So it is perfect for you.” 
 
    It was? 
 
    More like perfectly scary! 
 
    As was another thought.  Why was it in a drawer in the desk?  How had Sandy known it was there? 
 
    Had she already searched this place once and then brought Kennedy with her on a second trip?  Why?   
 
    No, that did not make sense. 
 
    Sandy said, “I wonder if your little sister wore that collar before you.” 
 
    Good question. 
 
    Why was she starting to feel like Sandy already knew the answer to that question? 
 
    Sandy said disingenuously, “Here, let me help you with that.” 
 
    Help?  Help how? 
 
    Sandy reached down with both hands and fiddled at the back of the collar. 
 
    Sandy said, “Bring your slut hands further down.  Get them below your neck.” 
 
    What the hell?  She knew it was not for her to question any order but she was starting to feel some kind of panic along with claustrophobia. 
 
    She could only barely get her cuffed hands below her neck. 
 
    Below her new collar. 
 
    She thought maybe Sandy was going to attach the cuffs to the collar.  Hadn’t she seen that in some porn video she once laughed at with a friend? 
 
    But, no, she was wrong about that. 
 
    Sandy did some more fiddling.  With the collar, at the back of it.  The collar cinch was in front of Kennedy’s neck but she comforted herself that she could always use her cuffed hands to spin the collar around and, she was sure with some difficulty, she could then get the collar off. 
 
    But then she heard a distinctive ratcheting snap. 
 
    Was that… the sound of a padlock locking? 
 
    Sandy said, “What you just heard was me locking a padlock onto your collar.” 
 
    Ha!  She knew it!  She might be a slut, but she wasn’t a dumb slut! 
 
    Sandy explained, “There is a metal loop, very strong, extending downward a couple inches from the desk.  The padlock goes through that loop and through another one on your collar.” 
 
    Kennedy felt her panic spike and worried at the collar, at her cuffs, and jerked at the padlock.  Her cuffed hands were behind the padlock connected the collar to the desk.  She could not bring her hands forward past it and over her head and she certainly could not bring them furher down her back. 
 
    She was completely stuck and helpless. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Holy shit.  She wasn’t going anywhere.  Not until Sandy decided to let her.  Was that a when or an if? 
 
    Sandy said, with delight and triumph in her voice, “Get used to that position.  You could be like that for a long time.” 
 
    Long time!  How long of a long time!?! 
 
    Sandy rolled the chair into the opening and Sandy’s pussy filled Kennedy’s world.  It was a near perfect fit though her mouth was angled more downward now.  Sandy slouched down, spread her legs, and lifted her pubic mound a little to make her pussy a perfect target of oral attention. 
 
    Kennedy licked her lips. 
 
    How had Sandy known about the padlock and the iron loop hanging down from underneath the edge of the desk?  How had she known to connect everything just like this so that Kennedy was helpless in general while entirely perfectly capable and positioned for pussy pleasing? 
 
    How? 
 
    How??? 
 
    Did Kennedy want to know how? 
 
    She decided… not really.  Thinking or worrying could detract from her focus and ability to please her Mistress’s pussy. 
 
    She needed to do what was important.  Worrying about her Mistress’s pleasure was important. 
 
    Her fate?  Not so much.  Who cared about some filthy nasty low-down submissive lesbo slut?  Not Kennedy.  Even though she was one! 
 
    Sandy said, “Are you waiting for a fucking formal invitation?” 
 
    Oh.  Right.  Good reminder. 
 
    Kennedy stretched her tongue out and down and licked Sandy’s slit.  Up and down.  At times her tongue felt like a fish out of water, flopping around.  At times she drooled a little and she just mixed the drool in with her tongue. 
 
    It was awkward and difficult licking a pussy this way but Kennedy liked it.  It forced awareness that she was bound and in a purposely uncomfortable position.  This wasn’t any kind of mutual and equal, first you then me, pussy licking.  This was pussy licking submission.  She appreciated that.  It turned her on. 
 
    She couldn’t lick as deeply but she could see how someone like Sadie Clark might want the effect of that inability.  That way some stupid slave – so stupid they ended up under this desk – could tantalize Sandy’s pussy all day long.  Sandy might still be able to concentrate on paperwork at times. 
 
    What were those little beep sounds?  They were coming from above the desk so they were only a foot away or so from Kennedy’s head. 
 
    Was Sandy… texting? 
 
    Kennedy kept licking.  Maybe she wasn’t doing a good enough job.  If Sandy was texting then that was on Kennedy.  She thought it must be.  Mistresses didn’t make mistakes but low-down sluts did.  She was pretty sure that was how the world worked.  Her new world. 
 
    The beeps stopped. 
 
    Sandy said, “Ah, mmm, there.  Don’t worry, I did not let your licking distract me from my texting.” 
 
    That really was not what Kennedy had worried about. 
 
    “In fact, your licking should not distract from the texting because the text had everything to do with you.” 
 
    How was that?   
 
    This was so unfair.  Sandy wanted her to think and be a dumb slut?  Choose one, Sandy!  Oh, ah, she’d meant to think “Mistress,” not Sandy. 
 
    A few minutes later, Kennedy heard the distant front door to the offices unlocked and then opened.  She was so alarmed she nearly stopped licking! 
 
    But Sandy didn’t move.  She must want Kennedy to keep licking.  So Kennedy kept licking.  It was probably for the best anyway.  She could quietly lick away.  The front door was the only way to leave anyway without setting off a fire alarm.  It wasn’t like they could get up and leave.  They’d run into whoever it was. 
 
    It probably wasn’t Sadie Clark.  It was probably someone else who’d forgotten something at their office. 
 
    The best move was to not move.  Oh, and to keep licking.  Moving her tongue was fine.  Better than fine according to Sandy’s moans of enjoyment.  Kennedy hoped Sandy would muffle her moans. 
 
    But stopping the licking was not an option.  After all, her Mistress Sandy had not told her to stop, had she? 
 
    Kennedy’s arms hurt.  Her wrists hurt.  Her knees hurt.  Her back hurt.  The top of her head hurt from bumping and scraping on the underside of the desk.  And her ass still hurt, for sure from the earlier whipping and maybe also still from the spanks.  It felt like her ass wore a cushion made out of pain. 
 
    But it was worth it.  She was pleasing her Mistress.  She knew it because Sandy kept moaning.  Pretty loud, too.  Almost like she wasn’t concerned about the late-night visitor and possible discovery. 
 
    Then the door to Sadie Clark’s office opened! 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    Sandy calmed her, “Don’t worry, slut.  It isn’t Sadie Clark coming through that door.  Don’t you dare stop licking my pussy.” 
 
    Yes, well, Kennedy would not dare to dream of daring to stop.  Discovery while helpless and possible arrest were as nothing compared to her mission, her cause, her new reason for existence, which was to please Mistress’s pussy.  She kept her eye on the ball, by God, or her tongue on the pussy as the case may be. 
 
    Sandy explained, sort of, “Remember, slut, we’re testing out how much of a slut your little sister probably is by finding out how you react to what she has quote unquote “endured.”  We’ve done some of what we can assume Reagan did.  But it’s pretty obvious from that sliding wood panel on the other side of the desk that your sister was also used from behind and by strangers.  So, no need for you to know who is behind you.  You’ll find out afterward.  But, do not fear, it is not Sadie Clark behind you.” 
 
    Kennedy hadn’t feared that much.  There was no way Sandy would text Sadie Clark and have her come participate in this sexy naughty oh-so-wrong experiment.  Her Mistress would never do that to her! 
 
    Kennedy felt hands, female hands she was sure, on her ass. 
 
    Oh, it was happening!  This unknown woman was going to take her from behind.  It was supposed to be a bad thing Kennedy supposed but it sure felt like a good development.  Aroused from behind while she licked pussy?  She was in a dark heaven. 
 
    Sandy spoke helpful words.  Helpful to the stranger woman.  Not so helpful to Kennedy. 
 
    “She’s a Spank Bitch and I’m somehow completely sure her little sister was spanked more than once daily while in this same position.  So, start off that way.  Spank that ass and then fuck that ass.  Or her pussy.  Your choice.  I don’t like to micromanage.” 
 
    Micromanage seemed like an off phrase or way of looking at things.  It was so managerial. 
 
    It was also a little odd that Sandy knew someone she could trust to participate in this kind of unusual experiment.  Kennedy sure didn’t have any friends like that! 
 
    And, whoever this was, they must have waited out in the parking lot for Sandy’s text.  Or maybe they were in the East End Club having a drink when Sandy sent the text. 
 
    Was it perhaps a second undercover investigator, this one stationed at the East End Club? 
 
    Spank! 
 
    No more time for thinking! 
 
    Spank!  Smack!  Spank!  Schmack! 
 
    The spanking was on like King Kong. 
 
    Schwack!  Smack! Spack!  Shhhwack! 
 
    Whoever it was even spanked like King Kong! 
 
    Fuuuuuuck!  Couldn’t they see the red stripes on her ass from the whipping? 
 
    Smack!  Smaaaaack!  Shhhhhhooowack! 
 
    Couldn’t they take it easier on her poor ass?  It was just an experiment! 
 
    Smack! Smack!  Schwak! 
 
    But she was a Spank Bitch…. 
 
    Smack!  Schoooowack!  Smack! 
 
    It was having that evil wicked effect.  She was juicing up!  Even more! 
 
    Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Kennedy couldn’t speak with her mouth dedicated to oral service but she could mentally / emotionally urge the unknown woman on. 
 
    Smack!  Swack! 
 
    Oh, yes, spank her ass.   
 
    Smack! 
 
    Don’t stop!   
 
    Schwack! 
 
    Do it harder! 
 
    Swack! 
 
    Do it harder and faster! 
 
    Smack!  Smack!  Smack! 
 
    Sandy said, “That’s enough.  We don’t want spank burns on her ass.  I wish we could spank and whip it constantly but we don’t want to have to take her to the ER.  Fucking annoying.” 
 
    Oh, was that why they should not harm Kennedy – harm her too much?  Because taking her to the ER would be “fucking annoying?” 
 
    Okay. 
 
    The unknown woman’s spanks stopped but the pain kept on going.  For a minute it seemed to get worse.  There were no distracting impacts.  It was pure pain all the time. 
 
    Through the pain, Kennedy could only barely feel her wetness dribbling down her inner thighs or taste Sandy’s flavor. 
 
    There were some subtle sounds behind Kennedy.  She wished she could see what the unknown woman was doing.  Or did she?  Maybe not. 
 
    Kennedy guessed it did not matter.  It was not like anything would make her tell them not to do it.  Not even if the woman was setting up to brand her ass.  What, stop licking her Mistress?  No way. 
 
    And she didn’t think they’d give a shit if she told them she did not want to do something or if she told them not to do something. 
 
    And she did not think they should give a shit what she did or did not want or what she thought of them or what she thought of their plans even when those plans very much involved her. 
 
    She was a warm sexy body.  The rest of her was superfluous and of no matter. 
 
    She was only a low-down lesbo slut. 
 
    And them not giving a shit about her was exciting anyway. 
 
    Then… insertion! 
 
    Ooo, it was big!  Whatever it was went into her pussy, not her ass.  She wasn’t relieved.  Pussy or ass, she was theirs.  Her Mistress’s and this unknown woman.  They could have her any way they wanted. 
 
    The thing, it must be a dildo, slid in and in and in.  It felt like that evil starship at the beginning of that movie “Spaceballs.”  The dildo version.  It just kept going and going and going.  And at a ludicrously slow speed! 
 
    Kennedy wanted to be fucked and fucked hard.  Fucked like a low-down lesbo slut should be fucked! 
 
    She felt it ramming into something deep inside her. 
 
    She felt that something giving, or stretching.  It slid further in, impossibly.  It felt like a magic trick.  Like a magician, lacking a top hat to pull a rabbit out of was, instead, shoving the rabbit all the way up and into Kennedy’s womb. 
 
    Kennedy felt dizzy with lust.  She had the errant thought that later, maybe tomorrow, she might need to give birth to the magician’s rabbit to get it out of her womb. 
 
    She felt like laughing hysterically. 
 
    Instead, she orgasmed. 
 
    Her tongue kept flapping at Sandy’s pussy as she bucked her pussy up against the colossal intruder.  Her savagely sore ass collided with the tummy and hips of the unknown woman and the pain from those collisions – it did not stop Kennedy from humping back like her ass was berserk – fired up her orgasm into something new, something too big, something beyond a mere orgasm. 
 
    Her collar dug into her throat, the cuffs rattled, she gurgled, her tailbone smacked against the bottom of the desk, and her orgasm went on and on. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    Sandy laughed, and Kennedy barely heard her past the buzzing in her ears, the buzzing in her mind, the buzzing in her body. 
 
    “Wow, Hazel, you should ride bulls at a rodeo.  You’re qualified.  You can now tell them you’ve got practice at it and a knack for it.” 
 
    The name didn’t register with Kennedy.  Not right away.  Not until her orgasm finally died down. 
 
    And then that name set off alarm bells.   
 
    Hazel. 
 
    Hazel? 
 
    Hazel! 
 
    Well, it couldn’t be the same Hazel she met a couple days ago after stopping in at the East End Club looking for Reagan. 
 
    It couldn’t be. 
 
    That Hazel was a churchgoing religious sort of Hazel.  She was a human resources manager for Sadie Clark but she wasn’t on Sadie’s side.  That Hazel had set up the Klein sisters to work undercover at Juicy’s Big Box. 
 
    Had Hazel set them up… or had Hazel set them up? 
 
    No.  That Hazel was not a fuck a girl’s pussy with a giant strapped on dildo type of Hazel. 
 
    No.  Nope.  No way. 
 
    But…. 
 
    Whoever it was did have a key to get into the offices.  The Hazel that Kennedy knew probably had a key.  The odds of two Hazels working at the same office, such a small one, had to be vanishingly small…. 
 
    So, maybe…. 
 
    No!  Nope!  No way! 
 
    But why was this Hazel so quiet?  Why was she kept a mystery from Kennedy?  For the effect of a stranger fucking Kennedy?  The way that worked on her mind and, against all logic, turned her on? 
 
    The Hazel’s silence could be for either reason.  But a stranger’s feminine voice would make no difference in the effect of a stranger fucking her.  Voice or no voice, it was still a stranger. 
 
    Unless it wasn’t. 
 
    The only reason the woman would be silent would be so that Kennedy did not recognize her voice.  So, this woman had to be someone Kennedy knew, right?   
 
    Logic led to the conclusion that this woman had to be someone she knew.  This woman was called Hazel by Sandy. 
 
    Kennedy only knew one Hazel. 
 
    Ergo. 
 
    Therefore. 
 
    It must be. 
 
    Fuck was she fucked if it was Hazel who’d just fucked her!  It would mean the Hazel she met at her first hotel, the one who concocted the plan for Kennedy, and then also Carter, to go undercover, was not the woman Kennedy thought she was. 
 
    This was big trouble!  For all three Klein sisters but especially Kennedy right here and right now. 
 
    That’s it.  No more sex until she knew who this Hazel was and what the hell was going on.  In fact, no more sex no matter what.  Her orgasm had nearly blown the top of her head off but it must have cleared it a little as well.  The fog of arousal was cleared for the time being. 
 
    What was she doing having any sex with anyone, here, during some kind of breaking and entering?  With a woman she’d known less than two full days? 
 
    It was… unwise. 
 
    Now was not the time was the understatement of the century. 
 
    Still sex drunk she tried to crawl out from under the desk. 
 
    The cuffs scraped and the padlock on her collar bounced against the underside of the desk. 
 
    Fuck.  She wasn’t going anywhere, was she? 
 
    Now that the flood of pleasure had ebbed away, she was sore all over though her pained ass dominated the list of sore areas. 
 
    Immobile, helpless, weak.  She was in a fix and fixed in place. 
 
    Sandy stood up and walked away from the desk.  Relatively cooler air rushed into Kennedy’s steamy hot under-desk area. 
 
    Kennedy heard more beeping sounds.  Again with the texting?  Who was Sandy texting now, a fucking clown from the circus? 
 
    The Hazel she may or may not know slid the big dildo in and out of Kennedy.  Slowly.  Lazily. 
 
    No.  No more fucking! 
 
    But Kennedy didn’t say that.  She didn’t say anything.  Who would listen to a dumb slut anyway? 
 
    She felt more and more sure the Hazel behind her was the Hazel she knew.  Except, if she was, then Kennedy really had not known her.  What she’d “known” about her was a lie. 
 
    That was the other reason she did not speak or ask her question.  She did not want confirmation of her suspicion. 
 
    The mystery Hazel fucked into her.  She gradually picked up the pace and the power. 
 
    Kennedy felt so stretched.  And so sensitive.  She was much more sensitive now than before her orgasm. 
 
    Which meant…. 
 
    Oh no.  She was getting turned on all over again! 
 
    Fucked by either a total stranger or more probably the traitor Hazel!  She should not get turned on.  Kennedy knew that. 
 
    But the dildo spread her so wide it felt like giving birth in reverse over and over again, her womb sucking in the dildo baby, her vaginal muscles trying to hug it. 
 
    She felt split and ached in a good way.  She’d never been wetter.  The dildo thrust made wet slurpy sounds.  That normally would have embarrassed Kennedy but that embarrassment had to get in line behind all the others. 
 
    It ached but it ached good. 
 
    The mystery Hazel’s hips and the straps of the strap-on mashed and scraped on Kennedy’s enflamed ass.  It hurt but it hurt good. 
 
    The fucking went on and Kennedy’s mind went blank except for flashes of pain and pleasure, which were nearly the same color of sensation. 
 
    She dimly, as if from far away, heard Sandy say, “Don’t let her cum.  Jamie is almost here.” 
 
    Jamie!  A guy? 
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Kennedy did not want a guy anywhere near her.  Not when she was nude and bound and helpless and helplessly aroused.  Not then.  Not now! 
 
    Why didn’t Sandy want her to cum again?  That total bitch!  What kind of Mistress was she?  Shouldn’t she want her submissives to cum? 
 
    Kennedy vowed to swap Sandy out for some other Mistress.  They couldn’t all be evil mean bitches, could they?  Or was that a requirement of some kind? 
 
    Maybe it was.  She couldn’t quite imagine a kind Mistress.  Certainly not one that she’d want.  She needed someone to boss her around.  She guessed Sandy must be it.  Sandy was all a low down slut like Kennedy could want in a Mistress. 
 
    Kennedy knew she hadn’t wanted to cum again, not for mystery Hazel who may well be the Hazel she knew and now feared had set her and Carter up for this long fall into submission.  But now she wanted to cum.  And so she wouldn’t get to! 
 
    Not until Jamie arrived.  Who the hell was he?  Were they going to let him fuck her? 
 
    Who else would he fuck?  Why else would they call him? 
 
    In other words, “Does a bear shit in the woods?” 
 
    Of course this Jamie guy was coming here to fuck her! 
 
    It worried Kennedy.  At the least lesbians could not get you pregnant.  Guys could.  Good for the human race but not good for Kennedy.  She’d just gotten out of the Army and didn’t even have a regular job yet.  It wouldn’t be easy to find one if she was knocked up.  Plus, marriage was a lot better for raising kids. 
 
    Kennedy wasn’t on birth control.  She’d depended on condoms and the rhythm system.  Using both virtually ensured protection from pregnancy.  Would Jamie wear a condom?  Maybe.  Maybe she should blurt out a useful lie like she had an STD.  That might get him to wear a condom. 
 
    Where was her cycle at right now?  Think think think. 
 
    She couldn’t fucking think!  Fucking mystery Hazel was fucking her brains out!   
 
    Hazel kept fucking Kennedy for maybe ten more minutes, slowing down whenever Kennedy began shaking or locking up or huffing for air or holding her breath on the edge of orgasm. 
 
    Kennedy swore she’d do anything, anything at all, to get that orgasm so tantalizingly out of reach. 
 
    And then Jamie was there.  Kennedy was so lost in passion she hadn’t heard doors opening or anything. 
 
    Sandy said, “Come on in, Jamie.  We’ve got a lucky prizewinner for you right there under the desk.  Look at her sexy tail.  Go ahead and fuck her.  Obviously, make sure you fuck her pussy and not her ass.” 
 
    Sandy!  That bitch! 
 
    Why wouldn’t she just let Jamie fuck her ass? 
 
    Was she trying to get Kennedy pregnant?  What the hell kind of lesbian Mistress was she? 
 
    But then a seeming miracle occurred. 
 
    Jamie said, “I like the look of her pussy.  She got a strong ass, too.  I’d like to fuck that ass sometime soon but I’ll start with the pussy.” 
 
    Jamie was a woman!  Her voice was extremely feminine.  Thank God!   
 
    Jamie also sounded black.  Fine by Kennedy.  She’d had sex with a Native American woman.  She may as well have sex with a black one. 
 
    She was willing to have sex with anyone or anything at that moment.  She was also flooded with more than arousal.  She was flooded with relief.  Thank God Jamie was a woman and not a man.  Kennedy felt stupid for assuming Jamie would be a man.  Of course, Jamie was a name used by both males and females. 
 
    Jamie planned to fuck her so she must have a strap-on.  Fine by Kennedy.  More than fine.  Lay it on her! 
 
    The mystery Hazel pulled out and Kennedy felt a new presence behind her and between her legs.  Hazel must have moved to make room for Jamie. 
 
    Here comes the dildo!  Yes!  Kennedy hoped it was a big one.  She hoped this orgasm delay ordeal was nearly over.  She was completely ready to entirely forgive her new Mistress Sandy. A delayed orgasm was unforgivable right up until you finally got it.  The all was forgiven. 
 
    It was like how it was easier to get forgiveness than permission.  No way would Kennedy ever give Mistress Sandy or anyone else permission to torture her with orgasm delay.  But she sure would forgive them as soon as she got the elusive orgasm which was always increased in power due to the delay. 
 
    She was sure, now, that Mistress Sandy knew what was best for her. 
 
    Kennedy felt something nosing at her slit.  Oh, yes, a big round smooth head slid into her.  It must have been one of those realistic dildos, faithfully contoured like a cock, complete with fake veins. 
 
    It felt just like a real cock.  It even felt hot.  Kennedy thought it must be some kind of heated dildo.  Either than or Jamie heated it up in a microwave before coming here.  Those sex toy scientists were brilliant.  A heated dildo.  What a great idea.  It felt about right.  It felt like it was body temperature.   
 
    Kennedy would have to send the sex toy scientists an anonymous thank you note.  She’d tell them the Deluxe Mega-Size Heated Silicone Cock worked great for her! 
 
    For a second, Kennedy almost thought it was a real cock.  It was hard, yet soft, and warm.  But, no, it was way too big to be a real cock.  Thank God times ten.  A bigger cock than any real cock plus it couldn’t get her pregnant.  Fantastic! 
 
    Sandy said, “Hazel, why don’t you go around and see Kennedy from the front.” 
 
    Did Kennedy want to settle the mystery of who this mystery Hazel was? 
 
    Not really…. 
 
    It could really rain on her orgasm parade if it was— 
 
    Oh shit!!! 
 
    Hazel’s face was the same Hazel who’d met with Kennedy in her first hotel room. Oh, fuck! 
 
    It was the same Hazel who came up with the idea of this fool’s mission.  But Hazel wasn’t the fool.  Carter and Kennedy were the fools. 
 
    Hazel had played them! 
 
    Hazel smirked at her, “Hi again.  I hear the strip club life is the one for you.  You even got up on stage.  I look forward to seeing you fuck yourself on stage some day.” 
 
    Sandy piped in, “Probably not any time soon.” 
 
    Kennedy tried to figure it out.  Somehow Hazel and Sandy were in league together.  Sandy shot down the idea of Kennedy having to perform up on stage.  That much was good.  But Kennedy wasn’t all that reassured.   
 
    How did Sandy and Hazel know each other?  Why had Hazel sent the Klein sisters in under cover? 
 
    Hazel had sent Carter and Kennedy in to get lesbian dominated!  Kennedy was sure of that.  But how did that work with Sandy and Sandy’s undercover thing? 
 
    Hazel’s smirk hardened, and she brought her face close to Kennedy’s, “Yes, probably no stripping and stage sex show until several months after you have the baby.” 
 
    Baby!?!  What baby!?! 
 
    Jamie pumped Kennedy’s pussy several times fast and hard and then spoke in her musical girlish voice, “Yeah, baby, I’m a girl but I have a cock.  I’ve got my real cock inside you.  You gonna be another baby momma for me.  Ain’t that grand?” 
 
    Wha-aaa-aaaa-at!?! 
 
    Sandy said, from somewhere behind and beyond the desk, “Yes, Kennedy, as your Mistress I know what is best for you.  Time to pass on your DNA.  That is every life form’s elementary mission.  You’ll carry the baby to term and then Jamie will raise it.  Along with its half-sister or half-brother.” 
 
    Hazel said, “Wouldn’t they be more than half?” 
 
    Kennedy didn’t try to puzzle out what Hazel said.  She was still trying to come to grips with this.  Was it some kind of joke? 
 
    Jamie was a woman.  She didn’t have a cock, did she? 
 
    It did feel real.  Extremely real.  But, no, it was way too big. 
 
    Sandy said, “Hazel, the surrogate contract is on the clipboard on the desk.  Just stick a pen in her mouth.  Kennedy, we need you to sign that you agree to have Jamie’s baby.” 
 
    Thank God it was still up to her! 
 
    Jamie kept fucking her.  It would be so easy to believe that was a real cock Jamie fucked into her.  But it wasn’t.  It couldn’t be. 
 
    Hazel stuck a pen in her mouth and presented some kind of contract on a clipboard.  It wasn’t like Kennedy could read the small print while under the desk.  Or while her vision shook from Jamie’s hard thrusts. 
 
    Fuck, she was really close to orgasm.  She would have orgasmed already if not for this contract bullshit, this bizarre joke, and Hazel’s smirking face. 
 
    Kennedy just wanted to get past this weird joke and get to the part where she orgasmed. 
 
    Sandy said, “Kennedy, I’m your Mistress and a Mistress always knows what is best for her owned subhuman creature.  That creature being you.  And, even if I don’t know what is best for you, or even if I am consciously telling you to do something that is bad for you, then you still must obey.  Now, go ahead, you sign that contract to have this baby.” 
 
    It had to be a joke.  It had to be.  But why even do this joke? 
 
    Kennedy suddenly knew why.  This was a way to make her delay her orgasm even further.  Sandy and Hazel were trying to make her delay her own orgasm through hesitation. 
 
    Ha!  She was no dummy. That shit wouldn’t work on her! 
 
    Kennedy clumsily used the pen in her mouth to scrawl a signature. 
 
    Hazel giggled, “She fucking did it!” 
 
    Sandy advised, “There are two more pages.  Be sure to explain them.  I’m recording all this.” 
 
    Recording?  Audio or video? 
 
    Hazel flipped a page, “Now sign this one.  It says Jamie can fuck you however many times Jamie wants to fuck you.  Now and in the future.” 
 
    This sure was a complex gag…. 
 
    Kennedy signed that sheet also. 
 
    Hazel flipped it to the third and final sheet, “Ooo, and this one says you understand and agree that Jamie will impregnate you multiple times, once per year, as long as Jamie sees fit to keep knocking you up.  Also that you leave up to Jamie any and all decisions as to fertility treatments and breast feeding.  Oh, and that you’ll never fight for custody of any of the children.  You do all this for free and of your own free will.  So… double free!” 
 
    Well, they took the joke too far this time.  They’d made the whole situation so obviously a joke.  No one would ever sign such a thing.  That was exactly why they did it that way.  To try to make her delay her own orgasm! 
 
    They must think she was stupid. 
 
    It really was… quite a detailed and complex joke…. 
 
    Those typed pages with all that fine print.  A lot of effort went into this gag. 
 
    She almost felt sorry for them.  They were going to be so disappointed when she signed this last page! 
 
    But… if it was for real…. 
 
    No, she didn’t even care if it was theoretically true.  She needed her orgasm! 
 
    Besides, Sandy was right.  Everything was up to her Mistress now. 
 
    Maybe that was what was really going on with this.  A test to see if she had entirely submitted herself to her Mistress. 
 
    She sure as hell had!  She’d fucking prove it! 
 
    Kennedy signed the third and final page. 
 
    Hazel beamed and stood up and Kennedy heard her and Sandy exchanging high fives. 
 
    Kennedy didn’t care.  She was consumed with need.  
 
    Jamie went into overdrive, sweating on her ass, slapping at her injured red ass, and fucking her hard. 
 
    Jamie fucked her with her cock or her dildo.  Whatever.  Kennedy didn’t care. 
 
    But then she did care.  She used the idea of Jamie having a real cock and possibly impregnating her as a powerful mental aphrodisiac. 
 
    Impregnated by a black woman with a cock!  That was so incredibly nasty and bizarre.  She’d really be truly fucked then.   
 
    She almost wanted Jamie to have a real cock. 
 
    She almost wanted to get pregnant from her and for her.  And for her Mistress.  If this pregnancy thing was for real then obviously Mistress Sandy wanted it for Kennedy.  So Kennedy had to want it also. 
 
    Sandy said, “Jamie, I can tell from her trembling shaking ass she’s about to orgasm.  Wait for it.  Then cum inside her.  Her orgasm will suck your black seed right into her womb.  She’ll be pregnant before her orgasm ends.” 
 
    Wow, Sandy sure was detailed in her sexual gags…. 
 
    Jamie squealed with delight, “Fuck yes!  I’m gonna knock up this bitch, same way I did her sisters!” 
 
    Her sisters? 
 
    What the— 
 
    Kennedy orgasmed, the pen dropping from her mouth, cries like someone who’d touched a hot pan rushing from her mouth.  She felt her vagina flexing and compressing at Jamie’s real or fake cock. 
 
    And then she felt what sure felt like a spray of something into her pussy.  Jetting squirts of what must be…. 
 
    Noooooo! 
 
    Yeeeeeeeesssssss! 
 
    She felt her pussy convulsing in flesh waves that drove fluids up her channel and towards her cervix.   
 
    This Jamie girl, some black girl with a real cock, a really big real cock, was breeding her! 
 
    Noooo Yeeeeeeessssss! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    They didn’t give Kennedy much time to bask in her post-orgasm potential motherhood. 
 
    Before she’d even fully caught her breath and nowhere near to recovering her emotional equilibrium, Hazel plopped down in the chair and pulled herself forward. 
 
    “Get licking Breeder Bitch.” 
 
    Oh shit!  Yet another title for Kennedy.  She couldn’t even keep track of them. 
 
    Spank Bitch. 
 
    Little Camper. 
 
    Crawl Bitch. 
 
    Lick Bitch. 
 
    Carpet Licker. 
 
    Now she was a Breeder Bitch.  Was it some evolutionary sexual tree progression?  Probably more like devolving.  Instead of going up the tree branches of sexual evolution she was descending down through the root system into an ever deeper state of sluttiness. 
 
    Now she might be doomed to give birth to another kind of “Little Camper.” 
 
    But she wouldn’t let that stop her from being a good Lick Bitch. 
 
    She licked Hazel’s pussy.  She tried her best to please her even though she knew Hazel had tricked her and her poor older sister, Carter.  Hazel fooled them and worked them and put them in a position to fall. 
 
    And Hazel turned out to have a nasty sense of humor.   
 
    But Kennedy couldn’t fully resent her the way she should.  She felt like, in part because of Hazel, she’d ended up right where she belonged.  She hated it for herself.  At least in theory.  But she had to admit it was a perfect fit.  This was who she was.  Who she was and who she was going to be into the future. 
 
    It didn’t much matter if Jamie had impregnated her yet.  It was only a matter of time.  And it sounded like this was the first of multiple children Jamie would breed through her.  Maybe many.  How old would Kennedy be, how many children birthed, before Jamie had enough children and / or was tired of fucking her?   
 
    Mistress Sandy could always find others to keep it going. 
 
    With Hazel’s true self revealed as an evil hench-woman of Sadie Clark, Kennedy wondered how long it would be before she met the head bitch herself.  How long before Sadie Clark showed up here in person?  It was her office. 
 
    Oh God, she had no doubt Sadie would make her lick her pussy.  Or Sandy would make Kennedy lick Sadie’s pussy.  Same difference.  Kennedy already knew she’d end up doing it.  She could deny her Mistress nothing. 
 
    She felt entirely committed, more committed than she’d ever been towards anyone.  More committed, much more committed, than when she signed the enlistment papers to go into the Army.  She called Sandy Mistress and she meant it.  She’d even let Sandy impregnate her!  Maybe she already was pregnant.  She had let Jamie do it.  She had literally signed off on it!   
 
    Joining the Army was a big commitment.  That was previously her biggest commitment ever.  But that was only for four years.  Having a Mistress and becoming a baby-making slut was a much bigger, much longer commitment. 
 
    As part of that commitment, she knew she’d have to lick Sadie Clark’s pussy.  Probably right here at this same desk.  Maybe she’d even have to call her Mistress also! 
 
    Just imagine.  She’d lick the same pussy her little sister licked all the time. 
 
    She’d come to save Reagan from licking Sadie’s pussy and would end up joining her in licking it. 
 
    As if to emphasize her thoughts, Hazel came.  She lifted her ass off the office chair and pressed her pussy up against Kennedy’s hanging down face.  That gave Kennedy more pussy to work with and she worked her tongue into Hazel’s orgasming pussy. 
 
    What a fate. 
 
    But… she thought she could get used to this.  She was already into it. 
 
    Face to pussy was her true homecoming.  Not her reunion with her sisters.  She’d never even gotten to see Reagan and now she thought she might not ever see her or Carter again. 
 
    She licked Hazel throughout her orgasm and what passed for clean.  But her cleaning of Hazel’s pussy was nothing but dirty. 
 
    Hazel stood up, walking away, saying to Sandy, “I prefer a face able to move around and press its mouth to my pussy, but she did the trick for me this time.” 
 
    Sandy said, “That must be why you only have Reagan lick your pussy to orgasm a couple of times a week.” 
 
    Oh, wow, so Kennedy had already licked the same pussy Reagan had licked!   
 
    How did Sandy know so much about how often Reagan licked Hazel’s pussy?  Who was Sandy?  Was she someone else on Sadie Clark’s staff?  Or someone hired special just to work her dominant lesbian magic on Kennedy? 
 
    Then a new face peered down at her.  A pretty black face. 
 
    This must be Jamie. 
 
    Kennedy strained to get a look at Jamie’s body. 
 
    Holy shit!  She really did have a cock.  A great big black one! 
 
    So, Jamie was going to be the… what?  Father of Kennedy’s children?  Or mother?  Both?  Neither? 
 
    Parent of her children.  Parent. 
 
    Kennedy hoped Jamie would be a good parent.  It didn’t sound like she herself would get to be a true parent.  A breeder, yes.  A parent, no. 
 
    Jamie said, “She be all awkward like that.  Can I get a free head to give me some head?” 
 
    Incredibly, Sandy said, “Sure.  No problem.” 
 
    Were they going to release Kennedy? 
 
    And Sandy did release Kennedy.  She came over, unlocked the padlock, and even took off the cuffs. 
 
    Sandy said, “I know what you want, Jamie, so I’m freeing her hands to help out.” 
 
    “Thanks, Sandy.” 
 
    Jamie sat heavily in the office chair but a few feet from the desk opening. 
 
    She spoke to Kennedy, “Breeder Bitch, get out here and kneel between my legs.” 
 
    Kennedy hesitantly crawled out from under the desk. 
 
    Weren’t they worried she’d get up and leave? 
 
    Shouldn’t she get up and leave? 
 
    She should and they should be. 
 
    But she didn’t, so maybe her Mistress was right not to worry. 
 
    Kennedy crawled over in between Jamie’s legs.  She didn’t think seriously about trying to leave.  She thought about what her Mistress might want her to do for Jamie and how best to do it. 
 
    Kennedy knew it then.  It didn’t matter if she was bound or chained or cuffed or whatever.  Bound or not bound, she was equally helpless.  Either way she was her Mistress’s obedient plaything. 
 
    Once between Jamie’s legs, she learned why Jamie wanted her free and agile. 
 
    Jamie said, “Breeder Bitch, much as I love a good blow job and would love to shoot a load down your sexy neck, that isn’t what this is about.  You gotta get me going but not so I arrive at destination cum.  Not today.  Jamie done did cum enough today.  A whole lot of sexy Klein sisters to fuck.” 
 
    So Jamie had fucked Carter!  And probably Reagan. 
 
    “Clean off my girl cock with your slut mouth, that’s first of all.  Then you keep licking me just so, up and down and all over.  Then I’ll give you some more instructions as needed.” 
 
    It felt weird to be back in front of a cock.  But, as Jamie said, it was a girl cock.  And Kennedy was getting quite used to doing all sorts of things she didn’t want to do, at least at first.  It was the new normal. 
 
    Kennedy had her marching orders.  She was a good soldier, and she was a good slut.  Oddly, both roles had the same requirement.  Quick unquestioning obedience and obedience even when doing what was not in her best interest.  Just as a soldier ignores safety concern for the greater good, a slut must ignore superfluous considerations such as her reputation, family welfare, and self-esteem.  Or even things like pregnancy and STDs. 
 
    Kennedy obeyed.  She licked that cock.  She cleaned that cock.  She had no appetite for cock, not any more, but it was part of a woman so it was okay.  And her Mistress wanted her to do this so it had to be done.  It was right and good for a slut to obey her Mistress. 
 
    She licked up and down and all over.  She swirled her tongue around the bulbous black head and collected extra flavor under the mushroom head.  It tasted like pussy, her pussy, and it was on a woman, so it was almost like going down on a pussy.  Or a dildo that had recently visited a vagina.  A slut’s vagina.  Her vagina. 
 
    It was fine. 
 
    It was more than fine. 
 
    Kennedy felt her slut hunger rising.  Now that she knew she couldn’t have the cum, she sure did want it. 
 
    She felt a misplaced reverence for the big black girl cock.  It was the instrument of her impregnation.  According to Sandy, the girl cock was the means of Kennedy getting tamed into a state of mostly continuous motherhood in the future. 
 
    Jamie commanded, “Suck it all up and down and use your hands on my big black balls.  Rub them gently.  Coax them to make more sperm.” 
 
    Was that how it worked?  Kennedy rubbed Jamie’s balls, and she handled them like handling two round baby chicks.  She pressed her lips to the sides and the top and the bottom of Jamie’s black shaft.  Each time she suctioned and then moved on.  She did it everywhere.  Twice. 
 
    Jamie gave her the next direction.  Kennedy found herself wanting direction and looking forward to each juicy naughty thing she had to do. 
 
    Jamie said, “My cock is too sensitive.  But I still want more baby-makers encouraged.  Build up my cummy cum.  Breed my baby-makers so I can breed you and your sisters.  Get your face down low and lick my black balls.  Lick ‘em all over.” 
 
    That was nasty.  Kennedy knew it was nasty.  Even so, her mouth watered.  She obeyed her orders. She got her face in close and licked Jamie’s balls all over.  She licked every musky, salty surface. 
 
    “Now suck ‘em up, one at a time.  Suck them nice and gentle in your mouth.  Make them make lots of extra sperm.” 
 
    Kennedy still doubted that was how that worked.  Did balls make more sperm from suction and massage?  But maybe sperm production increased from arousal.  And Jamie did seem like a living exception to normal expectations in some obvious ways. 
 
    Kennedy sucked a black ball into her mouth.  It filled her mouth.  She pulse sucked it.  Strong suck, weak suck, strong suck, weak suck.   
 
    Jamie moaned in a way Kennedy thought meant she was doing it well. 
 
    It was weird.  She’d never sucked on a man’s ball, or licked one, let alone taken an entire testicle into her mouth.  And now, here she was, doing it for the first time.  With a woman!  For a woman! 
 
    Trying new things seemed to go hand in hand with submission.  Or, in this case, testicle in mouth…. 
 
    She marveled at the anatomy of the situation.  The testicle in her mouth must have many millions of sperm.  Sperm that Jamie might later shoot up into her body.  Who knew, one of these sperm might become one half of a future child. 
 
    Kennedy looked up across Jamie’s body.  Jamie had her tits out and plucked at her almost black nipples.  They were big breasts.  Kennedy marveled.  Jamie had big tits and a big cock.  And would be the mother / father of the many children they had together! 
 
    Sandy came over, “You’re helping Jamie produce a larger quantity of sperm for tomorrow.  She’ll make the rounds of the Klein girls again and every day after.  You’re helping her make more sperm, maybe to get you pregnant, or maybe you’re sucking on one that impregnates Carter or Reagan.  You’re for sure sucking on sperm that will end up inside your sisters.  Neat thought, huh?” 
 
    Kennedy wouldn’t call that neat. 
 
    She wasn’t sure what she’d call that. 
 
    Sort of… arousing?  It sure was nasty and naughty and humiliating, so, yeah, it was quite arousing. 
 
    Kennedy switched her suction over to the other big black ball. 
 
    Sandy petted Kennedy’s head, “You’re so good at sucking black balls.” 
 
    A compliment? 
 
    A humiliating one. 
 
    Kennedy felt her pussy pulsing.  The need.  It was coming back. 
 
    She wished, once she got Jamie ready to fire a massive load of cum, that she could climb up on her and hump her black cock and suck on her black tits.  She should suck her tits.  Why did the balls get all the attention? 
 
    She wished Jamie would unleash another load of cum into her.  She still didn’t want to be a mother or to be pregnant for months just to make a half-black baby for a black woman with a cock, but it seemed worth the risk to feel another load sprayed into her. 
 
    But it was not to be. 
 
    Jamie pushed her away roughly, “Enough of that.  Any more primed and I’m gonna blow.  We’ve got a date for tomorrow, though.  Keep that pussy hot for me.” 
 
    “Yes, Jamie.” 
 
    Sandy sounded stern, “You dumb slut!  Call her Mistress Jamie.  And Hazel is your Mistress Hazel.  And I’m just Mistress.” 
 
    “Oh.  Sorry.  I mean, I’m sorry, Mistress.” 
 
    “Your Mistress Jamie meant it about keeping your pussy hot for her.  Mistress Hazel is going to give you a little more action tonight and make you pop your rock one more time.  After that, you crawl over into that little room.  Sleep on those nasty dirty pussy juice damp blankets your sister Reagan was humping just a few hours ago.  She humped the pillow also, by the way.” 
 
    That was all so nasty… and naughty… and humiliating…. 
 
    Kennedy wondered if she’d end up humping those blankets or that pillow like her little sister had.  Yes, probably she would.  The idea of it turned her on so much that she wanted to do it. 
 
    Sandy said, “When you wake up tomorrow, you are to keep your pussy hot and ready.  Keep yourself on the edge of orgasm.  Jamie’s time is precious.  She may come here first to cum in you, or you could be second or third as she makes the rounds of the Klein sisters.  Whenever she shows up, your pussy should be ready to orgasm from a few touches or a single penetration by a big black lady cock.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.  I’ll, uh, keep my pussy wet and ready.” 
 
    “And be ready to clean up her girl cock with your mouth.  Not after.  Before.  She’ll leave each of you with a wet cock.  That way, you Klein girls can have some fun guessing by taste who she was with before she came to you and inside you.  You Klein girls won’t be seeing each other anymore, but what you miss in seeing you’ll make up for in tasting.” 
 
    Oh.  Ohhhhhh…. 
 
    “Am I right, Breeder Bitch?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, I’m sure you are right.” 
 
    Kennedy wondered about a few things and decided to ask.  After all, if asking questions led to a spanking, that was no longer a problem.  It was a blessing.  She was a Spank Bitch and liked to be spanked. 
 
    “Mistress, I won’t be locked in or bound?  Or will I?” 
 
    “No need.  You’re a total slut, and you know it.  By now, you want to be black bred.” 
 
    No, she didn’t! 
 
    Did she? 
 
    Maybe she did…. 
 
    Certainly, she felt an uncanny lack of any desire to leave this place or to get out of her situation.  She knew it was an awful situation and would look awful to anyone from the outside, but it just wasn’t awful to her. 
 
    It wasn’t quite “good.”  Nothing about any of this was good. 
 
    But it was… appropriate. 
 
    She was exactly where she needed to be. 
 
    Sandy drove it home, “You don’t need to be tied up or locked up, do you?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” 
 
    Sandy forced a commitment, “You agree to stay in this office, licking pussy and taking black girl cock as long as I say, maybe forever.” 
 
    Wow. 
 
    Kennedy wasn’t sure if it was a question or a statement.  But she had no question it could serve as an accurate statement.  But she’d treat it as a question because answering the question was so humiliating.  And arousing. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Any other questions, Breeder Bitch?” 
 
    “Will I have to lick Sadie Clark’s pussy?” 
 
    Sandy petted her own pubic hair, still wet from Kennedy’s oral efforts, “You mean… lick her pussy again?” 
 
    Kennedy’s mouth dropped open. 
 
    Sandy grinned, “It looks like your mouth is ready to lick it again.  But you’ll need to wait until tomorrow.  I’ll have you back in your under-desk cuff and collar harness, and you can lick me all day while I do paperwork.  Of course, while you lick, you’ll keep fingering your slut pussy, but not to orgasm, only to keep it hot and wet for Jamie.” 
 
    Kennedy was speechless and could not completely close her mouth. 
 
    Sandy added, “I will have my pussy licked soon.  I’m all for it.  But my pussy has a date with the mouth of a different Klein girl.” 
 
    By leaks and spurts, the same way Jamie had cum in her, it all came home to Kennedy. 
 
    Her Mistress was Sadie Clark!  Mistress Sadie did not look old though she was older.  But it was Hazel who’d described Sadie Clark as old.  She’d done it to make Kennedy even more concerned about Reagan and even more motivated to risk doing something active to help her. 
 
    And, Kennedy realized, Hazel probably also did it in order to best fool Kennedy, and then Carter as well.  How could they suspect Sandy was Sadie Clark when she did not match the description of Sadie? 
 
    The Klein sisters hadn’t had much of a chance.  They’d been played.  All the way into sexual slavery.  Into becoming a sister set of breeder bitches.   
 
    Sandy said, “See you tomorrow, Breeder Bitch.  Be sure to hump those same blankets and pillow your little sister humped not so long ago.  Be sure to sleep with your face on the wet spot.  Oh, by the way, it won’t be all paperwork tomorrow.  I’ll have three or four meetings.  Obviously, I’ll let the people who come meet with me have sex with you.” 
 
    Obviously…. 
 
    It was all becoming obvious now.  Everything. 
 
    Kennedy had fallen so far.  So had her sisters. 
 
    She had no hope of escape even though she could simply walk out of this place. 
 
    This was it.  This was where she belonged.  This was her new home.  This was her purpose. 
 
    They were so lowly, it took all three Klein girls to serve Mistress Sadie!  And Mistress Sadie probably had many other sex slaves. 
 
    Sadie said goodbye to Hazel and left. 
 
    Kennedy wondered if she’d ever get to see or talk with her sisters.  Then again, what would they talk about?  What state would she see them in?  What state would they see her in? 
 
    Still… she’d like to see their baby bumps and then later their swollen bellies.  And she wanted them to see hers. 
 
    Maybe Mistress Sadie would at least shoot sex videos of them and show the videos off to one another.   
 
    That way, Kennedy could see Jamie’s big black cock fucking into her older sister, Carter, and into her younger sister, Reagan.  Jamie fucking into them while her big black tits swayed and slapped on her chest. 
 
    Maybe Jamie would spank them while she fucked them…. 
 
    Maybe Carter and Reagan would beg her to make them pregnant…. 
 
    Beg their Mistress Jamie to fill their pussies with cum…. 
 
    Maybe the video would show a close-up of Jamie’s big black balls tensing and the base of her big black cock swelling as it delivered load after load into her sisters…. 
 
    Oh, fuck, wow, Kennedy was getting so turned on all over again! 
 
    Kennedy still knelt where she was when she’d serviced Jamie, licked and sucked her shaft and balls, and tried her best to help Jamie make extra sperm to impregnate her and her sisters.  She was too lost in thought, and, besides, she didn’t have orders or permission to stand yet. 
 
    She needed her orders.  She needed them.  She had to have them. 
 
    Orders in the private world, when dominated by lesbians, were so much more important than orders in the Army! 
 
    Hazel came around the corner of the desk.  Mistress Hazel. 
 
    She wore a strap-on. 
 
    Kennedy thought, “Good!”  That was her first thought, and it was the truth. 
 
    Already, she wanted another orgasm.   
 
    The dildo did not look so large, however.  It could not compare to Jamie’s cock.  And it could not shoot sperm or get her pregnant. 
 
    Kennedy was a little disappointed until she heard the good news. 
 
    Hazel said, “You stupid, worthless, pain-loving ex-Army cunt.  You’re such a dumb cunt I’ll be fucking a cunt even if I don’t shove this in your actual cunt.  So, I will fuck your tight ass.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Sadie Clark left her offices behind the East End Club.  And she left Hazel to it, dominating Kennedy Klein. 
 
    No such thing as too much domination!  
 
    Sadie had walked into the offices as Sandy and walked back out as Sadie.  No more need for tricks and pretends.  Kennedy had walked in with Sandy as a free slut barely aware of what she was.  And now she wouldn’t walk out again except maybe to have each baby at a hospital. 
 
    It was fun for Sadie to act as a server and mix with the staff and customers and VIPs at Juicy’s Big Box.  But she did have a business to run. 
 
    She walked over to the black stretch limo with the dark windows.  She’d ride in luxury tonight, true luxury, and leave her sports car in the lot here. 
 
    Sadie looked back at her offices.  Kennedy Klein entered those offices a couple of days ago an entirely free and totally heterosexual woman.  One with Army toughness and a mission to protect her little sister. 
 
    Now? 
 
    Kennedy had come a long way.  In the wrong direction for her. 
 
    Life had winners and losers but many more losers than winners.  And lots of people muddling in between.  Sadie was a winner.  To her, that meant she had to make others into losers.  Whether in business deals or sex, it did not matter to her.  She was in it to win it, and she made people into losers.  One after another.  It was fun.  
 
    It was the same with domination.  She was a dominant.  To be a dominant, you had to dominate.  Dominate other people.  And they could not also be dominants.  Impossible.  They had to submit and be submissive.   
 
    Domination and submission. 
 
    You could not have one without the other.  Often, with others, the domination and the submission were subtle, almost invisible.  Some couched it in terms of “leader” and “follower.” 
 
    Sadie didn’t dance around it.  Fuck subtlety.  One of her mottos. 
 
    In fact… she should have that tattooed on one of these Klein girls.  Which one would it look best on? 
 
    Kennedy.  Yes.  A tattoo like that, somewhere not so subtle, like maybe her lower neck, would help keep her separate from her old life.  That tattoo and maybe six or seven others.  Big ones.  A tramp stamp on her lower back.  Some filthy proclamation where her pubic hair used to be once they shaved it off.  A couple nasty phrases in calligraphy up and down the back of her thighs.  A few more. 
 
    Oh, and piercings!  Of course!  Her septum.  Her lips. 
 
    Her tongue for sure.  Several.  Get some nice heavy, smooth little metal balls on her tongue that she’d use to please her Mistress, Sadie, and Sadie’s various and sundry guests. 
 
    One of the ways Sadie knew to dominate business deals was to give them sexual favors from her submissives.  Why not?  No sweat for her.  It was a unique selling point.  Few could offer people what she had to offer. 
 
    Sadie was an expert at controlling costs.  She got lots and lots of deals on the alcohol and feature upgrades at the clubs.  The key to getting those deals was her ultimate deal, sexual servitude for certain “lucky” sexy women.   
 
    Submissive sluts were free.  They were better than free.  They helped Sadie get lots of other stuff way cheaper. 
 
    They were living slut coupons. 
 
    Reagan was a beauty, and her sisters were just as beautiful though each was a bit different.   
 
    Carter was a classic beauty.  The ideal of the modern housewife.  That was why she was a perfect fit as Sadie’s new domestic at her home. 
 
    Kennedy was more muscle-toned and stronger yet ever so feminine.  She could take lots of abuse, not only take it but learn to love it.  Sadie would keep Kennedy’s hair short.  It would stay out of the way when licking Sadie’s pussy under the desk.  The tats and rings would look great on her. 
 
    Reagan was the slimmest.  Able to fit into tight places. 
 
    Sadie had quite a few tight places! 
 
    Sadie stood by the limo and wondered if Hazel was ass-fucking Kennedy yet.  Ass fucks seemed to sap a slut’s willpower.  Sadie thought it a good policy to make sure newly dominated slaves were ass fucked within twenty-four hours of committing themselves.  It was just a rule of thumb and a pet theory.   
 
    She bet Hazel was fucking that ex-Army ass.  Kennedy’s ass better get used to it.  That and lots of spankings.  Kennedy was in for a whole new life, quite a dark one. 
 
    And not only because of frequent ass fucks, spankings, tattoos, piercings, and spending days under a desk licking pussy and taking fucks from strangers. 
 
    Kennedy would go through cycle after cycle in the years ahead.  The cycles of motherhood.  Pregnant.  Glowing.  Stomach bulging.  Breasts enlarging.  Giving birth.  Breastfeeding the little viper for the first few months up until she got pregnant again. 
 
    Sadie had heard that parents live longer, as did grandparents, if their kids had kids.  But was that because of the kids, or did their health lead to kids?  Which came first, the chicken or the baby?  Something like that. 
 
    But Kennedy and her sisters were getting hard use and would get hard use for many years.  Surely that must reduce their life expectancy.  On the other hand, orgasms were great for health, and they’d have maybe a hundred times more orgasms than if this wasn’t their fates. 
 
    Perhaps their lives would be shortened by a few years, but their submission to Sadie would still be a success genetically speaking.  Those few years lost were in exchange for perhaps five or even ten times more offspring.  That was a fantastic trade-off. 
 
    They really should thank Sadie.  One day.  Once the number of children each had was at least in the double digits. 
 
    And, who knew, they may not lose many years of life at all.  They might live longer. 
 
    It would take many years to know the result.  Maybe their lives would be shortened, but possibly they’d be extended. 
 
    Maybe Sadie would seduce a sexy female researcher and get her to write a medical paper on it someday. 
 
    The New England Journal of Medicine just wasn’t ready for it but who knows in fifty years or so. 
 
    Sadie looked at the limo, slightly irritated.  What the fuck was taking so long? 
 
    She rapped on the roof of the limo. 
 
    Moments later, Jamie half-stumbled out of the driver’s seat. 
 
    “Oh, I’m so sorry, Sadie!  I nodded off.  I’m exhausted.  So much cumming, so many Klein sisters to fuck.” 
 
    “Yeah, I get that.” 
 
    Jamie rushed around and opened one of the rear doors for Sadie. 
 
    Sadie got in.  Jamie was a good chauffeur. And Sadie expected her to be great at impregnating submissive white girls.  If not, she’d hire a female cook or some such with a big fertile girl cock. 
 
    Sadie took off her clothes.  Then she reclined and spread her legs.  Then she clapped her hands twice sharply. 
 
    That was the signal. 
 
    There was a tinkle of chains.  The chains were small and weak, purely symbolic and for looks and fun.  The real chains were in the young woman’s soul, and they were massive, thick, hardened, unbreakable chains. 
 
    Reagan crawled across the thick-carpeted floor of the limo.  Her eyes gleamed with anticipation.  They gleamed as brightly as the pussy juice on Sadie’s labia.  They gleamed as brightly as her middle sister’s saliva on those same labia. 
 
    Reagan knew what to do.  She went to licking. 
 
    She was an oral expert by now.  Sadie knew the girl’s sisters would quickly catch up to Reagan’s skill. 
 
    When you wanted to be good at something, tried your hardest, and did it almost constantly, every day, you just naturally got good at it.   
 
    Sadie sighed and enjoyed the servicing. 
 
    Reagan was adjusting well to her new home.  She’d lived at the offices for months now.  She’d looked so eye-blinkingly bewildered when Sadie first led her out to the stretch limo.  But she was already getting her feet under her.  Except, of course, while kneeling and crawling. 
 
    Sadie had explained to her that her new home was the stretch limo.  Reagan had a little sealed bucket for pee, and Jamie would drive her to gas stations and such if she needed to use a toilet.  Sadie had even given her a set of clothes so she wouldn’t need to go in naked. 
 
    Yes, Sadie was generous, and she fucking knew she was. 
 
    Jamie knew to wait to drive anywhere until told. 
 
    Sandy called to Jamie, “Home, Jamie, home.” 
 
    “Right away, Sadie.” 
 
    Jamie drove the limo in a slow spin past the front of the offices.  Sadie looked at the closed door, knowing Kennedy Klein was in there getting used by Hazel and loving it like a slut. 
 
    The one point in the whole process when Sadie had the slightest bit fo nervousness was when she and Kennedy were at that door and about to go in.  Kennedy had looked for so long at the limo and had such an expression of outrage on her face that for a few seconds, Sadie had believed Kennedy somehow sensed her younger sister was in the limo. 
 
    For a brief moment, Sadie had worried her plan would unravel.  She’d thought maybe she was too arrogant in leaving the youngest sister in the limo right there, so close.   
 
    But no, of course not.  Her plan was perfect. 
 
    The entire plan went perfectly, and Sadie had enjoyed the hell out of the process.  And now, she’d enjoy the fruits of her enjoyment. 
 
    Kennedy Klein licking her pussy during the workday. 
 
    Reagan Klein licking her pussy in the limo when traveling between locations. 
 
    Carter Klein licking her pussy when Sadie relaxed at home. 
 
    Kleins all day, twenty-four seven, three sixty-five. 
 
    Reagan licked like a pussy zealot.  Which was what she was. 
 
    Yes, Sadie was pretty sure she wouldn’t drive her sports car nearly as often now…. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    Hazel sat in the office chair.  The silicone dildo gleamed and wavered slightly from her breathing. 
 
    Kennedy looked expectantly at her.  Did Hazel want her on all fours?  Or across the desk?  Or maybe on the little bed in the adjoining room? 
 
    Kennedy had had lots of sex.  But there seemed to be no such thing as too much nowadays.  Not that she knew she was a slut and embraced who she was. 
 
    She wanted to have more sex.   
 
    Kennedy waited for directions and said nothing.  It was all up to this other Mistress, the one who’d tricked her into going down the path that led her, over a couple of days, right back here at the offices this began at and with the woman who’d fooled her. 
 
    It did seem appropriate. 
 
    Kennedy admitted it.  Hazel had completely fucked her over.  She and Carter.  Since she’d fucked her over, it seemed apropos that she physically fucked Kennedy.  Of course, she already had, but that fuck, with Kennedy under a desk, wasn’t a good enough match to the total fuck over of Kennedy’s life. 
 
    Hazel fucking Kennedy up the ass would be about right. 
 
    Kennedy felt a surge, a renewed surge, of some kind of masochistic subservience.  Yes, she deserved to be fucked up the ass by the woman who set her up to get fucked over.  She felt in equal measure that she deserved to take this ass fucking, and Hazel deserved the reward of delivering it. 
 
    Kennedy sure hoped Hazel got to fuck Carter up the ass also.  She had fucked over Carter just as well so Hazel really should get to fuck Carter’s ass.  Kennedy wished she could see that. 
 
    Mistress Hazel watched her, and Kennedy quietly waited for a command.  She knew it was her job to wait for an order and then follow it to the best of her ability. 
 
    Civilian life wasn’t all that different from Army life. 
 
    She must have passed the silent test because Mistress Hazel smiled, and it was almost a pleasant smile. 
 
    “Breeder Bitch, you and I are going to get along absolutely fabulous.  I always get along with sluts who wait patiently for my orders and then obey them.  I’m easy to get along with that way. 
 
    Kennedy bet that was true of anyone but held her tongue.  She might need her tongue for other things!  She bet she would. 
 
    But it looked like some answer was expected, so she gave the one she thought this Mistress would like, “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Mistress Hazel patted one bare thigh, “Hop on up here.  Spear your ass on my temporary cock.  I find it best to make sluts like you do most of the work, even when ass fucked.  I’ll sit here, and you’ll fuck your ass until you cum.” 
 
    That sounded… actually, that sounded pretty great. 
 
    It made so much sense, too.  A Mistress should not have to work hard.  Sluts were there to work hard during sex.  Kennedy was a slut and would get to work working hard.  This wasn’t so much demeaning as it was a chance to prove her sluttiness. 
 
    All the pieces fit perfectly in this two-piece jigsaw puzzle! 
 
    Kennedy followed her orders.  She felt just as vulnerable as the new usual as she positioned herself.  It was embarrassing.  It was humiliating backing up, centering herself, reaching back, and bringing the head of the dildo into contact with her asshole. 
 
    It was almost excruciatingly humiliating. 
 
    Just the way she now liked it! 
 
    Mistress Hazel knew when and how to fire her up, “Fuck your ass on it like the total slut you are.  Do it, Breeder Bitch!” 
 
    Yes!  Mistress Hazel was so right! 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    Kennedy fucked her ass down on it.  It was a struggle.  She had to change her angle of inward approach, and then she had to hop on it, bouncing her ass down like pounding a nail.  But, instead of pounding a nail down, she pounded the nail, a dildo, up her ass. 
 
    She grunted and moaned.  She groaned and gasped. 
 
    She made it happen. 
 
    She succeeded in obeying! 
 
    She’d ass fucked all the way down and all the way in.  And she kept fucking it, getting into a smoother rhythm.  Her ass gave up the battle and opened up. 
 
    Wrong hole or not, it felt just right. 
 
    Mistress Hazel thought so also, “When you’re pregnant, I’ll fuck you like this often.  No big belly to lay on that way.  Just think, the weight of the baby inside you will help you drive that ass down with extra power.” 
 
    Oh, God, Mistress Hazel was so fucking nasty! 
 
    It was perfect, and Kennedy pictured it, her with a big baby-stuffed belly, maybe her tits bigger and coming into milk, and ass-fucking herself on Mistress Hazel’s dildo. 
 
    Thinking of which…. 
 
    Mistress Hazel said, “This fake cock is the smallest you’ll get up your ass.  I’ll work you up the, he he he, chain of command.  By the time baby is close to popping out, he or she will have a dildo neighbor almost as big as them!” 
 
    Oh fuuuuuck, Mistress Hazel was so naaaaaasty…. 
 
    “Oh, and speaking of “them” and “neighbors,” we’ll give you fertility treatments just like your sisters.  Not only do they make you more likely to get pregnant, basically a certainty with your health and Jamie’s virility, but you’ll also be much more likely to have twins, triplets, maybe more than that each go around, as you get pregnant over and over.  Jamie wants lots and lots of half-black babies.  She wants to overcome her tits, or her cock, whichever, and have many more babies than normal people normally have.  Isn’t that great?” 
 
    “Great” wasn’t the first word that came to Kennedy’s mind.  Maybe monstrous was a better word. 
 
    Maybe “great” would be better used to describe how it felt to Kennedy to keep smoothly impaling her ass down onto a dildo.  It certainly felt great by then. 
 
    Kennedy sensed Mistress Hazel’s nasty and mean-spirited words were meant to match up with her pleasure.  To mix with the pleasure in a seductively evil fashion.  The nasty words in her ears and the inappropriate pleasure in her ass were a combo working in tandem.  Working to work over Kennedy’s mind. 
 
    Knowing it did nothing to stop it from working. 
 
    Mistress Hazel made sure to drive matters home as Kennedy drove her ass home down onto the dildo. 
 
    “Breeder Bitch, don’t forget to go ahead and tell me it’s great that Jamie will get you pregnant over and over.” 
 
    After only a minuscule hesitation, Kennedy blurted, “It’s great, Mistress Hazel!” 
 
    The harsh pleasure of another downward impact partially cleared her mind of her guilty feeling. 
 
    Mistress Hazel insisted, “Say it all together.  Tell me how great it is that you’ll birth a small army of half-black babies.” 
 
    Kennedy complied with enthusiasm that perfectly mimicked her downward ass thrusts, “It’s so… fucking great!  I’ll be… pregnant much more often than not… pregnant.  I promise to have lots and lots of half-black babies!” 
 
    Mistress Hazel spanked the sides of Kennedy’s ass.  Both sides with both hands at once!  Such was the increased spank capability when a Mistress had a submissive slut ass-fucking herself. 
 
    Kennedy wouldn’t let those spanks stop her! 
 
    She’d show this Mistress! 
 
    She’d use those spanks as inspiration to ass fuck herself all the harder! 
 
    Mistress Hazel kept inspiring Kennedy with her words. 
 
    “Just think, Breeder Bitch, Jamie will end up having as many babies – probably more – than all you Klein girls combined.  Now that’s some genetic success.” 
 
    Kennedy thought, “Fuck Mistress Hazel.  And fuck my ass!  Fuck Jamie, that mutant.  And fuck my ass!” 
 
    But Kennedy knew, with unerring submissive instinct, what Mistress Hazel did and did not want to hear.  She ran her thoughts through her mental submissive sieve and then yelled with passion what passed the test of “what does Mistress want to hear?” 
 
    “Fuck my ass!  Fuck my ass!” 
 
    Mistress Hazel spanked her harder, “You stupid slut.  I’m not fucking your ass, you are.  Find some other way to encourage your Mistress.” 
 
    Mistress Hazel had such a good point!  Kennedy was a stupid slut but not so stupid that she didn’t know she was stupid and a slut. 
 
    “Your cock feels great in my ass, Mistress.  Thank you for letting me fuck it up my ass.  Could you maybe spank me harder?  Please spank my ass harder, Mistress Hazel!  Please and thank you!” 
 
    “That’s better.  I can teach a new slut new tricks.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!  Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
    “I have a couple of secrets to tell you.  Well, not so much secrets.  One is a reveal, and the other is some insight.  The kind of insight that will make a slut like you squeal in orgasm.  I’m serious.  I expect you to orgasm when I tell you the second one.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!  I’ll do my… best!”  Her blurting verbal dedication was partially interrupted by her savage ass collision downward. 
 
    Kennedy knew that smirking know-it-all self-satisfied having-fun-at-her-expense tone on Mistress Hazel’s voice did not bode well. 
 
    Kennedy supposed that nothing ever turned out well for sluts like Kennedy.  She’d grit her teeth and bear it.  Or maybe she grit her teeth from the sensations in her self-plundered ass. 
 
    Mistress Hazel said, “Here is the reveal: The black mother-father of your future children and the future children of your sisters is… Sadie Clark’s chauffeur!” 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Ass Fuck! 
 
    Kennedy knew it didn’t really matter.  Not really. 
 
    But, still, a fucking chauffeur! 
 
    Kennedy rammed her ass down over and over and gladly took Mistress Hazel’s spanks.  She deserved it!  She was going to have oodles of children with a black female who happened to have a cock between her legs and was only a mere chauffeur! 
 
    She fucking deserved to be ass fucked!  She hoped Mistress Hazel did this to her every day for the rest of her life! 
 
    Mistress Hazel said, “And now for the insight.  Don’t you dare forget to orgasm!” 
 
    “I won’t forget, Mistress!  I promise!  I’m so fucking close, Mistress!  Tell me, tell me, tell me!  I want to hear it no matter what it is!” 
 
    Mistress Hazel laughed, and it was not a kind laugh. 
 
    Kennedy knew the “insight” would be something awful, but she wanted to hear it anyway.  Oh, yes, she did! 
 
    Mistress Hazel said with relish in her tone, “Sadie Clark can get bored.  I’ve never seen one of her under-desk sluts last longer than five months.  Some of them even went back to normal lives, as far as I can tell.  If you and Carter hadn’t come looking for Reagan, then Sadie would have released her, rejected her really, in another month or two.  But not now.  Now Sadie has three sisters to use and fuck and get pregnant via her girl chauffeur.  She’ll keep you three forever.  By trying to save Reagan, you actually doomed her!  And yourselves!” 
 
    Kennedy knew it was true.  She felt it just as surely as she felt the big dildo colliding up her ass. 
 
    Her good intent doomed her little sister, Reagan. 
 
    Her good intent doomed herself. 
 
    Her good intent doomed her oldest sister, Carter. 
 
    The road to Hell truly was paved with good intentions.  Even before you got to Hell! 
 
    The Klein girls were sex slaves for life, to lesbians, breed stock to a black woman with a cock, all because of her. 
 
    She was getting what she deserved! 
 
    Fucked up the ass! 
 
    Kennedy slammed her ass down one final time and held it there, fully impaled, her spanked ass cheeks flaming hot on Mistress Hazel’s thighs. 
 
    She came and came, and as she came, her worries and final shreds of hope and free will left her. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    So ends the incredible downfall of the Klein sisters. 
 
    Oddly, their submission, which appears so unwise, ensures the propagation of the Klein DNA. 
 
    Klein is a very common surname.  The 11th most common in Germany and the one thousand one hundred and fifty-seventh most common surname in the world. 
 
    This certainly makes one wonder how slutty and submissive, under the proper improper circumstances, the Wangs, Devis, Smiths, Johnsons, and Williams of the world may be! 
 
    And also makes us wonder what Jamie’s last name is.  After all, Jamie will have at least as many children as all the Klein sisters combined.  And the children will go forward with Jamie’s last name instead of having the last name Klein. 
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    “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! 
 
      
 
    Book 5:  THE SISTERS FACE LESBIAN DOMINATION 
 
    The two older Klein sisters, married Carter and ex-Army Kennedy, are undercover working at a lesbian strip club in Denver in hopes of acquiring evidence of illegal activity by their youngest sister’s new lesbian domme, who owns the club.  But they do not know they’ve been set up not only to fail but to be lesbian seduced and dominated.  The domme, Sadie Clark, wants all three sisters, and she is also undercover as one of the women training the older Klein sisters and making them jump through nasty and compromising sexual hoops. 
 
      
 
    Book 6:  OLDEST SISTER TAMED AND LESBIAN TRAINED 
 
    Does Mistress Sadie have a nasty plan to lesbian impregnate one of the Klein sisters?  The two older Klein sisters, married Carter and ex-Army Kennedy, are undercover at the Denver lesbian strip club, Juicy’s Big Box, trying to save their youngest sister, Reagan, from lesbian domination.  Reagan’s Mistress, Sadie, is all too aware of their plan and undercover herself as the sister’s trainer at the club.  This can’t end well for the Klein sisters! 
 
      
 
    Book 7:  MIDDLE SISTER TAMED AND LESBIAN TRAINED 
 
    Can the final beautiful young Klein woman avoid a fate of total submission to a cruel and clever domme?  Dominant lesbian businesswoman Sadie Clark has tamed and lesbian trained two out of three sexy blonde Klein girls.  She has the youngest, Reagan, and the oldest, Carter, in states of complete and utter sexual submission.  Can she nail the final Klein sister, Kennedy?  The middle sister could be the biggest challenge.  She’s sexy but tough and an Army veteran.  As they say, sexually conquering two out of three Klein girls isn’t bad but three out of three is even better.   
 
    “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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