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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. 

Once we were done with the four-hundred, she and I regrouped at the starting line, her beautiful breasts heaving with every deep breath. “I think a big part of my issue is my stance,” Serena said. “I look at yours and it’s like... perfect. You look like an Olympian.”

“Stop,” I said, laughing. 

“No really,” she said. “It just looks so natural; you look like a fish in water. I thought I had a good stance and first step in high school, but... high school is high school I guess, right? Can you show me how you get into your stance?”

“Sure,” I said. “Drop down into your opening stance. Let’s see what we’re working with.”

“Okay, cool,” she said, her sweet midwestern accent sounding like honey.

“Well,” I said. “First off, the main thing I would say about your posture is that you’re way too tense. It looks like you’re trying to run a sprint, and you’re actually trying to run a mile, so your shoulders are hunched, your upper body is twisted, and your hips are locked. All wrong. You can’t move like this.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” she said. “How should I hold myself, then?”

“Okay, let me show you. I’m not a natural instructor, I can do but I can’t teach, so bear with me,” I said. “Put your feet a little wider than shoulder width apart. Loosen your hips. No, looser. Here...”

I walked up behind her and put my hands on her hips. “I’m just trying to get you loosened up a bit, don’t take it the wrong way,” I said, but I stopped myself abruptly. 

At my touch on her hips, they did indeed loosen up... and tilted backward toward my hands. She was wearing a blue sports bra and black running shorts, both skintight. As she turned her hips back towards me, I could see the lovely V outline of her pussy lips there, swollen, beautiful, enticing. 

It was unclear which of us moved first. She turned her hips slightly to the side so that my hand was first on her cheek, and then aligned with her asscrack. I happily took the hint, running my hand down her absurdly perfect ass, middle finger aligned with her crack, until I found the heat and softness of her luscious lower lips. The hunger and butterflies in my lower tummy were ferocious and immediate, and I felt myself immediately get wet. Nothing was between my hand and her extraordinary nineteen-year-old pussy but a thin layer of spandex.

There was a moment when we were simply frozen in time, her down in her runner’s stance still, my hand on her pussy. I could feel her heat there, and perhaps a hint of wetness beginning to form. We were both going over the potential consequences, I think—were we alone in the gym? Was she ready to act on feelings she’d probably always had but squashed because of her conservative traditional Midwest upbringing? Was I taking advantage of a young teammate who looked up to me?

Only a moment were we frozen there, but it seemed to go on an eternity. She did not, I noticed, pull away. She did not recoil. She was not horrified, perhaps just... confused. 

I wouldn’t have minded at all if we had stayed there all night. I had dreamed of touching her pussy from the moment I’d laid eyes on her, and now I was. The heat I felt there was simply paradise. She had as yet given me little indication that she liked that I was there, so I was perfectly prepared to move away if she had said the word. 

But she never did pull away. 

And she never pushed me away. 

The moment ended and we began to move again. 

We were moving almost imperceptibly, just tiny little thrusts and rolls, the kind that one does subconsciously while dancing. My fingers were on her labia, rubbing her back and forth, and her hips were turning a bit more, allowing me to slide a finger just between her lips, pushing her shorts inside her slightly, giving her a cute little camel toe. She was moaning softly now, and I could feel the heat from her core. 

“Kirstyn...” she gasped, and I could sense her uncertainty. “Oh, god, I’m...”

“Shh,” I murmured quietly, cutting her off before she could start to tell me that she wasn’t a lesbian. Her voice might want to say such a thing, but her body certainly didn’t. That may have been her last thought of any sort of protest, as she fell out of her runner’s stance onto all fours, fully grinding her hips against my hand as I masturbated her through her shorts. 

“Oh, fuck it,” Serena moaned, reaching back to grab my hand and pushing it inside her tights.

There was an electricity there, an intensity, an almost-maniacal passion the first time I touched her pussy with my bare fingers. The heat and moisture of her cunt was exquisite. Her moans were rapidly becoming more and more urgent. I rubbed her pussy back and forth, focusing on her clit and teasing her lips. She was getting more and more aggressive with her movements, and she was getting very, very close to orgasm.

“Let’s take these off,” I whispered, pulling down her spandex running shorts. She did not resist, any thought of the two of us being seen apparently having been completely forgotten. Her pussy was bare, shaved completely clean and glistening with her juices. She had a perfect, gorgeous cunt.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “Oh God, I’m close...”

“Cum for me,” I urged her, sliding my finger along her slit and pushing a finger inside her. Her pussy was tight, a vice grip around my finger, and her moans were now desperate. “Cum for me, you hot little piece of ass. Cum for me.”

“Ohhhh, fuck,” she groaned, and then it happened. She began to climax, her pussy gripping my fingers, her body writhing and shuddering with the force of the orgasm. She was gasping, moaning, crying, her entire body convulsing, and then collapsing as her orgasm subsided.

As her breathing became regular, and her heartbeat returned to normal, she seemed to come back to earth.  “I— sorry,” she said, as she quickly pulled her shorts back on. 

I laughed. “For what?”

“I’ve been in a weird mood lately,” she said, as she pulled her shorts back up over her hips, hiding that beautiful pussy from my sight once again. “First time away from home, I’m not running well... I... I don’t know what I’m saying. We’re all good though. I just... Wow. Where in the world did that come from?”

That came from you being gay, I thought, annoyed at her sudden post-nut clarity. That wasn’t even the right word. She’d had clarity when she was still horny; that was the real her. The post-nut clarity was all the anti-gay bullshit her elders in flyover country had filled her pretty little head with.

I shrugged, smiling. “Who cares?”

“Good point,” she said.

“I should have gotten your bra off, though,” I said.

She blushed and laughed nervously. “Sorry, I... um, yeah. I’ll see you at practice tomorrow, yeah? Maybe we dreamed this. Maybe we’re dreaming right now.”

“Maybe,” I said, as she turned and left.

The next day, we had a competition, and Serena ran her best race since the season had begun. She didn’t beat anyone, but she didn’t look like a novice, either, and she placed tenth in a field of thirty. Apparently I did loosen her up a bit, I thought proudly, watching her run more confidently than she had since she’d come to our university. 

You are still gonna be mine, I thought, as I took in every single aspect of her perfect body while she ran her race. She was simply a joy to observe in motion: the smooth, fluid motions of her body, the gentle bounce of her breasts as she ran, the beautiful roundness of her ass. I wanted all of that, and I was going to get it.

It would be a full month before I’d get a chance to try again. 

I had worked out late, and was now enjoying the bottomless hot water of the gym’s excellent spacious shower facilities. I had thought myself alone until I heard footsteps. 

It was Serena. She’d been swimming, evidently, so I hadn’t even noticed her. Her hair was wet and slicked back, and she wore only a towel. When she saw me, her body jerked backward slightly like she’d have hightailed it out of there if I hadn’t noticed her. 

“You don’t have to run off,” I said, not bothering to hide the flirtatiousness in my voice. “I’m not going to pounce on you, Serena. Take your shower.”

“Sorry,” she said, as she stepped into the shower pod across from mine. There were six showerheads in each pod, encircled by a chest-high privacy wall so we could only see each other’s faces. “I’m just... Just jumpy, I don’t know.”

“Jumpy around me,” I said. “You’ve been avoiding me. You really think I’m going to jump you, don’t you?”

“No!” I was surprised by how passionately she responded to that accusation. It seemed she had surprised even herself. She started shampooing her hair before she spoke again. “I... I have been avoiding you, Kirstyn. I’m sorry about that. It’s not because of you, I promise. It’s...”

She left that sentence dangling in the air, unfinished. She almost seemed frightened to finish it, and I understood why. She was going to say something to the effect of ‘it’s because I liked what we did, and it scares me that I liked it.’ She didn’t think I was going to jump her bones. She didn’t trust herself around me. 

“How long are you planning on hiding from yourself?” I asked. 

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“You aren’t the first confused young woman I’ve ever met,” I said. “I hope you can be honest with yourself eventually, Serena. Whether it’s with me, or with whoever else. You’ll be a lot happier.”

“I like men, Kirstyn.”

I smiled and turned from her so she couldn’t see me laughing. I didn’t want to come off as condescending. But her ‘I like men’ protestation was just too much for me. She had said it like she was trying to convince herself and couldn’t. 

“That’s what I thought too,” I said. “And I guess I still kinda do. But you definitely also like girls, Serena. That’s the reality and we both know it. But you identify however you want to identify. If you want to lie to yourself, that’s definitely your business.”

My beautiful Serena gave me the world’s cutest indignant expression... but, notably, she did not argue. 

“Tell you what,” I said. “If you’re so sure you don’t like girls, that you’re straight as an arrow... come over here to my shower pod. I won’t lay a finger on you. Just come over here and see if you don’t get turned on by showering with me.”

She blushed bright red, but her mouth quivered. I could tell that, on some level, she did want to. It would prove something to her, and I could tell that deep down she knew her denial was ridiculous.

“Well,” she stammered. “Um. Well.”

“It’s an opportunity to prove to yourself that you aren’t gay,” I said.

“Yeah, uh huh. Yeah,” she said, her face flushing as she wrapped herself in her towel and walked across the tiled floor, still covered in soap. She stepped into my shower pod, closing the glass half-door behind her.

She looked around, her eyes stopping on my body on all the right places, though she forced herself to look away quickly. “Uh... okay, so. Yeah, nothing, huh?”

“Not even a kiss, if that’s what you want,” I said. “Just take a nice, relaxing shower. I’ll turn around and give you privacy... or a chance to really admire my body. Whatever you prefer, I don’t care.”

I turned, feeling her eyes on my back and butt.

“Okay, well, yeah,” she said. “Just... just to prove it to you that this isn’t my thing... that that was a one-time thing.”

“I believe you,” I said.

“You don’t believe me,” she said, laughing nervously. “It’s fine. Just... let’s get our showers done, and we can move on and just be friends, okay? Good friends.”

“Deal,” I said with a smile that faced the wall. “You can touch me if you want, you have all the consent that I can give you... but I absolutely will not make a move on you. You have my word.”

And we each went back to our individual showers, just five feet away from each other and nothing between us, instead of twenty feet apart with two walls impeding any wandering hands. For a good solid minute, we did nothing but shower. I wasn’t sure if she was looking at me, as I was dutifully staring at the wall. I wanted her, very badly in fact. If I couldn’t have her, I at least wanted to stare at her, ogle her gorgeous naked body while I had the chance. But I was a woman of my word. I gave her all the privacy in the world. This was about finding out if she could keep her hands off of me, not the other way around. 

For that minute, it seemed as if her willpower would hold, that perhaps I had been wrong about her. 

Then I felt her presence behind me. 

I didn’t hear her, feel her, or smell her, before I knew she was there. It was simply her presence. 

Her hands were trembling as they touched my back. She had the lightest touch imaginable, like the brush of a butterfly’s wings. She slid her hands down my back, and then, without warning, she reached around me under both arms and grabbed both of my breasts, pressing herself against me. I could feel her wonderfully hard nipples poking me in the back.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she whispered, as she squeezed my tits, rubbing her own nipples against my back. Her breath was hot and heavy, and I could feel her heart pounding, the adrenaline and the lust coursing through her veins. The repeated fucks were not yet exclamations of pleasure, but rather of her internal conflict and indecision. I would make sure that those words transformed into the ones I’d more prefer to hear from her. 

She was grinding herself against my ass, and I felt her hand snake down to grab my pussy. Her fingers were probing and aggressive, and her other hand was now squeezing and twisting my nipple.

“Are you... oh fuck,” she moaned.

“Am I what, baby?” I said, as I grabbed her wrist and pressed her hand harder against my pussy.

“You’re... are you dripping, Kirstyn?”

“Only because you’re here, baby.”

And I turned my head to kiss her. 

Her lips were warm, her tongue aggressive, and her soft body pressed against mine was pure heaven. Her fingers were exploring me, probing my most intimate folds, and she moaned against my lips as her fingers slipped inside me.

“This isn’t what straight girls do,” I teased between kisses.

“Shut up,” she murmured, pulling her fingers out of my pussy and putting them in my mouth. My cunt juice tasted amazing (if I may be so unhumble), and it was an effort not to cum then and there.

I spun around, pinning her against the shower wall, and I kissed her again, aggressively, possessively. She kissed back with equal vigor, her hand grabbing my ass, squeezing it hard, and her other hand going back to my pussy, two fingers pushing inside me this time.

“Ohhhh,” she groaned. “What the fuck is happening?”

“You’re finally being honest with yourself,” I said.

“God,” she groaned, as her thumb brushed against my clit. “I am so turned on. And it’s so, so wrong, but... but... fuck, I want you, Kirstyn.”

“Show me how much you want me, baby.”

Her fingers were moving with more purpose now, and the moans escaping her lips were music to my ears.

“Touch me,” she whispered.

I obliged, sliding my hand down her stomach, over her smooth, toned abs, and into her shaved smooth pussy. My fingers slid inside her, and she moaned.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she groaned, as we stroked each other’s pussies. There it is, I thought. That’s the kind of fuck-fuck-fuck I want to hear from you. We stared into each other’s eyes as we madly fingered each other, mirroring each other’s movements, becoming more aggressive or gentle in response to the other, operating as one.

“Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god, oh my god,” she chanted.

“You’re gonna cum for me, baby,” I said. “Cum with me, babe. Cum.”

“Ohhhhh, fuck,” she screamed, as she climaxed, and her scream pushed me over the edge. We came together, our bodies shuddering, our screams reverberating through the showers.

We collapsed, panting, in each other’s arms.

“So. You’re pretty obviously not straight, huh?” I said, once my breathing returned to normal.

“Maybe I’m not as straight as I thought,” she murmured.

“Maybe, or maybe you’re a total homo,” I said. “Or at least you’re about to be, once I’m done with you...”

Serena was on shaky legs, clearly on her way to sitting down, but I did not let that happen. Putting both hands on her beautiful, perfect ass, I squeezed and lifted. She let out a cute little startled ‘oh,’ but got the message in a hurry, wrapping her arms around my shoulders and neck and her legs around the small of my back. I held her there against me, her feet off the floor, her body totally in my control. Our tits were pressed together, our pussies were pressed together, and our lips were pressed together, as I held her there in the shower and we passionately made out for several minutes.

When our kisses ended, I pulled away, staring into her deep hazel eyes. We were still under the hot shower, rapidly turning pruny, but neither of us cared one bit. “I want you so badly,” she murmured.

“You’re mine,” I whispered, kissing her again.

I took a deep breath. This was an important moment. There was no turning back from this.

For a long moment, we stared into each other’s eyes without a word. No words were needed, or spoken, but a lengthy and complex conversation transpired between us there in that shared gaze. 

And I went back to kissing her, slowly, softly, sensually. I wanted to fuck her brains out, but I also had feelings for her, and our making out was leaning in the latter direction just that moment. Her arms still wrapped around my neck as we kissed, as I went first to one knee, then to both, and finally laid my lover down on the floor of the shower as the water fell on us like rain. 

Breaking our kiss, I stared into Serena’s eyes again and said: “You’re never gonna think about men again, when I’m done with you.”

And I began to lick and kiss my way down her body. She was squirming under my touch, her skin quivering and her breath catching. Down her neck I went, to her chest, her beautiful breasts, her perfect nipples. She was gasping and moaning as I explored her beautiful, athletic, toned body. Her skin was soft and warm and wet, her scent was intoxicating, and her moans and whimpers were delicious. Her moans were growing louder and more frequent, her legs spreading as my tongue made its way down her flat tummy and to her beautiful pussy.
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