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		Celina moaned quietly into Sarah’s ear as she felt another climax beginning to build inside her body. She could feel the other woman’s long, stiff nipples digging into her own flesh, and thrust her chest upward in a small act of defiance. Sarah’s breath came in a short gasp at Celina’s maneuver, signaling that her own orgasm was growing closer.

		

		Their sighs became more and more frequent as they continued. Their lithe, young bodies moved as one, each woman bringing the other closer and closer to the ultimate prize. Their combined flesh, dripping with sweat, had been wrapped together tightly for over an hour; Celina admired the other woman’s stamina.

		

		Sarah took a tight hold of Celina’s long, dark brown hair. Immediately Celina returned the favor, running her fingers through Sarah’s thick blonde tresses. She gave Sarah’s hair a quick tug, pulling the other woman’s face away so she could stare into the blonde woman’s eyes.

		

		Without warning the two girls crushed their mouths together, sealing their cries between two pairs of tightly interwoven lips. Their tongues wrestled viciously, coiling together in tight, defiant circles.

		

		Celina had to force herself under control. Her body screamed to overcome this other woman, to wage all-out war until Sarah surrendered; but her contract forbade it.

		

		“Make it interesting.” Her boss always told her. “If they want naughty, give them naughty. If they want rough, give them rough. But under no circumstances are you allowed to actually harm the client. Remember, you’re getting paid to please them, not make them feel worse.”

		

		Their combined bodies shook as the final seconds elapsed. Sarah and Celina constricted their legs tightly around each other, locking together at the hip. They grinded their pussies viciously against each other’s thigh, neither able to control her desires any longer.

		

		Sarah and Celina screamed as one, tearing their lips away from each other as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over them. They bucked against one another’s flesh with violent passion, coating each other’s already sticky thighs with their orgasmic juices. As the final seconds of their climax elapsed the two women sealed their lips together again, kissing one another gently.

		

		Celina waited for Sarah to restart the process. This was their third combined orgasm, but with the power she felt behind every single one of them she wouldn’t have been surprised if Sarah wanted to continue all night long. However, the familiar grinding never came. For the next several minutes the two women simply lay together, feeling the comfort of one another’s embrace.

		

		At last Sarah gave a long, contented sigh, rolling off the brunette’s warm, firm body. She glanced over Celina’s form slowly, as if debating on whether to have another go; but eventually she turned away.

		

		“How much do I owe you?” Sarah asked, moving towards her purse. Celina propped herself up onto her elbows, glancing at the clock above the bedroom door. It had been nearly an hour and a half.

		

		“Just for the hour.” Celina replied. Sarah was a beautiful woman; and to be quite honest she was a fantastic fuck. Besides, the main goal was to turn every client into a repeat customer, and a small discount always seemed to help.

		

		Celina stood, pulling a long, black coat tightly around her naked body. Sarah handed her a small wad of cash, which Celina pocketed without counting. Sarah didn’t seem the type to try and con her. Besides, any money made from sex work was good money.

		

		“Thank you.” Sarah said, leading Celina to the door. “You’re so much better than that damn, cheating ex-boyfriend of mine.”

		

		“You’re fantastic.” Celina replied with a coy smile. She walked out into the night towards the black Camaro parked in the driveway. “If you ever need our services again, you know how to reach us!” the brunette called over her shoulder before climbing in the driver’s seat.

		

		Celina was part of a behind the scenes escort service that catered to much of Afina, a midsized city in southern Colorado. The service was craftily hidden behind a business firm called Fiona’s Finances, a legitimate financial company run by Fiona Waltz. The corporation itself was Fiona’s main priority, but she would often call promising, new employees to her office to see if they seemed interested in her side business.

		

		The entire setup was actually quite safe, despite the controversies still surrounding willing prostitution. Both the clients and the escorts were tested for disease prior to the service to ensure the safety of both parties. Repeat customers could request women they felt more comfortable with, and the girls were never forced into participating in acts they didn’t feel safe with.

		

		The company even looked into the background of the clients and their area of residence. If a customer was deemed dangerous, they were denied service. If the neighborhood being serviced showed signs of being unsafe, a hotel room or other accommodation was made to protect the safety of the women.

		

		Celina had been an employee of Fiona’s Finances for over two years, but her career as a call girl had started just a few months ago. It was daunting at first, but after the first few jobs she came to enjoy it.

		

		The service caters to women as well as men, which makes some of the newcomers a bit uncomfortable. Celina’s first client in fact was a young woman, and she had been nervous. After the first few minutes of awkwardness passed, however, the job went well; Celina even came to realize she enjoyed the women more than the men.

		

		When Celina came back to her apartment she hurried to the bathroom. She turned the water on in the shower to let it warm, then checked her phone. She was supposed to meet another client in an hour, a redhead by the name of Stacy. Stacy was a customer new to the service, and Celina wanted to look her best.

		

		She was just about to step under the spray when she heard her phone go off. It was a text message from Fiona about the upcoming job. “We have a new member of the group!” it read. “I’d like to use Stacy as her initiation. Is that alright with you?”

		

		Celina felt a small flash of contempt, but she pushed it aside. In truth the question was really just a formality. Whatever the boss wanted, she got; despite whether Celina was alright with it or not.

		

		Celina composed a quick reply before stepping into the shower. As the warm water ran across her body she wondered who the new girl was. As per the company’s policy, Celina had no knowledge of who the other escorts were; but she couldn’t help but wonder why this new woman was taking over one of her jobs instead of someone else’s.

		

		Celina shook her head, realizing she herself had probably taken over another woman’s job on her first day as well. She didn’t even know if the other women had any other jobs tonight, and laughed at her own paranoia. She finished her shower, counted the money she earned from Sarah to make sure it was all there, and collapsed upon her bed. With Stacy taken care of she had no more jobs; and as soon as her head hit the pillow she was asleep.

		

		When Celina got to work the next day she headed directly to Fiona’s office. She entered the elevator and hit the button for the seventh floor, the highest floor of the company besides the roof. As the elevator rose, she tried to shake the doubts of last night from her mind. She knew she was just being paranoid; but something didn’t feel right.

		

		Celina stepped onto the landing and took a deep breath. It was the beginning of the month, and time for Fiona and her background staff to get their share in profits for finding her jobs. She let the breath out slowly, trying to calm her nerves; if Fiona didn’t feel her employees were prepared to continue working as escorts, she would temporarily remove them from the team. Celina didn’t want that.

		

		A young woman with long, light brown hair rushed past Celina into the elevator just before the doors closed behind her. Celina had seen the other woman several times around the office, but had never spoken more than a few words to her. She was fairly new to the company, probably still learning the ropes. Celina shook her head; Fiona had probably scolded the poor girl for something minor.

		

		Celina walked towards the door at the end of the hall. Fiona Waltz was traced in bronze lettering on a plaque to the right of the door, emitting an aura of superiority and importance. Celina knocked lightly on the door, and waited for Fiona’s reply before entering.

		

		Fiona stood from her desk when Celina entered, fumbling to redo the top button of her blouse. It wasn’t uncommon for Fiona to work a little more ‘loosely’ than the rest of the company was allowed; but Fiona was still young (barely in her thirties), and uncommonly beautiful. She had to control her appearance, especially around her male subordinates.

		

		“Oh, it’s you Celina.” Fiona breathed. “What can I help you with?”

		

		Celina looked over her boss before replying. Fiona’s shoulder length, auburn hair seemed more disheveled than normal, and the pink lipstick she always wore was smeared slightly around her lips. Celina took a quick look around the room, but she saw no one. She shook off her suspicions and handed Fiona an envelope.

		

		“Here are the company proceeds from last month.” Celina stated. She watched Fiona take the money out of the envelope, moving her lips slightly as she counted the bills.

		

		“All there!” Fiona said to herself, then glanced up with a smile. “Thank you Celina.”

		

		Celina waited expectantly for a further reply, but Fiona looked back to the papers on her desk silently. “Do I have any jobs this week?” she pried.

		

		“Nope!” Fiona said without glancing up. “You’re free this week.”

		

		“Oh…” Celina muttered. She was about to ask about the new escort but stopped herself; she knew it was against company policy. Celina turned to leave, unable to lock away the doubt passing through her mind.

		

		Celina took the elevator back down to the third floor, trying to shake away her thoughts. “We’ve had slow weeks before.” She muttered to herself. “It’s an underground business. You can’t always expect to have an inflow of clients.” Her own words made sense, but still…

		

		When Celina reached her place at the office, she could hear excited whispering coming from the cubicle next to hers. She recognized Jenny’s voice, but couldn’t place the voice of the woman she spoke with. Jenny was the center for office gossip, and when she didn’t have any stories to tell she often made them up on her own. Celina rarely paid attention to what she said, but something about the tone of her voice interested her.

		

		“So how did you like your first job?” she heard Jenny ask.

		

		“Oh, I loved it!” the other woman exclaimed. “I had no idea other women could be so much fun!”

		

		Their words grew lower and difficult to hear, but Celina could make out phrases like “Stacy’s clit against mine” and “best she’s ever had.”

		

		A flash of anger shot through Celina’s body at Stacy’s name. So this was the bitch that took last night’s job. She realized. After a few more hissed words she heard Jenny say “Can I have a test drive?”

		

		A few seconds of tense silence passed by, but then Celina heard a slow shuffling of feet. Jenny uttered a low moan, and she could hear the quiet ruffling of fabric coming from the other side of the wall. Celina almost moaned too as she imagined two young, beautiful women standing against each other, hands buried deep inside one another’s panties.

		

		She heard Jenny moan a second time, but her voice sounded muffled. She imagined another woman filling Jenny’s greedy mouth with her tongue, and Celina had to stop herself from pressing a hand to her own crotch as she listened to the two woman move together in the cubicle.

		

		“Wow, you are good.” She heard Jenny whimper.

		

		“Fiona thought so too.” The other woman replied.

		

		The surprise at the other woman’s words hit Celina like a hammer, and she heard Jenny gasp. “You had sex with the boss?” she heard Jenny hiss.

		

		“Not yet.” The other woman whispered. “Not full on sex anyway. I think her invitation will come soon though; she liked the taste I gave her this morning.”

		

		Celina let the words sink in. This morning? She pondered. It all made sense now. Her boss’s disheveled looks, the distraction in her voice; it was all because of this woman. Then her mind shot to the woman at the elevator. Could it—?

		

		Celina wanted to rush over to the other woman’s cubicle to see if it was, but it wouldn’t have done her any good. This floor had recently received security upgrades; all the cubicles on this floor could only be opened from the outside by either the employee’s identification keycard or Fiona’s all-access pass.

		

		“When is your next job?” she heard Jenny whisper.

		

		“Tonight.” The other woman replied. A brilliant flash of anger coursed through Celina’s veins. “In fact, I’ve got a job almost every night this week! Apparently one of the other women hasn’t been performing well.”

		

		Celina nearly shot from her chair. ‘She’s talking about me!’ she thought. ‘That stupid bitch is talking about me!’ An anger she had never felt before boiled through her veins, and she had to stop herself from shouting through the wall.

		

		The blood was pumping so loudly in Celina’s ears that she barely heard Fiona call time for work. She heard Jenny squeal in panic, rushing to the door. Celina threw the door open on her own cubicle, hoping to catch a glimpse of the cunt stealing her business. Jenny hurried out of the adjacent cubicle without a backwards glance, twin ponytails bouncing in time with her stride.

		

		A second woman with long, light brown hair stuck her head out of the same cubicle, following Jenny with her eyes. She then turned to face Celina, and a small, confident smile played about her plush lips. The two women locked eyes, and Celina realized with a start that it was the woman she had seen this morning.

		

		Celina held the other woman’s gaze for what seemed like hours. With every second that passed her scorn grew; and the more sure she was that this whore knew exactly who she had been insulting. Celina felt the word “bitch” form silently on her lips before she could stop herself, and the other woman’s grin grew wider.

		

		“Slut.” The other woman mouthed, then ducked back into her cubicle. Celina was about to follow her in, but the sound of Fiona’s footsteps forced her to reconsider. With a growl Celina returned to her seat.

		

		Celina sat at her desk, but she couldn’t concentrate. Her mind was racing, trying to come up with ways to show this other bitch who the top woman was while trying to figure out what she had done wrong. “That bitch must have ass kissed the boss.” She muttered. Her mind flashed back to earlier, to how quickly the other woman had made Jenny moan, and wondered how good this other girl really was.

		

		Just as Celina was about to explore the dirty corners of her imagination, she heard a beep from her computer. She opened up her messenger, and as she read the note from an address she didn’t recognize, her heartbeat began to quicken.

		

		SexyBitch1: Restroom. Wait 30 seconds, then follow.

		

		“You’re brave, slut.” Celina muttered as she listened to the door on the connecting cubicle open and close. She counted down the time with bated breath, then left the cubicle and entered the woman’s washroom down the hall.

		

		As soon as she opened the door she spied the other woman; and despite her own pride she had to admit she was beautiful. Silky, light brown hair flowed down the other woman’s back, almost the same length as Celina’s. Large, round breasts were held firmly underneath her stark white blouse, and her black miniskirt showed off a pair of beautiful, porcelain thighs. Celina could see right away that this girl was every bit the woman she made herself out to be; but Celina was equally gorgeous, and she wasn’t about to consider this woman her sexual equal. Beauty can only take a woman so far.

		

		Immediately after the door closed the two brunettes locked eyes. They regarded one another hotly, each woman sizing the other up, determining whether or not she was going to be a threat. They approached one another cautiously, stopping their advance once their bodies got within an arm’s length of each other.

		

		“You must be the whore I’m stealing jobs from.” The other woman scoffed. “I’m Ailem.” Her introduction oozed with mock formality, but instead of offering her hand the other woman puffed out her chest. The challenge was clear.

		

		“Celina.” Celina replied, extending her own massive rack. “I can’t believe Fiona would let a little slut like you twist her around like that.”

		

		The two women came together in the center of the room, tits compressing against tits. The two women glared into one another’s eyes, feeling the strength behind each other’s body. The two girls tried desperately to find a weakness behind one another’s confidence, but found none; and as the two beauties battled, they could feel the excitement inside them beginning to grow.

		

		With almost agonizing slowness the two women pressed tighter and tighter, massive breasts threatening to burst forth from their matching uniforms. Their faces grew closer and closer together, and each girl could feel the other’s sweet breath upon her lips. The two brunettes shoved their right leg forcefully between one another’s thighs, pushing their muscular flesh together challengingly.

		

		Ailem and Celina rocked back and forth slightly as their evenly matched bodies struggled for dominance. As the seconds drew on however, their movements slowed, settling into a quivering stalemate.

		

		“What did you promise Fiona to get her to give you my work?” Celina hissed. Her lips brushed up against Ailem’s as she spoke. “Money? Sex? Promises to fuck on cue?”

		

		“It’s nothing I promised, slut.” Ailem retorted. The two women were so close to kissing that it was almost impossible not to lash out their tongues. “Your little whore body is losing its edge. According to Fiona, you couldn’t please a tramp off the streets!”

		

		“You stupid cunt!” Celina shot back.

		

		The two girls were about to tear into each other then and there, but the sound of the restroom door opening broke them apart. As a young redheaded woman came around the corner, Ailem and Celina looked away as if nothing had happened.

		

		The redhead went into one of the stalls and shut the door behind her. As soon as the stall closed, the two brunettes gave one another a second, scornful look, then Ailem turned on her heels and walked toward the exit without a backwards glance.

		

		Celina couldn’t concentrate on work the rest of the day. She couldn’t stop thinking about her little confrontation with Ailem; about how firmly Ailem’s tits had stood against her own, and how confident she had seemed when the two of them were pressed together. Celina decided that it was time to knock that confidence down a notch.

		

		Celina waited until 5:00, when the company closed down for the day. She wanted to see how Ailem would act when someone else was initiating the challenge. When she heard Fiona’s voice over the speaker calling Ailem to her office, she knew she would get her chance.

		

		Celina hurried to the elevator, pushing through the small crowd to get to Ailem. She glanced around to make sure no one was watching, the cupped her enemy’s ass cheek in her hand and gave a firm squeeze.

		

		Ailem whirled around, and once again the two women were face to face. Celina smiled sweetly, but her eyes were glaring hate into Ailem’s hazel orbs. The two women were so close that Celina could see her own amber eyes reflecting inside Ailem’s gaze.

		

		No one but these two gorgeous girls noticed the intimacy flowing between them. As the rest of the office filed into the elevator, the two women remained; and at long last the doors closed, leaving the two of them alone.

		

		Immediately Celina crushed her pelvis against Ailem’s, unwilling to let her rival make the first move again. Ailem responded without hesitation, matching Celina’s pressure. Before long the two women were crushed pelvic bone to pelvic bone, crotches dueling in a vicious stalemate. Hazel eyes met with amber, and both women knew the fight was on.

		

		Celina latched onto her enemy’s ass, cupping both cheeks with her hands. Even through the fabric of her panties she could feel how taut other woman’s flesh was. She explored this new terrain softly and found no imperfections; then in a flash of anger she squeezed hard.

		

		Ailem followed suit immediately, digging her nails through the lace into Celina’s tight flesh. The two women crushed their lower bodies together viciously, slowly grinding against one another’s crotch through their skirts.

		

		Ailem and Celina kept their eyes locked as they dueled, searching for any signs of weakness or doubt. Slowly their upper bodies came together, their massive tits compressing against one another roughly as their faces inched closer and closer together. Plush girl lips pressed tightly against plush girl lips as each woman dared the other to make the first move.

		

		Fiona’s voice echoed again over the loudspeaker. “Ailem, I need to see you in my office immediately.” She sounded forceful.

		

		“Go on whore…” Celina hissed. “Your master’s calling for you.” Her lips brushed against Ailem’s as she spoke, and she couldn’t help but admire how soft and tender they felt. The desire to plunge her tongue inside this other woman’s mouth was maddening; she imagined Ailem’s spit tasted like liquid sugar.

		

		“Walk me to the elevator?” Ailem whispered back. Her voice overflowed with false sweetness, like a schoolgirl on her first date.

		

		The two brunettes stumbled clumsily to the elevator, hands never surrendering their merciless grip on each other’s ass. As the two ladies waited for the elevator to respond, they struggled harder.

		

		Celina’s lips were pressed so tightly against Ailem’s that the desire was almost unbearable. All Celina had to do was open her mouth, and a new battle could begin. She glared into the other woman’s eyes, and could tell Ailem desired it just as badly.

		

		Celina wanted to. Nearly every fiber in her being screamed for her to take this war to the next level; but she couldn’t.

		

		It wasn’t fear that held her back. Celina felt she could match this other bitch with every twist and turn. It was an uncomfortable sensation she couldn’t quite pinpoint. It was as if matching spit to spit with the other brunette would violate some unspoken code; as if instigating a tongue war would distract their actions from a struggle for power. She needed to prove to herself, at least for the moment, that it was hatred and not lust that drove her to overcome Ailem.

		

		Celina and Ailem crushed together harder, grinding their hips against each other faster. Their nails dug even deeper into one another’s taut skin, furiously battling for better handholds. When the elevator opened, empty now that everyone had left the building, the two warriors half stumbled, half fell into the elevator, and Ailem jabbed the button for the top floor.

		

		Their muscles began to ache as still they fought. The two girls were crushed so tightly together that their sweet breath came in short gasps against one another’s face. They hissed vicious obscenities, lips brushing together roughly as they volleyed insults; but they never kissed. Their tongues never touched. And as the elevator opened on the seventh floor the two brunettes broke apart, glaring at one another with a new level of hatred and respect.

		

		“I’ll see you tomorrow, bitch!” Ailem panted, leaving the elevator without losing eye contact with Celina.

		

		“I’ll be waiting, whore!” Celina retorted, realizing the weight behind her words. It was the acceptance of a challenge, to continue this rivalry for as long as it would go, until one of them was willing to back down. Their eyes remained locked in scorn, until the elevator doors closed and broke their gaze.

		

		That night, Celina retraced every step she and Ailem had made against each other that day. Even now, completely alone in her apartment, she could feel the other brunette’s breasts pressing into her own. She relived the sensation of Ailem’s crotch battling against hers, pressing so tightly together that their skirts had been the only thing that kept her enemy from noticing the wetness that had invaded her panties.

		

		Despite her hatred, the competition had turned her on. Never before has she felt the body of someone so equally matched against her own flesh; and the fact that Ailem mirrored Celina’s hatred excited her even more. She wondered whether Ailem had felt the same arousal.

		

		Immediately Celina had an idea. She opened her laptop and created a new messenger account so her conversation couldn’t be tied to work. Her heartbeat began to quicken when she saw Ailem was online. She hesitated just for a second, then began a verbal battle she knew would last will into the night.

		

		SexyBitch2: So what did Fiona want? Not as impressed with your performance as she thought she’d be?

		

		SexyBitch1: Exactly the opposite, honey. She asked me to fuck, and I had her moaning like a cheap whore within minutes.

		

		SexyBitch2: I knew you were only good for being the boss’s lapdog.

		

		SexyBitch1: She knows quality when she sees it. What about you? You seemed pretty impressed today.

		

		SexyBitch2: Not even, whore.

		

		SexyBitch1: Could’ve fooled me, slut. The way you were panting in my face, the way your body quivered against mine; I could tell you wanted it.

		

		SexyBitch2: You wanted it too, cunt. The way you were crushing your lips against mine, trying to get me to kiss you… As if I’d kiss a little tramp like you!

		

		SexyBitch1: Why not? Afraid you won’t be able to handle it? Scared that your tongue would be no match for mine? You’re right.

		

		SexyBitch2: Twat, I can handle anything you’ve got. I could out kiss you any day.

		

		Celina hit the Enter key before she could stop herself. A shiver of anticipation coursed through her body when she saw Ailem’s rely, but she had come too far to turn back now.

		

		SexyBitch1: Then prove it. Meet me tomorrow at the office, early. I’ll show you how a woman should really use her tongue!

		

		SexyBitch2: This isn’t amateur hour honey. I’m going to swallow you whole.

		

		The two women continued their banter long into the night, contesting far beyond their tongues. They talked about what their breasts could do to each other, what their asses could do to each other, even what their pussies could do to each other. Their descriptions became so dirty and vivid that Celina could almost feel Ailem’s clit grinding against her own.

		

		Slowly Celina removed any clothes she had on, placing her left hand firmly between her thighs. She began massaging her own cunt seductively and deliberately, mentally preparing herself for the war she knew lay ahead. She imagined it was Ailem’s hand against her mound, envisioning the other brunette’s face glaring into her eyes.

		

		Celina continued to type with her free hand, but her insults came more slowly. With a start she realized it was taking Ailem longer to respond as well, and wondered if her enemy was preparing herself in the same way.

		

		When at last their virtual sexfight ceased and the two women parted ways, Celina felt a small smile playing about her lips. Finally she had found a woman she could compete with, and allow herself to truly go all out. She knew that only one of them would walk away victorious.

		

		The next day, Celina pulled into the parking lot nearly an hour before the firm officially opened. A sleek, silver mustang was entering from the opposite end, and Celina knew who it was immediately.

		

		Celina and Ailem pulled alongside each other, parking their cars into an imitation sixty-nine position. Slowly they climbed out, driver’s side doors missing one another by fractions of an inch.

		

		Celina hadn’t bothered with buttoning up her blouse, letting her naked tits breathe. She wanted Ailem to know exactly what she was dealing with; but as Celina glared at Ailem’s form her eyes were drawn to an equally voluptuous pair of nude breasts, staring back at her through Ailem’s unbuttoned uniform. Neither woman had worn a bra.

		

		The sunlight was just beginning to peek over the horizon, as if the dawn wanted to observe these two beautiful warriors without being seen. The cool morning air sent a shiver running down Celina’s spine; but as she met her enemy’s gaze, she knew it wouldn’t be long before her body was burning hot.

		

		The two women pressed in close, glaring into one another’s eyes with obvious lust. Celina’s naked tits met Ailem’s for the first time, and the two brunettes gasped slightly as their cold, stiff nipples made contact. Celina could feel Ailem’s desires emanating from her body, and she let her own desires flow freely. Each woman knew the other woman wanted it; the only question was who would come out on top.

		

		Ailem and Celina pushed their faces together roughly, letting the full power of their lips rest together. They grabbed ahold of one another’s tight ass with their left hand, coiling their right through one another’s long tresses.

		

		“Last chance to back out, slut!” Ailem whispered, glaring into the eyes of her rival. She pressed her lips into Celina’s venomously, ready to strike with her tongue.

		

		“Bring it on, whore!” Celina hissed, returning the pressure viciously. She glared at her enemy’s beautiful silhouette, and slowly began to part her lips.

		

		Ailem followed suit, keeping her lips pressed tightly against Celina’s. For several seconds the two women stayed their attack, simply opening their mouths wide against one another. Gently their tongues began to extend, meeting tip to tip. Gradually they began to twist and coil, and as the battle began to grow in ferocity the two brunette’s strengthened their hold, digging their nails tightly into one another’s ass.

		

		The two brunettes glared into one another’s eyes as they fought. The feeling of Ailem’s tongue against her own felt so seductive that it was difficult for Celina to keep her eyes open. She focused herself by going in deeper, then nearly moaned with Ailem did as well.

		

		Thick saliva began to fill the two brunette’s mouths as harder and harder they fought. Their bodies began to stumble around in the small space between their cars, each fighting to overcome the other.

		

		The two rivals struggled this way for nearly fifteen minutes, tongues viciously raping one another’s mouths. Their eyes remained locked in vicious scorn, but their faces parted slightly as they struggled to catch their breath.

		

		“Stupid bitch!” Ailem panted, ramming her tits into Celina’s roughly.

		

		“Fucking whore!” Celina huffed back, returning the jab with equal force. She lapped up the thick saliva that lay around her lips, glaring into the other woman’s face scornfully. Ailem’s tongue had met hers at every twist and turn; but any doubt she had was gone. She was prepared to take this fight to whatever length she needed to win. Celina could already feel a dampness soaking through her panties, and wondered whether Ailem felt the same arousal.

		

		The two women were about to crush their faces together once again, but a truck speeding past the parking lot nearly broke them apart. By now the sun had begun its ascent into the sky, and the world was now light enough that anyone paying close attention would see these two women at war. Celina glared into Ailem’s eyes, and the look she received was all she needed to know Ailem’s thoughts. This competition was private.

		

		“Let’s go inside.” Ailem hissed. “That way when you lose, I’ll be the only one that knows.”

		

		“Don’t get so full of yourself slut.” Celina shot back. “By the time this little fuckwar is over, I’m going to have you begging for mercy!.”

		

		Both women rushed forward again, jamming their tongue as far into each other’s mouth as they could. The two brunettes began stumbling awkwardly towards the building, only stopping their onslaught for a second to unlock the door.

		

		Celina and Ailem staggered as one through the darkened lobby, leading one another roughly towards the elevator. As soon as the button for their floor was pressed, the two women took their fight to the next level.

		

		Celina gasped loudly when she felt Ailem’s slender hand against her pussy. Ailem looked into Celina’s eyes with a malicious gleam, but the glint darkened as soon as Celina responded, plunging her hand deep into Ailem’s thong.

		

		With a start, Celina realized Ailem’s cunt was just as damp as her own. The two brunettes leaned into each other heavily, fingers gently massaging one another’s twat. Their eyes remained locked, each woman trying to find a weakness in the other’s defenses.

		

		“You’re getting wet, slut!” Ailem hissed vehemently.

		

		“So are you, whore!” Celina retorted. “I’m going to make you come loud!”

		

		Ailem and Celina opened their mouths wide, swiping their tongues wetly across one another’s face before burying themselves in each other’s cheek. Harder and faster the two brunettes rubbed, each trying to bring the other to orgasm before the workday began.

		

		The sound was nearly drowned out by their combined breathing, but the crunch of gravel as another vehicle pulled into the lot nearly forced the two girls apart. But the two horny brunettes continued to grind their hand rhythmically against one another’s cunt, unwilling to part from each other’s beautiful body.

		

		“Bathroom!” Ailem choked out before plunging her tongue even deeper into Celina’s mouth. The two women staggered into the ladies restroom, moaning into each other’s mouths as they locked themselves into one of the cramped stalls.

		

		Celina and Ailem were practically ravenous now. Their bodies screamed for release as they felt one another’s fingers violating their pussies. Celina plunged three fingers as deeply into Ailem’s vagina as she could, then cried out in ecstasy when she felt her own vagina being invaded.

		

		The two brunettes leaned into each other even more heavily, virtually crushing their oversexed bodies together. Their mouths finally parted, letting the two women center their focus on their penetrating assault. They rested their chins gently upon each other’s shoulder, giving their attack even more maneuverability. They pumped their fingers in and out of one another’s hole furiously, and with each stroke the two women could hear her enemy moaning in her ear.

		

		Each woman continued to excite the other even more, and the two women quickened their attack with every second. A quiet rustling could be heard from outside the restroom as employees began to file into the office. Celina and Ailem fought harder and faster; time was beginning to run out.

		

		“It’s almost time for work slut!” Ailem hissed. “Don’t you think it’s time to give up?”

		

		“Whore!” Celina panted. “I’m the better woman and you know it. You give up!”

		

		Despite their words, both brunettes knew they wouldn’t be able to continue much longer. Their bodies screamed for orgasm, but neither was willing to stop. Their heavy breathing turned into whimpers, then escalated into feverish moans as the final seconds elapsed.

		

		With a violent spasm Ailem and Celina threw their heads back, crying out loudly as the two rivals came as one. Panic overtook their bodies as they heard the restroom door open, and the two brunettes filled one another’s mouth with their tongue in order to stifle their vicious cries.

		

		Ailem and Celina glared into one another’s glistening eyes hatefully as they remained plastered together. Their tongues continued to twist and coil around each other viciously, conveying the spiteful words that couldn’t be said. They remained locked in silent rage until the other woman left, then broke apart.

		

		Celina brought her right hand up to her mouth, slowly licking her rival’s cum off her fingers. She spat into Ailem’s tits, never breaking off her hateful stare. “Tastes like shit.” She muttered.

		

		Ailem followed suit, spitting wetly into Celina’s deep cleavage. “Shit.” She agreed, then grabbed her enemy by the ass with both hands, crushing her pussy against the other brunette’s twat. “This isn’t over, cunt.”

		

		“I hope not, slut!” Celina hissed, cupping Ailem’s cheeks with both hands, equalizing the pressure. Soon the two brunettes were crushing pelvic bone to pelvic bone, neither woman giving an inch. “I haven’t even shown you how a true woman should really fuck!”

		

		The two girls held each other in place for several seconds, and as the pressure continued to increase, so did their desires. Ailem and Celina began flicking their tongues against one another’s lips, and with every passing moment the urge to continue their fuckwar grew; But Fiona’s voice echoing through the office forced them to part.

		

		They buttoned up the front of their blouses, not even bothering to wipe off one another’s saliva. Their hips grinded together as they struggled with the lock, but as soon as they left the stall their bodies broke apart. They quickly washed up, and the first Ailem, then Celina, left the restroom.

		

		Celina couldn’t concentrate on work. She stared down at the financial sheets in front of her, wrote down a few numbers; but her thoughts continued to drift to Ailem’s violations. She could still feel the other brunette’s fingers expertly pumping her vagina, and could still taste Ailem’s saliva in the corner of her mouth. That bitch had made her come, and even the realization that Ailem had come at the same time brought her little satisfactions.

		

		The feeling of her leather chair against her naked pussy didn’t help Celina’s concentration either. Her lace thong lay discarded in the trash bin, too wet to wear. It held the memory of her orgasming at an enemy’s touch, and she no longer wanted it.

		

		Fiona’s voice echoed over the speakers just after lunch, calling both she and Ailem into her office. Her heartbeat quickened slightly, worrying whether her little dispute with Ailem had been found out. As soon as she left her cubicle however, her eyes locked with Ailem’s; and any worry was replaced with the bitter excitement of being able to tangle again with her rival, if only for a little bit.

		

		As soon as the elevator door closed behind them, the two brunettes glared into one another’s eyes with silent hatred. Celina hiked up the hem of her skirt, revealing her glistening twat. When Ailem followed suit, showing off her own naked pussy, Celina smiled. The two women were once again on equal playing fields.

		

		Once the elevator began to climb, Celina and Ailem moved to the center of the floor. The two breathtaking brunettes crushed their pelvic bones into each other angrily, sharing a mutual jolt of ecstasy as the front of their pussies began grinding into one another.

		

		“What’s the matter bitch?” Celina hissed. “Couldn’t take the sensation of your own cum against your cunt?”

		

		“Stupid slut.” Ailem retorted. “I had you moaning like a whore. Your cries probably got us caught.”

		

		“You’re the whore that started this!” Celina shot back. “If we get fired for this, I’m going to spend the rest of the day fucking your little cunt off!”

		

		The opening of the elevator doors broke the two brunettes apart. Despite their hatred, Celina and Ailem walked together down the long hallway toward Fiona’s office. Somehow the bitter company seemed better than facing any consequences alone.

		

		“Come in!” Fiona called when Ailem knocked on the door. Celina followed the other brunette in, and Fiona smiled at them sweetly. She reached into her desk and pulled out two sheets of paper, handing one to each of them.

		

		“I need you both to come up with an emergency budget plan.” Fiona stated. “The upgraded security measures cost us more than we expected, putting our company down farther than I’d anticipated. Everyone else is busy with other projects, and it would help me out a ton if you could figure out where we can cut back.”

		

		Ailem and Celina looked at one another in confusion. Surely she knew about their situation; the pairing and timing was just too perfect. Fiona however said nothing on the subject, and told the two brunettes they could use the unoccupied sixth floor to construct the budget.

		

		“I’d like to have the problem finished by the end of the day!” Fiona called after them as Ailem and Celina left her office.

		

		The two women glared into each other’s eyes as soon as the elevator doors closed. This assignment was both a blessing and a curse. At last they were alone, possibly until the end of the day; but any rough action could arouse suspicion. They were situated directly below Fiona’s office, and any loud noises would carry up through to the boss.

		

		“Looks like you lucked out bitch!” Celina hissed. “I thought you were going to get fired for sure!”

		

		“Me?” Ailem shot back. She jabbed her tits fiercely against Celina’s, causing their bodies to shift. “You’re the one who’s been a useless whore recently! At least I’m still making her money.”

		

		The two brunettes began rocking back and forth slowly, hands clasped around one another’s hips to prevent escape. Their faces came together, lips upon lips, each daring the other to make the first move.

		

		“You’re lucky Fiona would hear you squeal!” Celina retorted. “Or I’d show you right now who the better fuck is!”

		

		“We both know that’d be me!” Ailem answered, then glanced down toward the floor, smiling. “I’ll bet you’re useless with your feet.”

		

		Celina returned the grin, keeping the pressure between their faces tight. She had always had a thing for feet; but it was a fetish she had never been able to fully test before. This woman was beginning to speak her language.

		

		Ailem and Celina entered the smallest cubicle they could find. They lowered themselves to the ground, glaring into one another’s eyes challengingly. The pressed their backs firmly against opposite walls. Each woman extended her right leg slowly towards the other, until their designer shoes were pressing tightly together.

		

		With a grunt they shifted their angle, until the two women’s feet were locked tightly at the heel. Slowly they increased the pressure, each woman glaring over the other’s perfect thigh into her enemy’s face.

		

		Their feet began rocking gently in the air as the pressure began to equalize. Their muscles strained against each other, but neither Ailem nor Celina was able to gain the upper hand. Silently they locked their left feet together in the same manner, keeping their right feet crushed tightly together. They fought for nearly ten minutes, but to no avail.

		

		“Stupid bitch!” Ailem grunted.

		

		“Fucking whore!” Celina panted. “What’s the matter? After all that talk, am I going to be too tough for you?”

		

		“Cunt!” Ailem shot back. “You wouldn’t be talking so tough without those shoes on!”

		

		“Bring it on slut!” Celina hissed. “My feet can take anything yours can dish out!”

		

		Eager for the next stage, the two brunettes wasted no time in tearing off their heels. Ailem and Celina carefully lined up their lace lined feet until they matched up perfectly. Each woman pressed her left sock challengingly against the other’s right, and with a silent nod the battle began.

		

		Celina and Ailem struggled viciously, grinding their socks together furiously. A quiet whispering echoed from their dueling feet as lace tore against lace. They struggled so violently that it wasn’t long before each could feel the other’s bare foot pressing into her own as the fabric was worn away.

		

		“Come on bitch!” Celina hissed. “Let’s see how good your feet really are without that protection!”

		

		“You asked for it slut!” Ailem shot back. “My bare feet are going to destroy yours!”

		

		The two brunettes tore one another’s socks off roughly, doing their best to tear the lace in the process. They crushed their sweaty soles together, grinding against each other so viciously that it seemed like their feet were beginning to fuck.

		

		Their feet battled against each other in midair, causing their legs to hike up the hem of their skirts. Ailem and Celina stared at one another’s beautiful pussy, both brunettes wishing they were truly alone. Celina reached her hands across her body, and when Ailem’s fingertips clenched with hers, she pulled her enemy closer.

		

		Their feet fought viciously, legs straining to drive them even further into combat. The two women mashed their toes viciously together until they felt them interlock, and their hands kept their struggling bodies from sliding apart.

		

		Without warning, their sweat-slicked feet slipped. Their momentum sent the two women’s bodies sprawling together; and as each woman’s right leg crossed over her enemy’s left, Celina felt her pussy practically melt as it collided with Ailem’s.

		

		The two brunettes gasped as the lips surrounding their most intimate organs began to spread against each other. For several seconds Celina and Ailem simply stared into one another’s eyes. With just this simple look the two warriors could tell they were both debating the same thing. Both women were trying to decide if finishing their quarrel now was worth the risk of Fiona’s wrath.

		

		“What are you waiting for, bitch?” Ailem hissed. “I thought you said your body could take anything I can dish out?”

		

		“What are you waiting for?” Celina shot back. “Afraid that once we start fucking, you’ll be begging me for more?”

		

		The two brunettes nearly threw themselves into a frenzy. Had just a few more seconds passed, they would have thrown off all inhibitions and began the most intimate warfare two women could have; but the sound of the elevator’s whirr broke them apart.

		

		Celina and Ailem struggled quickly to their feet. Fiona’s voice echoed through the room as soon as the elevator doors parted.

		

		“How’s everything coming ladies?” Fiona called, stepping into the room. “Have you reached a solution yet?”

		

		“Almost.” Ailem stammered, coming up with a quick lie. “We’ve been exploring several avenues to come up with a solution, but nothing concrete yet.”

		

		“We’re still going through the numbers.” Celina added on. “But it may take us a few more days to come up with something that’ll solve our problem.”

		

		“I see…” Fiona muttered slowly, drawing out her words like she was debating whether or not to believe them. But eventually she shook her head, giving the two brunettes a broad smile.

		

		“I’m sure you two must be tired.” Fiona said, glancing at her watch. “It’s nearly closing time anyway. Why don’t you two take off early? It’s difficult to get anything new started in only twenty minutes anyway.”

		

		Fiona turned without waiting for a reply. “I’ll see you tomorrow, ladies!” she called as the doors closed.

		

		Ailem and Celina glared into each other’s eyes as soon as they were alone. The two women had gone at it for nearly three hours, but the scorn they felt had made it seem less than one.

		

		Celina could tell just from Ailem’s gaze that she too had felt the same maddening ecstasy when their pussy lips had made contact. Simply staring into this other woman’s face and seeing the mischievous glint in her eyes was enough to kindle her sexual desires. Her tongue was already beginning to dance behind her lips, yearning for Ailem’s caress; and as the two brunettes slowly approached one another, they needed no words to convey their thoughts. This little war was going to end. Tonight.

		

		“Bathroom?” Ailem hissed.

		

		Celina nodded wordlessly. Hand in hand the two warriors walked through the restroom doors, entering the stall in the far corner.

		

		As soon as they locked the door Ailem and Celina turned towards one another, glaring at each other with fiery determination. The cramped stall gave them little room to maneuver, and even with their backs pressed firmly against the walls, each woman could feel the other’s massive rack pressing into her own.

		

		The two brunettes increased the pressure between their bodies, and as dense titflesh met dense titflesh between the thin fabric of their outfits, each woman could feel the other’s stiff nipples poking into her flesh.

		

		“Last chance to back out honey.” Ailem whispered, pressing her lips roughly against Celina’s. “Once everyone leaves, the only one who’ll hear you screaming for mercy is me.”

		

		“Bring it on, slut!” Celina hissed back. Her hand shot up to the other woman’s chest, cupping her enemy’s breasts firmly. “The only one who’s going to be screaming is you!”

		

		Ailem clasped her hands around Celina’s breasts in response. For several seconds the two women stared into each other’s eyes, unmoving. Slowly their hands began to strip one another’s upper body bare. Seductively their fingertips undid the buttons from each other’s blouse, one at a time as if savoring the moment. Their tongues snaked out from behind their lips, flicking back and forth in challenge as each woman gently undressed her enemy.

		

		At last the two brunettes stood topless against each other. Their lips parted as they glanced down, taking in one another’s magnificent tits. The two combatants reached both hands to one another’s chest, each taking her counterpart’s nipples between her thumbs and forefingers.

		

		Wordlessly the two brunettes began to twist each other’s sensitive rods, gently stimulating one another’s nipples until they started to stiffen.

		

		“Why, Ailem!” Celina hissed with false sweetness. “Your little nipples are getting hard!”

		

		“So are yours!” Ailem shot back. Without warning her fingers clamped down tightly, pinching the other brunette’s nipples as hard as she could. “Too bad my tits are stronger!”

		

		Celina gave a tiny squeal at the pain, then retaliated the pinch with equal force. Her eyes began to well with tears, but as she looked into her enemy’s equally glistening orbs she felt the pain making her stronger.

		

		Without warning the two battling beauties crushed their faces against one another. Their tongues slid past their lips, viciously filling her enemy’s mouth with her own saliva. Their tongues struggled and writhed against each other, virtually raping one another as they twisted and corkscrewed like dueling snakes.

		

		The two brunettes drilled one another’s gaze with blurred hate. Celina decided to up the ante, releasing her enemy’s nipples and digging her claws into the dense flesh above. Ailem gave a satisfying moan of pain, but returned the favor immediately. Celina gave a muffled squeal, but her pain only tightened her grip.

		

		The two women were practically crying by now, but neither was willing to stop. They buried their tongues even farther past one another’s lips in an effort to stifle their cries.

		

		Neither woman knew how long they had been fighting this way. They could make out the sounds of cars leaving the parking lot, and knew the workday was finally over.

		

		“Come on bitch!” Ailem hissed through their fused mouths. “Your tits against mine! No more of this clawing bullshit!”

		

		“I’m going to make you regret that you ever tangled with me!” Celina spluttered. The two women relinquished their clawed grip, throwing their arms around one another’s bodies passionately. Both brunettes grunted loudly upon impact, burying their nipples into one another’s dense titflesh like daggers.

		

		Their bodies were crushed together viciously, rocking back and forth as the two rivals struggled to overcome one another. The two women focused all their strength into their tender breasts, parting their lips and resting their chins upon one another’s shoulder. They whispered vicious obscenities into each other’s ear, but the two women were beginning to wear down.

		

		“Won’t be long now!” Celina panted. “Once that bitch upstairs leaves, your cunt is mine!”

		

		“I’ll show you how a real woman fucks!” Ailem breathed back. “I’m sure a dirty skank like you would feel more at home coming on the bathroom tile, but I know where the key to the boss’s office is hidden. If I’m going to fuck your brains out, you may as well be comfortable!”

		

		“Bring it on, bitch!” Celina accepted. Her heartbeat quickened at the thought of it. Two brunette beauties battling it out in the boss’s office…she had to admit she liked it.

		

		Ailem and Celina began slopping their sweat slicked tits around each other in tight little circles. Their stiff nipples twisted together then sprang apart, only to cross again like swords. Both women had to admit her enemy was good; much better than they had anticipated.

		

		The battle continued on. Their rotations began to slow as exhaustion set in, eventually coming to a quivering halt. The two women glared into each other’s eyes, wondering if somehow they had missed hearing Fiona leave; then at last they heard the elevator. Its sound began above them and ended below them, and just a few minutes later they heard Fiona’s car start up and leave the office lot.

		

		“You’re mine now!” the two women screamed in unison, forcing their tongues back inside each other’s mouths. Their hands fumbled desperately for the stall’s lock, then stumbled through the vacant office and into the elevator.

		

		The two brunettes tore away one another’s skirt, leaving the tattered cloth inside the confines of the elevator. Ailem and Celina stumbled through the doors as soon as they opened; and each woman was already working her magic with her hand buried between her enemy’s thighs.

		

		When they got to Fiona’s office, Ailem lowered herself to her knees. Her hand, already damp from Celina’s arousal, snaked beneath the rug and pulled out a key. She inserted it into the lock; then turned without warning and buried her face into her enemy’s pussy.

		

		Celina moaned uncontrollably. She grabbed Ailem roughly the hair, twisting and grinding her twat against her enemy’s mouth. She could feel the other brunette’s tongue forcing itself between her pussy lips, exploring all avenues of Celina’s womanhood.

		

		After nearly five minutes of violations, Ailem stood. Celina reciprocated the gesture without hesitation; and when she felt the other brunette’s fingers tangling themselves in Celina’s locks, she tongued harder. She had never before felt so dirty, and yet so in control, than she ever had. Ailem’s arousal tasted sweet on her tongue; much better than she initially claimed.

		

		When Celina’s assault finally ended, Ailem released her grip. At last the two oversexed women stood completely nude against each other. Amber eyes were locked defiantly with hazel, each woman wordlessly conveying her innermost emotions. Their breathing intensified. Their heartbeat quickened. And as soon as Fiona’s door opened, the true war began.

		

		Their bodies collided in a violent fury. Ailem and Celina laced their right hand tightly through one another’s long hair, coiling their fingers around one another’s dark tresses. The two girls clutched each other’s right ass cheek mercilessly with their left hand, crushing the front of their pussies together. The two brunettes struggled and writhed, each woman straining to gain control of her rival.

		

		Just the sensation of flesh upon flesh was enough to drive the two catfighters crazy with lust. They forced their tongues deeply into each other’s throats with a vicious growl, forcing thick saliva past their fused lips and down one another’s chin.

		

		Their perfect bodies struggled to overcome one another. Thighs pressed against thighs. Breasts crushed against breasts. Celina and Ailem could each feel the other’s pussy teasing her own; but they wanted more. Much more.

		

		With a muffled cry the two women began to lose their balance. Celina stumbled backwards into Fiona’s desk chair, and as her ass hit the leather cushion, the two warriors’ mouths broke apart.

		

		Ailem didn’t wait for Celina to recover before taking control. She lifted her enemy’s right leg onto her shoulder, exposing the other brunette’s glistening twat. Ailem placed her right foot on top of Fiona’s desk for better leverage, then brought her vagina down hard upon Celina’s shaven cunt.

		

		The two warriors howled as one, grinding their most intimate organs into one another. Celina took her enemy’s ass in both hands, increasing the pressure between their struggling pussies. Their bodies entered into a rhythmic pulse, with both brunettes vying desperately for control.

		

		Ailem’s powerful downward thrust was met at every stroke with Celina’s vicious upward jab. The two rivals glared bitterly into each other’s eyes, mirroring one another’s hate. They fought harder and faster with each passing second, cunts sealing together wetly only to be forced apart again.

		

		“Stupid bitch!” Celina screamed in rage.

		

		“Fucking whore!” Ailem cried.

		

		With a wet splat the two women slammed their pussies together again, even harder than before. They crushed their twats together viciously in midair, twisting and grinding against one another’s pressure instead of pulling away.

		

		The two vicious vixens held their cunts together in midair for over a minute. Their muscles strained against each other’s strength as the deadlock continued; then, with a vicious growl, Celina began to regain her lost ground.

		

		With a furious burst of strength Celina forced her body from the chair. The two women came crashing to the carpet, and after a few moments of frantic wrestling Celina forced her body on top. She glared down into her enemy’s face like a wild animal. She grabbed the other brunette viciously by the hair, then began licking Ailem’s face wetly with every inch of her tongue she had.

		

		Ailem accepted the duel immediately, and within seconds both girls had succeeded in coating each other’s face with thick saliva. Ailem and Celina glared into one another’s eyes with rage, then buried their tongues inside each other’s cheek. The two brunettes then released their right hand from each other’s hair, plunging their fingers desperately between one another’s thighs.

		

		They moaned loudly into one another’s mouth in ecstasy. Each girl had found the other’s clit, and was viciously stimulating one another’s deepest desires. Faster and harder the two women rubbed; and with a strangled scream the two women tore their faces apart.

		

		“Come on you fucking slut!” Ailem screeched. “Cunt to cunt! Woman to woman, right now! First girl to come is the other’s bitch!”

		

		“I could always use another toy!” Celina howled.

		

		The two women shifted positions viciously, until Ailem and Celina were locked together tightly, right legs folded over one another’s left. The two brunettes glared across their glistening bodies into one another’s eyes; and with a passionate scream their pussies collided.

		

		The two women were already on the verge of climax. Their bodies once again set into a rhythmic beat, and at every fifth or sixth collision the two warring cunts would remain deadlocked in midair for several seconds before breaking apart.

		

		Their vicious insults became a cacophony of cries, neither woman making an effort to conceal her arousal. With every passing second the two girls brought each other closer to orgasm. With every passing second, their hatred for one another grew.

		

		“More!” Ailem screamed. “Come on bitch, is that all you’ve got? More! More!”

		

		“Stupid slut!” Celina screeched. “Your pussy’s nothing against mine! You’re weak! Just come now, and be my little bitch!”

		

		“You’re going to come first!” Ailem moaned. “I’m going to make you my sex slave for the rest of the night!”

		

		Ailem and Celina fucked one another with vicious defiance. Their cries only drove them to fight harder. Every single thrust was another chance to prove who the better woman was. Every single collision brought the two girls closer to the ultimate prize.

		

		Ailem screamed in desperate hatred, filling the entire room with her voice. “No!” she cried, as the most powerful orgasm she had ever felt began to rock her body. “No! No, fuck you! I hate you, you stupid bitch! I hate you! Fuck you! FUCK!”

		

		Ailem’s cum sprayed across Celina’s pussy like a watering hose gone crazy. Celina felt the wetness coating her pussy, leaking into her cunt; and then she too lost control.

		

		Celina laughed out in ecstasy as she came, coating her enemy’s flesh with her victory. Never before had an orgasm felt this good; felt this earned. She had claimed her dominance, and Ailem was now hers to command.

		

		The two girls glared at each other across their combined, glistening bodies; but Ailem’s gaze had lost her fire. Celina looked over her defeated rival’s perfect flesh, already inventing ways to violate her enemy into humiliation. Then her mind drifted to Fiona, and how misplaced her faith in Ailem had been.

		

		Neither woman knew who’s cum lay most upon their legs, but at this point it made little difference. Celina motioned Ailem closer, and like the whipped bitch she was, Ailem obeyed. As Ailem began licking the cum from the other brunette’s thighs, Celina let her mind drift to Fiona.

		

		Yes…something would have to be done to show her the error of her ways.
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