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innocent stuff we did at the start of each meeting: gossiping and rehashing. 
I even thought that there was an argument between two of them and that 
everybody else stuck their noses in where they didn’t belong. It was hard 
to guess. It could have been anything.

Finally, curiosity got the better of us, and we made our way to the 
group.

As soon as we neared them, tension became palpable, and my theories 
spontaneously fizzled. In reality, or at least some semblance of it, they 
were downright scared to head to the front door, to surrender to the mercy 
of our hostesses. Trusting Holly and Laura, the indisputable scoundrels of 
the group, apparently required a conference.

“What’s up, you guys?” Claudia bravely asked, her expression swirling 
a mix of curiosity and caution.

“Susan’s terrified. Maggie’s a big chicken. Alison and Janice are getting 
sucked in. And Kris—well, Kris is Kris,” Ginny said in a tone not unlike a 
weather report.

Susan indeed looked terrified. She spouted, “I know Laura’s still pissed 
off about last time, about us scaring the crap out of Holly. She’s going to 
pay us back. I know she is.” She started laughing, but it was the nervous 
kind.

Kris dared, “Weren’t you the silly one who said, ‘Dykes who dare had 
better prepare to accept the consequences’?”

“Well, it’s easy to say things when you’re on the hosting end,” she 
defended. “When you end up back in the ranks, it’s a whole different 
story—especially with them in charge.”

Claudia shook her head in frustration. “All I really want to know is 
where they get off telling me what color panties I have to wear. Are they 
going to check at the door? Does anybody know?”

To me, those were good questions, but ones that no one could answer 
… probably because no one really wanted to ponder the possibilities.

Regardless, we compared notes and soon learned that each individual 
got the mysterious delivery, two days prior, of a large envelope marked, 
“For Your Eyes Only.” It contained information we were told to keep 
private, even from our partners. We also got a stack of play money, three 
hundred one-dollar bills to be exact, with “DWD” printed in the middle; 
apparently there weren’t many lesbian presidents from which to choose. 
Further, they told us what color sweatpants (pockets required) and undies 
(no pockets required) to wear, and then they provided a list of colors 
that had to be represented with another article of clothing. I scrutinized 
everyone standing there, and sure enough, we all sported mismatched 
shoes and socks, different colored sweatpants, and shirts that didn’t quite 
go with the whole ensemble. We looked like a bunch of two-year-olds, 




