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Nearly three feet of snow had fallen in two
days, but that was just the beginning of Mother Nature’s icy fury.
On her way home from a lengthy and exhausting business trip,
Michelle Locke was determined to make it to her garage but a
blizzard causing whiteout conditions derailed those plans in the
most spectacularly frustrating way. Wipers barely able to clean the
windshield fast enough, she wisely and cautiously pulled off the
road. And kept on pulling. She had sworn she was on a four-lane
street with two lanes for each direction of traffic and that she
was in the right lane, but the asphalt kept going. It was not until
she saw the faint light hanging above a set of heavy metal doors
and then the snow-covered vehicles that she realized she was in a
parking lot. And a packed one at that. Finding three spots in a row
near the back, she pulled into the middle one, grabbed her purse
from the passenger seat, put her hood on as if that was going to
help and then rushed out of her car and towards the building
silently praying that is was open.

With a creak the right door pushed inwards
and Michelle quickly followed. Not new to the club scene, as soon
as she saw the hallway and the woman wearing what looked to be a
leather dress standing inside of a small booth she knew she was in
one. Which one she had no idea, but at least it was a warm place to
wait out the storm. Digging her driver’s license from her purse,
she approached the booth.

“Welcome to Sapphic Surrender,” the cute,
long-haired brunette within said in greeting. “I can tell from your
clothes this is your first time visiting, but that’s no problem. In
fact, this just might be your lucky night?”

“Oh? And why is that?” Michelle asked as she
looked down at her clothes wet from a heavy melting of snow. “Also,
what sort of club is this?”

“Oh, honey, if you don’t know then you’re in
for a treat. Sapphic Surrender is a lesbian fetish club. And to go
in you need to be wearing appropriate attire. Which brings me to
your good fortune. Due to the severe weather we’re offering
everyone fifty percent off their first purchase in our shop which
you’ll find through the doors behind me. We’re also only charging a
hundred-dollar entrance fee instead of the normal two-fifty.”

“Jesus! A hundred bucks to get in a club?
That’s gouging if I’ve ever heard it.”

“You’ve obviously never been to a fetish club
before. Anyways, I’ll just need to see your ID and you’ll need to
sign a few forms stating you read and understand the rules
and…”

“Can’t I just wait out here?”

“Afraid not. If we let everyone stay out here
in the hallway it would soon fill up and make sneaking into the
club without paying that much easier. Also, from what they’re
saying on the radio it looks like we’re in for at least another
day, if not two of heavy snow. On the bright side, we’re staying
open twenty-four-seven for our patrons so you only have to pay the
reduced fee once for an entire day or two of fun.”

“You have beds for everyone? Food and drink?”
Michelle asked as she reluctantly slid her driver’s license through
the small rectangular hole in the bottom of the glass.

“Food and drink? Absolutely. Beds? We have
thirty VIP rooms each with a queen-sized bed so up to sixty may
sleep at a time. Unfortunately, that is less than a third of our
current capacity so everyone will be sleeping in shifts. Anyways,
I’ll need you to read and sign these,” the woman said as she slid a
clipboard through the hole in the bottom of the glass window of her
booth. “And please actually read them before signing as ignorance
of the rules is no excuse for breaking them. Which brings me to the
downside of all of this. If you break the rules you’ll be
disciplined as spelled out in the paperwork. If you continue
violating them you’ll be escorted out of the building weather be
damned. So please, just obey the rules and you won’t have to try
seeing your way home in a blizzard.”

“Um, what’s the rest of this stuff? Consent
and waiver forms?” Michelle asked as she flipped through the stack
of pages.

“Exactly what they sound like. This is a
fetish club, Michelle. Things of a very sexual and kinky nature are
going to happen and you must give consent before entering. And the
waivers basically release us from any responsibility for your
actions within.”

“And you make everyone sign these forms every
time they visit? That must make getting in take forever.”

“Nah, just the first time they enter. Once
you’re in the system you’ll be given a membership card which you
can show on future visits for a reduced fee and permanent discount
at the shop. Speaking of cards, would you like to use the picture
on your driver’s license or would you like me to take a new
one?”

“Not that I ever plan on coming back, but if
it’s required then a new one please.”

“It is required for the membership card. Can
I ask why you say you’ll never come back before ever stepping foot
in the club?”

“You said this is a lesbian fetish club,
right?”

“Correct.”

“I’m straight and not into bdsm.”

“I see. Well, maybe a day or two inside will
help you understand there’s nothing wrong with not being straight
and give you some perspective into why others enjoy the
lifestyle.”

“I don’t have anything against lesbians. Far
from it. My sister is bisexual and my best friend is lesbian. And I
honestly don’t care what other’s do for sexual pleasure. I simply
said I’m not into it. But this is the first place I’ve been
actually able to see and there’s no way I’ll ever make it home
given the current conditions so I’m here for however long it takes
for the storm to stop and the roads to clear. Into it or not,
you’ll get no trouble from me.”

“Glad to hear it, And I apologize if I read
more into your comment than you meant. That’s on me and for it I’m
going to only charge you fifty to get in tonight. And when you get
in the shop tell Nadia to put a pair of nipple clamps on my tab for
you.”
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