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		Chapter One

		

	
		Two weeks after graduation Angie Rose packed her bags and headed for Cincinnati and a job with Amazon. A relative who worked there had put her name in for an entry level position as a sorter. Needless to say it was a very nervous little girl who showed up at 7:30 AM that first day.

		Angie was an average 18-year-old white female. She had been born and raised in a mostly white middle class suburb and was naive of the various life styles to be found in the big city. Her teen years had been pretty much as you would have expected. She was active in various plays and clubs at school. She dated several boys but never formed anything like a love relationship with any of them. They were all right to date because they took her to the dances and parties that all of her friends were attending.

		Her sexual experience was limited to the usual kissing and petting and on one occasion, during a sleep over with several other girls, she witnessed a brief oral sex encounter between two of her teen aged friends.

		There was a truth or dare game going on and one girl was made to kiss the exposed vagina of another girl. It was very racy stuff for an impressionable teenager. All the other girls said things like "UGH", "GOSH", or "OH MY GOD" but to Angie it looked almost beautiful.

		For some reason that she could not explain she wished it had been her that lost the dare. Seeing the winner pull the crotch of her panties to one side and thrust her tender young crack up to be kissed sent a thrill through Angie that she carried with her for a long time.

		Her only other exposure to sex was the discovery of a "dirty book" hidden away in her father's underwear drawer. It was 5x8 paperback containing a story of a young girl's introduction to prostitution in a Paris brothel. The text was very arousing and the black and white pictures were shocking to say the least.

		Angie read and re-read every word and stared at the pictures in awe. The men's penises were huge to her eyes and the women were all so beautiful. In one part of the story the girl was made to go down on the house's madam as part of her training. Angie loved to reading about how the older woman pushed the young girl's face between her legs and mashed her smelly old cunt into her face. Telling her what a sweet thing she was and how good a little cunt sucker she would become. All the while rubbing herself on the trembling girl's mouth and tongue. Angie had been masturbating for about a year prior to finding this material. After that time, masturbation became a twice-daily activity, at least

		When she started work at the Cincinnati Plant things went well the first few weeks. Angie was able to fit in with her fellow employees in no time. She didn't socialize much outside of work because of her limited finances, plus the fact that she really wasn't into the things she heard them talking about. Pot smoking and free sex weren't things she knew much about.

		About six weeks into her employment Angie was transferred to a new department headed by a very striking looking black woman of 45 to 50 years. When she was interviewed about the job she couldn't help but admit to herself that she was attracted to her new boss. The woman wasn't beautiful in the ordinary sense of the word. Her figure was somewhat on the plump side. Still, she carried herself in a manner that said in no uncertain terms, "I am in charge and you are not". Angie loved that and respected the power she demonstrated.

		The longer she worked for Ms. Andrews the more the feeling of attraction grew. Angie tried to shake it off but it was there and she knew it. She went out of her way to be close to her and, whenever possible, to be alone with her. Finally one day Ms. Andrews called her to her office closed the door and confronted Angie .

		"I've been watching you girl and I know you have been flirting with me! Do you have any idea what you are getting into by coming on to me? I'm not only a dyke. I am a Dominatrix Mistress. I enjoy doing things to little girls like you that most women would find disgusting."

		Angie was so surprised she was speechless for a moment. Before she could answer her, Ms. Andrews bent over and kissed her full on the lips. Angie 's head was spinning. The kiss had sent a thrill through her body and she wanted more.

		"What should I do Ms. Andrews?"

		Her boss replied, "If you will be near my apartment around nine this evening. I suggest you drop in and we can talk some more. Not a word about this to anyone or you will be fired so fast you won't know what happened."

		The hours from that moment until nine that night dragged by. Angie had never known such a feeling of excitement. She was about to "COME OUT" as the saying goes and admit to herself and the world that she was gay.

		She was unsure what to wear and settled on a casual skirt and blouse. Her undergarments were some of her best. A half- slip, wire cup bra and high thigh panties. She did and re-did her hair and make-up before boarding a bus to the area of Ms. Andrews' apartment. Several times she thought of backing out and rushing home. She even stood at the woman's door for several minutes before she pressed the doorbell.

		Ms. Andrews was dressed in a full-length dressing gown. She greeted the frightened girl and led her inside to a sitting room.

		"I am so happy you decided to come by my dear", said the older woman. "I've had my eye on you for some time and was hoping to get to know you better. Now come over here and kiss me."

		Angie was trembling as she approached Ms. Andrews. She pursed her lips and placed them against Ms. Andrew's much larger pair. The way Ms. Andrews’s tongue instinctively shot out and slipped between Angie 's lips was like she was trying to swab the inside of the girl's mouth. The poor girl couldn't believe she was doing this to her. She wasn't a racist in any way but to be surrendering to a black woman was something that had never before entered her thoughts.

		Ms. Andrews' kiss became more and more demanding and her hand began kneading and rubbing the girl's flesh. Her hand went up under the blouse and Angie 's bra was suddenly falling away from her breasts. One button and a zip and the skirt followed suit as did the five-button blouse. With their lips still locked together they jointly eased the slip and panties from her hips and she stood naked in front of her first lover or mistress.

		Ms. Andrews commented, "My but your flesh is like Tuscan marble child. I like that a lot."

		With that she opened her gown and exposed her own nakedness to the awe struck girl. How beautiful she appeared to Angie . Her skin was the color of dark coffee. Her breasts, full and slightly sagging. Her areolas were big and round. They were even darker in color than her skin. Her pubic mound was covered with a thick mat of tightly meshed coal black hair.

		Angie exclaimed, "Oh Ms. Andrews tell me what I should do?"

		"Well child, first of all, when we are together like this you will refer to me as Mistress or Ma'am. Do you understand?"

		"Yes"-said Angie .

		SLAP right across her face, came the open hand of Ms. Andrews. "Didn't you hear me bitch? I said its Mistress or Ma'am"

		"I'm sorry Ma'am" replied a sobbing Angie . "It won't happen again Ma'am."

		The dressing gown hit the floor and the naked woman took the girl by the arm and forced her to her knees. Standing over her, legs spread wide enough to give her new student a clear view of all of her treasures, she said, "What were you dreaming of doing with me all those times I caught your staring. I'll bet you have never even licked a pussy before have you?"

		"No Mistress I haven't. I don't deserve your attention. Please forgive me." was all Angie could say.

		"Shut up you pathetic little cunt and lick my body starting at my feet."

		Angie began licking between her Mistresses toes, and the woman picked up a cane and touched it to girl's buttocks. The cane went tap, tap, tap. WHACK! Right on the left cheek. Angie screamed in pain and started to pull away.

		"Get back there you filthy little cunt or I'll beat you until your ass bleeds." Ms. Andrews said.

		With tears running down her face she began kissing and suck once more. Trying to overlook the flaming streak that now blazed on her bottom. WHACK. WHACK, came three more blows. The girl reached out and wrapped her arms around her mistress's legs for support.

		"Please, please, Oh my God, Mistress please, no more."

		"Come with me, I will help put the fire out." Said Ms. Andrews as she led the girl to a large plastic sheet spread over the floor. "Get down your hands and knees and lift your ass honey."

		Angie willingly complied and elevated her hot red bottom. Her mistress straddled her buttocks and let go a stream of strong smelling pee that splashed against those burning stripes. Blessed relief.

		"Turn over quickly little one and drink" was the order and Angie did just that.

		The last of the woman's urine fell into the open mouth of this inexperienced girl before she swallowed.

		"You have done well. You may lick my slit dry now if you wish."

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Angie needed no other invitation and she pressed her mouth to the wet crack hidden deep in the mat of wooly hair. With a snake like tongue she drilled deep into the dark hole and felt her mistress twitch as she found her clit. It was a very special moment. She now understood what her place was in this relationship and she loved it.

		She captured the woman's clit in her mouth and sucked it like a miniature prick. Her Mistress squealed in delight and pushed her over backward and squatted over her face.

		"Suck you dirty little cunt, suck my twat and eat my clit!"

		She grabbed the girl by the hair and rode her mouth like a cowboy rides his horse.

		"Yaaaaaaho" she screamed "suck it, lick it, eat it, oh yes, yes, oh my god I'm going to pop Aaaaaaaaaaaeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!"

		The spent woman fell to one side and breathed heavily. Sweat poured from her body causing her skin to take on a bright sheen. Angie clung to her. Kissing her. Taking one of her large boobs to her mouth. Suckling like a baby. Kneading the fleshy tit. Squeezing it and flicking her tongue over the nipple.

		"Clean me bitch" was the next order and Angie went to work licking away the effects of the strenuous activity.

		Her tongue lapped away the sweat the covered the bulging belly before working its way down to between those thick black thighs. The smell at and around that pussy was strong but nothing compared to what she discovered when she reached the woman's anus.

		Angie had never dreamed of doing anything so debasing as tonguing another human's asshole but here she was and she wanted to continue. Spreading the cheeks wide her tongue flicked out and touched the puckered hole at which time her mistress jerked and moaned.

		Angie pressed forward and opened her mouth wide. She covered the hole completely and began sucking and licking. She made love to the woman's nether hole as though it was her cunt. She pushed hard to cause the sphincter to yield so that her tongue could enter into the woman's bowels.

		There was no thought about what she was doing other than pleasing her mistress. Whatever she found in and around that hole she gladly took into her body and she made every effort to please this woman who she now felt bound to.

		That night after leaving her Mistress and Angie was finally home in her own bed she had time to recall what this day had meant to her. She had found her place in life and was anxious to dedicate herself to the pleasure of her delightful black Mistress.

		***

		Redding California is a small town at the bottom of mountains where Interstate Highway 5 and the Sacramento River meet. The locals are as bigoted as any southern town, but there are a number of black families living there. The town is unique because the river runs right through the middle of town, and the river is used as the city park.

		Redding is not the kind of town you would expect to find black families living in. It had been a farming community that happened to be located on the main highway connecting California with Oregon and Washington. Every home had plenty of firearms and fishing gear. When the Shasta Lakes were created there were black workers brought in during the construction period. As much as the locals resented it some families did stay after the construction was completed.

		That was where Felicia Simms and her mom lived while Felicia was growing up. Her Mom was a full figured black woman that tried to fit in with the white community. She did her best to make their coarse hair relax and longer than shoulder length. Her Mom was pretty open about nudity at home. She had no qualms about parading around the house in a blue bath towel, which allowed Felicia to see her breasts and nappy pubic hair. Her Mom's best friend was not a relative, but Felicia grew up always calling her Mikki.

		Mikki lived just down the street from them. She was older than her mother and was also a plump black woman. She had been on disability for years, because of a back injury that prevented her from doing any lifting. Because of her inability to work she was home all of the time.

		When she got older, Felicia’s mother used to send her to Mikki's house to check on her and give her a helping hand. Mikki also babysat for Felicia when not in school. By the time she was eighteen, Felicia spent a lot of time helping Mikki around the house, she would climb stepstools to store items in cabinets or retrieve items for her. Mikki would hold her legs to steady her. More often than not her hands would be resting on her pussy. The way she wiggled her fingers did feel good though. She would also tell Felicia that she needed her help to take a bath. Felicia would watch her take off her clothes and help her get into the tub.

		While she would get undressed Felicia had plenty of opportunity to see her naked. Felicia could only say that she had a figure that reminded her of the singer named Pearl Bailey. Her heavy large breasts rested on her tummy. Her thick waist had large love handles. Her belly hung over her vulva, hiding most of her nappy pubic hair.

		When she was getting undressed she would lift those soft breasts and massage them, then wipe the sweat from under them. She would also spread her legs and wipe her pussy. Felicia could smell the pungent odor from where she was standing.

		While Felicia was helping her into the tub she would make sure she would place her hands on her face to kiss her for helping her into the tub. Felicia couldn't help smelling the odor of her pussy clinging on her hands. Felicia was naive enough to not associate her actions with anything sexual.

		Felicia forgot her purse while helping her. When Felicia remembered where she had left it, she returned to retrieve it. Mikki confronted her with the fact that she had checked her purse and found the girl’s stash of a couple of joints "weed," and the makings for a couple of more.

		She asked, "What would your mother say if she knew you were smoking pot?"

		Felicia panicked because she knew her mother would beat her ass, and Felicia would be in trouble for a long time to follow. Felicia begged her not to tell on her. She let the girl stew for a while. Felicia was absolutely sweating with terror at the prospect of her being outed as a pot head. Then Mikki dangled a little hope in front of her by saying, "Well I might not tell your mother about you using pot...if you are willing to do things for me!"

		Felicia quickly promised, "Mikki, I will do anything you want if you don't tell my mother!"

		Mikki gave her an impish smile before she took her stash to her bedroom and hid it. When she returned she said, "If you are serious about willing to do anything I ask...I will keep quiet about your habit!"

		Felicia was filled with hope, "YES...I will do anything you ask!"

		Mikki had been wearing a silk bathrobe up to that point. After her assurance she untied the sash and opened the robe. As the robe slid to the floor Felicia was surprised to see that she had on a black fishnet body stocking with openings allowing both of her breasts to protrude through it.

		The crotch was open and stretched over her vulva. The picture was something totally unexpected for the girl to see. She sat down on her sofa and spread her legs wide open. She motioned with her finger for the girl to come to her.

		When Felicia stood in front of her, she took hold of her hand and pulled her to her knees. She insisted that Felicia suck her pussy. It was not that Felicia was so innocent that she didn't know what she wanted. Felicia had fooled around with some girlfriends growing up. But being blackmailed into performing the act was so degrading. Felicia placed her hands on the tops of Mikki’s thick thighs and bowed her head in preparation to suck her pussy. Felicia could smell that strong odor she had smelled on her hands many times.

		She used both hands to spread her labia, exposing her pink inner pussy. The clit was almost hidden by the hood of her labia. Her vagina was gaping open. Felicia could see her urethra. The inner canal looked like a corrugated tunnel. When Felicia buried her face in the pussy Mikki grabbed the back of her head and smashed her face against her wet pussy. It was a struggle to breathe while tonguing her cunt. She was saying all kinds of dirty things, like what a good little cunt lapper Felicia was. It felt like an eternity before she started screaming that she was cumming. She sent Felicia home after that.

		Felicia swore that no matter how much she washed her face, she could still smell Mikki’s cunt. Just the same Felicia masturbated at least four times that night in bed before she fell asleep. She had been warned not to say anything, and to be prepared to come directly to her house the next day.

		When Felicia opened her front door, in those days no one locked their doors; Felicia had to go looking for Mikki. Felicia found her sprawled on top of her bed totally naked. She welcomed the girl into her home and told her to get undressed!

		Felicia had a good figure at eighteen. Her breasts are average sized. She was blessed with a small waist that accented her wide hips. Like her mother Felicia used products to soften her hair. It is a shiny black that rests on top of her breasts and swings between her shoulder blades. Felicia also shaved her vulva completely. Mikki was admiring my nude body hungrily.

		She had the girl come to her and suck on those large chocolate nipples for a long time before she spread her legs and insisted that Felicia suck her pussy again. After she climaxed, and Felicia had lapped up all of the juice she discharged, she had her lie on her back while Mikki sucked and kneaded the young girl’s tits, and then she sucked her pussy.

		Felicia had to admit that she had the strongest climax she’d ever had. Each day after that, the kind of sex became more degrading. Felicia had to tongue fuck her asshole after every sex act. She would have the girl get in her bathtub, so that she could straddle her and piss in her mouth. She enjoyed giving the girl a golden shower as she called it.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		Mikki always took pictures of Felicia. When sucking her pussy and even had her masturbate herself, while she took pictures. That added to her hold over Felicia. She could see to it that her Mom received the pictures if Felicia didn't do as she wanted.

		Mikki had another lady friend named Colby. This woman looked a lot like her. She was just as plump. One afternoon when Felicia arrived at Mikki's house, Colby was sitting next to Mikki and they were enjoying some sort of cocktail. Mikki said, "Felicia, lift your blouse and show Colby your breasts!"

		Felicia was embarrassed to expose herself in front of another woman. She had her stand in front of them. Colby was feeling the girl’s breasts while Mikki ran her hand up the inside of her legs until she had her hand firmly resting on the crotch of Felicia’s panties. Felicia stood there sweating while one woman pulled on her nipples, and the other one moved her panties aside and finger fucked her. Felicia was a quivering wreck by the time her climaxed.

		Felicia had to undress Colby and suck her breasts, pussy, and asshole while Mikki took copious pictures of her gratifying her friend. The two of them used strap-on toys to fuck the girl in every orifice. Felicia was even required to wash the toys after they used them on her. They even worked out a way to pee in a hot water bottle that they used to give the young girl an enema.

		The parties progressed to the point that Mikki would have house parties where Felicia was shown off for her friends. Felicia was required to service every woman at the party. Felicia had sucked the pussy of every ethnic group possible. Felicia enjoyed the attention, and sex with all of them. There was never a lack of a willing mouth to gratify her while she was servicing the cunt of older women.

		When Felicia graduated from high school she was accepted into the University of Cincinnati. Mikki visited her there. She got a kick out of making her drive her around town, while she sat there in the car with her breasts hanging out.

		She even came to her dorm room. She let her roommate watch Mikki use her sexually. She gave her golden showers after Felicia gratified her orally. Her roommate now used her at will too.

		Felicia’s department faculty advisor was a Caucasian woman named Veronica Marsh that saw something in her that appealed to her. Felicia liked Veronica the first day she went to her office to get her class schedule approved. She had light brown hair with blonde highlights, and she parted her hair in the middle. Her hair rested half way down her chest, with only a slight wave. She had a straight bridged nose, with high cheeks, relative thin lips, nice teeth, and a pleasant smile. She was of average height and a little overweight. When Felicia met her for the first time she had on a business suit with a coat on. Felicia could tell that she had large breasts, but the coat prevented her from even knowing if she had a bra on. Felicia had her for a couple of classes, and there were times they had lunch at the main dining facility together. Other times they had coffee together at the restaurant on top of the liberal arts building.

		Whenever they were together, she inquired about how Felicia was doing with her studies. She also inquired about her personal life. Felicia didn't know her well enough to tell her the truth about her sexual preference. As they became friends, she eventually invited her to her home for tea. When she answered her door, Veronica was dressed more casually than Felicia had ever seen before.

		She had on open toes sandals, navy blue slacks, and a mauve long sleeved jersey, that was very thin, and with a horizontal woven pattern. The most interesting thing about her jersey was that fact that it was obvious that she did not have a bra supporting those 38-DD's breasts, and her areolas and nipples were plainly visible. Felicia’s mouth watered at the sight of her tits.

		She led Felicia to her back yard patio where she had little sandwiches, potato salad, and her steaming tea pot. They sat on a couple of plastic chairs, with a little round table that matched the chairs, between our knees. There was the normal conversation while they ate their sandwiches and drank tea.

		When they had finished eating, the questions became very personal. Felicia teased her with just a hint that she preferred the company of women over men. Veronica took Felicia on a tour of her home. It was a nice home, even if the kitchen was a little dated. The tile counters and appliances screamed mid twentieth century. Every room displayed lots of college life memorabilia. Felicia also noticed that the framed photographs were of college aged girls and women that were also faculty members. Of course the last room she showed her was her bedroom.

		She did have a large bed that dominated the room. The wall that led to the walk-in closet was covered with a floor to ceiling mirror. The door to the closet was almost invisible. You just pushed it and it sprang open. The photographs displayed in this room were far more erotic. The girls and women were naked and engaged in all manner of sexual foreplay. There was no doubt in Felicia’s mind that she was going to seduce her.

		While they were standing at the foot of her bed Veronica took the young girl in her arms and kissed her on the lips. Felicia felt her big soft breasts pressing against her body, while she sucked the air out of her lungs. She pulled the dress off of Felicia’s shoulders, which allowed the boat neck front of her dress to expose her chocolate capped breasts. The straps and short sleeves of her dress pinned her arms to her sides. She covered both of Felicia’s tits with her hands and squeezed them.

		Felicia offered no resistance when she bent over and took a nipple into her mouth and sucked on it hard. All Felicia did was moan. She forced her leg between the young girl’s and pressed it against her crotch. She clamped her teeth down on Felicia’s nipple. The pain shot through her nipple like a needle.

		Their clothes were removed in short order. She played with the young girl’s tits, sucked her pussy, and then she had Felicia return the favor. She fucked her with a dildo until Felicia was practically insane. Like Mikki, Felicia became Veronica’s sex slave. With each passing day Felicia was introduced to every degrading act that Veronica had made her perform. Felicia received golden showers in front of her friends, and tongue fucked every asshole she told her to service.

		***

		The job at Amazon paid quite well for someone without a degree. Most of the workers were black women with white male supervisors. Angie’s job was to stand next to a conveyor belt and look for sort boxes to the correct destination. Her salary was just under $17.00 an hour and she did her best to save as much money as I could.

		The rent for apartments was high, so she had to look for the cheapest one she could find. When she had enough money set aside to pay the first month's rent, cleaning fees, and get the utilities turned on she contacted the manager of an apartment close to the where she worked. She was still living on two meals a day just to pay the rent on a small single apartment.

		Angie eventually learned that the area where she was living in was virtually a black ghetto. Riding busses and shopping in the area Angie was exposed to the lascivious advances of black males that thought that any white woman in the area was a whore.

		They thought they were irresistible and would try and pick her up. Angie found it was difficult to deflect their advances without pissing them off. Occasionally an older black man or woman would come to her defense. Even the white line bosses thought they could make physical advances upon any of the girls on the line including her. Angie did her best to never be in a situation where she would be alone with any of the males.

		The warehouse had a clean lunchroom and since Angie had to live on a limited budget, she ate the meager paper bag lunches she brought from home. There were a few women that Angie became friends with. They told her their stories during lunch break.

		There was one 40-year-old woman that became her best friend. She reminded Angie of Ms. Anderson. Her name was Pearl. She was stocky woman about five-feet seven tall, 150 pounds. Her body was the color of light milk chocolate. Her hair was coarse, and she used something straighten it. The color of her hair was a brick orange color that nature had never created.

		She’d had a hard life! She’d been raped by an uncle as a young girl, and gang raped by a bunch of high school boys when she was only thirteen. She married a lazy drunk at sixteen. She was spared having children because the gang rape had scarred her cervix in such a way that she couldn't conceive naturally. When she got tired of supporting the drunk-bastard she kicked him out and divorced him.

		One evening after work she invited Angie to have dinner with her. Angie had been living the life a celibate because she really didn't feel safe outdoors after dark, so Angie accepted. They took the bus to her apartment. It was not much different than Angie’s, but she had personal touches making it her home. She invited her to make herself comfortable while she changed clothes. When she emerged from her bedroom she was wearing a silk dressing gown and slippers.

		Pearl set about heating up a dinner she had obviously prepared earlier. She was a good cook and the apartment soon smelled of a delicious meal. We talked continuously while she cooked and set up the dinette. We sipped red wine until dinner was ready. The meal was so delicious and Angie couldn't refuse to eat seconds. Afterwards she made the girl sit in the living room while she cleaned up. When she joined Angie on the couch they talked about themselves until they knew a lot about each other's lives.

		Pearl asked if Angie would like to smoke a little pot with her. Angie had never done anything like that before, but she wondered what it would be like, so she agreed. She opened a small box on the coffee table that contained a little pipe with a small bowl, a plastic bag containing a small amount of greenish-brown plant material, and a cheap 'Bic' lighter.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		She filled the pipe and handed it to her, while Angie took the bit into her mouth Pearl held the lighter to the bowl, and she told her to inhale the smoke and try and hold her breath as long as possible. When Angie did as she was told she took a hit on the pipe, while she sat there unable to keep from sputtering until she had to exhale. They each took a couple of hits before the mixture was burned up.

		Angie sat there thinking that something was wrong, because she didn't feel any different for a while. She didn't know how long it was, but eventually it felt like the lights had been turned down. It was like the 120 watt bulbs had been changed to 10 watt bulbs. Then her body felt as if she was detached from it. When Pearl took her in her arms and kissed her on the mouth it felt exciting, but almost as if it was happening to someone else.

		Angie felt a rush of emotion for her and returned the kiss. They were sucking each other's tongue as they kissed. Then Angie felt Pearl's hands on her breasts. It was another forbidden thrill. When she started undressing her it was as if it was happening to another body. When she exposed the girl’s breasts she molded one tit with her hand while sucking on her other tit.

		Angie had masturbated to orgasm many times, but she had not felt anything like what Pearl was inspiring in her at that moment.

		Angie didn't even remember her removing all of her clothes. One moment her dress was around her waist, and the next moment her naked butt was sitting on the rough weaved material of the cheap couch.

		Pearl put her hand on Angie’s pussy and started finger fucking her with her thick fingers. When Angie closed her eyes there was a moment of blankness but when Angie opened her eyes Pearl was on her knees between her legs. Her orange hair obscured the view of her pussy. She was clinging to Angie’s hips while she ate her pussy. It felt like a lifetime before Angie had an orgasm that felt like it would never end.

		When Angie slowly returned to normal Pearl pulled her to her feet and guided her to the bedroom. She placed Angie in the middle of her bed and removed her dressing gown. Angie was impressed with the size of her breasts. They sagged a little without support, and her large areolas and nipples were a much darker chocolate brown. Her tummy bulged a little, but Angie was looking at her vulva. She had shaved all of her pubic hair off. Angie had never seen a woman with a clitoris like hers. It stuck out from between the valley of her cunt. Her labia minor were a darker brown and the exposed clit was a pinkish-purple.

		Angie had seen pictures of black men's cocks before and Pearl's clitoris looked like a little version of a black penis.

		When Pearl mounted the bed Angie closed her eyes again and there was another moment of oblivion. When Angie opened her eyes she was looking up at Pearl's big wet pussy with the penis like clit, and Angie could see her dark brown asshole. Angie could smell her womanly odor, as she lowered her cunt to Angie’s mouth. At the same time Angie felt a mouth claiming her pussy. It was like two separate events. Angie eventually had another orgasm that was like a blackout.

		Pearl turned around and covered them with her sheet and blankets, as she cuddled against the girl’s body. She wrapped her legs around her right leg. They fell asleep clinging to each other.

		In the morning the smell of the room woke Angie up, and it took her a moment to remember where she was. The room didn't smell like her bedroom, and there was the heat of the naked woman next to her. Then two things occupied her brain. First Angie needed to empty her bladder, and second Angie felt like she was starving.

		Angie tried to disengage herself from the body, so that Angie could make her way to the bathroom. Naturally her movement woke Pearl. She kissed the young girl on the mouth. As her face came closer Angie could smell her morning breath, and knew her own wasn't any better, but when she kissed her Angie couldn't smell anything.

		Angie pleaded, "Please...I have to pee badly!"

		Pearl chuckled, "You and me both!"

		They untangled their bodies and headed for the bathroom. Pearl insisted on Angie peeing first. While Angie sat down to pee Pearl brushed her teeth. It was embarrassing for Angie to listen to her pee splashing into the toilet bowl with Pearl standing right next to her. When Angie finished and wiped, they changed places. Angie used her toothbrush while she peed.

		Normally Angie would have been self-conscious about being naked in the presence of another naked woman, but this morning Angie couldn't take her eyes off this woman.

		Then her stomach reminded her how hungry she was.

		When Angie told Pearl how hungry she was Pearl laughed, "Honey...we have the munchies. That is one of the after effects of smoking pot! I will make us breakfast right away!"

		It didn't even dawn on Angie to get dressed after all they had done the night before. Angie followed her around the small kitchenette while she made a large country breakfast. I'm talking poached eggs on toasted English muffins, sausage patties, covered with generous portion of white gravy. They ate the breakfast like it was their last meal and washed it down with several cups of black coffee.

		She put the dishes in the sink to soak, while they lounged around. They cuddled together on the couch. This time when they kissed Angie tasted coffee. Angie wanted to please Pearl the same way she had pleased her last night. Angie lifted one of her breasts and sucked on the dark nipple. She stroked Angie’s hair and told her how much she envied her soft hair. When Angie felt like she had sucked on her tit long enough, Angie slid off the couch to the floor between her legs. This time Angie didn't miss a moment of what was happening.

		Angie didn't want to ever forget the smell of Pearl’s pussy and what it tasted like. She had a very wet pussy. Angie buried her face in her pussy while sucking on her clit again. It was strange looking up at her brown eyes over her tits. Angie was rewarded with a mouth full her juices when she cried out that she was cumming.

		Just when Angie thought they had done everything possible, Pearl had her get on her hands and knees with her head resting on the arm of the couch. Angie had no idea what she was planning to do until Angie felt her place her hands on her butt and spread her ass open.

		Then Angie felt her warm breath on her puckered asshole. Angie couldn't believe it when she kissed her asshole and proceeded to lick her asshole and stick her tongue into the hole. She used her finger to tickle Angie’s clit at the same time. It came as a surprise when Angie actually had an orgasm from her rimming her asshole.

		Pearl didn't ask her to do it to her, but she did turn around and cross her arms over the other armrest and kneeled on the couch. Her big butt was right there in front of my face. Angie had to at least check out what her asshole looked like up close. When her nose was close enough to smell her asshole Angie found that it actually smelled sweeter than Angie would have thought.

		Angie ended up actually enjoying rimming her asshole. The rest of the weekend was spent in the nude repeating every sexual act they could think of.

		They spent so much time at each other's apartment that they finally agreed to move in with each other. Pearl had a nicer apartment so Angie moved in with her. For two nights the sex was unbelievable. Then on the third night there came a knock on the door. It was a nice looking black woman no older than Angie.

		There was that pregnant pause when they recognized that they were both lovers of Pearl. The woman said, "That explains why you haven't called me lately!" She turned away and stormed off in a huff.

		Pearl sat Angie down and told her that she had always been a lesbian. That girl had been her latest lover. It bothered Angie that Pearl had discarded a lover so casually. Angie had to admit that sex with Pearl was the strongest attraction. She asked her how many other women she had made love to. Pearl couldn't tell her how many other's there had been. She simply told me that it had all been good.

		It would take Angie awhile to process the information. Angie could end their relationship or she would have to accept the fact that Pearl was going to someday be unfaithful to her.

		By bedtime Angie had decided to enjoy the sex and didn't stop Pearl when she started feeling her up. Angie even participated in mutual pussy eating before they slept.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		The next weekend Pearl asked if Angie would like to go to a party. Angie had not socialized with a group of people in ages, so the prospect of getting out and meeting other people was too good of an opportunity to pass up.

		They spent Saturday morning getting ready for the party. Angie put on her best party dress, and Pearl even wore a nice dress and plenty of makeup. They took the bus to the row buildings known as the projects. They had to walk up three floors, because the elevators were out of order. They could have found the party simply by the noise, and smell of booze and cigarette smoke.

		As they entered the apartment the smell off cheap perfume and sweat was added to the mix. Pearl introduced Angie to the birthday girl Felicia Simms. She was well built girl about Angie’s age, and quite tall. She was in her second year at UC having moved from Redding California on a scholarship. Her hair looked like a male Lion's mane. She was already pretty drunk.

		The party was in full swing, and Angie noticed that most of the party goers were females. There were some that were very feminine and others that were dressed more like men. No woman would have to worry about the males at the party hitting on them because they were obviously gay.

		All around the them, gay couples were in various stages of sex, from heavy petting to a couple guys engaged in a cock fight, to two oiled up black girls scissoring each other in a wild tribbing session.

		The wild action caused Pearl and Angie to drink a little more than necessary. The erotic atmosphere was turning both women on. Pearl started hitting on a couple of sexy tarts, while the birthday girl Felicia was hitting on Angie. She had her mind set on fucking the white girl tonight on her birthday.

		Felicia whispered in Angie’s ear, “Have you ever done that before.” Indicating the two oily girls tribbing.

		“No. What the hell are the two guys doing?” Angie asked.

		“That’s cock fighting, first guy to shoot his load loses.” Felicia said while watching the action. “The girls are doing the same thing with their cunts. Same rules, first to come loses.” Felicia explained. “Do you think you could beat me?”

		“Oh hell yeah, were both the same height laying down.” Angie accepted the challenge. Felicia took her by the arm and ushered her to the living room that had already been staged for male or female, and the sexy contest.

		They took each other's clothes off down to their panties and bra. Angie wore a matching set of lime green and Felicia’s was bright yellow set. Both bottoms of the outfits were the skimpiest of thongs.

		But before Angie could react the birthday girl whispered in Angie’s ear “The loser will be the winner’s bitch for the night.” That said Felicia lifted her left arm and roughly pressed Angie’s nose against her underarm. Angie was forced to smell the pungent odor. It turned her on, and Angie licked her sweaty underarm.

		It had been a warm night and the added proximity of so many women in a small apartment had caused her to sweat profusely, as a result her underarms had a strong aroma.

		Felicia thought a moment and said, “Okay, it’s like this, we start out on our knees and instead of doing the boring scissor shit we fight to see who can bring the other to climax anyway they can. It’s my birthday, my rules.”

		In this kind of contest Angie knew her only one soft-spot, her erasure sized nipples that were especially sensitive, and when concentrated on and attacked steadily could cause her to lose some of her aggressiveness and go more on the defensive.

		Birthday girl knew she got really turned on when her someone managed to work on her super-sensitive smooth shaved asshole, either with rubbing/probing fingers or slick tongue. The people standing around had heard the two setting up their ‘private’ contest and were anxious for the match to begin.

		The girls were in opposite corners of the room. A soft carpet covered in a large sheet of plastic was the fighting surface. Each was giving the other a stare down, sizing up the other woman. Angie had her auburn tresses in a ponytail, she has just a hint of a tan evidenced by the tan-line she just flashed Felicia as she adjusted her lime-green French cut thong. Her perfectly shaped breasts struggling to fit into the matching string bikini top.

		Felicia's gorgeous light chocolate skin contrasted perfectly with her bright yellow string bikini top and high cut thong of the same color. Her body was a sight to behold as she licked her full lips and teasingly adjusted her thong, pulling up the back tightly between her round dimpled cheeks. The ebony princess flashed a sexy smile at the redhead while putting her long dark hair up into a ponytail as well.

		Both women coated themselves with a light sheen of baby oil and the large plastic drop cloth over the carpet had a good coating of oil as well. They both knew the rules, first woman to make the other orgasm won the match They could use any means necessary to force their rival to cum.

		‘DING!’ Someone said that brought a laugh.

		The battle had begun, and Felicia wasted no time attacking the white girl, clamping a bearhug on the redhead, mashing their perfect tits together. Angie had her arms trapped at her sides as she felt the power of her ebony rivals oily body. She used her left leg and hooked Felicia's leg, tripped her down to the oiled mats.

		Stunned for a second, the black girl released the bear hug and Angie took advantage by forcing the black girl to her back, pinning her down chest to chest. Angie grapevined Felicia's legs, forcing them apart and eliciting a slight moan from the her as their crotches came into contact for the first time.

		Angie struggled with and gained control of the 19-year-old’s arms, pinning them down at her sides. Felicia seemed shocked at the quickness of the attack by the redhead, not used to finding herself in this position this early in a fight. Angie lowered her lips to Felicia's delivering a passionate kiss to the weakly struggling ebony teen pinned beneath her.

		Felicia fought the kiss at first, but then began to get into it, allowing Angie’s probing tongue to slip into her mouth and wrestle her own tongue. Angie began to slowly grind her bikini covered crotch into Felicia’s while continuing the tongue duel .

		Again the black girl emitted a soft whimper at the pussy to pussy rubbing and the white girl felt pretty good about the fight so far. Even allowing a slight smile to form around her pretty mouth as she felt her rival respond to her early attack.

		Angie kept her mouth locked to Felicia's and she gradually began to increase the pressure of her pussy to pussy grinding attack. The ebony teen had been dominated so far and was starting to feel her smooth shaved pussy growing more aroused by the second.

		She pulled away from the kiss, turning her head to the right and began to buck and squirm in an attempt to unseat the Angie who was starting to get to her. Felicia felt how wet her pussy had become while under the grinding attack of the white girl, and knew she needed to get free of the pin or lose the match very, very quickly.

		Angie felt the dampness of her prey and fought to keep the black girl pinned as the squirming and bucking increased in effort and force. All the while continuing to grind her pussy into the humping, thrusting, twisting, increasingly moist pussy under her. At last Felicia worked an arm free and pushing up desperately unseated her attacker. She slid away from the white girl to catch her breath and to let the growing lust in her snatch subside.

		Angie grinned at her from across the room as the ebony teen realigned her tiny thong.

		"Looks like I got you little worked up there." Angie taunted pointing at the obvious wet spot on Felicia's yellow thong.

		"That's just baby oil, bitch!" Felicia responded.

		"I think you’re getting hot. Ain't ya baby." Angie continued. " Come on and let's get it on then! Why you breathing so fast? I think your little black pussy is getting wet, ain't it sexy? Let's find out!"

		The white girl slid across the mat at Felicia while on their knees. Grabbing the ebony beauty’s hair and pulling her backwards and onto her back again.

		"BITCH!" Felicia shouted.

		"Let's see what your hiding'." Angie said, she grabbed the front of the black girls skimpy little yellow thong in her left hand, still holding the pony tail to the carpet with her right.

		"NO! YOU FUCKIN' BITCH! LET GO!" Felicia shouted.

		The white girl pulled the skimpy garment up, wedging the stretched fabric up the challengers shaved cunt.

		"Yeah! Do you like that?" Angie mocked. "Does that feel good?"

		Felicia struggled wildly, kicking her legs, and trying to free her hair and her thong with her arms. Then, RRRIIIIIIIPPPPPP!!! the thin material mercifully ripped free of Felicia's shapely body. Leaving the black girl nude and very vulnerable to sex attacks on her smooth shaved pussy.

		The white girl released Felicia and slid across the carpet away from her victim. Waving the tiny yellow garment around in the air to the onlookers. Both women were on their knees on opposite sides of the carpet, the white girl looking very confident and relaxed, the birthday girl looking desperate, turned on, worried, and naked from the waist down.

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		The 19-year-old was getting whipped and she knew it, she just didn't know if she could do anything about it. Angie allowed no time to let the Nubian princess get herself together. She quickly slid across the carpet at the challenger to attack again, but this time the ebony teen was ready.

		Angie again went for the hair, but Felicia slipped through her grasping arms and met the white girl chest to chest, belly to belly, locking her arms around the white girl bearhug style. Then lifting her and powering her to her back, stunning the white girl.

		Felicia went right to work, grabbing Angie’s top and ripping it off with one pull. Then, while still laying atop the stunned white girl, she grabbed both sides of the tiny thong pulling up with all she had. The redhead arched her back as the garment wedged deep up her shaved crack.

		"OHHHH FUUUCK! YOU BLAAACK BIIITCH!" Angie roared.

		"Do you like that? Bitch!" Felicia grunted into the redhead's ear.

		The flimsy bikini shredded quickly. Ripping off with enough force it threw Felicia off balance, losing her pin of the redhead. But as they separated to opposite sides of the carpet, the roar of the crowd told her all she needed to know. She turned to see the white girl was completely naked and vulnerable. It was a new fight, maybe she had a shot after all.

		Both girls were breathing hard, Felicia lustily looked at Angie as both women rested on their knees across the slippery plastic covered carpet from each other. She was really getting hot from all the slip and slide body contact and the incredible body of her opponent. She could see that the white girl was getting turned on too. Angie's perfect tits were rising and falling with her breath and her nipples were standing straight out, hard with arousal caused by the intimate action.

		Felicia slid toward Angie to go back on the attack. This time faking like she was going for the bearhug and instead slithering past the redhead. Then attacking the white girl from the back, locking her up in a full nelson with her firm black tits pressed into Angie’s back and her long sexy legs wrapping around the redhead, locking up her legs and forcing them apart. This brought a sexy moan from Angie.

		"UGHHHH ! YOU CUNT!" she breathlessly exhaled.

		The ebony teen smiled as she slowly and seductively stretched the oily white girl in the full nelson. "When I get out offfff thiiiiiisss, your black aaaasssss, is mine!" Angie boasted.

		She could feel Felicia's hard nipples rubbing her back as she put more pressure into the hold. She also felt her own excitement grow when the teen suddenly began to erotically kiss and tongue the right side of her neck up to the super-sensitive ear lobe!

		"FUCK YOU, HORNY ASS SLUT!" the white girl exclaimed, now squirming, and bucking desperately to escape the nelson.

		"Uh Unh, baby, I'm gonna fuck you." Felicia cooed sexily into Angie's ear while still licking and sucking and kissing the white girl’s neck and ear.

		Chills ran up and down the naked white girl's fabulous body. She closed her eyes and tried to fight the erotic feelings washing over her, but then the black beauty slowly began to slide her right foot up the inside of Angie's trapped right leg. Her green eyes shot wide open and she looked down at the entangled oiled legs seeing what her Nubian rival had in mind.

		"OHHHH NO YOU DON'T, BITCH!" the white girl grunted and began to struggle furiously to free herself from the erotic full nelson.

		"Relax, Angie. You want it, don't you?" Felicia softly said into the redhead's ear.

		Angie watched in panic as the slippery calf of the black teen worked its way toward her shaved and increasingly aroused pussy. Sensing the white girl was distracted by the sex-attack she had launched, Felicia suddenly fell backwards, pulling the locked tight white girl with her.

		Angie now found herself laying on her back atop the black girl with her arms still tied up and useless and her legs helplessly spread wide by her challengers. Her mind raced from fighting the feelings of arousal she felt while being so dominated to how to escape this mess and try to get back into the fight. She was very much on the brink of losing to this ultra-built ebony goddess tonight.

		The onlookers were stunned. The momentum of the battle had shifted so quickly in favor fo the black teenager that it appeared the fight Angie had so easily dominated at the beginning would soon be Felicia’s to win.

		Felicia grappled control of the white girl's arms over to her right arm, now holding the nelson with just one arm, her left hand was now free. Angie's body trembled and shuttered when she felt a strong hand begin to feel it's way down her body!

		The black teen began to massage the redheads swollen left breast, sending waves of lust through the white girl’s body. Felicia used her skilled fingers to play with Angie's erect nipple, eliciting a small squeal from the squirming white girl. The ebony teen mischievously grinned as her hand circled the quivering pert breasts of the redhead then down over the tight stomach of her captive rival.

		Angie's eyes widened as Felicia's fingers found their target. "Noooooo, noooooo, ohhhhhh you fuuuuckin' slut!" the redhead moaned, struggling weakly to escape her predicament.

		Felicia began to work on Angie's tight shaved pussy, already wet with excitement and growing wetter every second.

		"Don't fight it bitch, you like it, don't cha? Yeah, you do, your sooooooo wet. MMMMMMM, sooooooo juicy, you like it, whore!" Felicia taunted.

		Angie gasped when the black girl’s invading fingers found her clit, causing an involuntary hip thrust as her arousal began to betray her. Felicia felt this and began to rub the white girl's hot pussy faster and in a circular motion. Angie fought to hang on, but the black girls attack was making her HOT! She squirmed and struggled to break free before she was forced to orgasm against her will.

		Suddenly, she realized Felicia had slowed her pussy-rub attack to near stop, and she felt the black teen's breathing coming hard and heavy against her neck. Angie then figured out why. Her squirming and struggling to escape was grinding her shapely, well-oiled ass into Felicia's smooth crotch. The black girl was underneath Angie, with the white girl trapped and between her long legs, leaving Felicia's shaved pussy open and vulnerable to the redheads round oil slick buns bumping and grinding against her defenseless cunt!

		Angie began to work her ass up and down, side to side, and circular motions between Felicia's legs. As she did, the black teen reacted.

		"Unnghh, Ugh, Ugh, Fuuuck! You Cunt!" she grunted, with each humping her pussy took.

		The redhead could feel Felicia's erect clit rubbing against her ass, she could also feel the black teens rock hard nipples grinding into her oily back. Felicia was caught in her own trap. Her breathing was hard and erratic, mixed with lusty moans and grunts, as she tried to fight off the sex attack of the red headed goddess atop her. She knew her body was betraying her, and if she didn't try to escape her predicament the fight would be lost.

		"NNNNNOOOOOOO!" Felicia screamed as she planted her feet into the oil soaked plastic covering and forcefully arched her body up.

		Angie was caught off-guard by the power of the move, she thought the teen was about to orgasm, but instead was sent sliding across the carpet away from the quivering challenger.

		"FUCK! JUST GIVE IT UP! YOU FUCKING SLUT!" Angie shouted as she regained her bearings to go back on the attack.

		A few watching the action voice their approval that the young challenger had resisted the white girl’s grinding ass-attack on her slippery pussy and carried the match to another level. The level Felicia was currently on was TURNED ON!

		She tried desperately to clear the sexual-fog from her head and the throbbing arousal from her eroticized loins before Angie got to her again and tried to finish her off. The ebony girl got up on her trembling knees just in time to see Angie's shinny body slithering across the plastic toward her.

		Felicia thought fast, faking like she was going for the white girl's hair, the teen then attacked low, grabbing Angie's shapely right leg behind the knee. Knocking the surprised redhead on her round backside.

		Felicia let herself slide past the white girl until her muscled thighs were in line with Angie's head. Then pulling the captured right leg up and whipping herself atop Angie’s body and into a semi-69 pin. She then quickly reached back grabbing a fist full of curly auburn hair, Felicia pulled Angie’s face up until her nose stabbed into the ebony girls slippery ass-crack.

		Angie tried to resist, but it was too late, as the sexy black thighs of the teenager locked around her head, squeezing tightly.

		"YEAH BITCH! YEAH! HOW YOU LIKE THAT!" Felicia taunted her trapped prey.

		Angie tried to pry the vice-like thighs apart with her arms but it was no use. Felicia pulled the white girls right leg up and locked it under her right armpit, leaving only the white girl’s left leg free of entrapment. Felicia could feel Angie’s hot breath hitting between her legs and knew she had better get to work on the white girl’s shaved snatch before Angie managed to work her talented tongue within striking distance of her own excited pussy.

		

		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		Angie’s breathing got heavier as the black girl’s left hand slithered its way down Angie's left hip, slipping toward the inner thigh until finding its target and circling the wet opening of the white girl’s pussy.

		Angie's green eyes shot wide open and she quite audibly gasped as Felicia's talented tongue found its target as well. The long, elegant finger continued to draw small circles at her love opening, with each pass going a little deeper, deeper, until "SHIIIIIIIT! OHHHHHHHH FUUUUCK!" Angie shouted as the black girl's digit thrust itself into the white girl's hot hole, and began to pump in and out, in and out.

		This finger fucking coupled with Felicia's long, hot tongue making contact with the redhead's erect clit, was almost enough to send her over the edge.

		"NO, NOOOOOO! YOU CAN'T MAKE ME CUM, YOU BLACK WHORE!" Angie screamed while struggling hard to escape the pin.

		Felicia responded by increasing the speed of her tongue lashing and shoving a second finger up the redheads wet, slippery cunt, finger fucking her as deeply as she could. This forced an involuntary moan from the white girl and increased efforts to break away. Felicia could tell by the growing wetness of Angie's pussy and the squirming and struggling to escape, that she had victory at her fingertips. Just a little more work and she would be the winner!

		Angie felt the vice-like grip on her head loosen just a fraction. That was just the break she needed! Felicia's thigh-lock had kept the white girl’s talented tongue just out of range of her moist cunt, but her loss of concentration allowed Angie to counter-attack.

		The black teen raised her face from the white girl's pussy in shock when she suddenly felt the long tongue of her rival stab deeply inside her and begin to slither all around her vaginal walls.

		"OHHH,FUUUCK!" she moaned, looking back, and seeing Angie's beautiful face buried between her shiny black muscle buns. "GODDDDDD! UH HUHHH!" was her response when she felt the white girl’s nose begin to root at her tight, slippery asshole.

		On instinct she grabbed a handful of red hair and pulled, trying to force the invading tongue and nose further up her shaved crack. Angie tongued the dripping pink pussy with wild abandon, working her face in and out and side to side, making sure to fuck the black girl hard with her face.

		Felicia pulled Angie's red hair in time with the white girl's tongue and nose fucking, grunting with each thrust between her legs. "UH, UH, UUUMMMMM, OH YEAH, FUCK ME WIT' YO' FACE BITCH, UH, UH!" The black teen grunted.

		She was on the edge and the white girl knew it. She also remembered Felicia's weakness and knew that the time was right to finish this whore off! Angie worked her right hand up to the teen challenger’s rounded right cheek, grabbing and squeezing the flesh then rubbing its way toward the slippery crack.

		Felicia was on her knees with her legs spread wide, straddling Angie's face, leaning forward with back arched, propped up on her left arm she continued to look over her shoulder, watching as she forced Angie's face to fuck her by pulling her auburn hair with her right arm.

		With Felicia's next hair-pull, the white girl plunged her well-oiled long middle finger to the hilt up the ebony teens smooth puckered asshole! The digit hit bottom the same instant Angie's hot lips wrapped around Felicia's hard clit, sucking it forcefully while the white girl’s hot tongue lapped the love button to the erect bursting point.

		Everyone watching could tell by the look on the young black girls face that she was finished!

		Felicia's long curls whipped back as she threw her head back and screamed her defeat! "OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHH! NOOOOOOOOOO! STOP! STOP! YOU.........WHORE...........NO.......YOU CAN'T MAKE MEEEEEEEE!!!!! OH GODDDDDDDDDDD!"she shouted, releasing the white girl's auburn tresses, and steadying herself on all fours.

		Angie finger fucked the black girl's asshole faster and harder, tonguing Felicia's dripping wet cunt at super speed!

		"NOOOOOOOOOOO................. YOU'RE......MAKING........ME! OH......OH.....FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK! NOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!" the ebony girl screamed her orgasm!

		Uncontrollably shaking and quivering in the throes of the most powerful orgasm she had ever had in her 19 years! The eroticized audience rocked the small room as they cheered the victory by Angie.

		Exhausted, Felicia dropped from her hands and knees, now resting on top of the gorgeous white girl who had just forced her to cum, defeating her, humbling her in front of all her birthday party guests.

		Angie pushed the limp black girl off with a grunt and a sneer and stood. She looked out at the small gathering and lifted her arms in victory as she placed her right foot on the teen’s well rounded black ass, posing for anyone watching.

		Suddenly, Angie realized her foot was massaging the curves of the defeated ebony teens ass as she stood accepting the praise. Angie also realized that this hot bitch turned her on, and that sooner not later, she was going to take this girl to bed and fuck her properly.

		When Felicia recovered she grabbed Angie’s hand and the two of them retired to the bedroom.

		***

		An hour later the party was beginning to come to an end. Most of the party goers had already left. The remaining women were pretty drunk and were making out with each other.

		They were sucking tits and eating pussies. Pearl was obviously looking for Angie. She had been to engaged with a cute eighteen year old while the sexfight was going on and lost track of Angie. When she finally saw her coming out of Felicia’s bedroom she could tell that Angie had been with the birthday girl. She was pissed.

		They hardly talked on the bus ride home. When they were behind closed doors she confronted the white girl, "Why the fuck were you having sex with that bitch?"

		"You were busy flirting with those other girls. I saw you sticking your finger into that young girl's pussy, so why shouldn't I go to bed with a woman that showed an interest in my ass?"

		She complained, "You smell of her pussy, sweat, and perfume! Take a bath before coming to bed."

		"We better both take bath, you stink of pussy too."

		They couldn't stay mad at each other while they washed each other. They went to bed naked and ate pussy most of the night. They came to an arrangement that night. They would have sex with other women together. Angie knew she her first cheat would be with Felicia. She just knew the two of them had been on a collision course and wanted to see how it played out.

		The first test of their new arrangement came in the form of a young girl barely out of her teens. Pearl called her and explained to her in Angie’s presence that she was living with another woman, but if she didn't mind having sex with two women, she could come over.

		It was only about an hour before there was a knock on the door. Angie was standing next to Pearl when she answered the door. The girl had the figure of an athlete. She had small breasts and her hair was close to her head or nappy looking.

		The look on her face told Angie that she didn't expect that Pearl's new girlfriend would be a white girl. She got over the surprise quick enough. They retired to the bedroom, and Angie found out what it was like to have her pussy sucked while she was eating the pussy of a third person.

		It was only a few months before Pearl had Angie totally into partying with groups of black women. When they were at a party Angie met another white woman, and they agreed "When you go black, you never go back!"

		END
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