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Most people I have sex with just call me “Kitten”. They call me that because I’m one of those mid-20’s, blonde, blue-eyed, submissive, lipstick lesbian types, who are easy pickings in the lesbian clubs. I usually spend most of my weekends chin-deep in someone’s pussy, or they in mine. How did I get here, the plaything of dominant black women? Well, it wasn’t easy.

I used to fuck around with guys when I was younger (still legal though, I was too scared to have underage sex) as that was the ‘normal’ thing to do. But I soon discovered that all that fucking and sucking used to leave me cold. And that stuff that came out of their dicks that they expected you to swallow! Did I pee in their mouth and ask them to enjoy it? I never even considered that there might be another option.

I never went to college, only high school, so I could only get unskilled jobs. I was working on the perfume counter of the local department store, when a posh lady came in one day and shopped at my counter. She obviously liked the look of me and flirted with me outrageously, bought a lot of expensive perfume (for which I was grateful as I was on commission). She came in several times during that week, purchasing other items in the store but always stopping by my counter to chat and flirt with me, which flattered me as I was only a sales girl. Eventually I accepted an invite to go out for a drink with her.

Her name was Lily. After a few drinks Lily brought me dinner (which was good as I could barely afford the rent on my apartment, let alone eat) and after a few more drinks, took me back to her place and showed me for the first time what lesbian sex was all about. I was a beginner but I surrendered myself to her willingly as she was a strong, dominant women and I felt safe in her hands. After those dudes I had previously had sex with, it was eye-opening (and leg-opening). I had never before felt such tenderness and gentle arousal at anyone’s hands before. And such orgasms! I’d never felt anything like it previously.

I met Lily several times a week and she started taking me to various clubs filled with same-sex customers, I met a few of her friends and although I was reluctant to at first, as I was falling for her, she encouraged me to go home with one or other of them occasionally. Which broadened my outlook, and taught me much about giving and receiving pleasure at the hands (and mouth) of a woman.

I never went back to men.

She even arranged parties at her place with a few of her friends who were ‘Dykes’ I guess you’d call them, who would turn up with their own versions of me in tow. Young, attractive, naïve perhaps, but willing to be led by these more experienced women, all of us under the spell of their respective older, more confident, passionate lovers.

They would pass us around between them and I learned to accept the fact that I was just there to be used and abused, for their entertainment. Sometimes they would have us younger women have sex with each other while they watched, before taking their own pleasure with us. Some of them were into spanking, or ‘tanning our hides’ as they called it, with a belt. I for one was more than willing to be used like that, to please Lily, in fact I looked forward to it. I developed a taste for it in time, which made me even more popular with those so inclined.

Lily even allowed some of those types to reserve my company for a weekend, as long as they helped me out with cab fare and a contribution to my rent and food. I would allow them to dominate me and use me roughly all weekend, then leave Sunday night, exhausted, ass stinging but clutching a handful of bank notes.

Lily often had to go out of town on business and she encouraged me to go the clubs she normally took me to and have a good time, while she was away. Despite my girlish crush on her, I soon realized that she didn’t feel the same way about me ... I was just ‘fresh meat’ for the gang. That was okay, if they just wanted me as a fuck toy, then I would play the game, so long as they bought me drinks and meals, a necessity for a working girl like me. Little did I know that my life was about to change dramatically.

So I’d go to those clubs and let her friends or complete strangers pick me up and take me home for the night. I didn’t really care who they were, I wasn’t picky back then. But if they wanted to get into my panties, or have me kneel between their legs and eat them, then they had to ply me with drink first.

I noticed over time however, that I had more of an affinity for black women than white. White women had to be lipstick lesbians before I’d go and play with them. Black women however could be any type, lipstick lesbians or Bull Dykes, it didn’t matter to me, they just had to be black.

One of them said to me one night, after we’d had sex back at her place, “I notice you done got a thing about black pussy. You always choose us over the white girls. Why don’t you come with me one night? I’ll take you to a lesbian club that’s only open to black women, and those like you, submissive white girls who want to play with them.”

So the next night I was free for some ‘fun and frolics’ as I called it, she took me along to a place called “SHADES”. I didn’t know if it meant shades of black or shades of depravity but I was up for both.

She took me in and we joined a group who she introduced me to. As expected they were mostly black women, either in smart dresses or men’s clothes, suits, jeans, whatever. The rest of the group were like me, submissive looking white or asian women, who sat quietly until their girlfriends spoke to them.

To cut a long story short, in time I became one of a group of women known as ‘sex-kittens’ who, unless they were owned by one of the Dykes, were available to any of the members of Shades. It was like being in a motorcycle club, where unless you were somebody’s ‘old lady’ you were available to anyone else in the gang.

I didn’t mind though. I fell in love with the idea of being the plaything of dominant black women for their sexual use. It was so exciting and I vowed I would never go with a white woman again. I even stopped taking calls from Lily and she soon gave up. Moved on with another piece of fresh meat, I guess.

In time the department store let me go as some of the customers were hearing about my reputation. I was desperate for work. I was offered a job as a topless waitress at Shades, by the manageress, Jolene, provided I passed the ‘audition’. I had done waitressing before I’d worked at the department store, so I knew I could do that but that wasn’t quite what she was referring to.

Jolene took me up to her apartment above the bar, where she stripped me and took her belt to me. She made it quite clear that if I resisted or complained, I wouldn’t get the job. As I was desperate (and willing) I let her have here way with me. She beat me until I promised to do whatever she wanted, any time she told me, if I got the job. I would be virtually her slave. I agreed. She ‘feasted’ on me, sucking on my boobs and eating my pussy. When she tired of that she used a strap on to fuck me, pussy and ass, until I was made to drop to my knees and satisfy her orally.

I became her slave that night, literally and figuratively. Later when I lost my apartment because I couldn’t afford the rent, she moved me into her spare room, so now I was available to her any time she wished, as long as none of the customers were using me.

You see, she made it quite clear that as I was hooked on black pussy, as long as I worked in her bar, if any of the customers took a liking to me I was to respond in kind, and if they wanted to invite me out one night I was to go, no questions asked, and do what they wanted. As long as they paid some money to Jolene first, of course.

Like I said, it was a topless waitress job which gave ALL the customers a chance to view me, grope me, or perhaps invite me out on my nights off. Or if it was a quiet night, Jolene would even let a customer take me into one of the back rooms and ‘try me out’. If there were not any offers, she would often take me in there herself. As she was now my Mistress, she could have me anytime she wanted. I had become an easy lay for any passing black women who took a fancy to me. As a ‘club bike’ no one wanted to take me on as a girlfriend but that didn’t bother me. It just meant I was available to a wider range of women, which suited me.

As it was a topless gig, she made me have my nipples pierced and get flowery tattoos on each breast, like the other waitresses. She threaded golden bells through my pierced nipples when I was working, and the customers loved me to shake my boobs and make the bells ‘tinkle’.

~~~
[image: ]


Over time the clientele of Shades changed. The lipstick lesbians had moved onto somewhere else and even the Dykes in men’s outfits were getting fewer and fewer. It was still busy but now it was more leather Dykes who rode motorbikes, and their Punk looking girlfriends.

To make us look more welcoming to this new crowd, Jolene made us all have our hair cropped down to a ‘buzz cut’ style, and more heavier tattooing on our arms and back, even on our buttocks. Those that refused were fired, and they were easily replaced. There are always hungry girls out there that will do anything for food.

Now when we went to work, we wore heavy black lipstick and eye makeup. Studded leather collars and wrist cuffs, no tops and just a thong, revealing our butt cheeks to show off our tattoos. We wore self-supporting fishnet stockings and lastly heavy boots Doc Martin style, on our feet. We looked like Skinhead hookers (which wasn’t far from the truth).

Jolene’s gamble paid off as more and more customers turned up, dressing in similar styles, near naked and heavily tattooed. Biker gang chic, she called it. She had successfully turned it into a Leather and Fetish bar.

Of course they loved us waitresses. I spent as much time in the back room servicing Dom lez’s as I did serving drinks. Sometimes, they would pick on me or one of the other waitresses and have sex with her on a table, in full view of everyone, as entertainment. Fucked with a strap on in front of the whole room.

Jolene didn’t care as she made more money from us every time
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