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		Chapter One

		

	
		It was snowing thickly. With shoulders hunched, Jessie thrust her hands into her coat pockets for warmth on her way home from work. Between the train station and her apartment on the other side of tracks was this rundown neighborhood.

		Jessie could have taken a taxi or chosen a different route, but she liked coming this way because it took her past a dive called the Paradise Club. Through a large window lit by a flashing neon palm tree, she could see the figures inside. Mostly young Latinas, sitting at the long bar and dancing. Spanish music blared from the jukebox.

		It always astonished Jessie to see Latinas in tank tops in the dead of winter. She thrilled over the sight of their cinnamon shoulders and knew these hot-blooded vixens could not wait for the first warm day of spring to strip to their underwear.

		Jessie's first lover was a Chicano named Jade. They dated while Jade was stationed at Fort Rucker and lived together for three years after she became a civilian. Jessie was deeply in love, but their relationship fell apart when she caught Jade cheating with another woman.

		Had Jade slept with another woman, Jessie could have competed and won her back. Jessie would have done whatever she could, whatever Jade wanted, no matter what it took. But with a man for a rival, she felt helpless. She could not compete against a male.

		It took time for the heartbreak to heal. Jessie never had sex with an Hispanic woman again, but with maturity she accepted the inevitability of females poaching on her territory.

		Jessie was a bottom in the bedroom, and the kind of lesbian stud she preferred always seemed to have one foot in the heterosexual world. Jessie's current lover was an Afro-Caribbean named Lena who was upfront about her unquenchable bisexuality from jump street.

		"I will never cheat on you with another girl," she promised. "Word is bond. You're my baby-girl, and you know that's not gonna change. But I can't go the rest of my life never fucking a man again. That's not realistic. If you wanna keep seeing me, those are my terms. Can you handle that?"

		"I guess so," said Jessie. "You need to be certain. What's it gonna be? I don't wanna lose you, but I can't change who I am."

		"I love you as you are," Jessie declared, pulling herself together. If only Jade had been this honest with her. "I can handle it."

		"There's one more thing," said Lena. "If you ever want to sleep with a male, that's cool with me, even though we both know that's never gonna happen. I just wanna be fair. What's good for the gander is good for the goose."

		"I won't cheat on you with anyone," vowed Jessie in earnest. It was not lost on her that Lena was the gander, and she was the goose.

		"Baby-girl, you better not." Lena embraced her girlfriend, reaching down to grip the white woman's buttocks as they kissed. "Nobody gets this booty but me," she said, affectionately.

		The two paramours rented an apartment and lived in reasonable harmony. Every morning they made love without fail. Lena would begin nibbling on Jessie's ear, whispering how much she needed that sweet white pussy, and for the rest of the day Jessie would feel her lover's tongue inside her.

		There were lovers' spats now and then, but these often incurred as an excuse for passionate makeup sex. Lena was insatiably horny and her needy cunt did not take "no" for an answer. Her stamina belonged in the "Guinness Book of World Records."

		Jessie did not mind that Lena sometimes called to say she would be running late or when she disappeared on the weekend, even if it did mean Lena was sucking some cock on the side. At least the random guy in Lena' life gave Jessie's body a chance to recuperate. There was that .

		The sound of Salsa and rapid voices from the Paradise Club tugged at Jessie. Despite the chill, she slowed down to listen and think. Jessie wished she had the nerve to go inside. Not to prowl for trade. She would never do that to Lena. It would just be to admire the attractive Latinas up close, overhear them chattering in Spanish and imbibe the aroma of aroused women in the air.

		This conjured memories of Jade. Beautiful, sexy Jade. Jessie remembered Jade crying out in Spanish during sex. How that woman could fuck! Jessie pictured Jade's unshaved, dark brown pussy. Absently, she licked her lips.

		What if Jade were to come back into her life? What if Jessie were forced to choose between Jade and Lena? Wouldn't it be exciting if Jade and Lena got into a catfight? Jade was lithe and quick, more of a wrestler than a boxer. Lena played soccer in college. Jessie easily imagined Lena slide tackling Jade.

		Jessie often treated herself to fantasies of romantic intrigue, courtship, and betrayal. These flights were inspired by the soap operas and Harlequin novels she relished. In some ways Jessie had the emotional temperament of a sixteen-year-old girl, forever longing for some irresistible slut to carry her off.

		Jessie scratched her head, and for a moment had a passing wish that she and Jade were still together, but where would that leave Lena? She could not imagine not waking up to Lena every morning, even if now and then the former goalie came home late smelling of cock and sweat

		"Jade had her chance," decided Jessie with a pang of remorse. "I belong to Lena."

		It happened that on this snowy Friday night Jessie did not expect to see Lena at home until late. "I have to help out a friend this evening," said Lena, while Jessie was making breakfast. "Don't wait up. I'm not sure how long I'll be."

		“Okay, cool," said Jessie, appreciating her girlfriend's tactfulness.

		Hurrying on, putting the tempting Paradise Club behind her, Jessie speculated on where Lena might go looking for a friend to help out. The most likely place was the Wesley’s Booby Trap Lounge, a rowdy strip joint not a block from the Pink Pub, one of Jessie's old watering holes.

		Jessie was not sure when she last set foot in the local fleshpots. She did not care for the company of other lesbians. Too many dykes, she felt, scared off the real women. But there would not be many out on a wild and wooly night like this, and it was early.

		It might be nice having a cocktail at the old Pub, she told herself. Better than waiting at home for Lena to come waltzing in at God-knows-when. If Lena was cruising and carousing at the Wesley’s Booby Trap Lounge, slipping dollar bills into G-strings, or whatever it was randy dykes like Lena did in there, Jessie decided there was nothing wrong with stopping into the Pub for a drink.

		"What's good for the gander is good for the goose."

		The two establishments were only a few blocks away. Jessie pressed on through the falling snow. She felt a rush of exhilaration being out on her own, off her leash. Like the old days when she explored the lonely streets, letting strange women lure her into alley ways, hopping from corner bar to corner bar. Around every corner was a new adventure.

		There was the little bodega known for the best Italian hoagies in town. There, the thrift shop where she found the rare Oscar Ghiglia print now hanging in her bedroom. There, the corner newsstand which included lesbian periodicals in the adult racks which Jessie was too self-conscious to purchase.

		Jessie didn't like coming out to strangers. She couldn't bear the humiliation of being looked upon with pity or disgust. Even worse was their stifled laughter. They did not see her as a woman who loves women. She was a perversity to them, a freak of nature.

		She knew all too well what strangers think of women who eat pussy. That was the horror with which she saw herself when the lust for cunt first stirred in her as a girl. Every night before bed, Jessie would pray fervidly to God to be normal to desire guys like the other girls, to be spared these sinful, tormenting thoughts.

		Yet, every night, the youth would dream of her female classmates naked, frolicking in the locker room or skinny-dipping at the lake; and every morning when she woke, her panties were sticky and wet with her juices. God not only never answered Jessie's prayers, but She also made the girl's craving for women more intense as she got older.

		Eventually, Jessie stopped praying, stopped believing, and she accepted what she was powerless to change. Jessie turned a corner. With the Lavender Pub less than half a block away, the lesbian woman saw something that defied belief. It wasn't possible. It couldn't be! It had to be a trick of light, a mirage in the snowy gloom, a phantasm of her overactive imagination.

		Emerging from the lez bar was a tall, big breasted woman who looked like Lena and beside her was a young white woman with longish blond hair who could have been Jessie's twin. Were they laughing?

		Hiding behind a parked van, Jessie peered through the falling snow. "It is Lena," she gasped, as if someone punched her in the stomach.

		Stunned, she watched them walk to Lena's cherry-red Mazda and drive off. Jessie stood transfixed, annihilated. How could this be happening? What a fool she was to give her heart to Lena. She was a fool to trust any woman.

		"God! Fuck my life!" she cursed, trudging home in a daze, no longer feeling the cold.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Back at the apartment, Jessie drowned her sorrows in vodka, blasted music, and chain-smoked, but found no cessation of anguish with Lena's things looking back at her in every room, taunting her.

		It was too much to bear. She should have known better. Lena was too good to be true. Jessie had to get out, run away, go somewhere, anywhere to forget. She thought that she could run from the pain, that it would not follow her wherever she went.

		"I know," she exclaimed, finishing the last of the hundred-proof. "The Paradise Club! Why the hell not?"

		With that ill-advised, inebriated decision, Jessie grabbed her heavy coat and retraced her steps to the dive with the flashing neon palm tree in the window. A juke box was blaring "Mambo No. 5 "

		With her vodka courage, Jessie walked into the crowded joint and ordered a Corona which everyone seemed to be drinking. It was hot as hell inside the bar, too toasty for the winter coat, but Jessie did not know what to do about it. Most of the women were in short sleeves or tank tops. One nomadic chick was topless .

		The air was heavy and sweet with smoke. Latinas of all ages perched on stools; others danced around the pool tables in the back. Now and then, Jessie caught a word of English, but mostly Spanish was spoken. The language of passion, the silver tongue of the Latin lover.

		Despite three years of high school Spanish and two Spanish-speaking girlfriends, Jessie could barely understand more than the occasional word. She could conjugate some verbs if she put her mind to it, count to thirty, and clumsily recite a few idiomatic expressions, but that was the extent of her ability.

		Deep down inside, Jessie felt she should not have to learn another language. Yet she loved hearing it spoken. She could get lost in not knowing what was being said. It was exotic and magical and volatile.

		Being in the midst of so many brown-skinned, black-haired women with flashing eyes, speaking a rapid, mysterious tongue, gave the lesbian white woman in the winter coat a nerve-tingling thrill. These mujer made her feel like the opposite sex.

		"Sup, blanquita?" inquired a bitchy voice with an accent that crackled like electricity in Jessie's ear.

		Jessie turned round to face the big chested Latina. The young woman was barely out of her teens, and her smoldering torso was inked with intricate designs. A Sacred Heart adorned one breast, while fiery swords, thorny cruciform, and grinning skulls illustrated her shoulders, arms, and back.

		"I've never seen you here before," said the friendly stranger, flashing a smile.

		"Um, it was cold outside," stammered Jessie, trying not to stare.

		"I know, right," laughed the Latina, putting out her hand. "You came to the right place, blanquita! I'm Marisol." She shook Jessie's soft hand with a warm grip.

		Jessie gave her name, clumsily adding, "Me encanta conocerlo," as an afterthought.

		"Do you even know what that means?" Marisol arched a brow.

		"Um, pleased to meet you?"

		"Something like that," chuckled Marisol. She had a disarming laugh. "It's a little formal. You said you're enchanted to make my acquaintance. I might say that to a female if I'm trying to make an impression, you feel me? Entiende? Next time, just say, "Mucho gusto.'"

		"Thanks, I will," said Jessie. "Mucho gusto!"

		"That's better, blanquita. You don't mind me calling you that, do you?"

		"I don't mind."

		Marisol bought them both a shot of Bacardi, and Jessie returned the favor, along with a round of "cervezas." They chatted awhile about the weather and the song on the jukebox, until it was painfully obvious to Jessie they had nothing in common. That did not stop Marisol rambling on about girls, sports, cars, and slot machines.

		By now, Jessie was so drunk that all she could was nod and smile with an insipid look on her face, while taking in the sound of Marisol's energetic voice, admiring the firm contours of her voluptuous figure, intrigued by the religious iconography.

		"I gotta take a pee," said Marisol. "You gonna be here when I get back?"

		"Sure," said Jessie.

		"Don't go nowhere, okay? I'll be right back, blanquita! Wait for me!"

		Was Marisol really coming back? "Maybe I should go," Jessie told herself; but it was the alcohol which insisted: "One more look at that gorgeous body. Then, you can leave. One more look, that's all."

		Jessie could not help wondering about Marisol's cunt. The chick's trousers were too loose-fitting to afford a clue to what she was like from the waist down. But Jessie was certain it was just as impressive as the top. She had an instinct for sizing up women's hidden assets.

		Half an hour passed before Marisol returned, wearing a red tee-shirt under a light jacket. She was accompanied by two young women who looked barely old enough to be served. They were introduced as Raquel and Angela.

		Raquel was tall and thin with a dark, hard face. She wore a coat over her tank top and saggy jeans. Angela was small, compact, light-skinned, with an unruly long black mane, and a baby-face behind gold-plated Versace glasses.

		"We're gonna head over to the set," said Marisol. "You wanna come back with us?"

		"C'mon," urged Raquel, smiling with white teeth. "It's not far." Her accent was very thick.

		Angela chimed in: "The fiesta is just getting started."

		Was it Jessie's salacious imagination or were Raquel and Angela flirting with her? Marisol tugged Jessie toward her to whisper into the gay woman's ear: "You wanna eat some juicy Puerto Rican pussy, blanquita? My shit is wet right now thinking about your pretty tongue. My girls are down. What do you say? You coming?"

		"I guess so," said Jessie.

		Heartbreak fueled by beer and rum, ignited by her lust for cunt, left the lesbian helpless to resist temptation. She didn’t like group sex, and always felt used when she end up in that situation. The last thing she wanted was to pull train on these three Latinas. Maybe Marisol but not the other two. She have to handle the other two.

		A strange character held the door for Jessie and the three amigas as they exited the Paradise Club together. She was a tall black woman, but her face had an almost ivory hue which the neon glare of the flashing palm tree licked like a lambent flame. She smiled knowingly.

		Barely feeling the winter chill, Jessie trotted along behind Marisol, Raquel, and Angela through the falling snow. Their winding trek turned a corner to an alley which led to another street and yet another, until Jessie lost all sense of location. She did not realize they were taking her farther and farther into the labyrinthine intestines of the barrio.

		Eventually, they came to a rundown row-house with shuttered windows. "This is it," said Marisol.

		"Told you it wasn't far," said Raquel.

		"Let's do it," said Angela.

		Jessie's temples pounded excitedly as she followed inside. Her nostrils were met at once by the sweet stench of marijuana. A gloomy hallway opened on a spacious room where flickering candles stirred the shadows. Half a dozen brown-skinned women lounged languidly on ratty sofas and cushions.

		Some were smoking blunts and drinking from forties. Some appeared to be sleeping, sprawled out like great cats upon the floor. Marisol spoke briefly in Spanish to a heavy-set woman, before signaling to Jessie and the others to follow her up a dark flight of stairs.

		In a bedroom on the second floor, Marisol lit some candles. There was a queen-sized mattress on the floor, a bureau absent drawers, and several black milk crates which apparently served as chairs and tables. The wallpaper was peeling.

		"Get comfortable," said Marisol. "You can take that coat off. It's not bad up in here."

		Jessie sat down, Marisol started her stereo - of course with very sensual music and more calming and more sexual subliminal messages. What Jessie also didn't know was that Marisol had a very special medicine. A drug that would make her a bit more awake but also suggestible and very touch sensible and stimulating her sexual drive extremely.

		"Here, drink", Marisol said and gave the glass to Jessie. "It may not taste so well but it helps very fast normally."

		Jessie drank it down as quickly as possible so as to not taste it too long. Marisol sat next to Jessie. She place a hand on her thigh and said: "now lean back and relax, until it takes effect." As the medicine took effect, it seemed that Jessie’s clothes came off by magic.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		Marisol asked Jessie about beautiful things, about what she found sexy and so on. She mentioned, how beautiful women are.

		"You are an extremely beautiful woman, Jessie."

		"Thanks .. ahm .. you also."

		"For you, I could even forget I'm a woman."

		Jessie: laughing, "Well, I'm absolutely not into group sex, so.."

		"How do you know?" She was stroking her arm a bit."

		Jessie pulled her arm away a little, "I know because I know."

		"I think you would be interested once you know how it feels."

		"I am not interested; I never had enjoyed it that way. And to be honest, the thought of more than one woman that way repulses me."

		"Well, to be honest, I thought that way too, but after trying it once, I recognized how wrong I was, I am sure, you would like the feeling if I kissed you."

		"She's ready," grunted Raquel, standing up to pull off her trousers. Exposing her dark haired cunt, bushy, and inviting. "Get it wet, blanquita!" At Raquel’s actions, Angela and Marisol were soon stripped to their panties.

		Instinctively, Jessie's jaw dropped and Raquel parted her lower lips with her fingers, already salivating with anticipation. Jessie was surprised and looked the other way, then stared at Raquel, trying to find out whether she was serious.

		That was the moment, Raquel decided to take the chance, she grabbed Jessie’s head and kissed her softly but passionate. Jessie was still feeling powerless in her body. She immediately tried to pull away in shock but Raquel had a good grip on her head, so she could not prevent the kiss.

		The chemicals which made her touch sensible, she drank with her mouth, so the kiss was electric on her. She struggled free after some seconds.

		"Now, did it feel bad or really good?" Raquel asked.

		"I don't like to be kissed by a woman in a setting like this!" Jessie was starting to get a bad feeling about this whole situation.

		She was sure about that, but on the other hand, she never had such a wave going through her by a kiss. This was strange. Raquel knew, Jessie would not be that easy. She was one of the women who would never engage in a threesome by herself. The aphrodisiac and her seduction technique would work, but she will have to force her at the start.

		Raquel grabbed her head again and placed another kiss on her, this time pressing her tongue into Jessie’s mouth, which she did not shut quick enough after the shock before. Electric waves of shock and the tongue touch drove through her body. She struggled but under the influence of the drugs, Raquel was stronger. Raquel let loose after about 30 seconds kissing her.

		Jessie breathed in deeply, then tried to jump off the mattress. But Raquel drew her back "I'm not into this!" Jessie shouted.

		Now Marisol trying to help Raquel, grabbed Jessie’s waist and pulled in for a kiss. Jessie turned her head away but she could not push her body away. Marisol pulled her in tightly and kissed Jessie’s ear. She made sure, that her boobs would press against Jessie’s intensively, she caressed over Jessie’s back and with one hand her ass.

		"Let me go! I'm not doing this. Stop that!" Jessie shouted.

		She struggled fiercely to get free. Raquel again grabbed Jessie’s head and kissed her to stop her screaming. Of course she needed her hands for that, so Marisol pulled Jessie onto her back and placed herself on the girl’s legs to hold her still. Jessie was shocked and she really was repulsed by the touch of this woman.

		But at the same time the drugs in her body let it react to the touches and kisses of Raquel so intensively, it confused Jessie. She thought to herself, she maybe felt that, because of the aggression she felt. She struggled and got out of the grip of Raquel while slipping from the mattress to the carpet. But Raquel followed her, straddled her chest, and grabbed her wrists.

		"Jessie, you are so beautiful and I really want you. And I know that my touches make you hot." Then Raquel started to slide her crotch closer to Jessie’s face.

		"Oh, no, let me go! I am not hot!" Jessie sneered.

		"I can see it in your eyes, how horny you are for me. Stop denying it."

		"Fuck off, I want out of here. I’m not into orgies."

		"If you prove you are not horny then I will let you go."

		She pushed her dripping sex over Jessie’s face, lowered her upper body and started to ride Jessie. She didn't expect this, Raquel’s sex pressed against her mouth and nose. She could see Raquel’s breasts bouncing as she rode the struggling girl.

		"See, you're gasping you want my touch. Just admit that I'm making you hot."

		"No! Please! I don't want this!"

		One more time, she tried to struggle free. But it was no use. Every move just pushed Raquel’s pussy into her face. More electric waves ran through her body. She did not want it but her nipples got hard and her pussy had gotten wet. No! This can't be! I never had this kind of thought in my life! I have to fight this! I am not a pervert! she thought.

		Angela tried to lick at Jessie’s sex and Marisol moved so she had access to her cunt, but Jessie’s lower body was a flurry of churning legs always turned away, so Angela kissed and licked her thighs and stomach. All this intimate contact was too much for Jessie. She started crying, "No, please, no, stop this!"

		Jessie fought to keep up her self - respect. She could never do this! Oh god what was she feeling?

		"See how hard your nipples are. You have sexual feelings, don't deny it."

		"Not if you’re raping me!"

		"If you didn't have sexual feelings, I couldn’t make you so horny. Give in."

		"No!" Jessie gasped.

		"Give in and give me the best orgasm of my life, I promise I’ll let you up. You know that it's true."

		"No, I am not doing this. Please." Jessie said weakly.

		Raquel took her right hand and grabbed Jessie’s hair. Jessie again gasped, she tried to push the hand away with her now free hand but Raquel had a better position and Jessie felt so weak by the drugs and the erotic waves in her body. And her body betrayed her. She was so horny right now. And damn, Angela had found her unprotected vagina. Ohhh God.

		"When you came with us, you subconsciously wanted us to seduce you. You were attracted to all of us from the beginning. A part of you knew you wanted sex with the three of us when you left the club." Marisol reminded Jessie

		"No! You tricked me! I have never had any desire for a gang bang in my life!" Jessie screamed.

		"Your nipples are so hard. You are breathing heavily. You want to come by my touch, don't deny it." Angela purred

		She now forced her hand between Jessie’s legs and forcefully rubbed her pussy.

		Jessie screamed out "Aah, please stop!"

		But it was no use. Raquel knew they had won. Jessie was just still in denial. Her body longed for an orgasm now but she could not allow it. Raquel quickly released Jessie’s hair and opened her thighs a bit more.

		Down near her pussy Jessie realized too late what was happening. She tried to pull Angela’s hands away. But Raquel managed to push her ass completely over Jessie’s nose and mouth and started to smother her.

		Jessie shivered from lack of oxygen. A touch to her clit now created such an intense shockwave to her body that she arched her back in a rapid move and screamed out "Aaah!" Angela had Jessie’s clit trapped between her lips and was sucking on it like a lamprey.

		She did not manage to get back her senses. That's when Angela used her left hand to pull Jessie’s lips apart and French kissed her cunt deeply. The kiss, had the most pre-orgasmic feelings she ever experienced when someone was loving her, so she could not prevent the feeling of connection to that woman inside her.

		Anyway she did not have the power to deny the kiss again, she let it happen. Raquel pulled her cunt lips apart and put two fingers into her sex and pulled them out coated in her pussy juices.

		Pushing the digits to Jessie’s lips, the girl turn her head, so Raquel pinched her nose closed and forced the struggling girl to open her mouth. Now she pushed the fingers into Jessie’s mouth. The trapped girl licked them clean and moaned as she did so.

		Raquel could not stand it any longer. She needed to orgasm.

		"So you need to give me an orgasm. Admit it. You need me to come."

		"Aah" Jessie moaned as Raquel pushed her soaked sex against her face, and sensuously slid back and forth over the struggling girl’s face. Harder and faster while Angela was kissing and lapping at Jessie’s oozing cunt, to the point where she could not keep up her resistance, Jessie came badly.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		At the same time Raquel’s pussy expelled a tsunami of an orgasm, her body arched by an orgasmic shock, she screamed "Aaah, ohh noooooo! Aaaah! Oh gooooood!".

		Jessie was oblivious to Raquel’s body quake because she was in that state, where she had no will power to do anything. Angela was relentless on her sex so it did not take long, however, before Angela focused on pleasuring the sensitive, clitoris, with her tongue and that band of elastic tissue between her cunt and her anus. This treatment made Jessie squeal, "Ahhh, yess, yessss, yesssss..."

		Without warning, the impossibly stubborn cunt erupted like a geyser. Globs of clear-hot girl goo spattered Angela's panting face and clung to the dark brown bangs sweeping her forehead.

		The Latinas were far from through with Jessie though. Raquel spread Jessie’s legs. She tried to pull back but Raquel was expecting this, and grabbed her and pulled her in position, immediately pushing her tongue into Jessie’s pussy.

		"Oh no, not that!" Jessie screamed and she tried to push Raquel head away.

		But Raquel was determined to give Jessie her second orgasm right away. She licked and tongued Jessie’s pussy, so that she had no chance to come down from her orgasm level. Soon Jessie was in ecstasy, she had no power or will to stop Raquel. Her next orgasm was rising and there was nothing, she could do to prevent it.

		"You need to come badly Jessie, don't you?"

		While Jessie lie there gasping Raquel said, "Say: I'm horny, please make me come."

		"No .I am not!" But Jessie’s lies were very ineffective by now.

		"For not wanting this, you are having a pretty intense orgasm from me."

		"Oh!" Is all Jessie could say.

		Raquel stopped licking Jessie and pushed a finger inside her, just holding it there. "You need to come. Just say: make me come with your tongue and I will do it."

		"No, I can't!"

		Raquel started moving her finger slowly, "Just say what you want an I will do it."

		Jessie replied weakly, "Make me come."

		"That's right. That's what you want. You're a good little slut."

		She now licked Jessie’s pussy so intently while fingering her, it only took a few seconds until she came again.

		"See, you begged me to give you another orgasm with my tongue. See how you want it."

		The thin woman gave one final thrust with her tongue and pulled out with a grunt of satisfaction. Drool and girl goo foamed on the pussy sucker's lips and dripped onto Jessie’s soggy sex..

		***

		"Get you some," offered Raquel, stepping away.

		"Come over here and get busy, marimacho," said Angela, laying back on the mattress to wriggle out of her panties.

		From an overgrown patch of glossy black curls and sleek, bulging cunt lips, the tawny cunt gaped open, her labia major were disproportionately thick and long for such a small-framed body.

		Jessie stretched her mouth around the cunt lips until the muscles in her face ached, but the size of her pussy was more than her mouth could accommodate.

		"Puede hacerlo," coaxed Angela. "You can do it!"

		That giant cunt was not going to fit in Jessie's mouth no matter how hard she tried. And try she did, wildly sputtering and choking much to Angela's amusement.

		"Damn!" laughed Marisol. "You're such a whore!"

		It did not take long, however, before Jessie took a page out of her molester’s book and focused on pleasuring the sensitive clitoris with her tongue, and that band of flesh between her cunt and her anus. This treatment made Angela squeal, "Aiiiii, si, si, si..."

		Without warning, Angela’s surprised cunt erupted like a geyser. Globs of milky-hot girl goo spattered Jessie's panting face and clung to the hair sweeping her forehead.

		***

		"Looks like you got the best for last," said Marisol, pulling her panties down. "You're gonna fall in love with my cunt, blanquita."

		The Latina reached down to slide her finger through her slit. The fat cuntlips like sausages got from plump and juicy in seconds. But Marisol pulled Jessie’s head up, so she could kiss and caress her between her legs.

		Jessie wanted to resist so Marisol change tactics and went straight for licking Jessie again. She placed herself above her and kissing her way to Jessie’s clit. Jessie did not want to acquiesce to this but she got horny and it felt so good being licked again.

		She did not need to do anything; this was just happening. Then Marisol placed her pussy over Jessie’s head. This time, the smell of pussy did make her even more horny. Her conditioned sex drive now did it. She raised her head and started to move her tongue up and down the offered vagina.

		They were sixty-nining. It was so dirty but she could not help it, she needed to taste that pussy and to orgasm again.

		"Oooh, you're such a talented cunt licker, Jessie, make me come!" Marisol shouted.

		"Say ‘I'm a pussy eater now, Marisol,’"

		"Oh god."

		"Jessie, you are so horny and you know you want it. Say it: I'm. A cunt licker now."

		"I'm a lesbian now."

		"Fuck"

		"Oooooh."

		"Yes, you are my little cunt lapper now, licking me with your naturally talented lesbian tongue."

		Jessie flicked her head and tongue around in ecstasy, both came in a shuttering orgasm.

		Jessie did not stop worshipping the pulsating cunt in her mouth for a single heartbeat. She had a job to perform. Nothing was going to stop her from completing this task. Maybe this was where she belonged. Not with seducers like Jade and Lena, not with deceitful whores who pitched woo with vows of everlasting love and promises of fidelity they had no intention of keeping.

		Maybe this was better. Roughnecks like Marisol, Raquel, and Angela might be crude and unsophisticated, but they were not liars. They had no reason to lie. Their game had no shame. They did what they wanted, took what they wanted, without apology, without explanation, and fuck anyone who got in their way.

		Deciding it was time to go all in Jessie clutched Marisol’s legs, she motioned her over on her stomach. Still out of breath, she grasped the stained mattress in her mighty grip as her hands roamed across the sculpted globes of her ass.

		Rigid with muscle, yet still preserving their spherical form, her palms kneaded her flesh with the finesse it so rightfully deserved. Jessie once saw this taboo deed in an erotic film long ago and had since grown to be astonished by its sensual significance.

		Looking down at each moist globe, her mouth fell upon Marisol’s right cheek. Opening her mouth as wide as it could go, Jessie splayed her tongue flat upon the flesh... hungrily lapping every inch of that ass. Marisol could hear her frantic groans of necessity as Jessie traced the sturdy tiers of her muscles with her flat tongue...

		Jessie’s saliva dribbled out, lathering the ass flesh like a gaunt savage with its first real feast. Her fingernails dug into the skin, raking across her rounded contours ever so wickedly. Her hot breath cascaded upon the quivering skin as Marisol violently thrust her fist into the bed.

		Looking up between her elevated cheeks, Jessie saw Marisol’s head swaying in the bliss of her anal assault. With her left hand, Jessie reached up to her back and dug her long fingernails into the brown flesh, as if they were claws. Descending to her ass, scraping the skin as her mouth sank deep between the delicious cleavage of her ass.

		Jessie’s lustful moans now were muffled between her cheeks as Jessie’s tongue deluged the entire length of her crevice. Jessie could tell that no tongue had ever given her this wondrous sensation... the look on her face said it all as she turned around to look at her face completely drowned in ass flesh.

		Their eyes shared a telling gaze of affirmation as a tongue circled a fragile orifice...

		Her mouth made an O shape as did Jessie’s lips, now fully sealed to her asshole...

		Her hands calmly rested upon both cheeks as Jessie glazed her opening with her soggy saliva... marinating it for the forthcoming puncturing of her ass. Marisol’s entire back tightened as the tongue begged for her acceptance. Short winded, Marisol eased her hesitation and felt the spicy warmth of the tongue gain it's entry...

		Drawing in a long wailing breath, Marisol collapsed as her head fell to the mattress as her tart warmth enveloped the tongue. If Lena could only see her now... If Jade only knew what Jessie was doing at this moment...

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		All of the training and bodybuilding Marisol put herself through still couldn't tone up the muscles of her bowels, which were now being delicately swabbed by a frantic tongue. Jessie was lost in the moment... focused on nothing but her, and her immersed tongue. She was so warm inside... so tantalizing.

		Jessie couldn't believe that her tongue was lodged deep inside this woman's ass... and Jessie was loving every fleeting second of it. Her fingers stretched Marisol’s cheeks apart for a vulgar thrust...

		Jessie felt the sphincter grip her tongue, yet that didn't hinder her quest for this ultimate haven of nourishment and wonder. Marisol cried out, Jessie stabbed her again... she bucked, Jessie clutched...

		They were learning their skills together as one. Jessie wanted so much more of this... to be consumed by her whole... Jessie would have put her entire body inside her ass if Jessie could have, that's how deep their affinity was swelling. Jessie wanted nothing more than to spend the rest of her life making love to this creature of muscle and flesh...

		The hunger between them was unquenchable. No words were uttered in the time that followed... Marisol and Jessie united together in the most impeccable way two women could. Every action she bestowed upon her ravaged body convinced Jessie beyond any doubt that Jessie was forever a lesbian... a woman whose destiny had been fulfilled... completed.

		No other man could ever hope to bring her the joy and rapture that Marisol blessed her with that night. Yet every deed she awarded her with caused her to match her intensity twice fold. For the first time in her life, Jessie finally tasted the ass hole of another woman... to see this tremendous body of muscle yield to her loving tongue made her delirious with fervor.

		Tasting the moist folds of her essence, only to find her clitoris crystallized Jessie’s irrefutable fate... Even though this was her first real encounter with this woman, Jessie knew just as Marisol did what to do and where to touch. It's a language that only two women truly understand.

		A secret doctrine that once discovered, leads to eternal brilliance. Jessie watched as her body teetered on the breathless cusp of orgasm... her savage behavior inspiring the tongue to suckle more. Muscular thighs pressed against Jessie’s face, hands entwined together as she rocked back and forth between delirium and orgasm.

		The loud, raspy resonance of her bold gasps... thin layers of perspiration now made Marisol’s body shine in bliss. She looked as if she were some super star perched upon her stage of authority-- completely helpless to the dedicated tenderness of another female. It was then Jessie’s inner most compulsions surfaced, and she was about to partake in this forbidden feast. Jessie had Marisol roll over on her back once more.

		"Awwww, you motherfucking pussy sucking... unhhhhh," groaned Marisol, unable to complete her thought. Her head was thrown back and her eyes were shut.

		The black and crimson ink on her ample chest and abdomen and arms seemed to writhe and bleed in the candlelight. Jessie knew this volcano was about to erupt. She felt the lithe, brown body become taut; and yet beneath that tension she sensed a deep, churning vortex of power.

		It was coming! Enough fiery juice to drown an army of a thousand women, enough to feed the hungriest pussy sucker.

		"Bitch, you gonna make me cum," panted Marisol. "Suck it harder!" "Lick her ass hole, you little lezzie," said Angela, now back in her panties with no bra.

		Looking on, Raquel stood with arms folded across her lean, pert breasts. She glanced over at Angela who returned the eye contact with a sly smile.

		Then, it happened. Marisol howled, "Aiiiiiiii...," and suddenly, Jessie tasted hot, salty, buttery girl goo on her tongue.

		"Oh, shit! Oh, shit! Oh, shit," groaned Marisol loudly. She pulled her pulsing cunt from Jessie's mouth, but with each "Oh, shit!" the stream of Latina goo continued to spurt. Again and again.

		Opening her eyes, Marisol roared with harsh, derisive laughter. The wide-eyed pussy sucker had copious amounts of molten juices oozing down her face. There was girl goo encrusting her blond locks, dripping from the tip of her pointy nose, in her thick eyelashes, trickling from the corners of her pink lips.

		"That's a paint job!" said Raquel.

		"That's a nasty bitch," muttered Angela.

		"That's what I'm talking about," said Marisol. "Damn, lezzie, didn't I say you were gonna fall in love with this Puerto Rican cunt? I know you did. Let me hear you say it."

		"I love your Puerto Rican cunt."

		"No, blanquita, pay attention," scolded Marisol. "You don't just love my cunt. You're in love with it. There's a difference, you sick bitch. Haven't you ever been in love before? Now, say it again!"

		"I'm in love with your Puerto Rican cunt."

		"See, I knew that was gonna happen," Marisol beamed.

		"What do you think we should do with the lezzie?" said Raquel.

		"I think we should fuck this bitch up," said Angela, curling her lip.

		Jessie froze like a rabbit which senses it has been spotted by a predator. Her head was clear enough to know she was in trouble. Her heart pounded.

		"Nah," grunted Marisol, lighting a cigarette. "Blanquita, you need to go. We're done here. Get your coat and get the fuck out of here."

		"Yeah, why are you still hanging around, lezzie?" said Raquel.

		"You got what you came for, bitch," said Angela.

		With not a second to lose, the frightened white girl grabbed her coat and bolted from the gloomy bedroom. Peals of laughter rang out in her wake. Rushing down the stairs she almost stumbled and fell.

		No one stirred in the large, barely lit room downstairs as she passed. It seemed everyone was asleep. A moment later, Jessie was outside in the dark and cold, running as best she could manage up the snow-covered sidewalk. The falling snow was turning to a fine, silvery sleet. It did not matter which direction she took, because she had no idea where she was in the barrio. All that mattered was putting distance between herself and her new friends. She ran until she was out of breath.

		A corner street sign proclaimed the intersection of Park and High. Fumbling in her coat pocket, Jessie was relieved to find her phone, along with her wallet and house keys.

		Teeth chattering, she called a taxi and waited almost twenty minutes for it to arrive. When Jessie reached for the back door, the Jamaican behind the wheel rolled down the window and told her to sit up front.

		Soon, Jessie glimpsed familiar city landmarks, and before long, the vehicle pulled up in front her apartment building.

		"How much do I owe you?" asked Jessie.

		"You know what it costs," the Jamaican purred suggestively.

		A short ride through the city usually cost seven dollars, but Jessie gave the black woman a twenty and clambered out.

		"Next time, batty girl," said the driver, laughing as she drove away.

		"I'm home, I'm safe," thought Jessie, looking up at the familiar edifice. "Thank God."

		Inserting a key into the door lock, Jessie heard music and voices coming from inside the apartment. Lena was home! All Jessie wanted was to curl up safe and loved in her lover's embrace.

		"I'm going to forget this night ever happened," she decided.

		Upon entering, Jessie discovered Lena and the chick with long blond hair from outside the Lavender Pub sitting side-by-side on the sofa. They were leafing through the scrapbook of photos Jessie and Lena took when vacationing in Bermuda. Santa Esmeralda was on the stereo.

		"Baby, what happened to you!" exclaimed Lena, springing to her feet.

		She stared at Jessie intently. Jessie touched her cheek and felt crusty girl cum. In her desperation, she had forgotten all about the paint job she received from Marisol, Raquel, and Angela.

		That was why the taxi driver came on to her, that explained the laughter.

		Lena spoke again, slowly this time, emphasizing each word, ”What’s...that...on...your...face?"

		Defensively, Jessie cried, "What about you? Who's your friend? I can't believe you would bring this whore into our home!"

		"Hold up, girl! Chill! It's not like that," said Lena. "This is Lisa. You know, Lana's lover? Lana, my friend from work? I told you about them. They've been having some trust issues, so I told Lana you and I could take her out for some drinks tonight. I picked her up at that gay bar you used to go to. We've been waiting for you all night. Where were you?"

		"But I thought..."

		"Never mind what you thought," snapped Lena, angrily. "And you don't need to tell me what you were doing. The truth is painted on your face! No explanation is needed. "

		"I m-made a m-mistake," stammered Jessie.

		"No, I'm the one who made a mistake." The attractive Afro-Caribbean shook her head in dismay. "You were just being yourself. I should have seen this coming."

		"Lena, please!" implored Jessie.

		"C'mon, let's get out of here," Lena turned to Lisa. "I can't be here."

		"Lena, no, please! You have to understand. You have to forgive me!"

		"I can't forgive you," said Lena. "It's over. It's finished."

		The door slammed behind Lena on her way out with such force a portrait of Lena and Jessie fell from the wall. The phonograph needle skipped a track but resumed playing.

		END
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