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		Chapter One

		

		"I'm not lesbian," I repeated, this time a little more insistently. It seemed a ridiculous statement to make given the scene I found myself in. But I believed it with all my heart. Eliqua eyed me intently from above. The room was dark, but I could make out that she was nodding her head from side to side. I then heard her tsk her tongue in disgust and say: "When a woman kneels in front of another woman waiting to lick her pussy, that woman is lesbian. Nothing more to it than that."

		I was that woman and it was her cunt I was waiting to lick.

		"Look, I don't even get wet. That proves I'm not excited about doing this," I said.

		I got onto my feet and started to unclasp my pants to show her, when Eliqua squawked in a voice so loud that it made me almost piss myself: "Damn! I don't want to see yo shit! That'd make me lesbian as you are. Get back down there, snowflake! Half the sistas come through my place go dry when they smoke. If they didn't, I'd be forest green, moving my ho's on 'em," she laughed.

		Eliqua's 'place' was a crack house, although I learned long ago never to call Crack, crack. That may be an acceptable term in popular culture, but to use it around here marked you as an outsider.

		Not that I needed any help. I'm a 20 year old white girl, that grew up in a white middle-class suburb, I stuck out like a sore thumb. I didn't even try to fit in. I got back on my knees and waited for her to finish smoking her cigarette. Eliqua sure was taking her sweet time. She seemed to revel in the power she had over me.

		At 5'10, and a big 180 pounds, there was of course the obvious size advantage she had over me. But add in that she was the head of a gang and had a notorious reputation as a dangerous bitch who may have been responsible for a spate of recent murders in my city... well, that would make anyone hesitant to be around her.

		Not that I knew any of this coming here three hours ago. I had brought with me a few $20 bills and planned to buy only a few rocks and then leave. I was no fiend. Walking up the stoop to the abandoned house, I felt my knees go weak with fear. What the fuck am I doing? I'm 5' 3" and just over 100 pounds. Biggest thing on me were my boobs.

		Before I knocked this skinny black teenage girl pops open the screen door and says, "What you want, white girl?"

		"I'm looking for some. I got money."

		"You a cop?"

		"No."

		She sized me up for a minute or two.

		"Okay, but you smoke here."

		That was not something I wanted to do. I planned on going back to the safety of my house to smoke, but she must have figured no cop smokes crack. What the hell, I thought, smoke a little here, earn my bona fides, and I won't need to, anymore in the future.

		So I followed her inside down a dark hallway. We passed a near pitch black room where someone had just struck a lighter. I could make out a wild looking slender black woman with a fat topless black whore sitting across from her stroking her thighs.

		"Yo. In there." My guide pointed to a small room.

		A closet, really, set up like an office. The gal behind the little desk looked up. She motions to me. I step inside, pull out two twenties and say "Forty-piece."

		"You gonna want more than that later?"

		"Most likely." She seemed to like my answer.

		Making the exchange, she called out to my guide and instructed her to set me up in the 'big room.' It was there I first saw Eliqua.

		There was no mistaking she was in charge, seated as she was at the far end of the room in an upholstered chair while 7 or 8 others sat facing her in the remaining metal chairs. She was telling them a story.

		As I walked in, she stopped, and all eyes fell on me for a moment longer than what is customary when someone first enters a room. To say I was terrified would be an understatement. Any one of these bull dyke looking mamas I'd feel threatened by if I encountered her alone on the street. But all together here in this house? My hands began to visibly shake.

		"Pidge! Get up and vacate your chair to our guest," Eliqua said to the chick sitting directly across from her.

		Pidge didn't look too pleased about this and shot me a look. I started to protest, saying I'd be leaving soon anyway after I took a hit, but Pidge said it would be she that was leaving. Two others joined her, glaring at me as they passed, one mouthing something about me being white.

		"Never mind them, they had no mammas. I'm Eliqua. What they call you?"

		I told her, and with that Eliqua welcomed me into in her big room where she continued to speak of her past exploits to her women. Her girls, really. Eliqua was easily in her 40s, they being in their late-teens or early-20s. But she was an alpha female not by age alone. It was the whole way she conducted herself. Sitting there with her legs spread wide apart, it looked like nothing or no one could move her.

		I also noticed that no one in the room dared object when some of the details in her stories became outlandish. And all the while she was weaving her stories, she'd shoot me these looks that made me feel exhilarated. I chalked it up to the crack I was smoking and thought little of it. But she did seem to like me despite there being almost nothing in common between us.

		I began to fantasize about being a gang banger. Her banger. But I had no illusions. I was only a paying customer and when my money ran out I would need to go.

		After about three hours it was only Eliqua and me left in the room. The whole house was now quiet and empty. I pulled out my last piece and said as much to Eliqua. She watched me melt it onto the ash in my gun, raise it to my lips, flame the end and suck.

		We both watched white turn orange, then red, then as my head jilted back as the hit took. Through the seemingly endless white smoke I exhaled into the room I saw Eliqua looking at me, intensely.

		I studied her dark face. She had a large brow and set back black eyes, a wide nose and full lips. Her hair was corn-rowed down to her shoulders. One cheek had a raised scar running across it to her ear, while teeth were brilliantly white. In a word, she looked and played the part of a tough street bitch through and through.

		I physically felt fear in my body being alone with her, something that ran deep in my loins, near the base of my spine. I don't know what I feared more, the predatory look she gave me, or the fact that that look fatally attracted me to her. She was an absolute beauty of raw femininity.

		The high began to wear off and I felt grounded enough to stand up. I wanted to leave before it was completely gone. She held me back and talked for another 20 minutes until it was, and I desperately wanted to get high again. Sensing this, Eliqua reached into the heavy glass ashtray on the arm of her chair and held up a fat boy between her thumb and index finger.

		"Here, this is yours."

		"But I don't have any money left."

		"You don't need any money. Come here, it's yours."

		And with that, she placed it on the end of her knee. Confused, I got up and went over to her. It was easily a $60 piece. She must really like me, I thought. I bent down to take it, but she grabbed my wrist and firmly pulled me down towards the floor so that I had little choice but to sit down in front of her.

		"I have something else for you as well," she said, pointing with both hands at her lap.

		She glared at me.

		I sat back in shock. I had never messed around with a gal before and the thought rarely if ever crossed my mind. And when it did, it was always in revulsion. But somehow it was a distinct possibility now. I was curious, I'll admit.

		More importantly, I was horny. It was the crack, I reasoned. Devilish drug. Always made me want to fuck everything in sight but gave me a numb pussy so I could do nothing about it. What Eliqua was proposing somehow seemed like a solution of sorts, although at the time this was hardly something I could admit to myself.

		I rose to my knees, picked up that piece from Eliqua's knee and placed it into my front shirt pocket. It was all about the crack, you see. I thought to myself. Although if you stopped me at that point to ask me why I wasn't smoking it, I'd be hard-pressed to give you an answer. In retrospect, I was getting high in another way.

		I wasn't sure just how to proceed. I placed both of my hands on Eliqua's knees. I couldn't believe I was about to service another woman! Suddenly I felt extremely vulnerable, half-expecting to be cracked across the skull with that glass ashtray for reaching for her cunt. But one look at Eliqua's face confirmed for me that if I backed out now, I might very well get that ashtray for the exact opposite reason.

		Still looking into her eyes, my hands trembling, I reached up to her waist and began to fumble with the top button of her jeans. She clucked her tongue and began to unzip and slide her jeans off herself.

		With the little light that made it through the closed blinds, I could see the damp spot on her white-cotton panties. This was the moment of truth. I decided that my virgin cunt-contact would not be made with my hands.

		I leaned forward and nuzzled my face in her crotch. Her cunt was semi-wet and curly pubic hair was showing on either side of her panty's crotch. The scent and warmth of it! My body stirred. It wasn't my cunt that was responding, though. It was something else, something deep inside me.

		"You white girls all the same. You just love the black pussy," she chuckled. "Go ahead, breathe that shit it."

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		And I did just that for the next few minutes. I must have been holding my breath at one point, because I exhaled suddenly, and it sounded like a moan of excitement and I grew embarrassed. But I couldn't stand it any longer and reached up and hooked my fingers under the top elastic and exposed her pussy, my face just inches away.

		She stood up and stepped out of her panties and jeans, then sat back down. Her fleshy cunt was dripping as her arousal began to stir, her clit peeking through the pubic hair as it slowly engorged with blood. I realized that Eliqua's underwear had been confining her aroma.

		Now unrestrained, it almost leapt against my face and into my nose as it intensified. I was in awe. She moved her hands down to her own cunt and parted her slick fleshy cunt-lips, her clit fully erect. Eliqua was a big woman!

		I thought of my own little shriveled clit right now tucked away in my panties. It was humbling. Shaming, really. I'm no woman, I thought. Not when I was in the presence of such robust femininity.

		I suddenly felt deeply fortunate to be on my knees before her.

		That's when she started in calling my names. Lez, rug muncher, etc. And that's when I started to protest. I was convinced that because I didn't get wet, that proved I didn't truly like cunt. To Eliqua it proved just the opposite.

		"Think about it. Does a guy get wet?" she asked. "No, he does not. That's because he has no pussy. And that's basically what you are right now. A little boy who can't get wet. So he has to turn to someone who can get wet. A woman. It's a simple equation: you dat boy, I'm dat woman," she said, pointing first at me, then at herself.

		"I'm no little boy."

		"Fine. You a girl. But a... you're a... girlie-girl," and with that she beamed. "Girlie-girl!"

		She knew she won the argument. More importantly, she knew that I knew she won the argument. She reached down to stroke my head like I was a pet. As I looked up meekly at her, she kept repeating "You a girlie-girl. You my girlie-girl. Good little girlie-girl."

		I didn't like that name, but I did like how it made me feel: completely owned by this large, older black woman. To add to my humiliation, she stroked my lips with her thumb and then hooked it into my mouth. I instinctively closed my mouth around it and sucked, looking submissively into her eyes.

		Her cunt was dripping, and her clit leapt up fully erect at that point. 'What about me', it seemed to say. I pulled her thumb from my mouth and grabbed the fleshy flaps of her cunt and pulled the slippery skin apart closer to her thighs. This made her suck in her belly and thrust forward.

		I took advantage of this and stuck the tip of my pinky into the crevice of her cunt and stretched my thumb towards the clit. I knew that the distance between my outstretched pinky and thumb was exactly 9 inches and could see that her cunt extended to just about the knuckle of my thumb. This gave her an 8 inch wonderpussy. Eight delicious inches of majestic dark cunt.

		I leaned forward and rolled my tongue around in that soft, sensitive area just under a cunt's bottom, the perineum, the spot that is closest to the crack of the ass. Eliqua shifted and spread her knees a bit to give me more access. She tossed her head back and gave me a "Gawd damn, girlie-girl!"

		I stopped, wanting her to look back down and watch as I moved my mouth to her cunt. Sliding my tongue up and down the juicy labia. Never taking my eyes off of her, I aimed my mouth towards her cunt, peeled back the hood protecting her stiff nubbin, and placed her center of arousal between my exposed teeth. I gave her a playful bite. She seemed to like that. So I sunk my teeth into her rubbery button a little more while lapping my tongue on that sensitive spot.

		"Shit, I tell you. There ain't nothing finer than a white girlie-girl licking on her first black pussy," she said, as I closed my eyes with utter abandon and shoved my tongue into her cunt as far as it would go.

		"Tell me you like that pussy. Tell me," Eliqua instructed.

		I started to withdraw my tongue from her, but she pulled me back down on it again.

		"No, tell me with your tongue inside me."

		Of course I couldn't, the depth of her cunt took every inch of my tongue so I couldn't talk clearly. But I tried and she gloried in my muffled voice.

		"Right there is where you white girlie-girls belong," she said, stroking my head again.

		I nuzzled my head against her hands and purred, nibbled on her fat cunt a little more, then withdrew my mouth and lightly kissed her belly. I still made sure to pump her cunt with one, then two of my fingers to keep her excited though, even when I reached up further and pressed my cheek against her soft tits.

		Her surprisingly small breasts deserved a kiss, I decided, so I planted a big wet one on each nipple and went on to kiss her dusky neck.

		"Ain't you a hungry little bitch?" Eliqua teased, surprising me with a quick kiss on my forehead. "Looking to play all lovey-dovey before its time. But you need to earn that, see? That don't come for free, you know. So get your ass back down there, and we'll see about all that later."

		She was reading me like a book, knowing what I wanted before I even knew. But she was right. I had to earn her affection. So I dropped back to my knees and grabbed her now very sweaty hips using both my hands to part her ass cheeks, and at the same time pull her closer to me.

		She lifted up slightly at my gesture. When I squeezed her cheeks, her body shivered a bit. What amazed me was how firm her ass cheeks were. It now literally took all my strength to pull the fleshy glutes apart.

		So I stopped and released my grip and the cheeks returned to their original position, and I sucked her cunt back into my mouth. I then snaked my fingers back into her hole with another push.

		This forced her to spread her thighs apart almost to their breaking limit. It was glorious. Her cunt juice cascading out of her cunt and into my mouth. Nature never created a more wonderful thing than a woman's cunt.

		For the next ten minutes I tried every technique of cunt-sucking that had ever been tried on me, carefully noting Eliqua's response each time I tried something new.

		Sometimes what I did fell flat. But other times I saw her respond and I increased and varied that technique. I was learning that being a good pussy eater was all about staying in tune with your woman. You were to put the woman first. But far from giving you nothing in return, this actually gives you more than you ever had before.

		You see, triggering a woman's desire triggers your own desire, which leads to your own pleasure. So I was in no way playing second fiddle when I put myself at Eliqua's disposal. Strange as it was, I was actually the true conductor of this little sexual orchestra.

		"You doin' real fine, girlie," Eliqua said, gazing down at me from lowered eyelids. I was grasping her ass cheeks with both hands again and rigorously rubbing her clit across the front of my closed lips.

		"Don't stop. Keep going," she muttered, sinking further back into her chair.

		"Harder...faster...." She sat up and gripped the arms of her chair, urging me on with a comical facial grimace. I licked faster and suddenly my lips become very slick as her cunt exploded in a spurt of hot girl goo.

		Eliqua grabs the back of my head, pulls me tighter to her cunt and directs the remaining spurts into my gaping mouth and onto my lips, chin and cheeks. It was humiliating. Demeaning. I wish she had more.

		I can't exactly say I liked the taste of pussy juice that first time. I'd tasted my own a few times, but I've since grown to love it, though. It's one of those acquired tastes. But I nevertheless made a big show of how great it was for Eliqua.

		When she removed her hands after her last spurt, I licked my lips and proceeded to lap the cum off her cunt, which I lovingly licked clean while she watch me from above. I felt like I was her.

		She pulled her panties and jeans back on and zipped up. I thought what an atypical female! She cums and wants to sleep or take off, when all I want to do is cuddle. She's about to throw me out now, I know, and I feel like crying.

		She stands up and extends her hand down to me. I give her my hand, real daintily. At least she's being nice about it. Treating me like a lady.

		"C'mon, we're leaving," she says.

		"Where we going?" I asked, rising to my feet.

		The top of my head is at her chin - she's well over half a foot taller than me. She pulls me in close, effortlessly, and reaches down to knead my ass.

		"Back to my crib. I'm gonna make sweet love to you, girlie-girl."

		I'm sooooo ecstatic that this is not the ending! But I was also terrified at what 'making loving' meant in the context of her grabbing my ass. She couldn't mean fucking me, could she? With some strap on between her legs?

		I had a lot of time to think about this. The drive from the crack house to her 'crib' took about 20 minutes. She was mostly silent the entire way. I noticed she was driving to a very nice area of the city and I was surprised when we drove up to a luxury apartment building.

		"You wait here for 5-10 minutes. I'll go in first and then buzz you up."

		I guessed she didn't want to be seen with a gal, which was okay because I wasn't exactly prepared to be seen with one as well.

		When she opened her door and invited me in, I was amazed at how spacious her apartment was. And it was decorated not at all like I thought it would be. Here a successful and respectable businesswoman lived. Not a dangerous criminal.

		"C'mon in, make yourself comfortable. I'll put some music on." Even her demeanor was changed. She put on some 1970s R&B and poured some wine. Expensive Chardonnay. She could play the gang banger, I thought, but she could also play the lady.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		I gulp my wine down quickly to calm my nerves and watched her move from room to room, carrying items into what must have been the bathroom. She comes out and tells me I'll find everything I need in there: shower, towels, razors, waxing kit, fresh clothes and make-up.

		"Get to it. I'll be in the other bathroom, taking a shower. If there is anything else you need, just come and find me," Eliqua says.

		I go in and look at all the stuff on the sink counter. There's even a douche- kit.

		"Eliqua, you think I'm going to need half this stuff?" I ask.

		"Just do your best. Use your feminine instincts. I know you have them. And relax. I'd never laugh at how you look. You're my little girlie-girl, remember?"

		I return her warm smile and turn back towards the bathroom.

		"Oh, and by the way, Eliqua's my street name. My given name is Elizabeth. Call me Liz."

		"Okay," I said.

		I shut the door and I'm beaming! I have no idea what's in store for me, but at least I no longer feel the least bit threatened. Eliqua, I mean, Liz is actually a nice gal and is really interested in me. But I look down at all this feminine stuff and feel overwhelmed. I may be a girl, a white girl, but my attention to my attire or my personal grooming had been lacking since I started smoking crack.

		I decide to deal with it later, after I take a shower.

		Turns out that was the right move. The shower made the waxing and shaving go much easier. I managed to remove all the hair from my ass crack, legs, between my eyebrows, and arms. I trimmed around my pussy. I shaved very closely. I douched three times. Front and back. I hadn't done this stuff since my senior year of high school.

		I showered again. I put scented lotion on my hairless smooth body. I painted my nails red. Even my toes. I applied make-up to my face the best I could: lipstick, mascara, eyeliner and rouge. I guessed its like riding a bike you don't forget.

		I even gathered up my hair on each side of my head into cute ponytails. The hair I couldn't get into the elastic bands I secured down with just about the cutest set of butterfly barrettes you've ever seen.

		I then turned to the clothes Liz selected for me. There was a baby-blue nightie. Or teddy. Something a woman might wear when she's treating someone to a special night in bed. The fabric was sheer, very thin, you could see right through it. It wasn't a single piece but had many pieces to it. All the ends had a white fuzzy trim and the bottom piece didn't extend much below my hips. There were little matching thong panties that fit me snug, but they unsuccessfully hid my camel toe.

		I looked in the mirror at my behind. The panties made my ass look really feminine. Just like it did when I was 18. Lastly, there were these little girly white socks with frills on the top. They made my legs looked to die for!

		Fully assembled, I stepped back and bounced playfully around, my ponytails bobbing up and down. I felt so feminine. But I also felt completely mystified. That lasted, however, only until I opened the bathroom door and saw Liz's reaction.

		She was sitting on the sofa reading the paper with bifocals. She was freshly showered and sported black yoga pants, and a white sports bra. She put down her glasses and paper and looked at me. I became self-conscious and looked at my feet. I was standing there pigeon-toed in those girly socks and clawing at the carpet with the toes of one foot.

		She's going to laugh, I know it. I wanted to cry. I looked up shyly and saw that she was smiling. No, she was beaming with pride! She extended her arms out to me and said in her dusky voice, "Come here my darling!"

		I practically ran to her, planting myself on her lap and began swinging my legs off her lap.

		"You like?" I giggled.

		"Do I like?"

		Running a hand along my smooth legs, she answers, "Sweetie, what is not to like? You turned out better than I had hoped. Stand in front of me and let me get a good look at you."

		I stood and raised my arms above my head and twisted my lower body, turned around and swiveled my ass towards the ground. She reached out and clasped my buttocks, slipping a finger or two under my panties.

		I playfully scampered away and turned to wag my finger.

		"Naughty, naughty girl!" I scolded, pursing my lips together.

		"No hair there either?"

		"Nope," I said proudly.

		I then pulled down my lower lip with my index finger and nodded my head from side to side.

		"Only...." I quickly collapse at her feet and look up. "Only I know what you're thinking and don't know if it's something I can do. I mean, I want you. Boy, how I want you," I clasped my hips, closed my eyes and opened my mouth and let out a moaned breath. I then grasped her knees and looked up at her, saying in all seriousness, "But I've never had a woman that way and well, I don't want to disappoint you."

		Liz took my hands into hers and looked into my eyes and said in just as serious a tone, "We will take it slow. I promise it won't hurt. Come here, sugar."

		She raised me up and gave me a soul kiss that made my knees weak with desire. I decided then and there I would give myself to her with complete abandon. She stood me up and drew me against her breasts and we slowly began to dance to the music that had been playing since I first got there.

		Liz's hands were on my waist and my hands were entwined around her neck. I felt protected and safe. I could feel her pelvic bone against my stomach and I began to dampen.

		She asked me what I'm thinking. I wasn't sure if I should tell her. She might not like it. But I lifted my head up to her ear and whispered, "Before Liz the lady makes love to me, I want Eliqua the gang banger to fuck me."

		She looked down at me, pondering my request for a minute or two.

		"Are you sure, honey?"

		"As long as you promise not to hurt me, yes, I'm sure."

		"Well then, get your girlie-ass down there. Damn, bitch!" Eliqua suddenly commanded, pointing for me to sit at her feet. I do at once. "Don't move, I'll be right back."

		I immediately thought I had made a mistake. But I knew that what stirred me initially was being with Eliqua and I very much wanted my first anal fuck to be with her. She came back into the room with what looked like a rolled up yoga mat, only it was wider. She unrolled it and told me to get on all fours and think about how I was going to get my white girlie-ass fucked by a big black tool.

		She left me alone again. I had no idea where she went. I turned around on all fours so that my upturned ass would be the first thing she saw when she walked back in. That's when I first noticed the full length mirror hanging near the front of the apartment.

		In the mirror I saw a pig-tailed little girlie-girl all dolled up wearing a baby blue nightie. She was on all fours with her ass arched into the air. I could see she was pondering a dilemma: what pleased a woman more, a girl with her knees close together so it brought out the fullness of her ass, or knees wide apart so it served as an invitation to her advance?

		She didn't have to wait long to find out, for in the corner of the mirror a large black woman approached her. She's dressed thuggish: jeans hanging down off her hips, a dark blue hoodie pulled up over her head, gold chains on her wrists and tan construction boots.

		In her hand was a black leather belt, and an 8" strap on dildo. The girlie-girl's muscles tensed.

		"Yo, I hear you lookin' for black pussy! That what you want, bitch?" the banger said threateningly to the girlie-girl. She bent over her and hooked the front of the dildo under her panties and peeled them halfway down to her knees.

		The girlie-girl recoiled from the coldness of the gun.

		"What do we have here?" she asked, putting the gun on the table and dropping to one knee. She ran a finger along the crack of her ass. It was moist to the touch, but not enough to her liking. She reached into her front jeans pocket and pulled out a small tube of KY. She put a large glob on the tip of her index finger and inserted it somewhat roughly into the girlie-girl's anus.

		She let out a whimper and arched her back. The banger takes this as encouragement and inserted her middle finger as well. She thought to herself how loose and ready this bitch is for her touch. She leaned forward and took a playful, yet serious bite into the girlie-girl's right buttock and began to wiggle her fingers inside her.

		As she massaged her rectum, she noticed she began to loosen up. So much so that she was able to slip not only the index finger of her other hand into her, but the middle finger as well. With four fingers now inside her, and the four remaining fingers intertwined together, she slowly finger-fucked the girlie-girl with both her arms.

		She moaned and clawed at the mat, from pain or pleasure she didn't know. Or care. After a while she could withdraw both hands and leave my anus agape. I was ready. The banger stood up and undressed. She was an astonishingly large woman compared to me, the slight girlie-girl at her feet.

		At once she's naked except for her bra, which she left on since she never fucked without her bra. She stepped into the strap on and kneeled again and placed her large plastic cock, which is too large to stand straight out from her stomach, on top of my ass.

		Putting on a little lube on the dildo, the banger arched back to see if I was still agape. I was and the banger thrust forward, slowly and steadily, into my waiting hole. It was not as wide as my cunt, but it easily expanded to take the large 'cock'.

		Then my sphincter quickly clamped down around the rod, neck neck snapping upward. I cried out in pain and the banger slapped my ass sharply, then reached around and placed her fingers inside my mouth to muffle my cry. The girlie girl was in a panic. I thought to myself.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		"Take it like a girlie-girl," said the banger, as she began to slowly work her tool in and out of me. I began to relax and actually began moving my hips to and fro.

		"There, you see. White girlie-ass always accommodates big black dildo. That's the way it was meant to be. It's nature's plan."

		Try as she might, however, Liz could not insert herself completely into me. As she withdrew herself so she could turn me on my back, I took one last look at the pony-tailed girlie-girl in the mirror. She looked ready for whatever was to come.

		Now on my back, Eliqua arranged a pillow underneath my hips and reinserted The dildo. I tried to wrap my legs around her, but she caught them by the front of the shins and pushed them down so that my knees were flat against my breasts.

		In this position she was able to fully penetrate me right up to her pussy. I didn't know how long I could take her full weight on top of me. But for the moment I was lost in a new sensation.

		The tip of her long dong was banging up against what I imagined was a nerve in my lower back. This sent exquisite sexual stimulation up my spine and down the backs of my legs. There was also the fact that her 'cock' was so wide that it couldn't help but rub against my insides with every thrust.

		"Liz, I have to pee." I said, suddenly feeling a powerful urge to urinate.

		"Are you sure?"

		"Yes. I have to pee bad."

		"Did you have this feeling a minute ago?"

		"No. It just happened. I don't want to make a mess. Please. Let me up."

		"I don't think you do, dear."

		"Liz, I swear. If I push down, I know I'll piss all over the place."

		"Push down then. I don't care about the mess. Eliqua might. I won't."

		"What? Are you crazy? Just let me go pee, you big amazon. Get off me. I'll be right back."

		"Push down, bitch!" Eliqua suddenly blurted out, grinding her cunt down wet against me. She looked to have found a spot that increased the pressure I felt tenfold. I tried to wiggle away, but she was way too heavy. Like it or not, I was going to have to pee right there.

		"Please, no!" I pleaded.

		It would be terribly humiliating. I started to tear up and knew that that would ruin my mascara. But Eliqua only pushed down harder. I felt my bladder was going to burst. I needed relief. So I really had no choice but to push down as well.

		"Push! Push harder!" Eliqua cried, almost like an animal.

		I wasn't sure if she was urging me on or herself. As I gripped her forearms and pushed down with all my strength I felt my pee hole suddenly give. Fully expecting a stream of urine to flow out onto both of us, I looked down at the same time as Eliqua.

		What we saw stunned us, or stunned me, at least. It wasn't urine that emanated from my little urethra, only this marble-size glob of very thick girl goo. There was not a trace of that clear fluid that usually accompanies female orgasm. There was only this chunky white glob, which now rested on my stomach just below my belly button.

		"Push again, wet!" cried Eliqua.

		I did. And again my urethra burped up another glob. And another push dislodged another glob. Then another, and another. Five pushes and five cum spurts in total.

		None of these ejaculations were pleasurable in any remote sexual sense. I had never ejaculated ever before but had heard of girls doing it.

		It was actually a letdown if, in fact, this was the type of orgasm I was to have as a girlie-girl. Oh well, I thought, at least I no longer have to pee. I looked up inquisitively at my black amazon.

		"It happens sometimes with new girlie-girls. Their lovers have to clear their pipes. Fuck the man out of them, so to speak," answered Liz.

		"So I was right to have Eliqua fuck me first?" I asked.

		"I think you were, baby-doll," answered Liz. "I think you were. Now we can make love."

		"You mean there's more to come?"

		"Oh girlie, you have no idea what's in store for you," Liz whispered in my ear, promising me full feminine release. "Would you like me to start?"

		Liz's face lit up with glee and she didn't even wait for my approval before starting. Without hesitating, she bent forward and buried her tongue into Liz's tight asshole, licking it with great enthusiasm and technique for a first timer.

		"Ohhh, God," I moaned, surprised. I clasped her hands tightly around the end of the yoga mat in front of me as Liz's tongue probed my ass.

		Liz relished the feel of my tight bumhole, moistening it with her saliva and slowly trying to crack it open. Her spit slowly streamed down from my asshole, past my perineum and onto my pussy.

		"Mmmm," slurped Liz. "Tastes kind of salty!"

		She briefly moved down to my pussy, burying her tongue in between my wet, inviting labia. Liz's tongue-tip massaged the entry to her friend's vagina, savoring the sweet nectar that was continuously oozing out of it. She finally redirected her attention back to Ginger's ass.

		This feels so incredible, I thought, thoroughly surprised at my own arousal. I actually kinda like it!

		Liz buried her face in between my butt cheeks. My puckered asshole was starting to open up to Liz's tongue. She started to simultaneously massage my exposed clit with her finger.

		"Ahhh, don't stop," I groaned, feeling the onset of my second orgasm. "It feels so good..."

		"I'm glad you like it, sweetie," murmured Liz. My asshole started twitching slightly as Liz swirled her tongue around it. Finally, it opened up just enough for Liz to insert the tip of her tongue past my sphincter, and into my rectum. She was able to get her tongue in halfway deep, before my butthole contracted around it.

		I moaned even louder as I felt the saliva from Liz's tongue dribble into my sensitive rectum. Liz spread my butt cheeks apart wider with her hands, causing my quivering butthole to expand a little more. This allowed Liz to dig her tongue in even deeper. She began tongue-fucking my anus, thrusting her tongue in and out rapidly.

		Finally, I couldn't take it any longer. I squeezed my pelvic muscles tightly, my asshole momentarily inhaling Liz's tongue almost fully inside. My rectum started to convulse and push Liz's tongue back out. The ensuing orgasm sent waves of pleasure throughout my body, and I braced as a gush of milky secretions streamed out from my pussy.

		"Oh, my, GOD!" I screamed. The stimulation of the sensitive nerve endings in my anus delivered waves of arousal that resulted in an intense orgasm unlike anything i had ever experienced before.

		Liz lifted her face off of my ass. She caressed my back while observing my dark, throbbing butthole. I suddenly farted a couple times, expelling a small dribble of Liz's saliva from my rectum. We both giggled when we heard it.

		I immediately turned around and locked lips with Liz. We kissed even more intensely this time, and it was very clear that I was now totally into it

		***

		Two hours later Liz had delivered on that promise several times.

		Looking back I'm not sure where my true desire lies, with the banger or with the lady. But I do know that that night put me on a sexual path that I have no intention of ever leaving.

		END
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