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KIRSTYN

I first laid eyes on Serena Sutton at the start of my senior year of running track at my university. Never mind exactly which university. It was a Division I athletic school; I can tell you that much. We can call it Lesbos University, if you absolutely must have a name. Names changed to protect the innocent, and all that.

Serena was an incoming freshman, from the Midwest, wide-eyed and innocent, so naive that it went past charming and landed in the realm of cute. Naive though she may be, she was absolutely all woman, an extraordinary beauty who I found instantly intoxicating. If I were to guess her ancestry, it was probably half Jewish, half South American—her luminous, olive-toned skin caught the sunlight like warm amber, and her hair was a dark espresso brown, wavy, loose voluminous curls that cascaded around her shoulders and occasionally reflected hints of auburn. Her eyes were deep and expressive, hazel with flecks of gold, and her strong nose, high cheekbones and strong jawline suggested a regal strength and wisdom that belied her sheltered Midwest upbringing. Her long dark eyelashes and full, naturally tinted lips were further suggestive of an old soul, in spite of her tender age of nineteen.

If I’d seen a picture of her, I’d have simply thought she was hot, but seeing her in person, I was in love. She moved with an effortless grace, a vibrant and grounded presence that made me fall in love with her energy even more than her beauty.

I could wax philosophical for many hours and many pages about how enamored I was of Miss Serena Sutton. But I think you get the idea.

Here’s the thing, though. She was straight. Heterosexual. She preferred the company of men. Or at least she thought she did. If I were to conquer her, show her the error of her ways, show her the superiority of the company of women, it would not be my first time doing so. It was something for which I had something of a talent, actually. The notches on my belt in the sexual arena were many, so many they’d look like the edge of a quarter if I were to actually spend the time to notch a belt. And a good many of those notches were ladies who had been certain that they were straight as an arrow. I was an adherent to the theory that most women would be at least bisexual if given a suitable opportunity and an environment where they could ignore social pressure. I was certainly living proof of that, myself.

Sorry, let me back up. My name is Kirstyn Jackson. Let me paint a quick picture (don’t worry, I won’t wax philosophical about myself as I did with my lovely Serena). I was a shade under five foot nine—a full six inches taller than the beautiful Miss Sutton—with a powerful physique sculpted and defined during my years of competitive sports. My legs were powerful and thick, a runner’s legs, and my arms and shoulders were muscular and well-defined, but not so much that it erased my femininity entirely. My shoulders were on the broader side and I was slender in the body, with abs you could feel if you rubbed my stomach, even while you couldn’t quite see them. My C-cup breasts were mildly inconvenient for a competitive runner, such that I had to wear two sports bras for competitions. My ass was perfectly sculpted by years in the gym. I kept my long black hair back in a simple pony tail most of the time, and I had the strong beautiful face and ruddy skin tone reflective of my Native American heritage. I had a wide smile that I was told could light up a room, and brown eyes that could go from soft and beautiful to downright intimidating when I was competing.

That is more than I intended to say of myself, but whaddya gonna do? Consider the picture painted.

I had heard Serena say that she had a boyfriend back home, in that lovely little Midwestern drawl that seemed so incongruous coming from a girl who looked like that. Even if she did have a boyfriend, that didn’t mean a whole lot to me; I just took it as a challenge accepted. 

And it didn’t seem as if the challenge would be necessarily all that hard. In the locker room before and after practice, I would notice her sneaking a furtive glance at a teammate now and then. Those teammates whom she furtively glanced at included me, much to my great pleasure. Our other teammates probably hadn’t noticed, but I had an eagle eye for such things. She was from a conservative small town so she definitely had experienced a fair bit of social pressure to be straight and traditional, but I could tell that she at least appreciated the female form. Like I said before, most women did—even if they didn’t necessarily want to fuck other women, they liked to look at them. But that was a good indication to me that she was a mountain who could be climbed. 

My moment came the first practice after a meet. Serena had run badly, and I could tell she was down on herself. Everyone struggles to adjust to the Division I level their first year out of high school, but Serena seemed to be struggling more than most. There had been whispers that she was anxious about losing her scholarship, and frankly she might have had good reason to be. 

So, the beautiful object of my affection asked me to stay after practice and help her with her form. 

We were at the indoor track of our university’s multi-gajillion-dollar gym, to which we athletes had private access for the two hours before and after our practices. It was a two-hundred-meter rubberized oval, and it was there that we’d be doing most of our training during the winter. 

I had Serena start with a simple four-hundred-meter run-up, with me following behind. I suppose I don’t have to tell you that the view was extraordinary, running behind Serena Sutton in her tight running shorts. We ran at a moderate pace, just enough to get the heartrate up and the muscles warm and loose. The light sheen of sweat developing on her gorgeous olive-colored skin looked positively lickable. I hadn’t really realized how horny I was until that moment. 
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