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		Chapter One

		

		It was past midnight when I left the gym, tired and aching, my muscles were tight from the workout and I didn’t feel like the long bike ride home. I stood outside in the cool night air and waited for my mind to make a decision.

		Women and men made their way out of the closing gym. Some had terry cloth towels wrapped around their shoulders, clad only in the shorts and tank tops from the aerobics class. Others wore headbands tightly wound around their sweaty heads. Some glanced my way and waved but kept walking to their cars.

		In the coolness of the night, I felt as my own sweat dried upon my flesh, wishing I had showered before I left. There was a cleaning crew getting out of their van near the back parking lot. Most of the cars had left the lot, and there alone in the single bike rack stood by Schwinn Champion. A bike from yesteryear.

		Susie Markland, one of the dancers that led the aerobics classes was coming out of the club when she ran smack into one of the custodians. She fell to the ground. I ran to help her get up as the guy who mowed her down said something in Spanish at her. It didn’t sound pretty, but then again I don’t speak the language so didn’t have a clue.

		"Thanks Tina", she said as she dusted off her bottom, "I didn’t see that guy"

		"No problem" I said after offering her my arm to help her rise.

		"Are you going home?", she asked me as she headed for her car.

		"Uh yea, Im just procrastinating about the ride home", I said as I motioned for my bike.

		"Do you want a lift? I could put it on my rack?"

		"No, thanks. I am going to ride it, just need the mindset"

		"Ok, well, don’t stay out here too long, getting late. I think Tanya is still inside if you want to decide in there"

		"Thanks. Might just wait inside"

		"Goodnight Tina"

		"Goodnight Susie", and with that I watched as her white Volvo pulled from the lot and was quickly out of sight before I could tell her yes, let’s put it on your rack.

		Another slow thought that bit the dust. I walked back to the front door and pulled open the right side. A bell rang as I went in. I heard Tanya’s' voice saying the club was closed, come around the corner. "It’s just me, Tina Dupont, Susie said I could wait inside awhile longer"

		"Okay".

		Although I had never met Tanya face to face, I had seen her in the club for many months now. She was a tall statuesque Goddess. Her chocolate body was flawless and her eyes were wide and bright green. Her mouth was formed perfect for kissing and I often wondered who had that luxury.

		She stood about 6 ft and sometimes wore heels which accentuated her height. I often would see her running on the moveable tracks in the gym’s pavilion. Some rumors said she had been an Olympic contender for long distance when she was younger. I saw her once at the University’s' track zipping by like Hermes. Gifted and beautiful and swift.

		I don’t think she ever saw me.

		She was often in the company of a tall African American man, whose features as well were heavenly made. In fact, I can remember remarking to myself on occasion, how perfectly matched they were. It might have been the rare occasion in my life where I spied perfection and wasn’t jealous of it.

		I called out to her, wanting to know how long she planned on being here. I thought I might take that much needed shower after all.

		"Excuse me, Tanya?", I waited for her to answer me.

		When she didn’t, I walked in the direction of where I first heard her voice coming from. The directors office door was ajar and I saw her bent over near a file and so I cleared my throat not wanting to startle her.

		"Ahem, Tanya" She turned around to see me, and then smiled.

		"Yes Tina, what is it? You are looking good these days, by the way"

		Wow, she had seen me....and feeling pretty good at that comment.

		"I was uh..wondering, just how long you were going to be here tonight. Was thinking I could use a shower", I said as I made the motion of sniffing under my arms, just as a joke. "I was going to shower after my work out, but things got going a little slower tonight and well the time....", and she stopped me.

		Laughing a bit she said, "No need to explain, I was heading that way myself. The cleaning crew should be here and then after they leave, we can use the showers. I hope you won’t mind waiting. It’s just more private that way"

		"No, that’s fine. Great. Thanks Tanya. I think I will go swim a few laps while I wait."

		"Hey now, that sounds like a great idea, I think I will join you. Care to race?", she said as she whipped around and pulled her sweats from her legs, tossed them aside and ran for the pools doors, just as the cleaning crew came around the corner.

		I heard a wolf whistle blare, and then laughter rang throughout the vacant health club. In our haste to race, we had forgotten about the crew and there we now stood, naked from the waist down, our fur collectively exposed.

		We raced just as quickly back into the director’s office and slammed the door, laughing louder than the chiming of the clock, announcing the 1 o'clock mood.

		We laughed and talked for the better part of an hour, sometimes looking out the door trying to see whether or not they had left. When the clock chimed 2 am, we heard the front door close and lock behind us. She then said as she headed for the door, "Last one in is a rotten egg" and she tore out of that office quicker than lightning.

		She was funny, in a Haha way. Clever and quite assertive. While talking with her I learned that she had taught dance at UC for years and then had left the school system for other rewards. She had moved to the Northern Kentucky Area and settled in Fort Thomas.

		For a few years she taught local dance classes at a junior college and then decided she wanted out of the educational system all together.

		She landed a cushy job teaching aerobics at a small congregational church just outside of Florence taking a job at the local health club. It had started as just a handful of women, but after 5 years there, the group had grown to 25 people, woman, and women alike. As the group changed, so did the amount of total fitness...

		At first just some current dance steps and then a more rigorous workout. When I would watch her class, I often wondered to myself whether or not I would be capable to handling the workout. Now I always prided myself on my talents as a swimmer, having won medals in the AAU when I was younger. But here was this African Goddess challenging me to a race in the gym club’s pool.

		When I went through the double doors into the Natatorium. She stood poised on the pools edge, her toes hanging over the edge. She wore a small racing suit made of lycra. In the lone light that hung suspended, the water rippled with small waves waiting for our ensuing race.

		She turned to look at me. She was smiling and in some way I could tell she was anxious for the games to begin. She said, "Come on Tina, scared? Or do you want to watch me beat you from this end?" she laughed and positioned herself once again.

		She was hunched up, just like when I raced semi pro. I quickly tore of my shirt and my shorts, leaving only my bikini briefs and a bra.

		"Nice swimwear," she said and smiled as she gave me the once over. I took my place next to her.

		"On the count of 3, we go. Once across and then back."

		"Okay. I'm ready," she said and took in a deep breath, waiting for me. We counted together and then dove in, doing shallow water dives, coming up clean and sprinting. At first she held me by 2 full lengths but on the turnaround, I came shooting up like a marlin and beat her by 3 lengths. When we surfaced, with rapid breath, she called out to me, "Double or nothing?"

		"What the heck are we racing for?"

		"Winner buys dinner," she said spitting water and catching her breath.

		"Okay, you're on," I said and positioned myself once again on the edge.

		On the count of 3 we dove again into the cool blue water. She had me for the most part the entire race, but when we clearly had less than a meter between us, I took the lead and got to the starting point first by about 3 lengths. It was almost as if she had ceded to me on purpose.

		We showered together in the women's lounge. She on one wall and me on the opposite. Sometimes I would catch glimpses of her body as she washed, but I was clever enough to hide my peering eyes just in case she wasn't of the same persuasion as myself. A few times I thought I saw her watching me as well. I wondered if she saw me blush?

		Since it was well past 3 when we left the club, I suggested that breakfast would probably work better for us. She agreed to breakfast, but also added that she would love to take me out to dinner as well. Well, if that wasn't a come on, what was?

		I suggested that we grab a bite just then and perhaps meet for dinner later that evening. She thought that was a great idea. She asked whose car we should take to breakfast and I remembered that I still had my bike locked up. She suggested that we put the bike inside her car, lest anyone see it as a present for their sticky fingers. It took us a little over a half hour to try and figure out just how to put it in her Saab, but finally we managed.

		We had breakfast at a Waffle House in the Industrial part of Florence. A funky little place patronized by truck drivers and bus drivers. Some left their busses parked out front while they came and jammed food down their throats. It was riotous watching them. Never saw food slammed so quickly before.

		When we left the restaurant, we were both a bit tired. First our nightly workouts, then the swimming races. I knew I needed a nap before I set about to do Saturday things. I asked her what her plans for the day were and she said she really didn't have a clue just yet, she just wanted to take a nap.

		She said that she would drop me at my place and then head home. I accepted the offer, though I was clearly saddened that this time with Tanya would end so soon. I had grown fond of her in the few short hours that we had spent together. At the risk of blowing this new friendship off the planet, I asked her if she cared to take a nap at my place, before driving up and across the river. She thought that was a good idea.

		I beamed. I think she saw it. I was glad.

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		On the drive to my place I thought back to my very first lesbian experience. I was twenty. Her name was Abbey.

		My family had gone to a big party at my uncle's house. There I met a friend of my aunts who shared with me a love for horses. She was about twenty-nine single and very well off. She lived by herself in her California home. I had a weeks’ vacation coming up and she invited me to visit her for the week. I jumped at the chance and my parents agreed.

		Abbey met me late Sunday night at the airport. She was dressed to kill, but for whom I had no idea at the time. She wore black boots at one end of her shapely legs and a mid-thigh length white tight skirt at the other. A pretty red blouse was open just enough to give anyone who cared to look flashes of her breasts. Her blonde hair was styled to frame her pretty face and her makeup and jewelry were impeccable. I had worn jeans and a plain blouse, but still she said that I looked good.

		We got my bags and she let me drive her rag-top to her home. She owned an acre and a half with a beautiful two story house on it. We got in very late and I was very tired, having crossed three time zones. Abbey promised me that we'd go riding in the morning. She helped me bring my bags to my room, helped unpack and said good night. I took a shower and, feeling a freedom I didn't often get at home, slipped into bed nude.

		When I woke up in the morning, there was a package on the dresser with a note on top. "Tina," the note read:

		"I thought that you'd look good in these. The sizes should be right, I checked with your mother.

		Love, Abbey."

		I tore open the package and to my delight, found a complete new riding outfit. I slipped on some cotton panties, and quickly washed and put on my makeup before trying the outfit on. When I was dressed, I turned to admire myself in the mirror.

		On my head, my long strawberry hair was topped by a black riding cap. On the bottom, I had knee high black leather boots, which were beautiful. My legs and ass were covered by extremely tight white denim riding pants. My small breasts bounced freely under a white turtleneck blouse. And over that I had a bright red riding jacket. I thought I looked good! Like some English country lady about to go out for a fox hunt. I put on a pair of crystal ear rings that set off my green eyes and went downstairs.

		In the kitchen I found Abbey looking every bit as good as I did. She was dressed in an identical outfit except her blazer was green. We had a quick yogurt breakfast, packed a picnic, and headed out for the stables where she had reserved the horses.

		Abbey had rented us two beautiful mares that day at a large farm in the mountains to the east of where she lived. It was a lovely day for a ride and we toured the park all morning. At lunch, we stopped at a private spot and had bread and a lot of wine. As I got up after eating, my leg cramped up on me.

		"Here, let me get that for you." Abbey offered.

		"Oh, please." I said. "I guess that I haven't used those muscles in a while."

		"Lie back down," she said and I did. She began rubbing the cramp in my leg expertly.

		"God, that feels good Abbey," I said. "I seem to have a lot of muscles that are aching now. My ass is killing me too!"

		"Well, why don't you take off your pants and I'll give you a better rub down."

		"Here?" I exclaimed, looking around. "Won't someone see."

		Abbey laughed, "Don't worry about it. This is California. Besides, no one is around during the day on a Monday."

		I agreed and took off my jacket, boots, and pants. Soon I sat there in my blouse and panties. Abbey gave me a good look once over. I'm sure she noticed that my crotch was wet. Horse riding always makes me horny.

		"Don't just sit there looking pretty," she said, "Lie down and relax."

		She started on my back and moved on down. The wine I had drunk had gone to my head, but I was kind of thinking that something strange was going on. So I wasn't surprised when she reached my ass and started rubbing it like she was trying to turn me on.

		A million thoughts went through my head. What should I do? I'm not a lesbian! But she is pretty, and she seems to think I am. But this is weird. I wonder what it would be like. Imagine what your friends would say. God that feels good! The boys will avoid you. But they have never been that good anyway. She is pretty!

		I moaned.

		That was all the encouragement she needed. She stopped pretending and slid her hand between my legs. No boy had ever made it feel this good. She knew how and where and when to rub me. The pressure was building in me and then, suddenly, she stopped.

		"Tina," she whispered, "Roll over."

		I did and looked up into her brown eyes. She leaned over and kissed me a long sensuous, open mouth, tongue on tongue kiss. And I kissed back. It felt good. Her lips were soft and full. "Your very pretty." she said when the kiss was over.

		"Maybe," I said, mostly out of breath. "But your beautiful! I wish I could look like you. I wish I knew how to dress and wear things like you do."

		"We'll work on that with a few other things...." And she kissed me again.

		Then she moved down my body, kissing me through my shirt, and then oh yes! through my panties.

		"You smell good too, Tina." She said, then as she started to pull off my panties she stopped and looked at me.

		I realized that we had reached another turning point. I could stop now and go back. But as I looked at her kneeling, still fully dressed, between my legs, looking at me that way, I knew that I could refuse her nothing.

		She seemed to read my approval and pulled my panties off. She smiled, then murmuring something about loving natural redheads, she brought that smile down to my pussy.

		It was like she knew me. She brought me off immediately, and then again in another minute. I was writhing around moaning and calling, "No!" and "Yes!" over and over. The boys I had dated had never made me come, they lost interest after they came.

		I had often taken care of myself after the dates, bringing myself off with my hand at home in bed, but that was minor compared with this. Abbey made me come like I had never come before. She came back up to my face and I kissed her. She tasted like me, like my hand tasted when I masturbated.

		"Let's go back to my house, love. If you keep screaming like that we will attract attention."

		"But I want to do something for you." I protested.

		She laughed. "Don't worry about that now. Just get dressed. Here." and she handed me my pants.

		But she put my panties in her saddle bag.

		"A souvenir," she smiled and said as I looked at her questioningly.

		We got the horses from their tie up and hurried back to the stables. I couldn't wait to get home. I wanted so badly to do for her what she had done for me.

		The drive home seemed endless. I didn't know what she had in store for me at home, but I knew it would be good. Abbey kept making small talk, asking me if I wanted to go shopping, what I liked for dinner, what kinds of cars I liked. I kept up my end okay, but I kept wondering what she looked like without her clothes. I had never really thought that about a woman before.

		I found out soon after we got home. As soon as we got in the door, Abbey grabbed me around the waist and pulled me close to give me a long, slow kiss. When she let up, I was out of breath. That started her giggling.

		"C'mon love. Let's go up to my room." she said before I could catch my breath. And, with both of us laughing, she led me by the hand upstairs and toward her bedroom.

		Abbey's bedroom was good size and had a king size bed in the middle of it. The wall length closet was covered with mirrors, and that made the room look twice as large. Abbey stopped in front of her bed and kissed me.

		Then she quickly took off my boots, shirt and pants, leaving me naked. She pushed me down on the bed then stood above me and took off her clothes, all except for her small red panties. "If you want what's in here, you'll have to take these off yourself," she said. Then she lay down on the bed next to me and I rolled on top of her.

		I started kissing her. Her tits pressed into mine, rubbing our nipples back and forth. I was still turned on from before and getting more so all the time. I had to feel her body and do for her what she had done for me at the park. I moved away from her mouth, down her perfect neck, to her nipples.

		"Oh, they're cute," I said as I started to suck on them and play with them.

		She moaned, "yes, yes."

		I flicked her nipples back and forth with my tongue and nibbled at them. Her moaning grew deeper.

		I got the impression that she would like me to do this for hours, but I wanted to get to her pussy, and taste her! I left her tits and moved down her, past her belly button to her crotch. She smelled of the leather saddle, but that didn't mask the other odor she was putting out. I had sometimes wondered how another woman would taste, why woman seemed to like it. Now I was about to find out!

		Little blonde hairs stuck out from her panties as I rubbed her pussy through them. "It's so soft and smooth," I murmured, "not like the boys!"

		"Much better," she replied.

		I pulled her panties down as she gently raised her hips so I could get them off. I remembered the times I had done that so the boys could get my panties off. Her blonde pussy was wet with her juice. It was fascinating. This was the first time I had been so close to another woman's pussy or had paid any attention to one at all. The pink lips of her slit were plainly visible through the light hair. The smell was enticing. I wanted to explore it fully.

		I wasted no more time. With a smile of delight on my face, I dove for her opening. It was delicious. Far better than I imagined. I licked around her whole pussy, wanting the taste of all of it. Abbey was squirming under me.

		"Oh Tina, Tina, yes, Tina" she kept saying.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		I experimented with using my tongue and my lips. I rubbed with my fingers. I sucked and I licked. Then she grabbed my head and pulled me closer to her pussy and held me there. She screamed in delight and her muscles tensed and relaxed quickly over and over. I was glad that I could make her come.

		"Come up here, and let me kiss you," she said, when the contractions were through. I slid my way slowly up her body, rubbing my tits against whatever I could. "Yes, Tina, we are going to have fun this week!" and she kissed me.

		And kissed me again, and again. She licked around my mouth, tasting herself on my face. Then she rolled me over, and we quickly tangled into a sixty-nine, with Abbey on top of me. I reached up and played with her ass, and we both quickly came again.

		We hugged, and kissed, and petted for a while longer and I was completely entranced. I would do almost anything to keep this feeling going all week. Abbey finally said, "You seem to be enjoying yourself. I thought that you would. This is only the beginning you know. I can teach you a lot about loving women. Would you like me to?"

		"If it all feels this good, you bet I do!"

		"Do you trust me enough to do what I tell you and go along with things even when you’re not sure of what's going on. I promise that you won't be sorry."

		I looked into her eyes, and saw enough to say, "Yes, whatever you say."

		She kissed me.

		"Good. We are going to have a fun week. We may even get in some more horseback riding. But first, a shower, and then some shopping. Then I'm taking you out for an evening you won't forget."

		***

		Snapping me out of my memories, Tanya announced we were at my place, it took us another half hour to get the blasted bike out of the car, a few times almost breaking the side window of her car. Once out I vowed never to ride to the gym again. We both laughed hard, but it was a weary laughter. I knew sleep would soon take us.

		We talked while we struggled with the bike. I asked Tanya if she had always been so competitive and she answered after giving it some thought.

		“Actually Tina yes, and sometimes it’s gotten me in trouble.”

		“Really how so. I mean you are pretty imposing so maybe someone is always trying to test you?” I asked.

		“You could say that. I remember a few years after college I was working out at a gym close to my apartment and there was a woman, about my age at the time 21 or 22 I guess. She just made it clear by her actions she didn’t like me.” Tanya explained.

		“Any reason why she didn’t like you?” I asked.

		“Not that she ever told me.”

		“Anyway we were both at the gym late. We were the only one’s there and I can’t remember who said what to who but we started pushing each other. Things escalated and soon we were rolling around on the work out mats and had both shed most of our clothes except for out under wear. We were both wearing thongs.”

		“So the two of you are in your panties wrestling around on a workout mat and you really don’t know why?” A said.

		“Basically. Yeah! Stupid right?” Tanya said sadly.

		Then she recounted the event:

		‘Misty, the girl I was in the altercation with seemed somewhat stunned by my intensity on the mat. “Tanya you’re nothing but a mouthy black bitch. If you want to be humiliated that’s fine by me.”

		‘With those insults exchanged, I now eagerly anticipated kicking the red headed bitch’s ass. It was possible I would get slaughtered; but I was certain Misty would know she’d been in a fierce fight and gotten some intense action. This was a knock down drag out catfight. So without verbalizing anything we both understood all holds and chokes were considered fair, so some vicious, catty brutality was all but guaranteed.

		‘Misty was 5’10’’, with huge breasts and a distinctive, powerful, fair-skinned body. Her long red hair tumbled carelessly down around her shoulders, framing her sexy blue eyes and her red, luscious lips. Her tight lycra thong stretched over her ample hips did little to hide her round ass, which was fast becoming her favorite weapon. Her chest jiggled when she moved.

		‘The gym lights were turned low as we fought on. Our sweaty bodies, damp from our workout, became wetter as the struggle heated up.

		‘Of course, I had never intended to completely kill my opponent, I just wanted to push her torture to a horrendous extreme. Maybe even gain some respect from the girl. But the fight raged on and the momentum shifted several time. Each of us held the advantage then lost it more times than I could count. Finally as we struggled just off the mat, I secured a rear naked choke and Misty was in ‘Lala’ land.

		‘But I wasn’t finished yet. My competitive side kept telling me: there was still the small matter of the declaring the winner of the catfight to attend to. I slid off of Misty. I picked up Misty’s discarded black top and used it to tie the unconscious girl’s hands behind her back. I checked that her wrists were securely bound together, then pulled her up by her red, sweaty hair and bundled her limp form back onto the mat. My rough treatment stirred Misty from her slumber as she was forcibly rolled to the center of the mat, but she was in no condition to resist. Only dimly aware of her surroundings, she was dragged onto her back and I placed my foot on her face. I gave her a three count. That made it an absolute certainty I was the winner.

		‘With my hated enemy firmly tied up, I was now free to torment her some more. Crouching, I pulled Misty’s thong down and off her body, leaving her completely nude. I rolled the sweat-drenched black panties up into a ball and crammed them into Misty’s mouth, gagging her. I straddled her stomach, then held my fingers above Misty’s upturned breasts. I carefully took each nipple between my finger and thumb, then suddenly began squeezing and twisting them. The red head’s groggy, lifeless face instantly came alive, her eyes wide with shock and agony. I pulled hard on the big, mangled breasts, twisting, and stretching the vulnerable skin.

		‘“Nnnnggghhhhhh!!” Misty screamed into her damp, fetid mouth-gag.

		‘Misty was beside herself with pain. She bucked and writhed but her hands were stuck uselessly behind her back. She could nothing but suffer as her damaged, teeth-marked chest was tortured yet again. She groaned incoherently as my fingers pinched and strained her quivering, agonized flesh. For several long moments they were contorted into cruel, unnatural shapes.

		‘“Wakey, wakey!” I cackled. “Just checking you weren’t still asleep!”

		‘I let go of the big, wounded boobs, much to Misty’s relief, and they sprang back into their usual shape.

		‘“I wanted you awake for your next punishment. The one that you really, really deserve.” I told her.

		‘The gagged girl winced, overcome with fear.

		‘“Poor girl,” I teased, “You’ve made it through all this pain and suffering… only to be finished off by my lovely black ass!” After saying that I stripped off my scarlet lycra bottoms.

		‘I spun round on Misty’s stomach so I was facing her bare feet. Then I slowly shuffled backwards, inching my ass toward her head. Misty squirmed, gazing up helplessly at my shiny black butt cheeks hovering just inches above her eyes. I gave my naked ass a seductive little wiggle, then plunged it down onto Misty’s face. The bound girl groaned in dismay as her nose and mouth were enveloped in my hot, sweaty ass-flesh. I shuffled my tight, backside, jamming her nostrils up between my butt cheeks. The panty gag in her mouth meant Misty had to try and breathe through her nose, forcing her to suffer the smell of her enemy.

		‘“How do you like it, bitch!” the dominant side of me laughed, finally getting my revenge for the busty red heads frequent mean tactics. I lifted up my legs, pushing my full weight into Misty’s face. I arced my legs high into the air, keeping them straight, then gracefully brought them down at ninety degrees to my body. I was now doing the splits on Misty’s face! It was an impressive piece of showboating, and the extra pressure meant that the gagged girl’s nose was now pinched shut between my butt cheeks, wedged firmly inside my ass crack.

		‘Misty squirmed helplessly as she felt the all-too-familiar tingle of oxygen deprivation. She ached desperately for a mouthful of fresh, clean air, but she was smothered in flesh. The humiliation was equally hard to bear. Trapped in a claustrophobic, sweaty prison, my body odor mashed heavily into her face, and she could do nothing but groan in disgust.

		‘Her lungs had to have begun to burn, and her senses no doubt started to slip into darkness. I knew the terror that consumed her slowly ebbed away into grim resignation, as she succumbed to my ass. I arched my back and ran a hand through my lustrous dark hair, reveling in my dominance as I slowly face-sat my rival into unconsciousness all the while quivering in the throes of my well-deserved orgasm that I smeared all over Misty’s battered face.

		‘Eventually, I was satisfied that the nasty smother had knocked her out cold. I clambered up off Misty’s face and looked down at her naked, beaten body. The red haired girl’s head lolled back against the mat, her once-pretty face now a damp, ruined, tear-stained mess. Her breasts were covered in bruises, as was her neck, which sported a red welt from the abuse it had suffered. To me, it was a beautiful, satisfying sight, but I felt I could disfigure my plaything further. I went over to edge of the mat to get my back pack and retrieved a black Magic Marker pen. I returned to Misty’s body, and grinned as I looked down at my sleeping victim. I bent over the red haired girl and began writing on her upturned belly. ‘Soon, the words ‘FAT BITCH’ were inscribed in thick black ink across Misty’s torso. Smirking, I went on to scrawl ‘LOSER’ across her forehead.

		‘I then made my way back to the dressing area, satisfied that Misty had been thoroughly humiliated. As I strode down the hall to the showers I punched the air, basking in my victory. The bound red head simply lay motionless on the mat, a sweaty, disheveled heap, her blemished skin marking my triumph. I had stretched the rules of fair play in this fight, but I had finally been able to unleash my competitive evil streak. Despite being pummeled in the early stages, I’d eventually got one over my hated rival, and subjected her to a sharp dose of savage, unforgettable torture. It would take poor Misty a long time to recover from this horrendous ordeal.

		‘I am convinced that the fight would never have happened if not for my intense competitiveness.’

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		So when Tanya’s rather erotically arousing story ended we headed into my place. I hadn’t given a lot of thought to where Tanya would sleep and even though I lived alone, my guest room was not in the best of shapes, having thrown the majority of my belongings there, rather than hanging them up at times. It had just seemed as a more convenient place to put things. I started to pick things up and throw them in the closet when Tanya came up behind me and said that if I didn't mind. she would share my bed with me. I agreed, kicking the shoes under the bed as I said so.

		I gave her an extra pillow that hadn't been used in a long time and still resembled a big fluffy pillow instead of the smashed head lifter I had. I gave her a fleece throw my mother had recently bought me as a Chanukah present and I slipped under the comforter.

		She whined and said she would rather be under the comforter too, saying that the fleece would make her too warm. I said Okay and she threw the blanket off the bed and started to disrobe.

		I was standing there staring when she smiled and said, "Uh, see something you like darling?"

		I stuttered trying to get the words out, blushing like some big red apple and answered her, saying, "Um, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to be staring, it’s just that you are so beautiful, really."

		"Thank you Tina. I am quite attracted to you too. I just love your shoulders," she said as she came closer to me and put her hands on me

		She worked the muscles in my shoulders and neck. Her long slender fingers made the massage seem like she was born to rub me. Chills raced through me. I loved the contrasting colors of her dark skinned hands on my pale complexion. I felt her curls when she came up behind me. The small tight ringlets that formed the V where her core began. I felt the strength in her legs, the legs that raced me in the pool.

		And when she wrapped her arms around my neck and shoulders, pulling me to her. I kissed her arms, feeling the long hairs that adorned her soft flesh. I kissed her. My lips brushed her arm. I reeled in the perfume that was her. It was citrus with lilac. Her own lips graced the back of my neck. I felt the softness of her lips and then the wet poise of her tongue.

		Leaning my head back, I felt as she nuzzled my neck, leaving small hickeys when she sucked hard on my neck. I didn’t try to stop her, but more so pushed my body back into hers.

		She was wild this women who stood behind me, pushing her own mons up into my ass. I grabbed at her with my hands flailing behind me and reached into the mighty V that held her. She parted her legs just slightly and allowed me to slip into her tightness.

		I was born again in her power. She enveloped me. My lust intertwined with hers.

		She came around and faced me. Bending down, her hands lifted my face up to hers. Again she kissed me. This time, I felt my eyes closing, lost in some dream world that had me as hers for an eternity. Electricity coursed through me. I even felt myself spurt just from the excitement of being with her.

		She took my hand and led me to the bed, removing my clothing slowly. She undid my sweats, pushing them with her legs to the floor, then dropping to her knees to bury her face in my mons. I gasped, reveling in her touch. She pushed me back on the bed and spread my legs wide. I started to protest and then thought to myself to stop. I didn't want her to stop. She had been my wet dream since I started going to the gym.

		Tanya saw my V, laughed, and said "pussy fight." With that Tanya took one step closer to me and continued to gyrating her crotch. Her pussy began hitting my pussy like a catcher’s mitt. Each time her pussy hit mine her pussy grew wetter. After a minute her pussy was dripping her juices and was pummeling my throbbing cunt.

		To my surprise Tanya did not seem to have any hesitation in pursuing our "pussy fight". Her actions with her girlfriend, her driving style, and our pussy fight indicated Tanya had no inhibitions. As a lesbian woman standing there having my pussy slapped by the wettest and darkest pussy I'd ever seen was very pleasing. I decided to give Tanya the best pussy fight ever.

		I grabbed her around the waist and our momentum carried us to my bed. Me on top between by dark beauties legs. I began thrusting my pussy against Tanya's.

		Tanya was thrilled that I was willing to challenge her. Our pussies were pounding against each other. Tanya and I were laughing. After five minutes of our pussy fight I realized to continue would make me explode. I told Tanya, "Enough, you win."

		Tanya disagreed and continued to grind into my now throbbing cunt with her aggressive pussy. I tried to lift off but she encircled my waist and held me in place. Tanya wound up rolling us over with me on the bottom. Tanya's pussy continued thrusting from back and forth. You could hear Tanya's pussy slap my tummy, then slap against my cunt, then slap against my belly. I grabbed Tanya by the shoulders and told her if she did not stop I was going to come.

		Tanya did not stop.

		Tanya's pussy was beating the hell out of mine. I could stand it no longer, my pussy exploded and I moaned. A large wet spot puddled under my ass on the bed. With that Tanya said calmly, "I win." and lifted off of me.

		I was on my back on bed facing Tanya. I spread my legs and began cleaning myself with some Kleenex. As I lie there cleaning my pubic hair and labia I felt Tanya grab my legs and roll me to my stomach, my ass cheeks in the air.

		Next thing I felt was Tanya's pussy! Tanya had, climbed on top of me from behind, and placed her mouth in the middle of my open ass crack. Her mouth moved deeper as she had a grip on my ass cheeks and began pulling them apart.

		I started to say, "What are you doing?"

		However, Tanya interrupted me, "I have not come yet. We need to finish this. Close your legs."

		I did as Tanya said and closed my legs leaving my butt cheeks the only thing spread open. Tanya wrapped one of her hands around my waist and began thrusting her dark pussy between my cheeks. Her hand wandered under me to my stomach, and down toward my sex.

		My cum served as a lubricant, and one of her fingers easily slid into my very wet cunt. My wet folds dripped juices over Tanya's hand and increased the wet spot on the bed. I could feel her finger sliding inside me about 3 inches then sliding back and forth over my clit.

		I had never been trib-fucked before and her finger made it feel all that much better. Tanya was getting more excited. Her thrust became faster and more forceful. Her one arm wrapped around my waist and held me tight. I could hear her breathing and feel her hot breath on my neck. After a minute she told me to, "Squeeze my pussy with your ass cheeks."

		I did as she instructed and tensed my butt muscles. Tanya opened her legs and made 3 forceful thrusts. I felt her incessant pussy push forward into my ass crack one last time. Her pussy exploded and squirted a stream of her juices into my ass crack, some dripping over my ass hole. The orgasm must have been intense. My orgasm was triggered by her warm juice dripping over my ass.

		Tanya was insatiable and she rolled me back onto my back and pushed her tongue up under my clitoral hood, pushing it back, exposing me. I watched as her head moved in a pumping fashion, then from side to side. She licked up one side of my sex, then the other side. She kept her hands resting on my thighs, sometimes caressing the skin beneath her fingers. I loved watching her, loved the color of her skin on mine.

		She stayed that way until I erupted, and then I pulled her up to me to kiss her lips. How wonderful to taste myself on her lips. I let my fingers trace circles around her dark aureoles, bringing the almost purple circle to hardened peaks. I bent my head down to enclose a perfect nipple into my eager mouth and felt as she pushed a large finger into my already steaming pussy. I swallowed her whole with that one. My body perspired heavily, my breath rapid, my pulse beating louder, on fire as she pumped inside of me. Her beautiful chocolate skin lying next to me. The Yin and Yang of life.

		We cradled each other that morning. Slept for 5 hours and then awakened to more lovemaking, the next times even hotter than the first. I wanted to tell her about love, but knew it to only be about lust, but each time I came, the feelings became more intense and each time she came, she shuddered and whispered my name, then cried my name into a new day.

		END
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