
Krissy

A BDSM Novel

by S J Lewis

ISBN 13: 978-1-935897-25-5

A Pink Flamingo Ebook Publication

Copyright © 2010 S J Lewis

All rights reserved


Chapter One

“C’mon, babe. Let’s get it on.” The man leaned heavily against Krissy. His words were slurred and his breath stank of liquor. His left arm was draped across her shoulders and his left hand groped clumsily for her breast. His right hand kept poking the keycard to his room in the general direction of the slot without ever finding its target. He was much too interested in sticking something else in another slot entirely to even notice.

“Don’t be silly!” Krissy giggled girlishly as she expertly diverted his left hand with hers. She took his right hand by the thick, hairy wrist. “Here, let me help you.” He let her guide him. The card slid easily into the slot and there was a click.

“See?” Krissy said brightly. “Now, when we get inside I’ll help you again, you big, clumsy man.”

He laughed, spraying more fumes of cheap bourbon into her face. At least he wasn’t too drunk to open the door once it was unlocked, but he was close to passing out. Krissy took most of his weight as they stumbled into his suite, deftly pulling the keycard out with her manicured fingertips before she kicked the door shut behind them. 

It was dark inside. The only light came from a blinking neon sign that was bright enough to filter through the heavy curtains. The man made another attempt to grope Krissy’s breast, and now she let him fall heavily to the carpeted floor. He started laughing drunkenly and got up onto his hands and knees. Krissy put her foot to his backside and shoved as hard as she could. He fell forward onto his face and lay still. A moment later, he started snoring.

Krissy let out a sigh of relief. He was a big guy, over six feet tall, she guessed, going bald and going to fat. She’d been starting to worry that the combination of drinks and drugs that she’d slipped into those drinks wouldn’t have the desired effect in time. Now she could be reasonably sure that he’d sleep until sometime tomorrow afternoon. He’d be feeling pretty damned bad when he woke up. She smiled and gave his leg another kick. He didn’t move. Good. Time to get to work. She pulled a pair of surgical gloves out of her purse, pulled them on, and started going through his pockets.

His wallet yielded up a couple of hundred bucks in cash and two credit cards. She didn’t bother looking at his driver’s license. She already knew what he looked like, and he’d already told her his first name. She didn’t care to know him any better than she already did. She pocketed the cash and cards and stuffed the wallet back into his hip pocket.

It took a lot of effort to roll him over onto his back, but it was part of the job. She went through his other pockets, turning up some loose change that she left where she’d found it, another hundred bucks in twenties that he’d put in the inside pocket of his suit jacket, and a nametag for a local convention. She let him keep the nametag.

The next thing to do was go through his luggage. That rarely turned up anything valuable, although there were occasional nice little items – and this time was no exception. She wasn’t even that surprised when she found a pair of handcuffs stashed away inside a sock. Had he been planning to use them on her, or have her use them on him? Well, it didn’t matter now. She put his luggage back in the disorder she’d found it and went back to him. 

She didn’t really care for what came next, but it had worked for her pretty well so far, so she might as well keep on doing it. She unbuckled his pants, unzipped them, and shucked them down as far as she could. Then she pulled his boxers down too, baring his hairy crotch. When he woke up, even with the terrible hangover and headache he was sure to have, he’d probably think that he’d gotten lucky with the cutie he’d picked up at the bar after all. That could buy her a little more time. Now to muddy the waters, for if and when the police investigated. She doubted that it would be a priority for them. Out-of-town drunks getting rolled wasn’t as attention-getting as bank robberies or carjackings, but why take chances? Wiping the keycard came first.

She took a baggie out of her big handbag. Inside it were some long brown hairs she’d surreptitiously gathered at a beauty salon in a poorer part of the city. She dropped a couple of them on her mark and a few more she scattered around the room. That done, she put the baggie back in her handbag.

Getting the long brown wig off of her head took a moment. She had to do it carefully or her own shorter blonde hair would be disheveled enough for someone to notice. The wig went into her bag, but not until after she’d pulled out a folded blouse. It was a neutral beige color and a little bit too large for her. She put it on over the halter-top that drew men’s attention to her tits so that they didn’t pay all that much attention to her face. The guy on the floor probably didn’t even know what color her eyes were. She tucked the blouse into the waistband of her tan skirt. Last of all, she took off the strappy heels she’d been wearing, stuffed them into her handbag, pulled out the nice, comfortable running shoes she’d stashed in there and slipped them on her feet. There. The transformation was complete. Men might remember seeing a busty woman with long brown hair with her mark, if anyone asked them, but none of them would connect that woman with the shorter, less provocatively dressed blonde one who slipped quietly out of the hotel some time later. It was extremely unlikely that anyone would remember her handbag, either. She’d gotten it because it was a handy size for her work, but it was a nondescript, inexpensive, mass-produced thing that lots of other women carried.

She walked out of the hotel without being noticed or challenged. Another job successfully done, another lecherous, middle-aged man who got no less than what was coming to him. He hadn’t even tried to hide that fact that he was married by taking off his wedding ring before he’d started hitting on her.

She walked a couple of blocks before hailing a cab. This part of the city was just starting to go to seed, but it was still safe enough to walk in the evenings. After midnight, though, nobody in their right mind would be outside in this locale. She had the taxi drop her off a block away from the local tavern she was headed for, at a spot where there were several other places she could go to. Once the taxi had crawled away out of sight in the late traffic, she let herself breathe a sigh of relief before heading to the Moonlight Tavern. This part of the city was mixed commercial and lower-income residential, and there were still plenty of people outside enjoying the early Fall evening. Krissy ignored them, as they ignored her, and went into the bar. It was dimly lit inside, smelling of beer and liquor. She walked past the half-dozen patrons seated at the bar and straight to the back of the room. There were some booths there, hard, bare wooden benches facing each other across hard, bare, battered dark wooden tables. She went to one and slid onto the bench across from Tito. Tito was always here. Maybe he owned the place, but it didn’t matter to her one way or the other. 

“Hey, girl,” he looked up and smiled as he recognized her. “You got somethin’ for me?” He was anywhere between forty and sixty, the light brown skin on his face, deeply creased and scarred just above his left eye. His pencil mustache always annoyed her, but she’d learned to ignore it, just as she’d learned to ignore the three gold teeth that showed when he smiled.

“A couple of cards,” she replied. “You want them now?”

“Depends,” Tito shrugged. “How long they good for?”

“Probably until noon tomorrow,” Krissy answered. “Maybe a little longer.”

“Eh,” Tito shrugged again. “Yeah, slip ‘em over. I’ll see what I can get with ‘em. Ten percent still good for you?”

“Ten percent of the gross,” Krissy said. “You shorted me last time.” She pulled the credit cards out of her handbag and passed them to Tito under the table. As always, Tito held her hand for a moment before he took the cards and let go.

“Told you that was a misunderstanding by one of my guys,” Tito grinned. “He won’t be doin’ that again.”

“And you still owe me,” Krissy said as she leaned back, unsmiling.

“Aw, babe, don’t be like that,” Tito chuckled. “I swear, I make it all up to you with the next payday. Deal?”

“Deal,” Krissy replied after a moment. “And you’d better keep your word. There are other guys I could deal with.”

“But we make such good business partners,” Tito chuckled. He lifted his tiny espresso cup and sipped from it. 

“We’re not partners,” Krissy corrected him. She started to go.

“Hey, hey, hey, babe, why the hurry?” Tito reached out but didn’t quite touch her. “Stay a minute. Have a drink. Compliments of the house.”

“Why?” Krissy demanded, but she sat back down.

“I like you,” Tito smiled. “You know, you could make a lot more by working for me, especially with that cute girl-next-door face and that hot little body of yours. Don’t you get tired of rollin’ drunks in cheap hotels?”

 “Not interested,” Krissy smiled back nastily. “You aren’t going to whore me out. And you know I like girls anyway. So forget it.”

“Can’t blame me for tryin’,” Tito shrugged as she got up again. “Come see me in a couple days. I’ll have your money.”

“You’d better,” Krissy called back over her shoulder as she walked away.

Once outside of the bar she turned right and kept walking. It always bothered her when Tito gave her that greasy smile and that tired old pitch about going to work for him. She had no doubts that she could make a lot more money that way, but the thought of being one of his call girls and whoring herself out to men turned her stomach. Men, with their hairy bodies and flabby bellies and bad breath and groping hands…ugh! It was getting a little tiresome occasionally ‘rolling drunks in cheap hotels’, even if those hotels were not really all that cheap, just three-star instead of five-star, but it more than paid the bills and at least she could pick and choose her marks and be the one in control. It was far more lucrative to pick her targets at more upscale locales, but those places had too many security cameras that worked, as well as actual security personnel. It took a lot of work and planning to get in and out of one of those, but the rewards, and the thrill, were a lot greater. In between those jobs she kept hitting low-profile targets in low-profile places. She ought to be able to keep this up for years. And by the time she was getting too old to play the game anymore, she should have more than enough saved up to buy that little place out West that she’d been thinking of, and live quite comfortably into her old age. But that day was a long time away, and in the meantime she enjoyed planning her moves, laying her traps and rolling her marks.

Anyway, her business was done, and she had the rest of the night to herself. She felt like celebrating, but Linda’s shift at the hospital wouldn’t be over for hours, and she would get back to her apartment tired and cranky, so there was no point in calling her. That relationship was coming to an end anyway. Krissy considered her other possibilities. She always had some. The city drew people from all over, many of them young and naïve. The more naïve they were, the more desperate they became after a while. There were a number of places that existed to give those desperate people a meal and a place to sleep. Krissy made a point of donating to a couple of those shelters from time to time so that she was actually welcomed if she happened to drop in. There was one girl she knew of at one of those shelters: Amy. Amy was fresh off the farm, and of legal age, if barely. Krissy had been feeling her out for a couple of weeks now, and it was time to make her move. There was a small park just across the street from the shelter, and Amy often hung out there. Krissy turned her steps in that direction. She always felt like celebrating after one of her jobs, and the prospect of doing that with a new girl excited her.

Amy was there, sitting alone on a park bench. She smiled when she saw Krissy coming towards her.

“Hey, good to see you!” Amy slid a little to one side, inviting Krissy to sit next to her. Krissy accepted the invitation. 

“Hi,” Krissy smiled at the younger girl. “You had your supper yet?”

“No,” Amy shook her head. She was wearing her tawny brown hair in a ponytail tonight, and it swayed back and forth appealingly. “It’s kinda crowded tonight.”

“Well, how about coming with me?” Krissy suggested. “My treat.”

Amy laughed nervously. “I’m not really dressed for it,” she said. Krissy took in the worn jeans, battered sneakers and faded flannel shirt.

“Nonsense,” she said. “You look fine.”

“But…if I get back too late there won’t be a bed for me,” Amy said. 

Krissy leaned closer, looking into Amy’s big brown eyes. “My place isn’t crowded,” she said, her voice low and purring. “I’ll put you up for the night.”

Amy looked at her for a long, long moment. Krissy could see the confusion in her eyes, the uncertainty, the curiosity, even a little bit of fear. She leaned a bit closer still and put her hand on Amy’s.

“Come on,” she smiled. “I won’t make you do anything you don’t want to do.”

Amy looked over at the shelter and then back at Krissy. This was the moment of truth. As much as she wanted Amy to come with her and spend the night, Krissy knew better than to push too hard.

“Well,” Amy swallowed and licked her lips. She didn’t pull her hand away. “I guess,” she said at last. 

“Well, then,” Krissy’s smile softened. “Let’s go. What would you like for supper? I’m in the mood for some Chinese myself.” She let go of Amy’s hand and stood up.

“That sounds good,” Amy nodded nervously. She also stood. She was a couple of inches taller than Krissy, slender where Krissy was voluptuous. Krissy was already imagining what the younger girl looked like naked. Inwardly, she was celebrating. From this point on, unless she screwed it up somehow, Amy’s seduction was assured. 

                                                                   ***

“Oh, God!” Amy moaned as her fingers twined themselves in Krissy’s hair. “Oh. Oh. Oh!”

Krissy’s tongue hit that sensitive spot again and was rewarded by Amy pressing her slim, strong thighs to either side of Krissy’s head as her hands flew away from it. It hadn’t been as hard to get Amy naked as she’d feared it might be. They had no sooner entered Krissy’s snug little apartment than they were holding each other and kissing, then tongue-kissing, then almost tearing at each other’s clothes. Now Amy was flat on her back on Krissy’s brass bed. She lifted her arms up over her head, desperately clutching at the railings of the headboard, Krissy’s blonde head between her legs, Krissy’s tongue making her already wet pussy even wetter. From the moans Amy was making, the seduction had been a roaring success. Now it should be possible to ease the girl into what Krissy really preferred, maybe even tonight. Krissy smiled to herself and kept lapping away. The girl tasted sweet. What made it even sweeter was Amy’s earlier nervous confession that she’d never been with another woman before. Krissy knew what kind of boys Amy must have been with: Big, strong, slow-witted farm boys who saw Amy as something to fuck and forget.

Amy’s moans grew louder and higher-pitched. Krissy pressed her mouth against Amy’s pussy and kept using her tongue deftly, expertly. Soon she’d know what Amy sounded like when she came.

Amy was a screamer. Maybe she’d never been given a real orgasm given by someone who knew how to do it right. Krissy waited until the girl’s convulsions had passed, leaving her trembling and panting and then moved to take her in her arms and kiss her. Amy didn’t refuse the kiss, even though Krissy’s lips and chin were slick with Amy’s own juices. She put her arms around Krissy and slid her leg over Krissy’s – all very promising.

“You’re beautiful,” Krissy said, and indeed Amy was, in a young, slender way. Her breasts were on the small side, but they suited her girlish frame, and her nipples were pink and perky and sensitive.

“Thank you,” Amy smiled shyly. “I think you’re beautiful too.” She began stroking Krissy’s hair. “Do you want me to…you know…”

“Hush,” Krissy pressed her finger against the girl’s lips. “Not right now. Right now I just want to hold you, Amy.”

“Mmmm…” Amy made a happy noise and snuggled closer. Krissy smiled. There was a cardboard box under her bed. There were two neatly folded quilts on top, but it was the toys at the bottom that she was thinking of. She had other toys squirreled away in various drawers, and in a little while, maybe, she would choose one of them and introduce Amy to one of her slightly kinky preferences. Later, if Amy seemed willing, she could bring out the blindfolds, the gags, the handcuffs… She sighed happily. It had been a very successful day so far.


Chapter Two

“So, man, what you think?” Tito asked the heavyset, jowly man who sat on the opposite side of the booth. “That worth it?”

Detective Spooner shrugged. “She’s a nice-looking little piece,” he said as he looked over the pictures of a pretty, wholesome-looking blonde. She had short, straight blonde hair that didn’t quite reach to her shoulders, and a face that somehow made him think of the Midwest. From the pictures, he couldn’t tell what color her eyes were. They’d all been taken from a little too far away, and the lighting was a little too dim.

“Oh, man,” Tito chuckled. “Them pictures don’t do her justice. She’s got these nice, big tits and a nice, round little ass. But don’t you go thinkin’ she’s fresh off the farm. I don’t know where she’s from, but I can tell you that underneath she’s an ice-cold bitch.”

“And what’s her name again?”

“Calls herself Krissy,” Tito replied. “I never asked her for her last name. ‘Long as we had a business relationship it didn’t matter. Now it does, so I dug up some stuff on her.”

“So what changed between you?” Detective Spooner put the photos in a pile and looked at Tito.

“Told you, she’s an ice-cold bitch,” Tito said. “Last few times she came in here, she was packin’ an attitude. Told me I’d shorted her on somethin’, and I better make it good.”

“Or?”

“Dunno,” Tito shrugged. “But I don’t need no little blonde puta comin’ in here tellin’ me what to do. I offered to take her on more’n once, put ‘er on my payroll. She keeps turnin’ me down, like I’m not good enough for her. We done some business in the past, but it ain’t like she’s the only talent out there. She’s replaceable. It’s time for a change.” He gestured with one hand. “So, I figure, why not do you a little favor and toss the bitch your way? I know you got ways of makin’ her just disappear quietly.”

“Maybe,” Spooner grunted. “She got anybody who’ll miss her?”

“No, man,” Tito answered confidently. “I had her checked out ‘fore I decided to call you. She lives by herself, no family. She keeps pretty much to herself, so no real friends. And I know why she’s got no boyfriend. She likes girls. Picks ‘em up at homeless shelters when she’s feelin’ itchy. They never stay long. She must do somethin’ that drives ‘em away sooner or later.”

“What does she do to pay the bills?”

“Ah,” Tito chuckled nastily. “She does modelin’ work from time to time. It’s all legit, and she won’t do any nudity. She works conventions sometimes. You know, wearin’ a costume and workin’ the floor. That’s enough to pay the rent, I guess, and she don’t own a car. But I know she’s makin’ nice money besides that.”

“What?” Spooner looked interested. “She a pro?” That piqued his interest as a vice cop.

Tito laughed. “No, man,” he shook his head. “Not really. I told you, she likes girls. It ain’t like she swings both ways, neither, ‘cause I kinda get the vibe that way down deep she hates men. But she knows how to get ‘em droolin’ over her. I know you guys get complaints pretty regular from out-of-towners, guys who let their dicks do their thinkin’ and wind up drugged and rolled by some woman.”

“Yeah,” Spooner nodded cautiously. “We always get complaints like that. So what?”

“So I think this little bitch is doin’ a lot of that kinda work. Pretty sure she goes after the richer guys too, married ones who don’t file a complaint ‘cause they can’t afford the attention.”

“And how do you know that?” Spooner leaned forward. Tito was a good contact, and so far he’d been very profitable to deal with, but it never hurt to have a little extra leverage. But Tito acted unconcerned.

“I got my sources,” he shrugged. “Just like you got yours.”

Detective Spooner leaned back in the booth and looked at the pictures spread out on the table in front of him. She was a pretty little thing, no doubt about that. He guessed she was somewhere in her early twenties, which was pushing the upper edge of the age limit for female merchandise, but it wasn’t pushing it too hard. But while Tito had waxed eloquent…at least by his standards…about her body, he’d have to get a look at her himself to decide if she was worth it. 

“What’s in it for you?” Spooner asked at last.

“Hey, man,” Tito shrugged and spread his hands. “Just doin’ my civic duty.”

“I heard that before,” Spooner grunted. 

“Man, what the fuck do you care what’s in it for me?” Tito snapped. “I don’t give a shit what’s in it for you, do I? We’re just two friends doin’ each other a favor here.”

“We ain’t friends, Tito,” Spooner grunted. 

“Okay,” Tito grinned nastily. “What are we, then? No, never mind. You interested or not?”

“You’re sure she’s been rolling rich guys from out of town?”

“My sources say she is,” Tito shrugged. “You want to make sure, you check the bitch out yourself. Got her name ‘n’ address on the back of one of them pictures.”

“All right,” Spooner nodded. He gathered up the photos. “We’ll check her out. If she is what you say she is, we’ll take care of it.”  He levered his bulk up out of the booth and lumbered away.

It was almost a relief to him to get out of the close, warm, liquor-scented air of Tito’s place and back into the street. It was dark now, and the air had a faint chill to it that reminded him of winter. He inhaled deeply once before turning and trundling towards the parking lot where his partner was waiting in her minivan. Somehow, cops on TV shows always found a parking space right in front of the place they wanted to go. It was different in real life, and even though there had been a few spaces closer to the bar than the parking lot, Palmieri had a thing about parking her shiny new car on the street, especially in this neighborhood. She also had a thing about meeting Tito in person. She’d hated him on sight, and he had reciprocated, though there was no apparent reason for their instant mutual dislike.

Spooner reached the corner and waited patiently for the light. He didn’t like going into Tito’s joint himself, but it wasn’t because of Tito. Truth be told, he kind of liked the guy, affectacious little mustache and all. What he didn’t like was sitting there and inhaling all those alcoholic odors. He’d been on the wagon for almost two years now, and it was a powerful temptation whenever he went in the place. Tito understood this, and never offered him anything but club soda, though he politely refused to meet anywhere else.

The light changed, and he crossed the street. Only a few blocks more to go.

Palmieri must have seen him coming, because just before he got to the passenger door he heard the lock click open. He opened the door and clambered in, sitting down heavily on the bucket seat. It would have been more comfortable if it had been just a little bit wider, but that was his fault, not the car’s. After finally successfully giving up on booze, he’d started eating more than was good for him and really packed on the weight. He’d managed to lose some of it over the past few months, but he still had a ways to go. If he didn’t lose another thirty pounds he’d fail the next physical and get reassigned to desk duty. He hated desk duty. There was no chance at all to make a little extra money if you were chained to a desk.

“What did he want?” Palmieri asked as he pulled the door shut. She had a first name, Jessica, but he never called her that and she never called him by his first name, Paul. They were partners, and had been for six months, but they were nothing more than that, and using first names just wasn’t done. At first he’d been apprehensive about her, until he’d discovered that this tall, striking, dark-haired, dark-eyed woman was just as corrupt at heart as he was, and all business all the time.

“He wants us to do a little dirty work for him,” Spooner replied. He passed over the pictures. “Having a little trouble with a business associate. He’d like for us to make her go away.”

Palmieri quickly flipped through the photos. “Pretty woman,” she commented. “What makes him think we can make her go away?”

“I guess he hears things,” Spooner shrugged. 

“Right,” Palmieri passed the pictures back. “And what the fuck makes him think we’ll take out his trash for him?”

“It won’t be taking out his trash,” Spooner replied. “He seems to think he’s doing us a favor. According to him, this woman’s the one who’s been rolling rich drunks all over town.”

“Yeah. And you bought that?”

“It’s worth checking out, at least. She doesn’t seem to have anybody who’d really miss her, and she looks pretty enough. We oughta get a nice wad of cash for her.”

“Maybe,” Palmieri relented. “It’s been a while, and Kingston’s been bugging us to get him some new merchandise. We’ll check this bitch out. I’d be interested in seeing what the rest of her looks like. The descriptions we’ve gotten from those rich drunks are all over the place as to height, hair color and eye color, but they all agree that she had really nice tits.”

“And legs,” Spooner added.

“Yeah, that’s right, you’re a leg man, aren’t you, Spooner?” 

“I got nothing against nice tits,” he shrugged.

“Well, we’ll find out. You got a name and address?”

“Her full name’s Kristina Lynn Saunders, but she goes by ‘Krissy’. She does some modeling, and works conventions too. Tito gave us her address. She lives in the old Hilltop district.”

“Lots of cheap apartments there,” Palmieri mused. “What kind of modeling does she do?”

“Tito didn’t say, except that she wouldn’t do nudity.”

“Huh. Local advertising, maybe?”

“You’ve seen her pictures. Recognize that face from anywhere?”

“No,” Palmieri admitted. “But who the hell really remembers faces from ads?” She started the minivan. “Well, let’s get back to work. Those whores and pimps aren’t going to arrest themselves.”

They cruised on down to the riverfront. It had decayed almost beyond redemption over the years. Sometime ago, parts of it had started to come back as wealthy young urban professionals began buying up refurbished lofts as cool new places to live, but that recovery had been spotty from the start, and sputtered out as the local economy soured and much of the money dried up. Now you could find upscale lofts, cheap bars, abandoned buildings and empty lots all practically on the same block. There was lots of traffic, even at this hour, people cruising for sex or drugs. It all went on down here because nobody complained. The yuppies stayed barricaded in their lofts at night, calling only if they heard more gunfire than usual, or if a stray round shattered one of their double-glazed windows. The bar owners had some kind of arrangement with the local criminals, and their businesses were safe enough as long as they went to the local bosses with any problems instead of to the cops. Every election, politicians made a big thing about how they were going to clean up the riverfront, loud promises that were quietly forgotten right after all the votes were counted. As Spooner saw it, none of this shit would be going on if there weren’t people willing to pay for it, never mind what the politicians said. As a vice cop, he figured it was his job to keep it all manageable. That was a helluva lot easier than trying to eradicate it, and a lot more profitable. Palmieri felt the same way, but she didn’t like some of the perks as much as he did. Oh, he passed on freebies from the hookers. There were just too many nasty bugs floating around, and getting serviced by one of these street whores was too much like playing Russian Roulette with five bullets in the revolver instead of one. Besides, most of them were pretty unappealing to begin with, all strung out on one drug or another. 

