
        
            [image: cover]
        


 


 


 


 






















Ultimate Tie Break











By Julia Vargas


 


Ultimate Tie Break

Copyright
2022 Julia
Vargas

 

Cover by Julia
Vargas, Photo by Joe Alexander, Pexels.

 


 

This is a work of fiction that should not
be read if you are under 18 years old. It involves adults engaged
in sexual acts that include fetishes as sexfights, catfights and
titfights. If this type of fiction offends you or it is forbidden
in your country, I strongly ask you not to continue
reading.

All characters appearing in this work are
fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is
purely coincidental.

 

 

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite
ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.


 






















Ultimate Tie Break





By Julia Vargas


   Ultimate Tie
Break. By Julia Vargas.

Laura Aguilar knew she
wasn't going to be friends with Priya Sharma from the moment they
shook hands on the tennis court before the match. And she had a
feeling (and she was absolutely right) that Priya felt the same
way.

They both had noticed a
strange electric current running through their bodies when their
slender, elegant fingers came into contact, a kind of instinctive
repulsion toward each other, as if the two young women's bodies
were equal pole magnets.

The Royal Tennis Club of
West London had paired them up for a training match. The
organization grouped their members into different categories
according to their level, and then organized games between players
of similar ability so that participants could enjoy a competitive
match. 

Laura Aguilar usually had
no trouble finding opponents, but the young woman she usually
practiced with had been injured, and Laura had turned to the club
to quickly find an opponent of her ability. The club had proposed
Priya and they had arranged the match for Wednesday
afternoon.

It was not the first time
Priya and Laura had met, but until then they had not spoken to each
other. They often had heard each other spoken of in glowing
terms. 

"Priya Sharma is an
excellent player and also very beautiful. She's nice but has a
strong character. She's a lawyer, and although she's not yet
thirty, rumor has it she's going to make partner in her firm," a
friend of Laura's, John Lewis, had told Laura. "I'm sure you would
like each other."

"Laura Aguilar is
sensational, a most capable Spanish girl. She came from Spain for a
postgraduate degree and stayed here. She works in marketing and
despite her age, she already runs her department. She is a splendid
player, her legs allow her to reach every ball. And personally, I
find her a very sexy woman," Jenn Robinson had commented to
Priya.

Comments about the other
woman had been frequent in their respective circles. Laura and
Priya had a sense of knowing the other in some way, of having
gotten a more or less accurate idea of each other, and both had
harbored the hope that meeting each other would start a beautiful
friendship because they had so much in common.

Until this moment, when at
last they had met in person...

A fierce mutual antipathy
had gripped their hearts. 

As they shook hands,
tighter and longer than was reasonable to expect, the two women
examined each other with critical eyes, comparing each
other. 

They were about the same
height (perhaps two or three centimeters taller than Laura) and of
similar build. Both were lean and fit, with long legs, narrow
waists, and imposing but not too large breasts. Their arms were
slender but well formed, with very lightly marked muscles. Both
wore their hair long to mid-back, pulled back in a ponytail:
Laura's was dark brown, with waves; Priya's was coppery with shades
of red, straight. Their skin was tanned; Laura's, paler than
Priya's, that revealed her Indian ancestry.

Both women were beautiful,
with delicate features of small noses and full, sensual lips. Laura
had more pronounced cheekbones and Priya's eyes were larger and
darker than those of the Spanish woman.

Both wore tops and shorts.
Tight, sleeveless tops that held their breasts and showed off their
flat tummies with deep navels, abs slightly marked. And shorts that
ended just below the bottoms, showing off their long, toned legs.
Laura's outfit was black; Priya's, white, contrasted deliciously
with her dark skin.

Both women wore red nail
polish.

They stopped shaking hands
and smiled at each other, but neither felt any real joy. Priya
thought, looking at Laura's appearance, that she was glad she had
worn the top and shorts for sports. She wondered if she could have
worn a more elegant dress, with a floaty skirt, to make her legs
look longer, something that would show the class she had that the
Spaniard lacked and show off her beautiful firm tummy. Maybe that
would have been excessive, but... but it would have shown the
Spaniard who was looking smugly at her, that she had nothing to
envy her.

"So, Laura... Should we
begin?"

"Whenever you are ready,
honey."

Priya thought Laura's
voice, somewhat husky, sounded like a purr. It made her think of a
tigress about to attack a gazelle. "But I am not a helpless
gazelle," she thought.

"I'm ready if you are. Want
to play easy or hard?"

"I never play
easy."

If it wasn't a challenge,
it surely seemed one. Priya had never backed off from a challenge
in her life.

"Hard it is then. You can
have the first serve if you want", Priya said with a
smirk.

Priya felt upset by Laura's
uppity. "This fucking Spanish bitch, acting high and mighty", she
thought.

She went to her side of the
court. Halfway around she turned around to watch the Spaniard on
her way to her position. She noted the shapely calves, watched her
walk with the airs of a catwalk model. Laura's ponytail swung from
side to side. Laura turned to look at her and Priya immediately
turned around, somewhat disturbed, so that Laura wouldn't catch her
staring at her. She made sure to wiggle her hips as she walked, as
she would have done if instead of a tennis opponent it were a man
watching her. "Too bad my ass doesn't quite show in these shorts. I
could have brought the ones that really fit me snugly, the red
ones."

On her way to her position
at one end of the runway, Laura watched Priya walk swaying. "She
moves like a floozy," Laura thought. "She looks like she has more
experience in bed than on a tennis court."

Laura wasn't fooling
herself, however: those sinewy arms were strong for sure, and
Priya's legs seemed quite capable of moving with speed. Even the
way she had shaken hands indicated that she was a woman of hard
character, tenacious and competitive.

"But so am I," Laura
concluded. "I'm going to like watching her bite the
dust."

Positioned on each side of
the court, Laura raised one hand with a ball to indicate she was
going to serve. Priya, on the other side, leaned over, flexing her
long brown legs slightly and bending her torso, swaying slowly as
she waited for Laura's serve.

"If there was someone
behind her he'd have no problem seeing half of this little slut's
ass," Laura thought unfairly, because her shorts were as skimpy as
those of her rival.

She tossed the ball into
the air and hit it hard as it began to fall, with a groan. Many
opponents complained about the moaning Laura emitted when she hit
the ball: a somewhat animalistic, almost primitive moan of effort.
Laura didn't do it on purpose, but it was a habit that made many
women uncomfortable.

Priya ran to the side of
the court (Laura confirmed that her opponent was fast) and hit with
her forehand, emitting a groan of effort. The ball crossed the net
and sought her backhand. Laura hit it after a few quick steps with
another groan. Priya answered with a strong drive, moaning as well.
They exchanged six, seven powerful racket strokes and six, seven
groans until Priya's last ball went an inch off the line. Laura
sang out. Fifteen-zero.

Panting after that first
frenetic and competitive point, each returned to her
position. 

"This Spaniard hits hard
and moves like a devil," Priya thought, trying to catch her breath.
"And she whines like a sow." 

"This Paki gets to every
ball. And she moans like she's in bed with a stallion," Laura
thought, slowly bouncing the ball to catch her breath a
little.

She served and the two
young women traded balls for a full minute, until Laura smashed the
ball into the net on what looked like an easy passing
shot. 

Priya clenched her fist in
celebration.

"Celebrate what you can.
Soon you won't be able to celebrate anything," Laura mumbled,
annoyed at the exaggerated joy that Priya showed for winning just a
point.

For the next few minutes,
the two women played at their best, hitting back at each other and
running around as if they were playing in the Wimbledon final,
trading blows and moans. Laura ended up winning the first game
after a fierce contest.

"One to zero," Laura
shouted, satisfied with that first victory, however small it
was.

Priya did not answer. She
went to her serving position, bounced the ball, threw it in the air
and showed that her powerful serve had nothing to envy to Laura's.
They played a bitterly fought point, forcing each other to squeeze
the most of herself every shot, running from one side of the court
to the other. For a moment Laura was winning the game, but Priya
soon recovered ground. After a few frantic minutes, Priya managed
to win the game.

"Even at one!" she shouted,
like a challenge.

Laura glared angrily at
her.

After each fierce exchange,
between points, the two women gasped. They were in splendid shape,
but both played hard and were very evenly matched. Every point won
was worked to the max.

Laura bounced the ball
slowly, catching her breath. Priya pulled her shorts back on and
Laura, who saw her do it, took the opportunity to serve
immediately. Priya had time to answer, but not to be well placed,
and her backhand ended up in the net.

Laura smiled mischievously.
Priya mumbled through her teeth, irritated by her absent-mindedness
and her opponent's inelegant trickery.

Laura served again. The
strokes of the two were becoming more and more aggressive, seeking
each other's limit. The moans were also louder.

"Aaahhhh...!"

Zham!

"Aaaahhhh...!"

Zham!

A few minutes later,
winning by three games to two, Laura was wiping her forehead. She
was sweaty from head to toe. Her body glistened with a thin layer
of sweat: face, cleavage, flat belly, thighs. "This Indian bitch is
squeezing me good," she thought. Even from a distance, she could
see that Priya was equally glistening with sweat, her brown skin
brighter. "I'm going to finish this Spanish bitch and her air of
superiority," Priya was thinking meanwhile, walking over to pick up
a ball and serve for the equalizer. 

She served hard, moaning.
Laura answered with a powerful forehand, moaning as well. Priya ran
to the ball and returned it. Laura ran to the other side of the
court in a hurry. They exchanged half a dozen vigorous, fierce
blows, moaning each time, until Laura tried a subtlety and threw a
drop shot. Priya saw her in time and ran to the ball.

"Damn bitch, she's going to
get there," Laura thought.

She was right: Priya
arrived, albeit just, and answered with a drop shot as well. Laura
had guessed her intention and was already running full speed
towards the net. Priya saw her sliding on her long, magnificent
legs and prepared to answer. Laura tried to overtake her but Priya
arrived in plenty of time. They were both close to the net and
could see their faces unhinged, congested from the effort. Priya
saw a gap to Laura's left: it would be easy to pass her.

And yet, something inside
Priya made her decide to hit the ball hard towards Laura's body
instead of aiming there, at the free space. Laura didn't have time
to dodge and the ball hit her hard in the abdomen. Laura grunted in
pain from the ball. She looked angrily at Priya.

Priya made an apologetic
gesture to her, but from the small smile on her lips, it was clear
that the blow had been delivered consciously. That smirk hurt and
angered Laura more than the blow itself.

"Are you out of your mind?
You did that on purpose!"

"Sorry, girl. Don’t be
upset. It's just a ball hit."

"You had the whole court to
yourself and
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