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		Chapter One

		

	
		Judith Lansing read and re-read the blackmail note, as she tried to figure out who was behind the threats and blackmail. The note was very specific. The anonymous author clearly knew that Lansing had been stealing proprietary secrets from her company. Breezeflow Limited had cybernetics, cherished by its competitors, and many were willing to pay for an access to Breezeflow ’s state of the art ideas. The Breezeflow ionic battery technology was advanced and cutting edge. So, Lansing’s selling of copied Breezeflow intel was a lucrative undertaking which had yielded almost $3 million over the past few years. The question for Lansing, now, was who knew about her activities.

		Judith always reckoned that she’d been pretty smart. She knew she was guilty of fraud and theft; and god knew what else, she was after all an tech spy by profession. She’d been brought to court before because of her scams that had been uncovered before.

		This time she’d hoped to have the chance to disappear; but someone, she didn’t know who, had spoiled her plans – she’d hoped that she would be on a plane to Cancun before Christmas but sadly for her someone had been watching her and wanted in on her game. An expensive mistake for sure..

		“Meet me at the northeast corner of Greenwood Cemetery at 9:45 PM on Thursday with $500,000 or I will take my information to both your employer and the FBI. The money is minor compared with what you are making so don’t try and haggle over it. I won’t negotiate.” The blackmail note read.

		Lansing reviewed the syntax and choice of words. The words “minor” and “haggle” caught her attention. They were the words frequently used by a former colleague of hers, at Breezeflow , Melissa Wilson, a freelance engineer at Breezeflow just 2 years earlier, had a fondness for both words. Wilson was a bit of a whiner at work, and often complained that the quality organization at the company made her job unbearable with their constant “haggling over minor issues”. Could Wilson be the blackmailer? Lansing was suspicious. These words could not have been used by mere coincidence.

		“Shit”, Judith thought to herself, “I guess a trip to Patti Floods Pub tonight is out. I was so hoping to hook up with that hot brunette chick from last week. Man she was hot and built like an athlete. Glad I was fucking her and not fighting her. I’m sure she is a handful in a catfight. Oh well business before pleasure.” Thoughts of the sexy young Latina came roaring into Judith’s memory…

		…Judith settled into her seat at Patti Flood’s Pub with her drink and tapped her foot to the beat of the music.

		"That looks good." A sultry feminine voice spoke behind her. "What are you drinking?"

		Judith turned to see a young leggy Latina in a tight red dress.

		"It's a Dark and Stormy." Judith told her. “Dark rum and ginger beer.”

		"I'll have what she's having." The girl told the bartender.

		She sat down in the seat next to hers. She opened her little clutch bag and produced a pack of Winston’s. One of the few drinking establishments the allowed smoking.

		"Oh damn!" she muttered. "I can't find my lighter. Do you have a light?"

		Judith produced one and lit her cigarette as well as her own.

		"Thanks." She smiled at her. "My lighters have a bad habit of walking away."

		She turned in her seat and watched the dancers on the floor.

		"Are you waiting for someone?" she asked her.

		Judith told her some story that her roommate and her boyfriend were planning to meet her here later.

		They made small talk, but Judith was very aware she was looking her over in appreciation. Judith had gotten that look many a time from men, but never from a woman.

		It made her really nervous, but not because Judith didn't like it. Judith was afraid she might be imagining she was coming on to her.

		Judith also learned from their brief conversation that her name was Tina.

		"I love this song." Tina sat down her empty copper mug. "Do you want to dance?"

		It was no big deal to be asked to dance by another girl. Kelsey and Judith danced together all the time. Judith danced with lots of girls in this club. It was a lot of fun and never meant anything.

		Judith agreed and we went out on the small dance floor. The song was a fast one and they tore it up.

		Tina matched her move for move, her sexy body keeping time with the beat.

		After a couple of dances, she grabbed her hand and lead her back to the bar.

		"I don't know about you, but I can use another drink."

		At the bar Tina insisted on buying the drinks.

		"Did you see anyone you liked when we were out dancing?"

		She had gotten it out of her that Tina was there looking for a man.

		"There's some possibilities." Tina said vaguely.

		"So are you exclusively into men?" she asked as their drinks arrived.

		"I..er..have only dated men in the past, but I always try to keep an open mind. I could find a woman that I might like."

		Judith smiled with approval at her answer. She really was gorgeous. The girl could be a sports model. Even a WWE Diva. Judith was still surprised that this hot girl had singled her out in the crowded bar.

		"I started out liking men, but I got so tired of their bullshit I gave women a try. Though I still might date the occasional guy, I now prefer women." she leaned forward and purred. "The sex is sooo much better."

		Judith felt the heat buildup in her lower regions and spread deliciously through her entire body. Judith was already imagining what it would be like to kiss those ruby red lips and feel her soft body pressing against hers. She must have seen the lust in Judith’s eyes.

		"If you don't find your man, how about giving me a chance. I come to this club a lot usually on Thursday. Lady’s Night you know, and I've seen you here before. You were always with someone so I never introduced myself. I was hoping that someday I might get to talk to you alone, even if nothing sexual came out of it. You seem like a really cool person to hang out with."

		Knowing that a woman found her attractive made Judith very hot. Judith knew she was at least ten or fifteen year’s older than Tina, which was odd, add to the fact Judith was average looking at best. She even looked like a lesbian somewhat. But still, the little minx let her know unabashedly that she was very attracted to older women in particular. They went out on the dance grass again. Judith was so turned on by the thought Judith might end up in bed with her first woman tonight.

		***

		They arrived at Judith’s place at about two, she held the Latina against her, she could feel her nipples straining against the thin material and poke into Judith’s chest.

		She wanted more!

		They went into the kitchen and opened a bottle of Chardonnay and poured each a glass. Judith brought out some fruit and cheese and they ate a nice snack, talking about Tina’s job, and all the happenings around town. She was up on everything.

		"Grab your glass. I'll bring the wine bucket, and they'll sit out on the deck. We can look at the stars, and the weather is perfect."

		Judith brought out a couple pillows for the lounges and positioned them for them. She placed the wine bucket on the table between them.

		Tina impulsively stripped off her red dress and was about to lay down in the chaise when Judith interrupted her.

		"You're going to leave on your underwear, girl!" Judith asked as though she were used to hot chicks taking their clothes off on her deck all the time.

		"That wouldn't be good! Would it?" The Latina smiled.

		Judith shook her head and Tina stood back up and took off her panties. Shaved clean she was. Judith noticed her lips were a little swollen and her clit protruded between them, just begging to be sucked. Judith resisted as she removed her top. Her small breasts stood out from her chest with those wonderful areola and nipples pointing skyward.

		"Need more wine?"

		"Oh yeah. You?"

		“Definitely!"

		She got the bottle from the ice bucket, and accidently (on purpose) dropped some icy water onto Tina’s stomach and breasts, which caused the beautiful girl to squeal and sit up. Judith then worked her head to Tina’s upper chest and on down to just above her belly button. She poured a drop of wine between her breasts and in her belly button, and began licking it off. Tina closed her eyes and a small moan escaped her lips. Judith’s hand dropped down between her slightly parted thighs and she slowly began to circle her clit with her finger. Her breasts were rock hard and now glistening in the serious moonlight.

		The older woman stopped licking her and continue exploring her sex with her finger. It was now slowly moving in and out of her vagina, bringing moisture with it each time she withdrew. She could feel herself getting wetter just watching her reactions. Her clit was standing proudly between her labia, and every so often she would circle it with her finger, dragging the moisture from her sopping vagina.

		Judith could feel seepage from her own slit, as it slid down the crack of her ass. Judith scooped it up and smeared it all over her labia and clit.

		"Wanna trib?" She asked, knowing she probably wouldn't have a clue what that was.

		She opened her eyes and looked at Judith with a puzzled look on her face.

		"What's that? Sounds kinky."

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		"Well.........you probably did it with your best friend when you didn't really even know what sex was, but just knew it felt good."

		"Grinding crotches!" she exclaimed.

		"Ever do it?"

		"Oh yeah! With my best friend on sleepovers sometimes, then later with boys, usually in the back seat of a car!"

		"Well, anyway, it sounds like fun. My pussy is so wet, I guess it won't be 'dry humping' will it?"

		"I don't believe it ever was!"

		Judith turned around on the chaise and slid her legs toward her waist, sliding one under her and one over until their vaginas met.

		"Perfect fit!" Judith thought to myself.

		Judith slowly pressed against Tina, mashing her labia into hers, and causing her clit to try to sneak it's way between her lips. Man, did that send a charge up her vagina, causing Judith to lubricate copiously, all over their lips. She began to slowly grind against her, forcing her lips against Judith’s, driving her clit deeper into her cleft. Sloppy wet sounds emanated from the gooey mess between their legs. She pushed back harder and now they were totally locked together in what seemed to be a permanent scissors, humping against each other. The older woman pulled her leg up to her face and began licking her way down Tina’s calve. She bent her knee enough so that Judith could get lower to her feet. She licked her way down her foot and began sucking and licking her toes. She went wild, bucking harder against her.

		She sucked harder on her toes and she went nearly insane with pleasure.

		"Oh God, Oh God, Ohhhhhhh God, I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum!" she screamed over and over.

		The older woman pulled her tighter against her as she went over the top. She could feel the pulsing in her vagina with her own, causing her to orgasm with her. For minutes, she seemed to spasm over and over, shaking and grinding against her. They must have cum three or four times as their sloppy holes leaked all over them.

		Judith finally released her leg and she collapsed back onto the chaise. Their pussies came apart and they both just lay back.

		Tina got the giggles and couldn't stop from the strength of her orgasm. When Judith finally could move, she got up on one elbow and looked up at her.

		"Look at the mess we made!"

		She sat up and looked down at the chaise where they had been locked together. A sticky wet spot was very significant on the chair. She got off the chair and onto the deck. Her face went to the spot and she began to lick all the juices from the fabric. When she was satisfied it was cleaned up, she pulled Tina to her and kissed her.

		"All clean! Next time we better use a drop cloth!"

		They both laughed and Judith moved to the other lounge chair.

		"We need to do this more often!" Judith said

		"Can't wait!" Tina agreed…

		***

		…The memory of that night began to fade and Lansing looked at her watch, as she considered her options. It was 8:00 PM and with the Greenwood Cemetery being only 12 minutes away, she was in no need to rush. Still, she needed time to get prepared for the meeting.

		Lansing went to her basement and removed a loose cinder block from the home’s foundation. Bags of money were concealed behind the cinder block, and Lansing gently removed two bags in order to get the prescribed amount of cash. Then she hesitated. Bringing the 9 mm Glock was not something she wanted to do. Lansing had bought the Glock in Michigan City in a street purchase.

		Unregistered, the gun could not be traced back to her. She never had to use it, but perhaps things would be different tonight. She sighed and removed the gun, placing it in a dark blue backpack with the bags of cash.

		Lansing put the backpack, a flashlight, and a light jacket in the back of her Volvo, as she left for the cemetery. Judith wanted some time to scope out the meeting area to make sure that a trap hadn’t been laid for her. Sweat accumulated on her forehead, as she drove cautiously. If needed, she would kill that bitch Wilson to keep things silent. She was sure she could do that if the situation required it. But would she have to?

		Lansing arrived at Greenwood Cemetery just before 8:45 PM, a full hour before her meeting. She parked around the corner from the cemetery gate and walked inside. The groundskeepers never locked the gates, something that suggested that the blackmailer possibly could be a local person. How else would she have known that this site could be easily used for this type of clandestine meeting?

		Lansing shielded the beam of her flashlight as she moved toward the southwest corner of the cemetery. A small ray of light gave her enough visibility to avoid the tombstones. Or so she thought.

		“Shit.”

		Lansing kept the expletive as quiet as she could, after tripping over the small headstone that she had failed to see. Her knee hurt like hell, and she was sure that she had ripped the left leg of her leggings pants. Moving the shielded beam over to the stone, Lansing could finally see what she had tripped over. It was a relatively new headstone with a familiar name.

		“What the hell??” The face of the tombstone read “Melissa L. Wilson b1985 – d 2019”. This couldn’t be. Was Missy Wilson dead??

		As Lansing slowly rose to her feet, she tried hard to consider what this meant for her situation. Clearly, Melissa Wilson was not the blackmailer. So, if not Wilson, then who??

		Without any warning, Lansing heard a soft voice coming out of the darkness. It was a familiar voice, but one which was completely unexpected.

		“Hello, Judith.”

		“Kelsey??”

		A woman dressed in a black hoodie and black leggings came out of the shadows as Lansing tried to adjust her eyes. Kelsey Mason stood only 10 to 15 yards away. Her ex-lover, who had left her in the wee hours of the morning just 5 months earlier, was now standing before her. Where had she been for the last 5 months? She was officially listed as missing in the town’s police files.

		“Kelsey, where have you been for the past months? Why are you here?”

		The woman ignored the first question, while pondering how to answer the second. “Why am I here? I am here to get what I deserve….”

		Lansing cringed at the words, as she understood the meaning behind her reply. But she felt that she could reason with a woman. She had always been able to do that in the past. In fact, she was starting to feel more comfortable, now that she knew Kelsey had left the note. She would give her the $500,000 and be on her way. She just needed assurance that this was all she wanted.

		“What do you want Kelsey? The money? Here, it’s yours.” Lansing tossed the blue backpack over to the woman, as she watched for her reaction.

		Kelsey Mason didn’t even finch, as the backpack landed next to her.

		“So, you think that’s what I want? You think that is what I deserve? You are such an asshole Judith.”

		Lansing cringed again, as she heard the harshness of her words. “Then what the hell do you want, Kelsey?”

		The darkness of the night prevented Judith Lansing from seeing the tears in her estranged lover’s eyes. But she did see her right hand wiping her face, so she knew that she was likely crying.

		“You took our D/s relationship too far. You beat the shit out of me for years when we lived together. You were a sadist. You forced me to sexually please you whenever you wanted gratification. And you prevented me from seeing my friends and family. And after all of that, you think half a million is a reasonable compensation. Go to hell Judith!!”

		The volume of her voice at the end of her reply caught Lansing off guard. Quietly, she moved her hand toward the back of her leggings where her Glock was located. But she stopped when she felt an arm against her back, an arm that quickly grabbed the gun.

		Lansing whirled around to see who was behind her. From the shadow cast by a large mausoleum a 22 year old woman with tattoos and a bandanna glared at Lansing, as she pointed the Glock back at its owner. It was the girl she had picked up a week ago. Tina! And she wasn’t dressed for the club tonight.

		“What the fuck? What’s going on?”

		“Tina is my companion tonight, Judith. She was my inside ‘spy’ and she told me all your moves. She is here to prepare you for being put in the fucking ground. And fortunately, she is willing to do it for half a million dollars.”

		Tina smiled, as she pointed the Glock at Tina Lansing’s chest. “An easy half million dollars for less than 1 hour of work.” She laughed, as she cocked the pistol in preparation.

		Lansing was sweating and rapidly running out of options. “Kelsey be reasonable….”

		Kelsey Mason shook her head in reply. “The time for being reasonable is long past, Tina.”

		With that, Tina Garcia tossed the Glock into the grass, and quickly stripped to her bra and black thong panties, something that alerted Judith to what her next move should be.

		Following the Latina’s actions she also removed her clothing down to her gold silk bra and shiny gold thong. No sense in ruining her brand new pair of Lululemon’s.

		Tina saw Judith was nearly finished tugging her pants off and decided to take advantage of the situation. She screamed an obscenity and rushed the undressed older woman.

		‘This is absurd, how could I have been so stupid?’ Judith thought to herself.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		So while those questions haunted her, Judith also began to feel something very different. Hate. Malice. A loathing that had never felt before, building exponentially, making her every strike as potent and as harshly-aimed as she could make them.

		The first cry from her rival making her lips curl into a smile and then widen with each one thereafter. But just as she began to settle into the joy of hurting Tina, the same struck back, spinning beneath Judith, hair-pull be damned. As she turned, the Latina sent her left fist flying out in a heavy, turning, back hand blow into the blonde’s face, which sent her off of Tina, a tombstone, and down to the dewy grassy ground.

		The Latina wanted to right herself quickly and counter attack. To hurt Judith -- to wound her, but the Latina found herself slowed and her mind fogged from the blonde’s blows.

		And so in Tina’s efforts to chase, she instead fell. Landing with a thud on the grass, only a foot from Judith who had already begun to stir and press herself up off the grass. A third of the way through that journey, the blonde had already made it back to her knees and had begun shaking her head to try and regain her ability to focus, before she quickly found herself overcome again.

		This time, with Tina’s forearm snaking under her chin, around her throat, just as she felt the warm body of the same press against her back. Judith was no wrestler -- no fighter, but she knew what the Latina was trying: a chokehold. And though her rival’s hold had already begun to tighten, the blonde fought back, bent over quickly, and slammed her ass back into Tina’s pelvis.

		The Latina fought to hold on to her burgeoning choke, but in so doing found herself lifted up into the air on Judith’s back as she bent over. There Tina teetered, trying not to fall off, but just as she began to feel herself slipping, the blonde straightened, only to repeat the same bend and lift, hoping to dislodge Tina.

		This time however, the Latina was ready. And when Judith bent over, Tina quickly wrapped her thighs around the blonde’s midsection, then locking them tight at the ankles. Instantly Tina began to squeeze, pulsing her powerful thigh muscles around Judith.

		In response Judith gasped and plaintively whimpered out, “noo….”, before collapsing to the ground on her side -- her previous smirk having disappeared. At the finish of that collapse, Tina found herself finally able to cinch in her choke, and when she did it was her lips that curled in pleasure. For the Latina knew, she had her prey, as her own forearm pressed against Judith’s windpipe, and that she and Kelsey would be quite a bit richer in no time..

		Pressing her advantage, Tina parted her legs just enough to pull the blonde back, deeper into her scissors like a spider latching onto its prey, so deeply that only the smallest of gaps existed between the Latina’s pelvis and the lower back of her rival.

		There, with Judith caught in her strangling web of limbs, Tina settled in. Ready to slowly, cruelly, drain the life out of her rival until she had no choice but to realize, her fate.

		“Okay Tina, finish this bitch off. You should have just shot her.” Kelsey yelled at the two women on the ground.

		”Not to worry sweetie, I got this. Uuuunnnnnghh!,”Tina gave another squeeze.

		It was only then, as Tina allowed herself to enjoy the feeling of dominating her victim, that she began to feel the same lust Judith had while they tribbed on Judith’s deck over a week ago. It was absolutely intoxicating.

		Now the same Judith writhed in panic between Tina’s thighs. Locked in a hold she could not escape. Her every breath coming only at the Latina’s allowance. Her every resistance weakening by the second, as she laid helpless in Tina’s malicious embrace.

		It was a lust born from those tantalizing facts which led the Latina to begin, without intention or even knowing, to loosen her leg scissor just enough to then tighten it again and drag her quickly wetting, but still panty-covered sex against the lower back of the blonde.

		An act which Judith paid little attention to at first, as she was busy desperately prying at Tina’s forearm -- to relieve the blackout-inducing pressure against her throat, so that she might breathe again. And though on the choke she was focused, she could still hear, even if her vision were quickly darkening. And what she could hear, out of her left ear, was the tiniest little moans escaping from the Latina’s lips. Lips which laid against Judith’s ear.

		At first, as the older woman began to realize what was happening, that she was being humped by her attacker, as the same was choking her out, she felt humiliated.

		Horrified!

		But then … as she felt the small, gaps in Tina’s leg scissor strength, brought about as she continued to please herself at Judith’s expense, the latter realized. It was an opportunity.

		A chance.

		One she took, as she slowly reached her left hand back, an act which went completely unnoticed as Tina had closed her eyes as a result of the quickly welling passion within her. Then, without alarming, she who was about to choke her out, Judith shot her arm behind her own back, in between Tina’s thighs, and then dug her nails into the wet panties of the same, each nail stabbing into either clit, lip, or something equally sensitive.

		In an instant such a biting grasp caused Tina to release her choke entirely, and all but the last vestiges of her leg scissors, she kept her ankles locked in front of Judith. The latter sitting up, and letting loose a series of hoarse, wheezing coughs, as she fought to regain her stolen air.

		But as she struggled, she did nothing but increase the ferocity of her gouging grasp on Tina’s sex. An attack which sent Tina to her back, her mouth open letting loose one pained whimper after another, with high-pitched, piercing yelps in between.

		“Dammit Tina. I told you; you should have just shot the fucking slut. I thought you said you had this under control.” Again Kelsey screamed. “Swear to god, if she gets the best of you I’ll shoot you and her.”

		Tina’s whimpering increased. The sounds continued, until finally Judith had recovered enough to re-engage, which she did by turning around and diving out from between her loosely clasped legs and atop Tina. Then, mid-air, and just before she landed in a straddle of the Latina’s mid-section, Judith released her grip on Tina pussy. It was only a moment there after that when the older woman brought that hand and her other down, slid them beneath her rival’s bra, and then took two, vengeful and squeezing handfuls of Tina’s tits.

		Despite her body freezing as Judith’s claws dug into her sex, it took only a second or two for Tina to recover once the attack was released. And in those moments, and as the older woman landed atop her and grabbed at the Latina’s tits, Tina grabbed back. She too latching her hands on Judith’s tits.

		There, with their blood pumping so hard they could hear almost nothing else than their own heartbeats, the two women twisted and tortured -- tore and tormented. Their eyes locked in the most hateful of glares as between their bodies they squeezed and clawed at each other’s breasts. Truly a fight to the death.

		Seconds passed, then minutes, as each set the entirety of their focus on tearing the other’s tits from their chest. And though they worked furiously, on their faces the others work could well be seen -- with each contorting, bending, and almost melting in the heat of the searing flames of their war.

		Both wanted to scream -- to yelp out in pain, but each held those sounds in, biting their own bottom lips and clenching their own jaws to keep from wailing, not wanting to give the other the satisfaction. And yet, despite that mutual desire to be strong -- to not give in to the others tit-attack, Tina suddenly broke.

		In such breaking, she abandoned her attack of Judith’s tits, and instead brought her own hands down to the older woman’s wrists to try desperately to tear them off of her own wounded breasts.

		She pulled so hard and tried so fiercely to pry the older woman’s hands away, but Judith held firm. Still squeezing. Still twisting. Still digging her nails in deeply and dragging them hard. To the sight of Tina’s failed gambit of escape, and the obvious pain on her face, Judith demanded: “Give, bitch….”

		For a moment, the Latina said nothing -- did nothing, other than lay there and writhe beneath her rival, her tugs at the latter’s wrists having grown almost pathetic in their weakness. At the feeling Judith poured all she had into her attack sensing that her victory was imminent, but just as a flood of endorphins from such a thought flooded her body, Tina stirred. Tina fought back. Tina attacked, sending a hard, thudding fist into Judith’s exposed ribs.

		With a slapping echo, the blow landed hard, and when it did, it knocked all the air from Judith’s body, causing her hands to stop their tortuous work, and instead act as only a brace so she did not collapse forward. As such a transition of offense to stabilization occurred, Tina struck again, aiming a second punch to the same exact spot.

		The second was followed by a third, and then what would have been a fourth, had Judith not wilted and fell forward, collapsing on Tina, her hands falling to the Latina’s sides. Finally free from the older woman’s attack, Tina half-rolled beneath her rival to the left, and then rolled with all the momentum earned fully to the right, taking Judith with her in a switching of positions.

		Suddenly Tina found herself once again in control of the fight, and atop her foe. There the Latina laid for a brief moment, with her own two silk-covered thighs together between the opened legs of her rival, their pubic mounds met, matched, and pressing together at the tip of their still panty-covered valleys.

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		There was one thing Tina was certain of. That is not wanting Judith to recover. To that end Tina leaned up, back, and then drove another hard punch into the older woman’s stomach, and then another. With each of those strikes, the Latina found her own bra drooping, dangling, and sliding down her arms restraining her movement, the clasp on the back having broken.

		“Fucking alrigggghhhht! Get her ass Tina. Make her hurt.” Screamed Kelsey, now encouraged by the turn of events.

		Quickly Tina arched her back, lifted her arms, and let the bra fall to the grass. As she did that however, she was forced to keep herself balanced only by the pressure of her own clit against Judith’s. Such an unexpected side effect of their positioning that caused both women to let loose from their lips small gasps of pleasure, even as Judith writhed beneath her rival in pain. Visions of their time on Judith’s patio flashed before each of their eyes.

		To Judith, in her state of momentary tummy-struck oblivion, the sound meant nothing, as it was one she barely heard, and the feeling one that only barely registered in her conscious mind. But to Tina, the sound from both she and her rival was confusing, exciting, shameful, and most of all, hate-inducing. Why was this turning her on…?

		This fight….

		This struggle…?

		Why had she already let those sensations push her into giving up her perfect chokehold. To those questions, the Latina had no answers, but that would not stop her. In fact it drove her.

		Don’t just hurt the cunt, but beat her, break her, Tina thought to herself, her own tits aching, and face bruised from her adversary’s earlier blows. And so the Latina moved to do just that, reaching her hands down, and placing them about Judith’s throat as she laid there recovering from the punches to her ribs and stomach.

		Then and there the Latina encircled, wrapping her fingers around the soft pink flesh of her older foe’s neck, fully intending on strangling her rival until she either gave up, passed out or died..

		Without words Tina began, her hands tightening and arms locking at the elbows. Like a sudden flash of lightning, Judith’s glazed over eyes focused, and her mouth, which had been letting loose low, painful, and near-airless groans, bent into a visage of terror.

		Without pause her hands moved to Tina’s wrists, and just as had happened before in the opposite, the older woman in desperation pulled. As she did, Judith bucked, wildly, panicked, and with each such act, jammed the tip of her sex into Tina’s.

		“Fuck…” Came the Latina’s reaction in a hitching, lust-drenched mutter, one that escaped her lips just as her eyes closed in an effort to withstand the pleasure, without letting it distract her from strangling Judith.

		“I swear to Christ Tina, if she makes you cum, I’m going to be so pissed. Comon get this over with NOW!” Kelsey now sounding furious.

		But as each wild, unintentionally sexually debilitating buck came, Tina found herself collapsing forward -- only able to cling to her choke, but nothing else. In an effort to escape the effects of such a lucky and likely unintended counter-attack, the Latina used her legs to drag herself down, and her sex away from her rival’s. For a moment it worked.

		For a moment the bucks, though still ongoing, no longer landed on her most sacred and sensitive bundle of nerves. But just as that relief took effect, and Tina once again began to focus on the task at and in her hands, her eyes shot open in both shock, panic, and pain. As though she had lowered herself away from the clit-to-clit stimulation which had been threatening to end her moment of dominance, by doing so she had put her abdomen right between Judith’s thighs. Thighs which clamped closed like a vice, locking at the ankles behind the Latina’s back.

		After having secured her leg scissor, Judith then flexed her entire body, and straightened herself, in the process dragging the Latina’s choking hands away from her throat. Then, even as, just like before, Judith coughed and sputtered, desperately searching for air, she squeezed her thighs together with all her might. Such pressure caused Tina not to whimper but to SCREAM out in pain, her air being expelled from her, and her insides being crushed by the older woman’s tight muscular legs. As she suffered, the Latina brought her two hands down to Judith’s thighs and pushed with all the strength she could but found that her rival’s taut legs moved not an inch, and instead tightened in long, agonizing pulses.

		Not content with only her devastating leg scissor, Judith reached out for her pain-wrecked rival and cruelly took two handfuls of the Latina’s hair. Then, with such grips, yanked back HARD, bending Tina’s body awkwardly to the side once, and then again -- with each such torturous tug causing the Latina to whimper in pain.

		Through all of it, Tina pushed down against Judith’s thigh, hoping that suddenly her rival’s legs would weaken and she could somehow escape. But the older woman held strong, squeezing hard and yanking viciously at her foe’s hair. The sum total of that punishment drained Tina, leading her once pushing hands to relent, and then, almost rest against Judith -- all of the Latina’s focus spent merely on surviving -- on enduring the hold.

		“Give up, Tina! Or I swear I’ll keep you between my legs until you die of pain!” The older woman shouted, with anger-built frothy spittle flying from her mouth with every word.

		“Ffffuck y-yo-UGGGHHHH” Tina tried to reply, but found her words broken, as Judith punished her with another, horrific squeeze. It was then that Tina’s eyes closed, and tears began to roll down her face. Then when her back arched, and she collapsed to the side, dropping back to the grass, Judith’s thighs never ceasing their crushing.

		The true hopelessness of her situation began to dawn on Tina.

		It was over…. the fight was lost….

		She had challenged her rival and lost. And now, all that was left was to run, crying from that rival’s home, humiliated, broken, and defeated….

		As those terrible questions began to echo in her mind, she found herself squeezed again, and then yanked hard to the side so ferociously that her silent tears turned into wild sobbing. As she cried there, held firmly between her rival’s thighs, the world began to shrink. Her heart began to ache. And her every thought became consumed by one last, final thought of escape.

		Her pushes had done nothing to dislodge Judith’s legs. Her squirming had taken her nowhere and quickly. Due to her nearly identical build when compared to the older woman’s, she could not power her way to her feet. She could not reach Judith’s hair or face. In fact all she could reach was….

		At the very second the thought crossed her mind, she acted, reaching with both hands, and with every nailed-finger, looking to gouge them into Judith’s sex, just as Judith had done to her before. But the older woman having been expecting it, and waiting for it, in fact, took her hand from the Latina’s hair, reached out, and grabbed Tina’s wrists.

		No, no, no, thought the Latina as her hands’ advance was suddenly halted, and her last glimmer of hope was seemingly snuffed out.

		So proud of herself, and so confident in her victory was Judith, that she then loosened her leg scissor, and maneuvered herself over and then atop the Latina in a straddle of her stomach. But there the older woman did not stay long, as she immediately began to scamper up the Latina’s body, the former still holding tight to the latter’s wrists. Her intent was to finish off this bitch by sitting on her face, and sealing her nose and mouth shut with the lips of her pussy.

		Kelsey was getting nervous. The fight had gone on way too long. They didn’t need to be discovered catfighting in the cemetery. She just might have to shoot both of the women. Why had she let Tina talk her into beating Judith to death rather than just shooting her. Tina no doubt was a sadistic little slut and she enjoyed the physicality of fighting and of course fucking. Something she would need to consider after this was over.

		Judith could visualize that all it would take was gently shifting her silk black panties to the side. If you asked Judith why she would risk her victory, why she would try to finish off her rival in such a personal way, she could not answer with anything other than with: it just felt right.

		Tina was so weak at that moment -- so broken by the still lingering pain of the older woman’s leg scissor that she could barely resist Judith’s advance. And instead, beneath her rival, so just laid there, appearing to give in to her fate of being smothered out by and in her rival’s pussy.

		But just as Judith was a second away from reaching the face that was to be her throne, Tina whipped her arms back over her head hard and kicked her legs up and forward, doing both with all the strength she could find within herself.

		Judith, still holding tightly to Tina’s quickly thrown wrists, and with the added force of two hard knees driving into her back, the older woman went flying forward. Doing so with such momentum that she was not only tossed off of the Latina, but then head-first into the base of a marble tombstone that stood gleaming in the moonlight.

		The fortuitous blow was devastating and left Judith concussed and unconscious. In that state, and at the bottom of the tombstone she laid. Not moving, only groaning, unable to do more. Finally free from the legs, hands, and attacks of her rival, Tina too remained and rested on her back, gasping for breath.

		“Get up….” Demanded Tina defiantly as she began to push herself off the ground, even though her languished, toneless voice betrayed her own exhaustion.

		Judith failed respond.

		

		

		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		Tina got to her knees and crawed towards and then reached out for Judith.

		Anyone watching would have thought that finally the battle was finished, but Tina’s slow, methodical, crawl, became a quick, forceful clamber. The Latina mounting her rival, before the older woman had even opened her glassy eyes.

		Judith, when finally she realized what was happening panicked and began to try and wriggle free, but she found no room to do so. For during Judith’s moment of unconsciousness, her arms had been placed in just the right spot to have Tina’s thighs come down and pin them beneath her.

		“You bitc….” Judith tried to cry out at the woman atop her.

		But before the sentence could even be finished, Tina’s left palm pressed to Judith’s mouth, and right index and thumb came down in a pinch on her nostrils. The smother hold was tight, inescapable, and completely suffocating, and in it Judith suffered.

		Writhing beneath the Latina, desperate to free herself, but with the fatigue and pain that had already ravaged her body, her efforts were little more than quivering squirms. It was then that tears, once again began to fall from the older woman’s eyes, as Tina looked down at her, in full control.

		“I’m sorry…..” The Latina whispered, just loud enough for her captured rival to hear. But not loud enough for Kelsey to hear. And though, it was a sign that somewhere in Tina, she felt guilty about not only her trick, but also perhaps the entire affair and trying to steal Judith’s money, it was something else too.

		A clear statement that despite that guilt, she wasn’t going to let go. Wasn’t going to release this smother, not until she had won. Until victory was hers. Until Judith succumbed….

		With bulging eyes, and veins becoming visible in her forehead, Judith fought bravely, trying to press Tina off of her, to bridge, to do ANYTHING to free herself and not lose -- to somehow keep Kelsey from blackmailing her….

		But as the seconds continued to click by, and her lungs began to burn -- as the sand in the hourglass poured from one glass half to another, it became clear it was over. Her defiant eyes, filled with fire beneath the tears, cooling until in them all Tina could see was fear -- terror, even. And that’s when Tina asked: “Do you still think you can win bitch…? ”

		Unhearing, Judith’s body seized, and her crying intensified, but then, after one last frantic attempt at escape, knowing she was about to die, the older woman’s eyes closed for the last time.

		In an instant Tina released her smother and rolled off of her victim.

		The body of Judith Lansing lay crumpled to the ground, unmoving, next to the tombstone of Melissa Wilson. Garcia laughed, as she looked at her work. And went over to retrieve the Glock that had been tossed during the struggle.

		***

		“Guess she won’t be bothering you anymore.” Tina said standing up.

		Tina turned to Kelsey to continue the conversation, but she never had a chance. The thirty-six year old woman immediately shot the Latina with a 38 caliber Smith & Wesson revolver, a gun she had removed from Tina’s collection earlier in the week, after entering the home that they once shared together.

		Garcia fell to the ground and laid motionless just a few yards away from Judith. Kelsey just stared at her for a minute, before moving on to the final stage of her plan.

		Carefully, the gloved woman placed the Smith & Wesson revolver into Lansing’s still warm hand. She moved her fingers over the gun to make sure her prints would be on the revolver.

		She then removed $350,000 from the blue backpack before placing the bag a short distance from the body of her dead husband.

		Moving on to Garcia, she decided to leave the body and gun alone. The unregistered Glock was a perfect gun for this crime scene. A local Latina drug dealer, packing heat, making a $150,000 drug deal.

		The final item needed for the crime scene was located just behind one of the tombstones. A backpack with individual bags of cocaine was placed near Garcia’ body to complete the drug deal crime scene.

		“Oh Judith. I always told you that your drug habit would be the death of you. And now it has done just that. But thanks for the money, love. I will enjoy this $350,000, plus the other $2.5 million from your stash, as I relocate south. And as for you, well, you can just rot in hell…”

		With that, Kelsey Mason left the cemetery for her car and the short drive to her dead lover’s home to retrieve the balance of the cash. A small grin was on her face as she drove toward the house that had once been her home. Yes, more than $2.5 million can buy a lot of fun in Miami.

		***

		

		

		

		Epilogue

		

	
		A 36 year old woman named Samantha Chase booked the last Lakeshore Line bus out of New Lexington, OH late that Saturday night. She was travelling light. A small suitcase with a few pieces of clothing plus a briefcase which she insisted on holding for the entire trip. She had a personal schedule for the upcoming week which included a visit with a plastic surgeon in Miami. She made sure that the surgeon understood that she wanted to look younger and was willing to have extensive surgery done to get “the right look”. Her new life was just a short time away and she was eager to see if the Miami night life was indeed all she had heard it could be…

		END
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