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Chapter One




	Elk Grove California is a small town at the bottom of mountains where the 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.  Tyron Power's 1938 movie Prince of Foxes used the city park as the location of many outdoor scenes.. 

 	Elk Grove 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 Ivy Mason and her mother lived while she was growing up.  Her mother 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.  Ivy's mom was a terrible tease, all of the time.  She never made an overt pass at Ivy but she did take pride in flaunting her nudity in her presence.  She paraded around the house in a blue bath towel, which allowed her daughter to see her breasts and nappy pubic hair.  Her mother's best friend was not a relative, but she grew up always calling her Aunt Mikki.  

	Mikki lived just down the street from them. She was older than Ivy's mother and was also a black plump 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.  

	Ivy's mother, Blossom, used to send her to Mikki's house to check on her and give her a helping hand. Mikki also babysat for Ivy when she was not in school.  Ivy would climb step-stools to store items in cabinets or retrieve items for her.  She would hold her legs to steady her.  More often than not her hands would be resting on Ivy's little pussy.  The way she wiggled her fingers felt good though.  She would also tell the girl that she needed her help to take a bath.  She would watch her take off her clothes and help her get into the tub.  

	While she would get undressed Ivy had plenty of opportunity to see her naked.  She could only say that she had a figure that reminded her of the singer named Ethel Waters.  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.

 	 Ivy could smell the pungent odor from where she was standing.  While she was helping her into the tub she would make sure she would place her hands on the young girl's face to kiss her for helping her into the tub.  The girl couldn't help smelling the odor of her pussy clinging on her hands.  She was naive enough to not associate her actions with anything sexual. 

 	When she was 18-years old she forgot her purse while helping her.  When she 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 her 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?" 

 	Ivy panicked, because she knew her mother would beat her ass, and she would be in trouble for a long time to follow.  She begged Mikki not to tell on her.  She let Ivy stew for a while.  She was absolutely sweating with terror at the prospect of the older woman outing her 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!" 

 	The girl quickly promised, "Auntie, 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!" 

 	The girl 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 the girl 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 her to see.  She sat down on her sofa and spread her legs wide open. She motioned with her finger for Ivy to come to her. 

 	When she stood in front of Mikki, she took hold of her hand and pulled her to her knees.  She insisted that she suck her pussy.  It was not that she was so innocent that she didn't know what she wanted.  Hell...she had fooled around with some girlfriends growing up. Being blackmailed into performing the act was so degrading though.  Ivy placed her hands on the tops of her thick thighs and bowed her head in preparation to suck her pussy. The girl 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.  The young girl could see her urethra and the ragged remains of her hymen.  The inner canal looked like a corrugated tunnel.  When Ivy buried her face in her pussy she 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 she was.  It felt like an eternity before she started screaming that she was cumming. She sent the young girl home after that.  

	To this day Ivy swears that no matter how much she washed her face, she could still smell her cunt.  Just the same she 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 Ivy opened her front door, (In their community no one locked their doors.) She had to go looking for Mikki.  She found her sprawled on top of her bed totally naked.  She welcomed the girl into her home and told her to get undressed!  

	At 18, Ivy had a good figure. And she had really shot up in height, to nearly five foot ten.  Her breasts were average sized.  She was blessed with a small waist that accented her wide hips. One of her dazzling features were her deep blue eyes.  Like her mother she used products to soften her hair.  It was a shiny black that rested on top of her breasts and swished between her shoulder blades.  She also shaved her vulva completely.  Mikki was admiring her nude body hungrily.  

	She had her come to her and suck on those large chocolate nipples for a long time before she spread her legs and insisted that she suck her pussy again.  After she climaxed, and Ivy had lapped up all of the juice she discharged, she had her lie on her back while she sucked and kneaded her tits, and then she sucked her pussy.  Ivy had the strongest climax she had ever had.  Each day after that, the kind of sex became more degrading.  She had to tongue fuck her asshole after every sex act.  She would have her 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.  

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

	Mikki had another lady friend named Caitlyn.  This woman looked a lot like her.  She was just as plump.  One afternoon when Ivy arrived at Mikki's house, Caitlyn was sitting next to Mikki and they were enjoying some sort of cocktail.

  	 Mikki said, "Ivy, lift your blouse and show Caitlyn your breasts!"  

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

	Next she had to undress Caitlyn 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 her in every orifice. She 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 her an enema.  

	The parties progressed to the point that Mikki would have house parties where the young girl was shown off for her friends.  Sher was required to service every woman at the party.  Ivy was sure she had sucked the pussy of every ethnic group possible.  She 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 she graduated from high school she was accepted into State College.  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 up to her dorm room.  She let her roommate watch her use Ivy sexually.  She gave her golden showers after she gratified her orally.  Her roommate began using her at will too.  Her department faculty advisor was a Caucasian woman that saw something in her that appealed to her.




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 




Chapter Two




	Ivy liked her 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 Ivy met her for the first time she had on a business suit with a coat. She could tell that she had large breasts, but the coat prevented her from even knowing if she had a bra on. The young girl 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 she was doing with her studies.  She also inquired about her personal life.  Ivy 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, she was dressed more casually than the girl 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 38C breasts, and her areolas and nipples were plainly visible.  Ivy's mouth watered at the sight of her tits. 

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

	When they had finished eating, the questions became very personal.  Ivy teased her with just a hint that she preferred the company of women over men. She invited her to see her home.  It was a nice home, even if the kitchen was a little dated.  The tile counters and appliances screamed 1950's.  Every room displayed lots of college life memorabilia.  The girl 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 Ivy's mind that she was going to seduce her.

  	While they were standing at the foot of her bed she took Ivy in her arms and kissed her on her lips.  She felt her big soft breasts pressing against her own body, while she sucked the air out of her lungs.  She pulled the dress off of the girl'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 her tits with her hands and squeezed them.  The girl offered no resistance when she bent over and took a nipple into her mouth and sucked on it hard.

  All Ivy did was moan.

  She forced her leg between the young girls and pressed it against her crotch.  She clamped her teeth down on her nipple.  The pain shot through the nipple like a needle.  

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

***

	When she finally got her degree, the life of a submissive grew tiring to Ivy. It was really not that difficult to shift her focus from a quivering sub, into a classical dominant bitch. Following her metamorphosis Ivy head to Nevada because she knew with her degree and her physical attributes, that was where she could really spread her new dominant wings.

 Because she was above average in height, she stands nearly six-feet in stocking feet, she was an imposing figure.  She is a very attractive woman too.  On first arriving in Nevada, she actually worked in the Las Vegas Mirage until she gained five pounds and could not lose it without resorting to bulimia.  As her figure filled out she resorted to working off the strip in a strip joint that expected the girls to do lap dances for patrons where the John's pulled their cocks out and the dancers fucked them right there in the booths. 

 	What can you say about a woman that has 40-34-44 measurements and still was not chubby? She had a natural golden hue flesh tone and beautiful chocolate brown areolas that are the diameter of tea saucers.  She kept her hair long and she took very good care of it to make it as soft and relaxed as she could. Her hair had a natural reddish hue to the black color and her eyes are a shocking ski-blue color.  She still shaved her pubic area because she did not like the fact that her pubic hair had that tight nappy look of blacks.  She did carry herself proudly and was not afraid to wear five-inch heels.  

	One afternoon Ivy stopped at a hamburger joint to get something to eat.  The girl that waited on her was mesmerized by her height and good looks just as much as she was by her delicate beauty.  

	The waitress was a sweet looking little blue eyed blond that was barely five-feet tall.  She was a perfectly proportioned size 2.  Her hair was up and stuffed in a cap.  So Ivy could not tell how long her hair was.  She checked out the name tag, Morgan, and made sure she addressed her by name a couple of times to make sure she would remember it. In a lot of ways Morgan reminded Ivy of herself at eighteen. 

	Morgan assumed she was a show girl and asked her what show she was in.  Ivy didn't care to tell her she was working in a sleazy strip joint.  She simply said that she used to work at the Mirage.  Morgan wanted to chat longer but could not do so without drawing the ire of the manager.  Ivy asked her when she was off duty.  Morgan told her the time she would get off work. 

 	Ivy made a point of being there when Morgan got off work.  When she came out the back door she got out of her car to draw her attention.  How could Morgan miss a black woman standing almost six feet?  She ran to greet her.  She had removed her cap and her long blond hair was hanging almost down to her waist. She looked so young in her red and white stripped short dress with the white apron.  

	Ivy invited her to take a ride with her.  Morgan agreed and ran around the car to get in the passenger side.  Ivy was driving a leased silver BMW coupe.  That way her air-conditioner could keep the car cool.  She only had a few hours before she would have to be at work but she wanted to get to know this innocent looking girl.  

	She drove to a private golf course and parked on the north side of some trees for the shade.  She wanted to know all about this girl.  If she were to guess she would have guessed that she was a religious girl.  Sure enough when Morgan started talking about herself she found out that she was a member of Fundamentalist Church from Eugene, Oregon. 

 	Ivy asked her if she minded if she smoked and Morgan didn't object at all so she lit up a cigarette and took a deep drag before blowing the smoke towards the ceiling. Smoking was a habit she picked up in college. She wished she hadn't.  When she offered to let Morgan try it, Morgan coughed uncontrollably for a while.  Ivy rolled down her window and tossed her cigarette out.  She had to get to work soon so Morgan told her where she lived north of 'Old Town' with a group of her fellow deeply religious girls. 

 	Like so many girls living way from the supervision of their parents these girls didn't pick up after themselves so the place was cluttered with discarded clothes, beds unmade and unwashed dishes in the sink.  Some of them still dressed like they had been taught.  Dresses down to the ankle, arms covered, collars high and hair up or braded.  They quoted from the good book constantly.  Others rebelled against the restrictions they had been taught.  

	Morgan was not about to tell her roommates about the black woman she was seeing because regardless of current teachings they still did not believe blacks were worthy of the word of the prophets.  

	They both had Wednesdays and Thursdays off from work.  That allowed them to visit places Morgan had never seen like the Hoover Dam, south rim of the Grand Canyon and Indian reservations.  Eventually Ivy told Morgan that she was a lesbian and how much she wanted to make love to her. 

 	Morgan struggled with that revelation for a few days before she reasoned that if she were to try lesbian sex and decided it was not for her no one need ever know.  She agreed to spend a couple of days with Ivy.  

	When she arrived at Ivy's apartment and the door was opened she was greeted by Ivy in a dark see-through negligee.  She knew Ivy had a great body but had never seen what she looked like naked before.  The areolas were as large as tea saucers and they were the color of dark chocolate.  She could see that her pussy was shaved clean.  She assumed that was because of being a stripper.




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 




Chapter Three




  	Ivy led her to a love seat and sat down next to her.  She was nervous and lit up a cigarette.  Morgan was used to her smoking by that time.  She was ready to try smoking again.  Ivy held it to her lips to allow her to take a drag.  After a few tries she was able to take the smoke into her lungs without coughing.  

	This time when they kissed Morgan didn't object to the smell and taste in Ivy's mouth.  Ivy wrapped her arm around the delicate body of her guest as she kissed her.  While she was probing Morgan's mouth she slipped her big hand into Morgan's blouse and inside her bra to cup her sweet little 34A tit.  

	Morgan held her breath while this Amazon felt her tit.  It was not like the rough groping of teenaged boys.  This was a gentle and very warm feeling as her flesh was kneaded gently.  She did not resist when Ivy removed her clothes. 

 	When Ivy had her as naked as the day she had been born she admired the body of her little friend. Her breasts were perfectly shaped and the pinkish areolas were like little tits on top of her creamy white tits.  Her blond pubic hairs were so fine and delicate that from a short distance it was almost invisible. 

 	It was her goal to make Morgan's first lesbian encounter so pleasant that she would be hooked on sex for the rest of her life.  She was still hugging her while she reamed her ear with her tongue before licking her way down her neck to replace her hands with her mouth.  She sucked on the flesh and nipples until Morgan's nipples hurt from the touch.  It was only when Morgan tried to push her big head away from her tits that she slipped to the floor in front of her and licked her way down the creamy skin to her navel and on down to the thin hairs.  She parted Morgan's legs and placed them over her shoulders.  

	When Ivy placed her mouth on Morgan's pussy, the girl laced her fingers through Ivy's hair and gripped it as she felt the big pink tongue probing her opening.  She could not believe the feeling she felt when her tongue touched her little clit.  When Ivy centered in on her virgin pussy, she started having little climaxes that continued to build until she came. She was quivering like someone suffering from hypothermia.  She actually blacked out for a short time but she had no way of knowing how long she had been out.  When she recovered, Ivy helped her to her feet and led her to her bedroom. 

 	Morgan had never seen a bedroom like Ivy's.  The walls were dark red and the silk bedspread was a dark gray.  Everything was silver and the deep rug was black.  Morgan had never imagined anything like this before.  She allowed Ivy to pick her up like a child and place her in the middle of the bed before she removed her negligee and stood there allowing the girl to take in all of her Amazon beauty.  

	That is just what Morgan thought she looked like. She could picture her dressed like a Greek Goddess in bronze armor.  She thought it was a crime to hide those beautiful tits behind clothes though.  When Ivy parted her legs a little Morgan could see that her labia were the same chocolate color as her areolas.  She didn't know what they were called and she had never seen a clit sticking out from under the labia like that.

  	Ivy mounted the bed and started kissing Morgan again.  This time Morgan could actually taste the acrid juices of her own pussy on the face of her Amazon lover.  She had never imagined anything so erotic before. 

 	Ivy deliberately did not try to force her to do anything to her for fear of turning Morgan off.  

	Morgan was curious to find out what the big brown tits felt like and placed her hands on both of them while she was still tasting her own pussy on the face of Ivy.  Her breasts were big and firm to her touch.  The nipples sprang back like rubber when she bent them this way and that.  She sucked on them for the longest time before she actually smelled the aroma emitted by Ivy's pussy.  

	She had never smelled anything like it before. It was a combination of an acrid urine smell and a sweetness she could not put a name to.  She worked her way down Ivy's body until she was lying between those magnificent thighs.  She had never dreamed of actually kissing a pussy before but at that moment she could not have stopped even if her parents were watching.  She found that she could actually suck on her clit like it was a little prick.  She sucked on Ivy's pussy until she felt her climax and she tasted the juices leaking out of her pussy. 

 	They made love several times that night and the next day.  When Ivy was comfortable that Morgan was educated in the way of lesbian sex, she started showing her the ways she liked to dominate other women.  She showed Morgan her collection of items she liked to use when she was dominating her submissive women or girls.  There was a variety of platform boots.  Some were like riding boots, others laced almost up to her crotch.  Most of her boots were black but some were red.  There were corsets in leather with built in push up bras, leather garter belts, halter tops that allowed her to expose her nipples and most of her tits.  She also had leather dog collars for her sex slaves.  There was a variety of objects to amuse them with. 

 	Morgan had never seen anything like them before but she found them very sexually arousing.  She was not ready to try them that weekend.  She had to think about it for a while first.  The next time they spent a weekend together, she was willing to try out some of the things.  Ivy put on her sexy black boots that came up as high as nylons would have reached. Then she put on one of her leather corsets called a merry widow because of the stays sewn into it that made it impossible to bend over at the waist.  The corset did nothing to hide her big tits.  She even applied a little lipstick to her areolas to make them look sexier.  

	Ivy placed a collar around Morgan's neck that locked in place with a chrome heart shaped lock.  She attached a leash and made Morgan kneel in front of her and suck her pussy.  She made Morgan lick her asshole.  That came as a shock to her but after she started she did not stop until Ivy pushed her away. When Ivy was satisfied that Morgan was properly trained she invited her to spend their days off at a cove on Lake Mead with her.  

	When Ivy got off work on Wednesday morning she picked up Morgan and she drove them past Henderson to a private gated cove that was hidden from the road.  As soon as they got to the cabin they unloaded the car and settled in.  They took off their clothes and put on bikinis before they took a stroll down to the lake.  Ivy could not resist placing her left hand on Morgan's butt and slipping her long fingers between the cheeks of her ass.  She slipped the string of the bikini bottom aside and tickled her asshole.  

	Not to be outdone Morgan placed her right hand on Ivy's big brown ass and dug her fingers into her chocolate colored asshole.  They stopped now and then to kiss as they watched the sun coming up in the east.  Even that early in the morning it was warm enough that the cool lake water felt good as they waded knee deep in water.  Ivy stuck her big tongue deep into Morgan's mouth.  Then she grasped one of her tits.  

	They lost their balance and fell into the water. When they sat up they laughed before they removed their tops and started kissing all over again.  Ivy untied the bikini bottom on one hip to expose her pussy.  Then she placed her hand on the back of Morgan's head and pulled her head down between her legs and forced her to stick her tongue into her big brown cunt.  

	Morgan held her breath as long as she could but she didn't want to stop pleasing her mistress. Eventually she had to breathe but her head was being held under water.  When she opened her mouth to take in air, water rushed down her throat and she choked as a gag reflex.  Ivy pulled her head up and slapped her on the back to make her breathe.  When she stopped coughing, Ivy placed her mouth over Morgan's and blew the air in her lungs right into Morgan's lungs.  When Morgan surrendered and allowed her lungs to be filled with the air from Ivy's lungs she felt a chill as if her life were totally in the hands of the stronger woman.  Ivy picked her up like she was a child and carried her to the water's edge and placed her on the damp sand and sat down next to her with the bottom of her bikini dangling from one leg.  She removed Morgan's bikini top and bottom.  

	Morgan felt so exposed outdoors totally naked. She had never worn a bikini before and that had been embarrassing enough.  She looked around as if expecting to see someone watching them.  Ivy had told her it was a private beach but she had a hard time accepting that.  It never dawned on her that it would be more likely that a boat on the lake would pass the cove.  

	When Ivy had her totally naked she wrapped her left arm around her body and while Morgan tilted her head back she kissed her hard and used her right hand to squeeze her left tit.  She stuck her tongue in Morgan's mouth while she reached down and ran her fingers gently up and down her pubic mound feeling the fine hairs slip through her fingers before she slipped her middle finger between the folds of her labia.  She gently toyed with the little clit and felt Morgan hold her breath because she was still new to having someone masturbate her.  It was so sexually stimulating that she was quivering from head to toe.  

	Ivy broke the kiss and leaned over and spread Morgan's legs a little more so that she could place her head between her small girlfriend's legs and smell her pussy.  The water had soaked both of them good and Morgan smelled very clean.  She licked the damp hairs on her pussy, until her tongue worked its way into the opening of her pussy and she found her little clit. What had started out as a gentle stimulation became a frantic race to make her cum.  Morgan could not believe the feelings Ivy was arousing in her.  When her climax subsided she felt as weak as a baby. When she opened her eyes Ivy carried her back to the cabin.  

	When they were inside Morgan felt a little better about not being exposed in public.  Ivy retrieved a canvas bag she had brought along and showed Morgan her toys.  She picked up an item and showed it to her young guest.  She held it up and asked Morgan if she knew what it was.




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 




Chapter Four




	A moronic look by the girl told Ivy, Morgan didn't have a clue what the object was. Ivy stroked the pink latex object that looked like a potato masher used in a conical strainer with a bleached horse hair tail about three feet long.  Ivy held the object by the tail and slapped the rubber object in the palm of her other hand.  "I always wanted a palomino pony as a child.  Today you are going to be my pony." 

 	Morgan suddenly understood what the object was going to be used for.  She watched as Ivy greased up the butt plug.  When Ivy was satisfied that it was greasy enough she approached Morgan and while she bent over to kiss her again she reached around her small body and stuck a greasy finger into her asshole and wiggled her finger around.  Then she aimed the plug at the tiny pink asshole and forced it into the girl's butt.  The sphincter resisted the invasion of the foreign object but stretched out to accommodate the thing.  When the widest part entered, the sphincter closed in around the tapered base.  That left the tail dangling between her legs.  The pain of the object in her butt brought tears to Morgan's eyes. 

 	Ivy announced that all well trained ponies had fancy bridles and pulled out a leather bridle designed to be strapped around a human head.  In the place where a horse would have a metal bit was a red rubber ball that would fill Morgan's mouth.  Ivy slipped the harness over Morgan's head and forced the boll into her mouth before buckling it tightly to her head. She flipped the reins over her head.  She pulled Morgan's blond hair out from under the bridle and draped it over her right shoulder. 

 	While Morgan watched, Ivy sat down and put on her boots and one of her leather corsets.  She was assuming her role as a dominatrix as if her size were not intimidating enough.  She selected a cigar and removed the cellophane from it.  She smelled it and rolled it between her fingers.  While she was standing behind Morgan she reached around her body and stuck the butt end up Morgan's pussy and rolled it around to moisten it.  When she was satisfied that it was moist enough she pulled it out of her cunt and smelled it again.  Then she put it in her mouth and lit it with a wooden match.  She blew the smoke in Morgan's face. 

 	While she was holding the cigar in her mouth she picked up a riding crop and flicked Morgan's butt. The moment she did that a red angry mark appeared on her ass.  While she held the reins she made Morgan trot around the room.  When she allowed Morgan to rest she made her get down on all fours.  There was no way the tiny girl could support the full weight of Ivy's body but Ivy did straddle her body and sit on her ass.  Just in case Morgan had forgotten about the plug in her ass, Ivy reached behind her and pushed and pulled on the tail enough to make Morgan's sphincter stretch a little. 

 	Morgan had never been treated like that before but she had surrendered her body to her love and was willing to endure anything to please her.  She knew her reward would be the most satisfying sex she would ever feel.  When Ivy removed the bridle her jaw hurt from being held open for so long.  When the tail plug was pulled out there was not only the pain, but she also felt emptiness.  Her asshole was swollen and purple looking.  It was gaping open.  

	Ivy leaned over and blew some of her cigar smoke into the hole.  When she lifted her head the smoke drifted out of the opening.  

	Ivy sat on the edge of a chair and placed two fingers on either side of her vulva and told Morgan, "Come and get it!"  

	Morgan crawled to her and sucked on her labia while she moved her head up and down.  When she smashed her face against the wet pussy she found her nose being rubbed against that inflamed clit while her tongue sought out the opening to her vagina.  She sucked, licked, and blew air into the opening until Ivy wrapped her legs around her head to lock her head in place and quivered through a satisfying climax. 

 	By the time they had to return to Las Vegas, Morgan had endured all manner of sexual abuse and become Ivy's sex slave.  She moved in with Ivy and virtually became her wife in every way.  She cooked and cleaned for her and her reward was the most mind blowing sex any girl had ever had. 

***

    	Two weeks after graduation Justine Rigg packed her bags and headed for Las Vegas and a job at the Mandalay Bay Resort.  A relative who works there had put her name in for an entrance level position as a clerk.  Needless to say it was a very nervous little girl who showed up at 7:30 AM that first day.  

	Justine 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, witnessing 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 fourteen-year-old.  All the other girls said things like "ugh", "gosh", or "oh my god" but to Justine 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 Justine 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 London brothel.  The text was very arousing and the black and white pictures were shocking to say the least.  

	Justine 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.  Justine loved reading about how the older woman pushed the little 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.  Justine had been masturbating for about a year prior to finding this material.  After that time, masturbation became at least a twice-daily activity.  

	When she started work at the Resort things went well the first few weeks.  Justine 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 Justine was transferred to a new department headed by a very striking looking black woman of 25 to 30 years. Justine had heard the woman had once been a chorus girl and a stripper that took a position at the Resort and moved quickly through the ranks.  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 was striking in the ordinary sense of the word. Tall and her figure was like that of a chorus girl that was moving to the plump side.  Still, she carried herself in a manner that said in no uncertain terms, "I am in charge and you are not".  Justine loved that and respected the power she demonstrated. 

 	The longer she worked for Ms. Ivy Mason the more the feeling of attraction grew.  Justine 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. Mason called her to her office closed the door and confronted Justine.  

	 "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."  

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

	 "What should I do Ms. Mason?"  

	Her boss replied,  "If you will be at my apartment at about 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.  Justine 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. Mason' 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.  

	Ivy 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."




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 




Chapter Five




	Ivy could see Justine was trembling as she approached her. She pursed her lips and placed them against Ivy's much larger pair.  The way Ivy's tongue instinctively shot out and slipped between Justine'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.  

	Ivy's 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 Justine'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/mistress.  

	Ivy said, "My but your flesh is like Cabrera 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 Justine.  Her skin was the color of light coffee.  Her breasts, full and not sagging.  Her aureoles were big and round.  They were an a bit darker in color than her skin.  Her pubic mound was shaved quite smooth. 

 	 Justine, "Oh Ivy, er Ms. Mason tell me what I should do?" 

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

	 "Yes"-said Justine. 

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

 	 "I'm sorry Ma'am" replied a sobbing Justine. "It won't happen again Ma'am."  	The dressing gown hit the floor and the naked Nubian 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 Ivy I haven't.  I don't deserve your attention. Please forgive Me." was all Justine could say. 

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

	As Justine began licking between her Mistresses toes, 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. Justine screamed in pain and started to pull away. 

 	 Ivy snarled, "Get back there you filthy little cunt or I'll beat you until your ass bleeds."  

	With tears running down her face she began kissing and sucking once more.  Trying to overlook the flaming streak that now blazed on her bottom. 

   Whack.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 Ivy please, no more." 

 	 "Come with me, I will help put the fire out." Said Ivy 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." 

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

  "Turn quickly little one and drink," was the order and Justine 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."  

	Justine 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 man rides his mate.

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

	The spent Ivy fell to one side and breathed heavily. Sweat poured from her body causing her skin to take on a bright sheen.  Justine clung to her. Kissing her.  Taking one of her large breasts 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 Justine 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. 

 As the Charmin ads claim, it is difficult to clean that area completely and Ivy was no exception. Justine 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 lover/mistress jerked and moaned.  Justine 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 bowel.  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. 

 	When Justine 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.

	On the other side of Las Vegas, Ivy was lying on her bed, fingers between her legs, reviewing the earlier events of the evening with Justine. The thoughts of her total domination of the white girl's body quickly had her quaking with her second orgasm since she laid down on the bed. 

END
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