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I Hate You More
 
    
 
   Ann sat alone in her apartment bedroom, listening to the sounds of the night in the small town of Squire, Illinois.  The streets, normally loud with the sound of at least one party going on, were silent for once.  The scene was peaceful, and Ann felt a strange sense of calm wash over her.  She felt like nothing could ruin the serenity of her night.
 
   Her cellphone rang beside her, vibrating against her bare thigh.  She admired herself briefly in its reflection; how her long, red curls fell softly about her face, and the way the phone’s glow reflected gently across her porcelain skin.  The air was just cool enough to send a little excitement across her body, but not so much that sitting exposed in her undergarments was uncomfortable.
 
   “Hello?” she answered, not bothering to look at the number.  She didn’t know who would be calling her at such a late hour, but if it was the insurance company returning her call, she’d want to know.  Immediately an angry voice hissed back at her through the earpiece.
 
   “I want you to leave Jeff alone, you little bitch!” a woman’s voice demanded hotly.  Ann was slightly taken aback; she didn’t recognize the voice on the phone, nor did she know anybody named Jeff.  She chuckled to herself quietly, imagining the look on the caller’s face once she realized she’d made a mistake.
 
   “I think you must have the wrong number.” Ann replied, trying to be polite.
 
   “I know exactly who you are, Ann Grayson.” the voice spat, sending a chill down Ann’s spine.  “I see the way he looks at you, but he’s mine you little whore!  You stay away!”
 
   “I don’t know anyone named Jeff!” Ann exclaimed, but the line had already gone dead.  She glanced out her window, but could see nothing.  She took a warm shower to try and calm her nerves, but even the water flowing through her cleavage couldn’t keep the woman’s words from repeating inside her head.  She had no clue who this person was, but she knew there was going to be trouble; and probably much sooner than later.
 
    
 
   She woke up the next morning tired, but more confident than she had felt the night before.  She pushed the phone call to the back of her mind as she left for work.  The radio was just finishing up one of her favorite songs as she pulled into the parking lot of Louise’s Diner, one of the few places in town that was open early enough for breakfast.
 
   Louise was a balding, middle aged Spanish man who had hired Ann about a year ago.  He ran the diner well, and had always treated Ann with fairness and respect.
 
   “Couldn’t sleep well?” Louise asked as Ann walked through the doors.  The diner hadn’t been open for long, but the smell of eggs and bacon was already strong in the air.
 
   “No.” she replied.  She was about to mention the call, but decided against it.  The less she talked about it, the less she had to think about it.
 
   The day went on like normal.  When lunch time came around the customers began to pile in, and Ann was forced to push everything to the back of her mind.  She had almost completely forgotten about it until the sun began to go down, and the night began to creep back in.
 
   “We had a customer come in earlier to complain.” Louise started.  “She said you were rude and vulgar to her yesterday.”
 
   “But Louise, you know I—”
 
   Louise raised a hand to silence her.  “Yes, of course I’m aware you took yesterday off.  I just thought I’d ask to see if you recognized her at all.   She just walked in.”
 
   Louise nodded towards the door, and Ann turned just in time to see a young woman about her age take a seat in one of the diner’s corner booths.  She was tall and confident, with long blonde hair flowing gently down her back.  A man, her boyfriend probably, sat across from her.  Like the woman, he looked no older than about twenty five.
 
   “No, I don’t recognize either of them.” Ann said.
 
   Louise handed her a couple of menus in response.  “She probably made a mistake with one of the other waitresses.” he replied, but Ann began pondering the angry call last night.  She wasn’t too sure.
 
   “Welcome to Louise’s Diner!” Ann called, trying to push the doubt from her mind.  She placed the menus on the table as she spoke.  “Can I get you two something to drink?  Tea perhaps?  Or coffee?”
 
   “Tea please.” the man asked.  “Unsweet, if you have it.”
 
   “Coffee for me.” the blonde said.  She seemed nice enough, Ann thought, but there was something odd about her stare as she looked into Ann’s eyes; a sort of jealous intensity.  Ann didn’t like it.
 
   Ann was aware of the man staring at her closely as she walked away to get the drinks, but she paid it no mind.  She went behind the counter to get the drinks, but when she glanced back towards the table the blonde was nowhere to be found.  The man’s eyes had become fixated on the menu, giving no indication as to his companion’s whereabouts.
 
   “She probably just went to the restroom.” Ann muttered to herself.  She finished getting the drinks and began walking back, but immediately a foot shoved its way into her path and she came crashing to the ground.
 
   “Oh my god!  I’m so sorry!” a woman’s voice called out.  Ann turned on her side to glare up at the blonde woman standing above her.  The woman’s eyes glared challengingly into her own, daring her to make a move.  Ann was now sure of what she already assumed: this was the woman who called her last night.
 
   “It’s alright, I’m fine.” Ann replied.  As much as she would have loved to kick this bitch’s ass right now, it wasn’t worth losing her job over.  She wasn’t willing to make a scene in front of the other customers either.
 
   Ann got up slowly, glaring at the blonde the entire time.  As she finally climbed to her feet the urge came again, but she kept herself composed and headed to the restroom to clean herself up without a word.
 
   Ann half expected the blonde to storm in after her, but after a few seconds of silence she began to loosen up.  Thankfully most of the hot coffee had spilled past her, but the tea had spread across the entire front of her T-shirt.  She began to pat herself down as much as she could with paper towels, pulling a piece of ice from her bra in the process.  After a few minutes her pulse began to slow, but if the bitch tried anything again she wasn’t going to get a second chance to get off clean.
 
   Ann left the restroom ready for a fight, but the blonde was nowhere to be seen.  She glanced towards the corner booth, but it seemed the man had disappeared as well.  The sun had already set, and a dim twilight was already settling in outside.  Ann glanced around, but it looked like all of the other customers had left as well.
 
   Louise had already gotten settled into the dishes.  Ann walked to the window, took a last long look outside, then flipped off the bright neon sign outside the glass and locked the door.  Louise glanced at her as she entered the kitchen, but didn’t pester her with any questions or comments.  She was glad for his silence.  She emptied the pans of warm grease into a small bucket, then walked out the back exit to dispose of the leftovers.
 
   A shadow moved immediately as the door closed, but Ann was too slow to defend herself.  Two hands grabbed Ann by her wrists, shoving her roughly against the alley wall.  The bucket of grease went flying through the air, soaking both women’s shirts with the thick liquid as Ann glared angrily into the face of the blonde.
 
   “You just couldn’t leave well enough alone, could you, you little whore?” The blond hissed.  She pressed Ann bodily against the dingy brick, ramming her wet tits roughly against the redhead’s.
 
   “Who the hell are you?” Ann exclaimed.  She struggled against the other woman’s grip, but it was no use.  “I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about!”
 
   The blonde pressed even more heavily against Ann, bringing their faces so close together that Ann could have raked her tongue across the other woman’s cheek if she had wanted to.  The blonde glared at her angrily, challengingly, as if daring Ann to do just that.
 
   “I never really did understand Jeff.” The blonde continued instead of answering.  “I never understood why he would take a fancy to a flat chested little tramp like you!”
 
   A flash of anger and resentment shot across Ann’s body.  She forced herself off the wall, pushing the blonde backwards until the two women were struggling tit to tit in the middle of the alley.  “Fucking whore!” she exclaimed.  “My tits would crush yours flat in a fight!”
 
   The blonde and the redhead glared at each other as the pressure between their bodies began to build.  Each woman could feel her tits bulging up tightly against the other’s, neither able to gain any leverage.  Ann was just about to tear into her opponent when she heard Louise’s heavy footsteps coming towards the door.
 
   “This isn’t over, slut!” the blonde whispered threateningly, then released Ann and disappeared quickly into the night.
 
   “Ann, are you alright?” Louise called, pushing quickly through the door.  He glanced into the shadows but couldn’t see anything, then looked towards Ann, fixing her with a concerned stare.  “I thought I heard you scream.”
 
   “A cat ran out of the shadows.” Ann lied.  “It just startled me, that’s all.  I’m fine.”
 
   Louise looked her over, then shook his head.  “You’ve had a rough night, haven’t you girl?” He asked.  “Go home and get some sleep, alright?  I can take care of the rest of the chores tonight.”
 
   Ann was filled with gratitude.  “Thanks Louise.  I owe you.”
 
   “You don’t owe me anything, Ann.” Louise smiled.  “You’re the best employee I have here.  I’ll see you tomorrow, alright?”
 
    
 
   Ann removed her shirt once she got in the car.  She didn’t think she’d ever get the smell of grease out, but it was too late to worry about that now.  Now that she was back alone, she could feel the anger beginning to build again.  “Damn right it’s not over.” She muttered, starting up the car.
 
   As she pulled into the apartment parking lot, she had an idea that would hopefully end the blonde once and for all.  She quickly went inside and changed, then opened the phone book and punched in the number of the Hotel Carole.  A man picked up on the first ring.
 
   “Thank you for calling the Hotel Carole, this is Jackson.  How can I help you?”
 
   “May I speak to Chris please?” Ann asked.  Chris was an acquaintance from high school.  She had lent him money when his brother had gotten sick to help pay the medical bills.  He always said he’d pay her back someday.  It was time to repay the debt.
 
   “This is Chris.”
 
   “Chris!  This is Ann.”
 
   “Hey Ann!” Chris exclaimed.  “How’ve you been?”
 
   “I’ve been good Chris.  Hey listen, do you think I could book a hotel room for the night?”
 
   “Yeah sure, hang on a sec.”  Ann could hear the click of the hotel desk’s keyboard through the phone.  “Room 72 is available.  Why do you need a room though?  Isn’t your apartment just down the road?”
 
   “Yeah.  Hey listen, I was hoping I could call this one up on credit.” Ann said.
 
   “Sure, I’ll fit the bill for this one.  Just for tonight?”
 
   “Yeah.  Thanks Chris, I appreciate it.”
 
   “No problem.  See you later.”
 
   Ann had to take a breath after she hung up the phone.  She could hardly believe she was doing this, but if she didn’t nip this problem in the bud, she didn’t know how long it would last.  She hit the recall button on the call she got last night, and listened to it ring.
 
   “Hello Ann.” a woman’s icy voice answered.  “I’m surprised you called back so soon.  What could a little bitch like you want from me?”
 
   Ann forced herself to keep her voice level.  “Do you really want to prove to me you’re a better woman than I am?”
 
   “There’s not much to prove, slut.”
 
   “Meet me at the Hotel Carole in one hour…unless you’re scared.”
 
   “Scared?” the woman scoffed.  Her tone was really beginning to get on Ann’s nerves.  “I can take everything you’ve got.”
 
   There was silence as both women pondered the weight of what they were about to do.  Then Ann’s voice came again over the phone.  “You know me, but what do I call you?”
 
   “Audree.” the woman’s voice replied hotly.  “I’m the bitch that’s going to shut you down for good.”
 
    
 
   Ann sat impatiently in the hotel lobby.  She had arrived almost ten minutes early, hoping Audree would be just as eager to begin as she was, but the blonde had yet to show.  Jackson had left a few minutes before Ann arrived, leaving Chris the only person manning the counter.
 
   “You alright Ann?” Chris asked.  “You look nervous.”
 
   “Yeah.” Ann answered, probably a bit too quickly to fake her composure.  “I’m just waiting for my sister.”
 
   Chris never remembered any sister, but he let the comment pass.  There was a look in her eyes he didn’t like.  He had seen that gleam only once before, and that was directly after her cowardly ex-boyfriend dumped her over the phone three years ago.  Whatever this was, he was pretty sure he didn’t want any part in it.
 
   At last the doors behind Ann opened, and a stunning young blonde woman stepped across the threshold.
 
   “Ah, there you are Audree!  I was getting worried.” Ann said.  The blonde and the redhead embraced like siblings, but between their bodies a battle was already raging.  Their tits pushed together roughly, each woman tensing her muscles against her opponent.  Their nails dug slightly into one another’s back, as if already trying to pull apart one another’s clothes.
 
   “I’m going to grind your body into the floor, bitch!” Ann hissed.  Her voice was so low that only Audree could hear her.
 
   “Your body doesn’t stand a chance against mine!” Audree replied confidently.
 
   At long last they broke apart.  Chris handed Ann the keys to the room, wondering whether he should have placed a hidden camera somewhere in the chamber.  He directed the two women towards the elevator, telling them room 72 would be on the third floor.  He watched the two women walk alone into the elevator, then saw their bodies collide viciously as the doors closed.
 
   “Damn.” he swore.  “I should have put up cameras.”
 
    
 
   Every muscle in the two women’s bodies tensed as they crashed together.  A low grunt escaped the two combatant’s mouths as their chests meshed and struggled together briefly before breaking apart and crashing again.  The hatred flowing between the two proud women was so great that they couldn’t even wait until they entered the room to begin the struggle.
 
   Despite their scorn they were able to compose themselves when the doors opened, and walked together down towards the east end of the hall as if nothing had happened.  The gold numbers shined with a brilliant hue in the dim light.  The two women glared at one another defiantly, but neither took their last chance to leave without a fight.  They entered the room as one, then Ann turned and locked the door behind them.
 
   “You know what I like about these kinds of fights?” Ann hissed as soon as the lock clicked.
 
   “What’s that?” Audree retorted.  “Being locked inside a hotel room at night with another girl?  I’ll bet your little slutty ass would like that, wouldn’t you?”
 
   Ann’s eyes narrowed into snakelike slits.  “That only one of us is going to leave here intact.”
 
   Audree pressed her tits heavily into Ann’s.  The two women stood so close together that their lips almost brushed together as they spoke.  “You think you have what it takes to break me, whore?” she challenged.  “Come on then!”
 
   Ann pressed back, glaring at her enemy with pure hatred.  “Bitches first!”
 
   With a cry the two women threw their arms around each other, compressing one another’s bodies against their own.  They struggled and writhed against one another’s unforgiving embrace, each woman grinding her tits deeply into the other’s chest.  They could feel their nipples twisting together wildly through their shirts, already beginning to harden at finally being able to match together in battle.
 
   The two women were flooded with a confusing mixture of raw emotion.  Surprise at the viciousness of their own actions.  Satisfaction at the feel of the other girl’s tits being violated by her own.  Anxiety at the realization that there was no way out now.  And strongest of all was the determination to win, regardless of how far their fight would take them.
 
   “Is that all you’ve got, you little bitch?” Ann growled.  She glared furiously at the blonde, tightening her embrace even more as they struggled.  “Your little tits feel even weaker than I thought!”
 
   “Whore!” Audree hissed back.  Blue eyes locked with green as the two young warriors forced their bodies into an even tighter compression.  “I can feel your tits beginning to surrender already!  You’re the weak one!”
 
   “Delusional slut!” the redhead sneered.  “If you weren’t so scared to match your naked breasts with mine, you’d see just how wrong you are!”
 
   “Come on then, cunt!” Audree shot back.  She knew this moment would be coming sooner than later; she had been looking forward to it.  Her grip never loosened as she shot her opponent with a look of pure defiance.  “Show me just how pathetic your breasts really are!”
 
   The two girls released one another slowly, each searching for any sign of weakness or fear in the other’s gaze.  Their eyes remained locked in combat as they removed first their T-shirts, then the thin, silk tops of their lingerie.  Only once her enemy stood topless before her would either woman allow their eyes to wander.
 
   Each could feel a wave of uncomfortable rage building inside their bodies.  They brought their chests together slowly, mentally sizing up one another’s tits.  Each girl was trying to convince herself that she held an advantage over the other, but neither Ann nor Audree could see any weaknesses.
 
   The two women let their eyes trace the curves of each other’s neck and back into one another’s gaze.  They could feel the flames of combat begin to kindle beneath their flesh as they brought their breasts into contact.  Their hands fumbled at their sides, eventually locking palm to palm.  They dug their nails into the skin between each other’s knuckles, as if to seal off any means of escape.
 
   Ann felt a chill at the touch of Audree’s breasts, grunting slightly as more and more of their tits came into contact.  She could feel the blonde’s flesh grinding back and forth against her own, as if testing for any weaknesses.  She responded in turn, sliding her breasts in the opposite direction.
 
   Despite all of their trash talking, neither seemed able to detect any flaws, nor did it feel as if the smooth, taut flesh of either woman held any imperfections.  Audree could feel a mixture of excitement and anxiety at the thought of matching her body against a woman who may truly be her equal.  She could feel the redhead’s body quivering against her own, and knew she felt the same way.
 
   Ann was quick to up the ante.  With a grunt she reared back, then slammed her chest roughly into Audree’s.  The blonde was momentarily taken aback, but a second collision snapped her out of her stupor.  Her body shot forward to meet Ann’s evenly upon the third strike, and by the fourth the two women collided like freight trains, dense titflesh pounding together like two pairs of steel balls.
 
   Audree’s legs battled Ann’s for position as the two women’s breasts connected again and again, neither woman willing to allow the other to push her back.  Just when it seemed that one would gain an advantage, the other somehow stepped up her onslaught, forcing her opponent back into the middle of the room.
 
   “I’ll bet you like that, don’t you bitch?” Ann grunted as their chests collided for what felt like the hundredth time.  “The sensation of another woman’s breasts dominating yours?  It feels so right, doesn’t it?”
 
   “In your dreams, whore!” Audree growled back as their tits connected again.  “My breasts are the ones who are overtaking yours!”
 
   Ann felt the breath leave her lungs at the next strike.  Her eyes widened in surprise and fear as she felt herself begin to lose her ground.  Audree sensed her enemy’s moment of weakness and increased the frequency of her assault.  Her eyes pierced her opponent with a look of spiteful determination, taking in every ounce of surprise the redhead’s expression was putting forth.
 
   “You bitch!” Ann gasped, struggling viciously to regain her control.  At times she was able to halt herself, but her resistances to Audree’s advancements were fleeting at best.  Slowly but surely she could feel her body being shoved back, and she loathed every second of the sensation of the blonde’s tits overpowering her own.
 
   After nearly ten minutes of their struggle for dominance Ann’s back connected with the wall.  With a cry the redhead tried to gain some ground, attempting to push her back against the plaster and release herself from capture, but her efforts were in vain.  The two girls became a single, quivering mass almost instantly, with the wall pressing into Ann on one side and Audree’s snarling face closing in on her from the other.
 
   “You little tramp!” the blonde hissed.  “After all that talk, I thought you were going to put up a better fight!  I knew your mouth was bigger than your tits!”
 
   “Kiss my ass, cunt!” Ann shot back.  She spat into Audree’s face vehemently as another act of defiance, satisfied with the look of disgust that crossed the blonde’s face.
 
   “Whore!” Audree screeched.  Her long, pink tongue immediately lashed out, flicking back and forth wildly across the redhead’s cheeks.  “You like that, don’t you bitch!?” she cried as her tongue began to violate Ann’s face.
 
   Ann was quick to return the favor, and in seconds the two struggling woman had entered an entirely new battle altogether.  Their tongues collided multiple times as they fought, grating against one another viciously before parting again, each trying to cover the other’s face with as much saliva as possible.
 
   After nearly a full minute of battling this way their tongues began to zone in on one another, twisting and corkscrewing around each other brutally.  Their eyes were locked in a challenging test of wills as their mouths battled for position, fixing one another with a glare of pure hatred.
 
   They continued to grind their tits together, increasing the pressure building between their bodies as their lips sealed together.  Audree nearly choked as she felt the redhead’s tongue push into her mouth deeply, but held back her surprise with her own exploring thrust.
 
   The two women could feel both the hatred and sexual lust building between their bodies.  The sensation of flesh grating against flesh, combined with their aggressive tongues vying for control was driving the two women crazy.
 
   Without even thinking Ann released Audree’s right hand, pressing her palm against the blonde’s crotch and began to massage her cunt through the fabric of her jeans.  Audree accepted Ann’s advancement almost immediately, rubbing her hand back and forth aggressively between the redhead’s legs.
 
   Audree grabbed Ann’s hair roughly with her other hand and gave a sharp tug, temporarily disengaging their mouths.  “Get down, bitch!” she hissed, glaring into her enemy’s eyes ravenously.
 
   “You get down!” Ann growled back, taking hold of Audree’s golden tresses.  “Show me what a good little slut you are!”
 
   Slowly the two young women lowered one another to the floor.  The massaging continued to grow in ferocity and excitement, as if each were determined to get the other off before their bodies ever truly met.  Blonde hair mixed with red as their tongues lashed out once again, burying themselves deep into one another’s mouths.
 
   Eventually the two women could stand it no longer.  Their bodies collided in a spray of primal heat, blurring the line between hatred and lust.  After a brief struggle Ann overpowered her opponent, landing on top of Audree heavily.
 
   The two women began to buck and grind furiously.  Each could feel the power the other held within her already boiling cunt, even through the fabric of their jeans.  Their hands dueled between one another’s legs, increasing the viciousness of their massaging while simultaneously attempting to tear her opponent’s hand away from her crotch.
 
   Their fingers began struggling with one another’s zippers, ready to finger one another with even deeper intimacy.  As if on cue both zippers gave way, allowing the two women to plunge their hand even closer to the prize they each ravenously longed for.  Even through the desires coursing through their bodies, both were surprised at the excessive wetness that soaked through one another’s lace panties.
 
   Pain and pleasure swirled around the two warring women, both trying so hard not to enjoy one another’s cruel violations, and both failing miserably.  Tears streamed down their faces as they caressed and humped and moaned, until they both felt they would scream.
 
   After what seemed like hours the two women broke apart.  Ann and Audree glared viciously at each other, locking eyes in a threatening stare.  Their chests heaved in unison, both almost unable to believe what they had just done.
 
   “You little whore!” Ann moaned.  She tried to hide the quiver in her voice, but it was obvious she wanted it.  She wanted it bad.
 
   “Fucking slut!” Audree hissed back.  She could hardly believe how wet she was right now.  All the hatred and the lust and the forced masturbation by this other woman was driving her crazy.  “I knew you were a little lesbian cunt!”
 
   “Bitch!” Ann retorted.  “You enjoyed it as much as I did, and we both know it!”
 
   The blonde and the redhead glared at each other vehemently as Audree whispered the challenge they had both been waiting for.  “You wanted to prove to me you were the better woman?  Match your sex with mine.  I’m going to make you come so hard, you’ll regret the day you ever met me.”
 
   “I can’t wait to fuck your little pussy off, whore!” Ann growled.  “Then we’ll see who the real horny slut is!”
 
   That was it.  The final hurdle before full sexual combat.  The step both had been anticipating.  They crawled towards one another slowly, stomachs swirling with a mixture of eagerness and anxiety.  It was all or nothing now.
 
   “I hate you!” Ann hissed venomously, wiping Audree’s spit from her lips.
 
   “I hate you more!” Audree growled.  She swiped her hand quickly across her mouth to remove Ann’s saliva before striking out, catching her enemy across the cheek with her palm.
 
   Ann quickly returned the blow, and within seconds the two women were upon each other.  Their bodies collided in a wave of lust, hands struggling to tear away one another’s tight jeans.  With a single moment of cooperation they removed one another’s pants, and just seconds later the sound of ripping fabric could be heard as the two combatants tore away one another’s thong.
 
   The two women plunged their tongues into one another’s awaiting mouths as their finally nude bodies completely met for the first time.  Red hair roughly tangled with blond as their brushes combed through each other, grinding back and forth to test one another’s determination.  They lined their bodies up with one another like a mirror, and with a few minor adjustments, brought their sex organs into direct contact.
 
   Ann and Audree moaned into one another’s mouths at the feel of one another’s cunt pressing into her own.  Their tongues fought passionately in the median of their enclosed lips, corkscrewing and wrestling around like entwined snakes.  Their bodies began a slow, rhythmic humping as they dueled, growing steadily more vicious with each passing moment.
 
   The two beautiful combatants groaned uncontrollably, each disgusted at how much she enjoyed the feel of her opponent’s pussy against her own flesh.  Their hands groped with one another’s tits, pinching and massaging one another’s breasts with great passion.
 
   With a gasp the two warring women’s mouths disengaged with a wet pop.  “You bitch!” Ann screamed, tearing Audree’s hands away from her tender breasts.  The thumping between their sexes had become an uncontrollable frenzy, mirroring the sensation of hatred and lust coursing through their veins.
 
   “Fucking whore!” the blonde shouted back, locking her fingers viciously with the redhead’s.  Never breaking their rhythmic cycle the two girls began to adjust their bodies, right leg folding over left as they lowered themselves onto their backs.  It was now or never, and they both knew it.  The two warriors wanted, no…needed, even more direct contact.  With another slight adjustment their cunts collided, sending such a maddening shock of erotic pleasure down their bodies that it took every ounce of determination for the two women not to come immediately.
 
   With a scream the combatants bore into each other, neither willing to allow the other to prove herself to be the better woman.  Their pussy lips began to make out, each trying to pull the other in.  Clit collided against clit again and again, sending shocks of sexual pleasure and pain down both women’s skin.
 
   Audree’s heart beat faster and faster.  Her breath began to come in short gasps as she felt Ann’s pussy grinding deeply into her own.  Audree fought back the excitement and the arousal, crushing her cunt even more viciously against her enemy’s.
 
   “No!” Ann cried.  She grated her clit mercilessly against Audree’s, gritting her teeth in triumph as the blonde failed to stifle a whimper, but she could feel the climax building quickly inside herself too.  Half of her wanted to break away from this fuckwar, to survive and fight another day, but the other half knew she could not.  After all the insults, all the trouble her enemy had caused, she couldn’t just let her walk away.  Audree was the one who started this, but Ann knew it had to be her that finished it.
 
   The two women sank their nails even deeper into one another’s hands, struggling to hold on.  The redhead and the blonde glared at one another from across their glistening, fused bodies, channeling so much anger into one another through their eyes and their cunts that hate almost became a physical being.
 
   They howled as one in ecstasy as the two women began to weaken.  There was no more room for words, no more time for insults.  Each was aware of the fact that the next few seconds would decide the fate of both duelists.
 
   Audree ground hard, rotating her tender, swollen twat clockwise around Ann’s pussy.  Ann accepted the advancement of their duel, rotating her equally sensitive cunt counter-clockwise against the blonde’s sex, each woman moaning and screaming in beautiful defiance of the other.
 
   They grinded their hips viciously in opposite directions, then bucked ferociously.  Their bodies arched sharply, asses held suspended in midair for several seconds as their marble-sized clits fused and pulsed together, pussy lips locking together passionately like lovers.
 
   Ann and Audree screamed as one, grinding down even faster as the final seconds before orgasm elapsed.   Audree gritted her teeth, digging her nails even deeper into Ann’s flesh, but she could hold on no longer.  Her body exploded in the climax of a vicious orgasm, forcing cum and womanly arousal oozing between their still locked cunts.   Ann slowly parted from the blonde, smiling triumphantly…she still had yet to come.
 
   Ann raised herself slowly onto her knees, until her pussy hovered eyelevel with Audree’s face.  “Lick.” She commanded, spreading the lips of her sex open with her thumb and forefinger.  Audree’s eyes met Ann’s, shooting her with every ounce of venomous hatred within her body.  Every inch of bloody defiance screamed for her to bite, to place her teeth around Ann’s twat and bite hard, but she didn’t.  She knew if she did, Ann would follow suit, and she doubted her body could take much more.  Obediently she began running her tongue around Ann’s lips, gliding across her clit, making Ann squirm with absolute pleasure.
 
   “That’s it bitch!  More!  More!” Ann screamed erotically.   “More!!!”  Ann felt the climax of her orgasm take hold.  Swiftly she grabbed her enemy by her hair, forcibly burying Audree’s face within her pussy, forcing the blonde’s mouth to fully cover her clit.  She came violently, spewing cum in excess into Audree’s open mouth.  Even after the climax of her orgasm she refused to relinquish her hold on Audree, and wouldn’t let go until her counterpart passed out from lack of oxygen.
 
   Slowly the redhead stood, using Audree’s long blonde hair to wipe off any juice that lay on the inside of her thighs.  She put on her shirt and her jeans, not even bothering with her undergarments.  She used her own bra to bind her opponent’s hands tightly together, and then used Audree’s bra to bind her feet.  As a final touch she wrapped both panties into a makeshift gag, sticking the lace into the blonde’s open mouth.
 
   Ann then took a pad of paper and a pen from the dresser and wrote ‘thanks for the memories’, setting the small note beside her fallen enemy quietly.  She smiled, almost wishing she would be around to see the look on the blonde’s face when she woke, then turned and walked silently out of the room.
 
   “Is everything Alright Ann?” Chris asked.  He smiled at her, a little more comfortably now that the look in her eye was gone.  The lack of customers had made him weary, and he had seated himself in one of the lounge’s armchairs.  He noticed the stench of sweat and sex upon her, but decided against asking.
 
   “Yes Chris, thank you.  I am needed back at the apartment, but my sister has fallen asleep.  Will you please make sure she is not disturbed until later tomorrow?”
 
   “Of course” Chris replied.  She watched Ann saunter out through the hotel’s double door entrance, like a cat after a successful hunt.  He chuckled, wondering again if he should have fit the room with a camera or two, but shook his head at the thought.  Whatever was between them should stay between them he thought, then chuckled again.  Such a shame though…I liked the blonde woman better.
 
   Ann could feel Chris’s stare as she walked away, but paid him little mind.  Her thoughts were still racing over the events of the night.  She knew the experience had changed her forever, though how much she wasn’t sure.  She laughed out loud as she climbed back into her car and drove away, imagining the look on the face of the cleaning lady when she would come in to clean the rooms the next day.
 
   


 
   
  
 

A Chance at Redemption
 
    
 
   Audree stood silently in the bathroom of her apartment down on Main, glaring at her reflection in the mirror.  She was beautiful and she knew it.  Long, blonde hair flowed down her neck and across her shoulders like waves of gold, framing a face of such elegance that her lips alone could drive a man crazy. 
 
   She was tall and thin, and her body curved perfectly in every way.  She was a veritable goddess, yet she glared into her own eyes, fuming.  Just as she had done every single night since her own surrender.
 
   It had been two weeks since she met Ann at the Hotel Carole.  Two weeks since she and that redheaded bitch had locked themselves into room 72 for the contest of their lives.  Two weeks since Ann had made her come like a common tramp.
 
   She spat Ann’s name under her breath, and the word tasted like poison upon her lips.  Audree could hardly stand the idea of another woman being her equal, let alone the possibility of someone being better; yet the night played over and over in her head like a broken record. 
 
   Despite her hatred, just thinking about Ann resulted in a tingling sensation between her legs.  She could still feel the redhead’s fingers dancing around her pussy, and again she reached towards her crotch in an attempt to tear the phantom hand away.
 
   She cursed again, swearing to herself that it wasn’t over, then turned the water on and stepped into the shower.  As the warm spray ran through her cleavage, she played a fantasy over in her head; the same fantasy that had played in her head since her loss.
 
   Ann Grayson’s moans echoed inside her head over and over again in surrender.  Audree ran her hands slowly around the insides of her thigh, then used her fingers to pry open her pussy lips and tease out her clit.  She ran a middle finger slowly up and down her stiff little rod, imagining it was Ann’s tongue that was teasing back and forth.
 
   She moved her body slowly beneath the flowing water, unable to stifle out a moan as she imagined herself grasping the little redheaded slut by the hair and burying Ann’s face into her crotch.  She rewound time, imagining Ann’s stiff nipples pinched tightly beneath her fingertips.  She envisioned the redhead’s face inching closer to her own, and Audree stuck her tongue out into the spray as if to meet Ann’s once again. 
 
   She pictured the entire rematch in her head, a rematch in which she dominated her opponent in every single aspect of combat.  She moaned quietly as she reached the climax, and watched the shower’s spray wash her own cum from her hands.  As the last few drops of arousal left her flesh, she made a promise to herself that only she could hear; Ann Grayson was going to pay.
 
    
 
   For Audree, the end of the next day couldn’t come quickly enough.  She worked a part time job as a sales representative for Scents of Celina, a small perfume shop across town from her apartment.  Friday afternoon was always the busiest time of the week, but despite the mass of customers clamoring for her expertise, her mind was elsewhere; namely her planned night out.
 
   Laura, whose aunt owned the perfume shop, had been one of her best friends since grade school.  The two had made plans to meet up at a place called The Rave in the hopes of overtaking the dance floor.  The Rave was a large, locally owned nightclub; one of Squire’s only temptations after dark.  Many of the attractions at The Rave weren’t exactly legal, but the club was owned by the police chief’s daughter, so much of Squire’s law enforcement turned a blind eye to the drugs and unofficial call girls.   
 
   At last 7:00 came around.  Audree locked the shop’s door, turned off the lights, told Trisha, her boss, that she was heading out, and sauntered out the door.
 
   Audree changed clothes as soon as she got to her apartment.  She was going to meet Laura at The Rave in less than half an hour, and wanted to look her best for anyone who was going to look her way.
 
   She quickly pulled on a tight, thin tank top and miniskirt, both black.  The miniskirt barely covered her ass, and she didn’t bother putting on a bra.  If all went according to plan, she didn’t think she’d be wearing either of them for long.
 
   Audree felt a twinge of anger as she remembered Jeff’s text.  The coward had broken up with her through the phone shortly after her loss with Ann; she guessed somehow he figured out.  She shook off the anger quickly and ran a brush through her long, blonde tresses.  She admired herself in the mirror, taking in all her glorious beauty, and then shot out the door.
 
   The sound of the bass could be heard before Audree even pulled into the parking lot.  The bright, neon sign above the door looked as if it could be seen for miles.  She glanced around, but saw no signs of Laura’s vehicle in the crowded lot.  Audree smiled to herself before heading towards the club.  Despite their friendship, she knew there would be less competition without Laura there, and wanted to take advantage of it while she could.
 
   Audree pushed through the door with pride, sauntering in like the queen of the rave.  Her eyes glanced towards every moving being in the room, but felt herself admiring the women even more than the men.  She glanced into the faces of every girl in the room, as if sizing up whether or not they could become a threat.
 
   They were all beautiful to be sure, angels in their own right; but she was a goddess.  She felt immortal and confident, as she pushed through the crowd; and then a flash of crimson caught her eye.
 
   The redhead Audree had dreamt about since the night at the hotel swayed lightly in the middle of the floor. She wore clothing to match Audree’s perfectly, except her top and dress were the color of bright amber.  It seemed that Ann, like Audree, had recently arrived, and was surveying her surroundings before latching her claws into her selected prey.
 
   Audree’s heart began to beat swiftly as Ann glanced her way.  The two women locked eyes, glaring deeply into one another’s face.  The two rivals approached like mirrored images of one another, swaying their hips and showing off their bodies as their movements brought them closer and closer together.  
 
   Audree could already feel a burning sensation between her legs as image after image of their duel at the hotel washed over her.  She could already feel Ann’s fingertips running along her body, could already feel their bodies spiritually fucking one another mindlessly.  She knew these were nothing more than phantom emotions, but one look into the redhead’s eyes and she could already tell; Ann wanted their rematch just as much as she did.
 
   The blonde and the redhead met each other squarely in the middle of the dance floor.  Their chests collided with enough force to spring the two women apart before coming together again, tits wrestling in a virtual stalemate.  They pushed their crotches into each other roughly, grinding their hips in time with the music. 
 
   The thump of the bass echoed through the two women’s bodies in time with their pounding hearts.  Neither woman had uttered a single word, yet memories of their duel at the Hotel Carole were swimming wildly inside their heads, exciting their most primal desires.
 
   Ann wrapped her arms around Audree like a lover, but her embrace was strong.  She wasn’t about to let the blonde start something and then get away with it.  
 
   Audree returned the hold, glaring into the redhead’s face challengingly.  She couldn’t help but admire the way Ann’s eyes seemed to shine in the dim luminance of the room, but shook off her feelings of admiration immediately.  She filled the void with anger, forcing herself to remember how this bitch had controlled her during their fight.  She wasn’t about to let that happen again.
 
   “You just couldn’t stay away, could you?” Ann hissed, licking her lips suggestively.  Her face inched closer to Audree’s slowly, stopping just inches away from her enemy’s face.  She smiled haughtily, letting Audree know that if she wanted a rematch bad enough, she was going to have to start it herself.
 
   “You little whore…” Audree growled back.  She forced her voice to remain level despite the growing anxiety that kept making its way into her chest.  She focused on the sensation of Ann’s crotch grinding against her own, igniting her innermost desires for combat.  “That little show you put on at the hotel didn’t impress me much.”
 
   “You could have fooled me slut.” Ann scoffed.  “I had you squirming like a cheap prostitute pretty quickly.”  
 
   “If you’re so sure of yourself, then let’s go again!” Audree hissed.  Her lips brushed lightly against the redhead’s as she spoke.  Her tongue danced wildly inside her mouth, and she had to force back the desire to plunge it deeply into her enemy’s throat.
 
   “Bring it on, girl!” Ann accepted.  She opened her mouth slightly, letting her tongue play lightly against the blonde’s lips.  Audree responded in kind, and soon the two beautiful women were flicking their long, pink tongues together challengingly.  They tightened their embrace as if to seal the deal as both women glared daggers into one another’s eyes.
 
   After nearly a full minute Audree pulled her face to the side, placing her cheek gently against Ann’s like a lover.  Her voice was soft, barely audible over the music, but she uttered a challenge that sent a shiver of excitement down both their spines.   “You like fucking nice and tight, with no way out, right?  Let’s see how good you are in the backseat.”
 
   “You’re on slut!” Ann hissed.  “I’m going to fuck you senseless!”
 
   Audree tightened her hold on the redheaded bitch, glaring into her eyes with a mixture of hatred and passion before plunging her tongue roughly through Ann’s lips.  Surprised, Ann began to fight back, shoving her tongue into the blonde’s gaping mouth as far as she could.  Silently Audree motioned to the door with her eyes, and the two women slowly began making their way through the crowd towards the exit.
 
    A few of the other women stopped to watch the two struggling beauties, but Ann and Audree took no notice.  They had eyes only for each other, and emotions that held no room for shame.  The hatred and power and lust all combined around the two women, and it took every ounce of control they had not to break down and begin fucking in the middle of the dance floor.
 
   After what felt like hours the two vicious vixens pushed through the door.  As soon as they hit the parking lot they allowed their bodies to part, but they still held one another by the waist with one hand, stealing dirty looks and quick tongue swipes as Audree led the way to her car.
 
   As soon as Audree opened the door Ann took the initiative, shoving the blonde bodily into her own back seat.  The two women clashed tit to tit, and Ann barely had time to close the door behind her before the battle began.
 
                 “You little bitch!” Audree screeched, wrapping her arms tightly around the redhead’s waist and jamming her crotch upwards against her opponent’s.
 
   “Fucking whore!” Ann growled back, grinding her own crotch down viciously against the blonde’s.  The thin fabric of their skirts offered little protection from the mutual onslaught, and both Ann and Audree could already feel the wetness of their arousal mixing through their panties.
 
   Audree could feel her heart beating quickly as she struggled with her enemy.  She could already feel the excitement growing quickly inside her body, and she desperately wanted to let go of her anger and enjoy it.  Another thrust from the redhead brought her back to reality, and she responded in kind.  She glared into the other woman’s beautiful face, showing her there would be no mercy.
 
   With a strangled cry Ann mashed her lips roughly against the blonde’s, forcing her tongue deep inside Audree’s mouth.  Audree fought back viciously, wrestling the redhead’s tongue with her own.  The two women’s hands struggled with one another’s skirts furiously, tearing apart the thin fabric quickly and mashing bare cunt to bare cunt.
 
   Audree and Ann struggled and writhed against one another’s bodies, pulling them apart quickly and then slamming them back together, pussy lips smacking wetly against pussy lips.  Neither woman could stifle the moan that emitted from their fused mouths.  Audree’s green eyes stared deeply into Ann’s blue orbs, and she could already tell that Ann had envisioned their rematch as often as she had.
 
   Audree didn’t know how long she and Ann struggled viciously in the backseat of her car, but she soon became aware of the redhead’s naked tits stabbing viciously into her own.  The anger, rage, and lust had completely clouded her sense of reality; she never remembered how either woman lost their tops, but as soon as she became aware of her breasts crushing viciously into her opponent’s, she began to switch tactics.
 
   Audree moved her arms up to the small of Ann’s back, crushing her into a ferocious bear hug.  She rotated her chest back and forth against the redhead’s, twisting her body and crushing her breasts viciously into her enemy.
 
   Ann responded almost immediately, as if she had been waiting for Audree to make her move.  She rotated her engorged tits violently against the blonde’s, intoxicated by the sensation of her stiff nipples dueling against her opponent’s.  Their hard rods crossed again and again, springing apart viciously only to come crashing together again.
 
   The two women continued to grind their entire bodies viciously against one another.  Their eyes glared hate into one another’s orbs as their tongues fought passionately for domination.  Their pelvic thrusts had slowed into a stiff, wet grind, each trying to wear the other down.  Their breasts continued to ravage one another hotly, dense flesh crushing against dense flesh.
 
   As if on cue the two women froze against one another, their now naked bodies crushed together in a virtual stalemate.  Ann and Audree could each feel the other’s nipples buried deeply into their skin like needlepoints, struggling to puncture through.  The two women had clamped their legs together, hot thigh constricting against hot thigh.  Even their tongues seemed to freeze against one another, each woman daring the other to make the next move.
 
   Every once in a while their tits quivered against one another slightly as if threatening to give way, but even that was barely perceivable.  The two women held one another tighter and tighter, until the sensation of titflesh against titflesh overrode almost all other feeling.  
 
   Audree was impressed, despite her deep seated hatred for this other woman.  She remembered how, during their struggle at the Hotel Carole, she had been able to completely overpower the redhead the last time their tits clashed.  This time however, she could feel no such weakness; in fact, she couldn’t feel any aspect whatsoever in which Ann’s breasts were inferior against her own.  
 
   Ann willed her body on.  Her mind continued to flash back to their titfight at the Hotel.  She had won the war, sure; but even afterwards she had vowed never to allow another girl’s breasts to violate hers like that again.  She had been itching for a rematch ever since, so she could show this blonde bitch what her tits were really capable of.
 
   Audree and Ann glared hatefully into one another’s eyes; if they continued on this way, it seemed like the two women would fight one another forever.  After what felt like hours, the two women allowed their lips to part.
 
   The two women panted heavily into one another’s face.  “You little bitch!” Audree gasped.  She barely had enough air to let her words out, but she knew Ann would respond.
 
   “Fucking…whore…!” Ann grunted.  “You started this little fuckwar, and now I’m going to make you pay!”
 
   “Then let’s finish it up at my apartment, slut!” Audree shot back.  “Unless you’re afraid!”
 
   “Stupid cunt!” Ann hissed.  “I’ll even let you drive!”
 
   The blonde and the redhead released each other slowly, reluctant to let go after everything they’d already done.  It felt almost as if they were surrendering, almost as if they were admitting to their equality in power.  The two women glared into one another’s eyes with such passionate hate that it sent a shiver running down their spines; this duel was far from over.
 
   As soon as their nude, gorgeous bodies finally disengaged, they began to make their move.  Audree climbed over the car’s center console into the driver’s seat, then Ann took her place in the passenger’s.  Neither woman bothered to buckle their seatbelts as Audree started the engine.  She ran the air conditioner on high, allowing the air to cool off their sweaty forms, then pulled out of the parking lot and headed east towards her apartment.
 
   Ann waited until they were driving down the highway to begin her attack.  Without warning she plunged her hand between Audree’s open thighs.  The blonde couldn’t manage to stifle her moan as the redhead began to expertly massage her pussy with her fingertips.  
 
   Audree tightened her hands around the steering wheel, trying to fight back the pleasure.  She wanted so much to pull off the side of the road and tear into the redhead viciously for her cheap maneuver, but her pride would allow her to do nothing more than to try to beat Ann at her own game.  Her eyes left the road for just a second while she aimed at her enemy’s cunt, then released her right hand from the wheel and sent it hurtling between the redhead’s legs.
 
   Ann cried out as the stinging slap connected, then moaned loudly as Audree’s fingertips began to trace the outline of her pussy.  She bit her lip, stifling another cry of pleasure, and tried to focus on nothing but her own assault.
 
   The two women continued to massage one another’s twats, writhing uncomfortably against each other’s touch.  Somehow Audree was able to stay on the road, driving the two combatants safely the entire five mile trip to her apartment.  Even as Audree’s car pulled into the parking lot directly in front of her apartment door, the two women were reluctant to stop.
 
   Audree turned to her right, fixing the seductive redhead with a challenging stare.  Ann returned the gaze full on, trying to focus on anything else but the blonde’s hand rubbing violently between her legs.
 
   “Is this really how you want to settle this?” Audree gasped.  She hated to admit how skillfully Ann’s fingers explored her pussy, but she knew she wouldn’t be able to hold in her excitement much longer.  “Do you really want to settle this like two high school cheerleaders in the restroom, too afraid to match flesh with flesh?”
 
   “You bitch!” Ann moaned.  Every fiber in her body screamed for release, but she knew she couldn’t give in.  Not before she had completely overcome her enemy in every way.  “I’m ready when you are!”
 
   Ann and Audree hated to release one another’s flesh, but through the hatred transferring between the two women’s gorgeous eyes they were able to relent.  They stormed out of the vehicle, pressing their bodies together side by side as they made their way to the door.  Audree’s hands fumbled with the lock, but eventually managed to slide the key through the keyhole and open the door.
 
   As soon as the lock clicked behind them the two women collided.  Audree wrapped her arms tightly around Ann’s body, crushing her tits so viciously against her enemy’s breasts that Ann gasped in surprise.  She reciprocated the hold, glaring into the blonde’s eyes ravenously.
 
   Audree smiled at how easily her tactics had gotten the better of Ann.  She remembered how the redhead’s tits had surrendered to her own at the hotel, and felt the excitement of matching breast to breast with her enemy once again growing inside her.  She reared back her body and began the attack.
 
   This time Ann was ready for the assault.  Her body collided against Audree’s with such force that it stopped both women in their tracks.  Her body met with the blonde’s equally a second time, and then a third; pride coursed through her being as she watched Audree’s smug smile slowly disappear from her lips.
 
   Shocks of pain ran through Audree’s chest as she collided with the redhead again and again.  Ann’s tits felt like rocks against her own, and with each stab of her enemy’s nipples she began to worry if inviting the other woman into her apartment had been a mistake.
 
   With a cry Audree changed tactics, pressing her lips forcefully against Ann’s and ramming her tongue as far down the redhead’s throat as she could.  She saw Ann’s eyes widen, but her enemy’s tongue met hers with every stroke.  Her heartbeat quickened as she struggled with a body that seemed her equal in every respect.
 
   The two women struggled and writhed against one another, wrenching their bodies left and right in their vicious struggle for dominance.  Ann’s right thigh slipped between Audree’s bare legs and the two women latched on immediately, squeezing their muscles together tightly.
 
   Ann gave another twist and Audree lost her balance, tumbling backward onto the carpet.  Ann quickly followed suit, landing so hard on top of the blonde that their mouths disengaged.  Ann’s red hair spread across Audree’s face like a web, forcing the blonde to glare up at her opponent through a thick, dark curtain.
 
   “Fucking bitch!” Audree screeched.  She released the redhead from her embrace, sinking her claws instead into Ann’s dense titflesh.
 
   “You little shit!” the redhead cried, sinking her own nails into the blonde’s breast meat with venomous fury.  The pain was almost unbearable, but she managed to hold on as she listened to Audree whimper with the same amount of suffering.
 
   Audree’s eyes began to tear up as Ann’s claws ravaged her breasts mercilessly.  “I hate you!” she spat.  “You little cunt, I fucking hate you!”
 
   The redhead glared into the blonde’s beautiful face through watery eyes.  “I hate you more!” she growled viciously before plunging her tongue into Audree’s gaping mouth.
 
   The two women began to buck their hips against one another’s leg, spreading and sliding their long-aroused pussies viciously against each other’s hot thigh.  Their claws continued to destroy one another’s breasts mercilessly, suffocating their moans of pain with their dueling tongues.
 
   Ann could take it no longer.  With a strangled cry she pushed off of her opponent, dislodging their tongues from one another’s mouth and their claws from one another’s breasts.  She fell on her back, grabbing Audree by the hips and crushing her bare pussy against the blonde’s with vicious lust.
 
   Audree moaned loudly as her fleshy cunt meat grinded brutally against the redheads.  Their pussy lips spread one another open wide, as if their flesh was trying to consume each other.  Ann’s stiff clit sliced across Audree’s continuously, sending shocks of erotic pleasure mixed with tinges of pain coursing through the sexually enraged women.
 
   “You slut!” Ann screeched.  “You clit licking slut!”
 
   “Fucking whore!”  Audree screamed back.  The two enemies glared at each other from across their fused, sweat slicked bodies, neither willing to surrender.  The hatred and the lust had overridden all other emotions.
 
   The two women fucked harder and harder, deeper and deeper, until they could control their bodies no longer.  With a unified scream the two women came as one, forcing their climax through their fused pussy lips.  
 
   Unable to accept a tie the two women continued their duel, forcing their wilting sexhorns back to life.  Orgasm after orgasm shook their bodies, cum pulsing between their battling twats until the two women’s pussies and thighs were coated with one another’s arousal.
 
   Ann and Audree continued to fuck for what seemed like hours, until their moans became nothing more than quiet whimpers from exhaustion.  Audree’s body screamed for rest, but she knew she couldn’t quit.  She would not allow herself to lose inside the confines of her own home, no matter what she had to do to win.
 
   Just when she thought she could take no more, Audree finally felt Ann’s resistance begin to lessen, eventually subsiding completely.  She lay on her back for several minutes longer, until she was completely sure Ann had ceased to struggle.
 
   Slowly the blonde rose to her feet, glancing down upon her fallen enemy’s glistening body.  So many thoughts chased themselves around her head, so many vicious, evil thoughts; yet she couldn’t bring herself to follow through on any of them.
 
   Ann’s beautiful face looked peaceful as she rested upon the carpet.  Audree couldn’t help but feel an odd, almost tender allure to her opponent, despite all the hateful words that had passed between the countless times.  She felt helpless to her emotions, but she also felt a strange sense of calm wash over her.  
 
   Audree shivered, finally realizing how cold the room was now that their heated, marathon sex had finally come to an end.  She went into the hall and grabbed an extra blanket from the cupboard.  She draped the sheet easily around the redhead’s shoulders, then moved into the bathroom and turned on the shower water.
 
   Audree glanced into the mirror, admiring the face of a beautiful warrior.  The face she saw held the glow she felt she had lost, again returned now that she redeemed herself.  She was finally able to breathe easy again.
 
   The blonde turned around, and gave a start when she saw Ann watching her.  She had awoken already, but as Audree looked into the redhead’s eyes, she saw no more animosity; no more rage.  It seemed that, like herself, the desire for combat had left her; at least for the moment.
 
   Audree checked the temperature of the water and found it to her liking.  She glanced back at Ann, motioning her into the shower.  The two women stepped into the spray, glancing into one another’s beautiful face, and Audree quietly closed the door behind them.
 
   


 
   
  
 

More thanEnemies
 
    
 
   Ann and Audree stood against one another defiantly, bared chest against bared chest.  The two beautiful women gazed into one another’s eyes through half-closed lids, silently caressing each other’s tender breasts.  The warm water from the shower’s spray brought welcome relief to the aches caused by their vicious competitions that had ensued just moments before.
 
   This too was a contest of sorts.  Each was determined to show the other that they still had not accepted her as an equal.  Both were unwilling to surrender; however, their previous fuck fight had left them drained of any violent desires, at least for the time being.
 
   “You really are a sexy bitch…” Audree whispered.  She pushed a strand of wet, red hair from Ann’s cheek with her right hand before moving in with her lips.
 
   By way of answer Ann’s tongue met Audree’s, and the two beauties kissed passionately.  The tenderness transferring between their mouths sent shivers of ecstasy down their spines; so unlike their normal, sexually brutal combat.
 
   Ann pushed her claws into the blonde’s gorgeous breasts.  Not viciously, but just enough to instigate some measure of competition.  Audree returned the gesture lightly, and the two women broke apart slightly to gaze into one another’s eyes.
 
   “I still think I’m the sexier bitch.” Ann hissed softly.
 
   Audree pressed her crotch into the redhead’s, combing her wet brush through Ann’s equally beautiful mop.  “Even after I just finished fucking your little cunt off?” she challenged.
 
   Ann returned the pressure immediately, twisting her cunt hairs against the blonde’s defiantly.  “And I fucked you senseless our first fight.” She whispered.  “You haven’t proven anything.”
 
   Ann felt Audree’s nails dig a little deeper into her flesh, and followed suit.  She could feel the anger inside of her rising again; but she sounded more confident than she felt.  Her body still burned from the combat that had ensued less than half an hour before.  She could tell the blonde was also in pain, and knew that neither of them would be able to fight for long.
 
   “Tomorrow.”  Audree breathed.  “Let’s take all of tomorrow, to prove once and for all who the better woman is.”
 
   Ann was taken aback.  She looked deeply into her enemy’s eyes, searching for a glimmer of indecision.  She found none.  Her challenge was real.  The redhead was about to voice her concerns, but Audree interrupted.
 
   “This quick, violent fucking and clawing that we’ve been doing proves nothing.” The blonde continued.  “The sexier woman isn’t just the one who can beat the other into submission.  The only way to reveal who truly is better is to take our time.”  Audree placed a hand gently upon Ann’s cheek, leaning in close.  “Unless violence is all you know.”
 
   Ann placed her lips gently against Audree’s.  Their tongues slid together slowly, caressing one another almost apologetically.  The redhead and the blonde held one another like guilty lovers, basking in anticipation of their ultimate challenge.
 
   Ann’s heart raced.  A tender, all day sexual marathon she mused.  She liked the idea.  Her eyes met Audree’s, and the blonde understood immediately; her challenge had been accepted.
 
   Audree and Ann remained in the shower together for another half hour.  Their bodies caressed one another gently, but challengingly.  Each woman was allowing the other a chance to think; a chance to truly consider what they had agreed to.  At long last they finally broke apart, glaring into one another’s eyes.  Neither woman was backing out.
 
   The blonde and the redhead stepped out of the shower as one.  Audree reached for the towel, allowing Ann to grab the other end, and the two women began to dry one another off.  They caressed one another’s tits gently with the soft fabric, twisting and knotting their tongues together above their working hands.
 
   Afterwards they dried each other’s stomachs and legs, pausing to gently fondle one another’s pussy.  The two ladies eventually dropped the towel between their naked forms and pressed together, stumbling around the room to where Audree’s phone was.  
 
   The blonde took hold of her cell, but before she could make a call to her boss their bodies were moving again, back into the den where Ann’s phone rested upon the carpet.  The two beautiful women glared at each other one last time, each daring the other to back down; then they pressed the screen lightly and called their bosses.
 
   Ann grabbed Audree roughly by the hair, bringing their glaring faces back together.  Their tongues danced in a duel of seduction, a battle that didn’t end even after their bosses answered the phone.  They forced themselves to be understood over their struggle, each explaining they had come down with something, and wouldn’t be in to work the next day.
 
   They ended their calls in unison, then forced their entire tongues into one another’s mouth.  They struggled for several more minutes before finally breaking apart, glaring into one another’s eyes with a mixture of hatred, lust, and respect.  
 
   “Let’s go to bed.” Audree hissed, grabbing the redhead by her ass and leading her towards the bedroom.  
 
   The two women fell together upon the crimson sheets.  For several seconds they simply lay upon their sides, gazing upon the other’s beautiful being and hating their mutual infatuation.  This was the first time either had actually slept with another woman, and despite everything else that had passed between them, this was something that felt even more seductive; and at the same time, it felt extremely natural.  
 
   “Bitch.” Audree spat, hiding her deepest, dark desires.
 
   “Slut.” Ann replied, following her enemy’s lead.  The two girls forced their thighs between one another’s legs, pulling their bodies roughly into each other and locking together at the hip.  They ran their flesh against one another’s skin, driving each other crazy with lust.  
 
   They spat vicious obscenities at each other to keep their mind off their burning cunts, then eventually succumbed and forced their lips together.  It took hours for the two women to finally find rest, but eventually their bodies slept, tongues still resting inside one another’s mouth.
 
    
 
   The sun rose early.  Its morning light filtered in gently through the bedroom window, shining upon the bodies of the two beautiful warriors lying together.  Its glow danced gently upon their skin, knowing full well that mere seconds from now, their true battle would soon begin, and that neither would be still again until their contest was over.
 
   When Audree awoke, her face and Ann’s were pressed viciously together.  She felt her enemy’s tongue against her own, and glared into her enemy’s still sleeping face.  “You little bitch!” she hissed, angered at how peacefully this other woman slept in her own bed.  
 
   She rammed her dry tongue deeply into the redhead’s mouth, grinding their raw muscles together like sandpaper.  Ann’s eyes opened wide with surprise, but one look into the blonde’s snarling face was all she needed to wake up.  She jammed her tongue forcibly into her enemy’s throat, returning Audree’s vicious glare.
 
   Thick saliva began to wet their tongues as they dueled, and as they softened the two women fought harder, coiling and knotting their tongues together defiantly.  They squeezed their thighs tightly around one another’s legs, matching muscle to muscle and grinding flesh against flesh.
 
   Ann took Audree’s exposed breasts vengefully in her hands, wrapping her fingers tightly around her tits and kneading the dense flesh like dough.  Audree fought back immediately.  Instead of defending her flesh she grasped the redhead’s breasts just as firmly, pinching and twisting the other woman’s cold, hard nipples viciously.
 
   They struggled furiously, eyes glaring hate into one another’s beautiful faces.  Tongues struggling for dominance, hot thighs clenched together, hands molesting one another’s naked tits.  The two women were already engaged in intimate warfare; and they had been awake for less than a minute.
 
   “You little slut!” Audree panted, breaking the contact between their mouths.  “I knew you were weak!  My body makes you so horny that you’re already trying to get off on me!”
 
   “Bitch!” the redhead shot back.  “You’re the one who couldn’t even wait until I was awake before shoving your tongue in my mouth!”
 
   “Cunt!” Audree hissed.  She was about to mash her mouth against Ann’s once again, but stopped herself.  The two women glared at one another, panting into one another’s face; but as the seconds ticked by their struggle slowed, until their hands rested firmly, but still, upon one another’s chest.
 
   “You’re right, whore.” The blonde whispered.  She spat venomously in her enemy’s face, cringing as Ann’s saliva connected with her cheek in retaliation.  “I’ve got all day to tame you.”  She then inched her face closer, and the two women gently lapped their own spit off one another’s face, eyeing each other cautiously.  
 
   As soon as the two women had thoroughly cleaned one another they broke apart.  “Let’s have breakfast.” Audree started, leading the way into the kitchen.  “Something to prepare our bodies for the challenges ahead.”
 
   As soon as they entered the room Audree opened the fridge.  The two women stood side by side, taking in their own nakedness and allowing the cool air to pass over their skin.  Their nipples, already stiff from the previous excitement, hardened even more.  Ann and Audree turned to face each other, letting their stiff rods pass over one another, crossing like swords.
 
   “See anything you like?” Audree whispered, glaring into the redhead’s eyes.
 
   Ann reached past her enemy, taking hold of a jar of grape jelly from the far door.  Their breasts pressed together gently from her reach, bringing their dense flesh into contact.  “Do you have anything to complement this?” she asked, keeping the pressure.
 
   The blonde’s eyes lit up with excitement as her dirty mind switched into high gear.  She moved to the pantry, breaking the contact between the two rivals, and pulled out a jar of peanut butter.  Wordlessly she scooped her hand through the sticky substance, then spread the mass slowly across her voluptuous tits.
 
   Ann’s heartbeat quickened, following suit with the jam.  The two women set down their jars, then met one another fully, breast to breast.  For a full minute the two gorgeous girls simply stood against one another, staring into each other’s eyes and feeling the jelly and Peanut butter pressing together upon their flesh.
 
   Audree wrapped her arms around Ann’s body slowly, then watched as her foe followed suit.  With a grunt the two women pulled their bodies together heavily, sliding their tits up, down, and around one another’s chest.  The jam and peanut butter were crushed and rubbed so viciously into one another that, within minutes, it had become a single substance.  
 
   After nearly five minutes of vigorous grinding the two women finally parted.  They eyed the silky, dark brown substance that coated each other’s porcelain breasts, and then back into one another’s faces.
 
   “If you want food, you’re going to have to take it yourself!” the blonde woman hissed, cupping the redhead’s breasts with both hands.
 
   “Fine by me you little slut!” Ann spat back, grabbing both of Audree’s tits tightly.  “Let’s see you really work that tongue!”
 
   At Ann’s final words the two women began, wrenching one another’s breasts to their lips.  Their tongues lashed out, swiping across one another’s flesh like sandpaper.  The sweet taste of peanut butter and jelly mixed with the salt of one another’s sweat was a flavor neither could fully describe; but they both wanted more.
 
   The sensation of their enemy’s tongue upon their own flesh was maddening.  As the seconds drew on the two women fought harder and harder.  They stumbled about the room, tonguing through one another’s deep cleavage, each coating the other woman’s breasts with thick saliva.
 
   The two battling beauties slammed into the counter with a grunt.  Audree’s arm caught the jar of jam, forcing it to its side.  Ann immediately took the initiative, grabbing a wad of grape jelly with her hand and running her fingers through Audree’s silky hair.
 
   Audree followed suit with a handful of peanut butter to compliment the duel, then pulled a clump of her enemy’s red locks to her face and bit hard.  Ann did the same with Audree’s blonde curtains, glaring bitterly into her opponent’s face.
 
   The two women ran their tongues through each other’s bittersweet hair, pulling back occasionally to make sure they held a solid grip.  Their hands fought for possession of the jars’ final remains, spreading their rewards thickly across one another’s skin.
 
   Their mouths again moved to one another’s bodies, lapping up any shred of sustenance that remained.  At last the two warring women broke apart, eyeing one another with a mixture of hatred, lust, and respect.
 
   “That was delicious!” Ann moaned, licking her lips suggestively.  The two women twisted their tongues together lightly, then parted again.
 
   “You’re not bad, bitch, I’ll give you that.”  Audree replied.  She moved to the cupboard, taking out a plastic bottle of honey.   She glanced back at her beautiful counterpart with a smile.  “But we’re nowhere close to being finished.”
 
   The blonde took a step up onto the kitchen table top, sitting down and spreading her legs wide.  She watched the redhead climb onto the table ravenously, motioning for her to mirror her stance.  Slowly the two women approached each other, placing their right leg gently over one another’s left.  
 
   They inched forward, glaring into each other’s face passionately.  They glanced at each other’s equally beautiful pussies, lining them up perfectly.  At last they closed the remaining distance, pushing their clits side by side.
 
   Audree and Ann moaned uncontrollably at the sensation of their most intimate contact.  The two women began to breathe heavily, every fiber of their being urging them to fuck; but they forced their raging bodies under control.  Their clits would have their chance to fight, but not now.
 
   The blonde opened fire, raining down golden honey upon the two women’s breasts.  The redhead moaned as the sticky substance hit her flesh, and she grabbed Audree by her shoulders, grinding their tits together and smearing the honey evenly along their bodies.
 
   When at last the bottle seemed empty, Audree unscrewed the lid and held it between Ann and herself.  The two girls lashed out with their tongues, battling one another for what still rested inside the cap.  Audree then tossed it and the bottle to the floor, glaring at her opponent ravenously.
 
   Two pairs of beautiful eyes locked, glaring into one another’s faces lustfully.  They held one another’s gaze for nearly a full minute as the honey soaked into their skin, deep inside one another’s cleavage.  The excitement of this new, dirty war nearly drove the two women insane.
 
   With a cry the battling beauties’ composure broke.  They sank their nails into one another’s honey slicked breasts, taking them up towards their now drooling mouths. 
 
   Audree immediately went to work on Ann’s almost perfect cleavage, and was awarded immediately with a husky moan of ecstasy.  Her enemy’s soft cries urged her to battle harder, but as soon as she felt the redhead’s lips against her own flesh, she knew it would be a struggle just to focus on her attack.
 
   Ann took an alternative approach to her assault, constricting her plush pink lips tightly around one of her opponent’s stiff nipples.  She toyed with it for several moments, running her tongue around and around Audree’s hardened rod while trying to ignore the other woman’s tongue molesting her cleavage.
 
   Ann sucked so hard on Audree’s nipple the blonde felt like she would give milk.  Her eyes rolled back in her head for a second as a wave of mixed emotions washed over her body.  She fought to hold her concentration, but her assault on the redhead’s breast began to slow to a gentle lapping.  She knew she wouldn’t be able to survive this tongue war if she let Ann continue.
 
   “Little bitch!” the blonde cried out shrilly, grabbing Ann by her beautiful tresses.  She forced her opponent’s head up, plunging her tongue into the redhead’s mouth.  Ann growled as she fought back, meeting Audree’s tongue with every swipe.  Even as their tongues duel the two women kneaded one another’s breasts sternly between their fingers.
 
   Their pussies began to grind slowly together, letting their clits slice across one another again and again.  Audree and Ann moaned uncontrollably into each other’s mouths, and it was nearly impossible for each girl to not melt against the other’s body.
 
   After nearly 5 minutes the redhead and the blonde broke apart.  Their chests heaved for breath as their mouths finally disengaged.  Both warriors were on the brink of climax, but neither was ready to release quite yet.
 
   “You’re getting close slut, I can feel it!”  Ann hissed vehemently.  
 
   “So are you, whore!”  Audree rasped.  “Let’s finish this in the shower!  I’m going to make you come so hard it’ll make you dizzy!  And then I’ll just wash your filth right off me!”
 
   “Lead the way, cunt!”  Ann retorted.  “But it’ll be me washing your filth down the drain!”
 
   Their bodies practically screamed for release as they sauntered back to the bathroom.  Honey still clung to their skin, oozing across their naked bodies slowly; but their appetite was satisfied for the time being.
 
   Audree turned on the water, but the two women were so enraged they didn’t even wait for it to warm.  Ann shoved Audree into the shower roughly, pressing her back heavily against the wall of the small shower before following suit, closing the door.
 
   Even with their backs firmly against the wall the two women still met flesh to flesh.  Their bodies pressed together tightly, letting the cold water run across their nude bodies.  Their hard nipples began to slice across one another, twisting around and around in tight little circles.
 
   Audree took the lead, pushing her right hand between the redhead’s legs.  She waited until she felt Ann’s hand follow suit before beginning.  She pried her enemy’s lips open with her fingers, then slipped her middle finger through to explore.
 
   Ann immediately began to grind against her enemy’s hand uncontrollably, but forced her mind to concentrate.  She fingered her enemy until she found the blonde’s almost marble-sized clit, then immediately began to knead it gently between her fingertips.
 
   Audree cried out in a mixture of pain and ecstasy at the redhead’s violations.  She quickly removed her fingers from Ann’s lips, and was awarded with a cry of passion when her thumb and forefinger closed around her enemy’s equally enlarged clitoris in defiance.
 
   The two women moaned in unison, grinding against one another’s grip almost mechanically.  Their cries continued to rise in pitch as each brought the other closer to orgasm.
 
   “Oh my God!” Audree nearly screamed.  Her eyes began to well up with tears as she fought back her release.  She glared into the redhead’s equally desperate face, trying to ignore the sensation of her rival’s skillful attack.
 
   “Fucking slut!” Ann whimpered, glaring back at the blonde furiously.  The two women forced their tongues into one another’s mouth, stifling their combined cries behind two pairs of beautiful, sealed lips.
 
   Audree and Ann pinched harder, kneaded faster, fought stronger.  Their eyes remained locked as the two warring women tongue fucked one another’s mouths relentlessly.  Their bodies pressed together so tightly that each could feel the other’s nipples boring into their sensitive, dense titflesh.  They rocked together rhythmically now, uncontrollably; neither warrior could hold out much longer.
 
   With a violent shriek the blonde and the redhead crushed together.   Their bodies shook violently as they felt one another’s release.  The two women arched their head away from one another furiously, tearing their tongue from one another’s mouth.
 
   “FUCK!!!” Audree and Ann screeched together, wrapping their arms around one another for support as a vicious orgasm rocked their bodies.  They came as one, grinding against one another viciously until at last their bodies relented.  They glared into one another’s eyes, swiping their tongues against one another gently.  
 
   “You’re good bitch…” Ann hissed.  “I didn’t think you’d even get me close…”
 
   “Whore…” Audree moaned.  “I said I was going to fuck you all day, and I meant it.  This little tie between us doesn’t mean anything.  By the time today ends, I’m going to have you begging for mercy.”
 
   They stayed together under the spray for several more minutes, until neither could feel the other’s cum upon their legs.  They stepped from the shower, then dried one another’s body while hissing vicious obscenities into one another’s face.  
 
   Once they were dry, they broke apart.  “Let’s have some lunch!” Audree challenged, leading the way back into the kitchen.  Ann followed closely, eager to see what new challenge Audree had come up with.  Even now it was clear; this fight was far from over.
 
    
 
   Ann and Audree were practically starving by now.  The body spread had made for a tasty treat, and an interesting confrontation to begin their war; but it was far from truly nourishing.  They needed something more substantial, or their bodies would be too weak to struggle for much longer.
 
   At last the blonde had an idea, a struggle for dominance that would still allow the two warriors to eat properly.  She put together a simple ham sandwich, then split it in half.  Audree handed one half to her enemy, then moved two wooden chairs from the table into the middle of the den.  With a grin she turned the chairs towards one another, motioning for Ann to sit.
 
   The redhead regarded the blonde cautiously, unsure of what to expect.  The two women sat, facing one another with contempt.  Audree pushed her right foot out between the two chairs, fixing the other woman with a vicious stare.
 
   It took only a second for Ann to understand.  She slid her foot alongside the blonde’s, glancing into Audree’s eyes.  The two women lined up their feet until they met at the ankle; they had tested many aspects of each other’s body, but this was the first time their feet had truly been introduced.
 
   For a second the two women simply glared into one another’s faces, feet just gently touching…then Ann pushed lightly.  Audree responded with an equal amount of force, and the two girls smiled, eager to begin their new game.
 
   At first the pressure was light, almost caressing.  Their battling feet swung gently between their bodies as first Audree, then Ann increased the pressure.  Before long the two women were violently mashing their feet together; but to little avail.  They fought for over a minute, but the two had brought one another to a stalemate.
 
   They eyed one another angrily, then slid their legs up higher until they met calf to calf.  Again they struggled for dominance, and again brought one another to a stalemate.  They glared at one another in mutual frustration…then their eyes fell upon one another’s naked pussy.  Their eyes locked once more, initiating the challenge that Audree had hoped they would escalate to.
 
   Ann propped her foot confidently on the blonde’s wooden chair, placing it directly between her enemy’s legs.  Audree followed suit, pushing her foot lightly against the redhead’s gleaming cunt.  As if on cue the two women began, expertly massaging one another’s twat with the sole of her foot.
 
   Their eyes remained locked, unmoving, for over a full minute while their feet gained their bearings within this new territory.  Audree took a bite of her sandwich, feigning composure, trying to show she was unimpressed; all the while trying to ignore the growing sensation between her thighs.
 
   Ann took her first bite as well, smiling at her nemesis as she chewed.  “Not bad.” She said, motioning towards the food.  She had to force her voice to remain level.  Already the massaging was beginning to reawaken her desires.
 
   They struggled for nearly ten minutes without another sound.  They ate in silence, glaring into one another’s eyes, searching vainly for any sign of weakness.  Despite their composure they had begun to squirm slightly against each other’s touch, causing the two women to fight harder.
 
   At long last Ann gave a silent moan.  It was barely audible, but its existence gave Audree courage.  She pushed the sole of her foot even more aggressively into the redhead’s crotch; but when Ann returned the pressure beautiful blonde lost her self-control, opening her mouth in a long, drawn out groan.
 
   “Stupid bitch.” Ann hissed.
 
   “Fucking slut.”  Audree shot back.  The two warring women kept their eyes locked as they struggled, forcing the bottom of their foot even deeper into one another’s pussy.  Harder and harder, faster and faster they struggled, until neither felt they could hold on much longer.
 
   With a bitter howl the two beautiful women came again, coating the bottoms of one another’s foot with a thick film.  They glared into one another’s eyes, unable to believe their struggle had again ended in a tie.
 
   “You came first, whore!” Audree shouted, trying to regain her composure.
 
   “Bitch, you did!” Ann shot back.  Without warning she grasped the blonde’s foot tightly by the ankle, spitting vehemently between her enemy’s toes.
 
   Audree spat on the redhead’s skin with equal fury, then upped the ante by raking her long, pink tongue roughly along Ann’s foot.  The taste of her own cum mixed with her enemy’s sweat sent a bittersweet sensation through her mouth; but when she felt a maddening tingle along her own foot, she knew her challenge had been met.
 
   The two warriors molested one another’s foot for another ten minutes; licking, gnawing, sucking.  They wrapped their plush lips around one another’s toes, ran their tongues through the grooves.  They cleansed the soles of one another’s foot with their spit, washing away any signs of their surrender.
 
   When at last each woman had thoroughly cleaned one another they broke apart slightly, sliding their chairs a few inches back.  The redhead glared into the blonde’s eyes ravenously.  She felt a small string of drool slip slowly from the corner of her mouth, and noticed an equal string running down Audree’s chin.
 
   “You liked that, didn’t you slut?” Ann growled.  “I’ll bet you enjoyed tonguing your own cum from my flesh!”
 
   “I’m sure it tastes better than yours does, cunt!” Audree hissed back.  She eyed her enemy’s twat ravenously, wondering if it were actually true.
 
   Ann felt a chill run down her spine.  She felt her nemesis’s eyes on her pussy; she knew what this other bitch wanted.  She let her gaze fall upon the blonde’s glistening cunt; and felt an equally powerful desire course through her veins.
 
   “Prove it then, slut.” The redhead whispered.  She met the other woman’s gaze with a challenging stare; but her body shuddered as she hissed their most enticing challenge yet.  “Let’s see how good your tongue really is.”
 
   The two women lowered themselves to the ground, eyes locked in heated passion.  They circled one another on their hands and knees like leopards; but who would become the predator, and who would become the prey?
 
   Tighter and tighter their circles became, until at last their nude, glistening bodies pressed together side by side.  Ann felt Audree’s tongue gently lapping the outer edge of her ass, and the sensation sent a shiver of excitement through her body.  The redhead took hold of one of the blonde’s cheeks in retaliation, sealing her lips tightly across her enemy’s taut flesh.
 
   The two combatants kissed and caressed one another’s firm ass for over a minute, each getting the other prepared for the brutal challenge that lay ahead.  Neither woman was willing to accept her enemy as an equal, but their hidden desires reveled in the evenly matched competition.
 
   “Lie on your back!” Audree moaned when she could take the anticipation no longer.  “Lie on your back like the good little whore you are!”
 
   “Slut!” Ann hissed, rolling over slowly.  “I’m going to have you begging for mercy!”
 
   Audree’s body hovered over her rival’s in a teasing sixty-nine position.  Ann stared up into Audree’s beautiful, light brush while the blonde glared down onto the redhead’s equally gorgeous pussy.  Audree saw a thin trickle beginning to leak out of Ann’s sex.  Ann opened her mouth to catch a tiny drop of arousal that dripped from her enemy’s cunt hairs.
 
   Without warning Audree let her body drop, nearly knocking the wind out of the two combatants.  Within seconds the redhead and the blonde set into each other, as their most vicious struggle for sexual supremacy began to take form.
 
   Ann sank her claws into the blonde’s ass for leverage.  She maneuvered her tongue expertly around Audree’s thick pussy lips, causing her enemy to moan passionately.
 
   Audree forced Ann’s legs wide open, burying her face between the redhead’s thighs.  She had begun by wrapping her lips tightly around her enemy’s brush, pulling gently; but the feeling of Ann’s sensual assault drove her over the edge.  With a cry she forced her tongue deep into her enemy’s cunt, exploring the inside of Ann’s pussy with vicious enthusiasm.
 
   Ann gave a cry of panic and ecstasy at Audree’s intense violations.  She immediately sealed her lips around the blonde’s swelling clit, tonguing her enemy’s most intimate center of pleasure with renewed vigor.  Her eyes nearly rolled to the back of her head when she felt Audree’s strong tongue return the favor with equal fury, but somehow she managed to hold on.  She wasn’t about to let this bitch get the best of her.
 
   The blonde and the redhead continued to tongue fuck each other’s cunts relentlessly.  They struggled as one, nude bodies writhing against one another in disgust and ecstasy.  They began bucking against one another as another climax began to build within them, thrusting their pussies harder against one another’s mouths while forcing their lips even tighter around each other’s clit.
 
   They moaned loudly, fighting harder and harder.  Neither could believe the emotions coursing through their bodies.  The sweet, juicy taste of one another’s twat was driving the two women crazy.  
 
   The feeling of her enemy’s tongue raping her clit pulsed through Audree’s being, making her mad with lust.  She tongued harder.  Ann tongued harder.  And as the two women tightened their claws even deeper into one another’s flesh, the blonde was glad she had chosen to make the redhead her enemy.
 
   Ann gave a long, husky groan as she felt her climax growing near.  She tried to keep her mind off her nemesis’s vicious assault, forcing her own body to struggle harder.  She pursed her lips around her enemy’s cunt, sucking so viciously that the blonde uttered her own lustful growl.
 
   Faster and faster they tongued, harder and harder they fought.  Every single second crawled by like an hour as the two vicious vixens drove one another closer and closer to the edge.  Everything about their sweaty, quivering mass seemed an even battle; every single twitch was met with vicious resistance from her opponent.  
 
   The two women’s bodies shuddered in unison as a vicious orgasm began to take hold.  They tried to hold on, tried in vain to bottle up their arousal for just a few more seconds; but it was no use.  Their bodies arched against one another viciously as the two warriors screamed.  They sealed their lips around each other’s cunt to muffle their own cries.  Their bodies exploded together, each woman spewing thick cum into the other’s awaiting mouth.
 
   In beautiful defiance of each other the two women shifted their bodies until once more they lay face to face.  They sealed their lips together ferociously, corkscrewing their tongues against one another without mercy.
 
   Ann and Audree struggled viciously, each trying to force as much of her enemy’s cum down her throat as they could.  They grabbed one another by the hair to force their faces into even tighter contact, glaring into each other’s eyes with enormous bursts of passion.
 
   As soon as the two women had forced one another to swallow their combined cum, exhaustion overcame their bodies.  They simply lay together upon the carpet, breathing heavily.  Their chests heaved in unison as the two women stared into one another’s beautiful eyes.
 
   What Audree saw in her enemy’s face scared her.  It wasn’t anger.  It wasn’t hatred or a will to harm anymore.  It was affection.  She tried to shake off the realization, but it was there.  The same affection she herself had been trying to ignore since last night.
 
   “No!” Audree’s mind screamed.  “This woman cannot be your equal!”  But the longer she thought about it, the more she realized how little it mattered.  The hatred she had held for so long was growing stale; she wanted her anger to end.
 
   Ann gazed up into the blonde’s beautiful face.  The more she stared, the less she tried to hide.  She knew their first fight had changed her.  At first she didn’t want to admit it, didn’t want to admit her feelings about this other woman; but she realized she no longer cared.  She knew how ridiculous her infatuation sounded, but she could no longer hide her feelings.
 
   The two women kissed gently, not yet able to fully comprehend their emotions.  Audree rolled onto her side, letting Ann look into her eyes on an equal plane.  They kissed passionately without a shred of anger; something they hadn’t yet experienced together.  The feeling was much more enjoyable than their heated combat, and in an instant the storm within their breasts was soothed.
 
   “Let’s…bathe.” Audree whispered hesitantly.  “There’s a bathtub in the other room.  I think we’ll be more comfortable there.”
 
   “Sounds good to me.” the redhead agreed.  Even after everything they had done to one another, Ann was almost excited.  She was ready to see how good the other woman really was.  Not just at sex; at making love.
 
    
 
   As the bath began to fill, Audree and Ann gazed into one another’s eyes.  They moved their faces closer silently, until plush girl lips gently touched plush girl lips.  They kissed softly, passionately; then opened their mouths wide and began lapping at one another’s tongue.
 
   For the first time that night, the two women closed their eyes together.  They conveyed every message of lust, every apology through their bodies and tongues.  Their hands caressed one another’s tender breasts, as if trying to erase the pain each had caused to the other.
 
   They climbed into the tub as one, both breathing a sigh of relief as the warm water washed over their sore bodies.  The touch of one another’s flesh against each other’s skin no longer felt like an enemy’s; it felt like a friend’s.
 
   They matched their pussies together, gently caressing their sexual organs together beneath the water.  The redhead and the blonde moaned in unison, each letting the emotions wash over her.  They helped one another to a sitting position as best they could in the small tub, and then kissed tenderly.
 
   Audree and Ann cleansed one another’s body with their own until the water ran cold, washing away the sweat and the hatred and the pain.  They stepped out of the water as if their previous battles never happened, gazing into each other’s eyes with a gentleness they had never showed to one another.
 
   They dried one another off, caressing one another’s bodies like true lovers.  When Ann glanced back towards the bedroom, Audree smiled.  She led the other woman to the bed, and they fell against the sheets together.
 
   Each woman gazed into the other’s eyes tenderly.  Audree placed the palm of her hand against the redhead’s cheek, and the two women allowed their lips to fold into one another.  They wrapped their arms tightly around one another’s bodies, as if to protect each other from further pain.
 
   They kissed, bodies moving as one.  They held on tightly, unwilling to let go.  They closed their eyes, willing away one another’s pain; and their bodies melted together into heavenly bliss as they made love once again.
 
   


 
   
  
 

The Perfect Gift
 
    
 
   It was mid-December.  The sky had been grey all afternoon, threatening the first snowfall of the month.  The air was cold, but the flames of hatred burned hot within Melodie’s breast as she watched her husband, Anthony, sitting with another woman outside Sugar’s Coffee Shop.
 
   Sugar’s was situated amongst a small line of shops that ran along both sides of Main Street.  It consisted of a primarily female staff, and catered (although discretely) to the superficial tastes of men.  The woman Anthony sat with, however, didn’t seem to belong to the shop.
 
     Melodie glanced over the open newspaper she was using to conceal herself and gave the woman the once over.  She was pretty, sure; about the same height and build as herself.  She had long, walnut colored hair, about the same length as Melodie’s black.  She scoffed silently, trying to convince herself this other woman didn’t have her fire; but something inside of her wasn’t so sure.
 
   A flare of anger shot through her body when she saw Anthony kiss the woman gently on the lips before standing and walking down the shopping district, away from Melodie and towards his car.  She had suspected him of being unfaithful, and this little scene had confirmed her suspicions.
 
   Melodie watched Anthony pull away, probably heading back towards that “meeting” he had said the Board of Directors called him for.  Anthony worked at a business firm downtown, and Melodie had almost believed his stories, what with the holiday season in full bloom.
 
   Melodie watched the other brunette woman stand and begin walking in her direction.  She pulled the newspaper closer to her face, waiting until she had passed by.  Melodie then stood, following close behind.
 
   The other woman walked with confidence and pride; a pride Melodie was ready to smack out of her.  The way her hips shook as she moved, placing one foot solidly in front of the other.  Every jiggle angered Melodie more; all she needed was an opportunity to attack.
 
   Eventually she saw a break in the chain of shops and seized her chance.  She lunged towards her husband’s mistress, wrapping her hands tightly in the other woman’s hair and dragging her into the darkness of the alley.
 
   “You stupid bitch!” Melodie hissed, slamming the other brunette bodily against the wall.  Her enemy was quick though, stringing the fingers of her right hand through Melodie’s black hair tightly and shoving her left hand defensively against Melodie’s chest.
 
   Melodie felt the woman’s fingers tighten slightly around her right breast.  She felt her nipples harden immediately at the unexpected contact and returned the hold, pressing her left hand roughly against the woman’s tits.
 
   For a second the two women simply stood against one another, glaring into each other’s eyes.  Each was consciously aware of the other’s hand pressing firmly against her breasts, as well as the scent of their perfumes mixing around their bodies erotically.  
 
   “You must be Melodie,” the woman said, breaking the silence.  “Anthony’s little slut wife.”
 
   “Shut your whore mouth!” Melodie shot back.  She felt the other woman’s fingers tighten around her stiffened nipple through the fabric of her sweater, and she responded in kind.  She wasn’t about to let this bitch get the better of her.
 
   “I’m Mahala.” the other woman offered.  Experience had taught her that being on a first name basis with her enemy was the first step towards domination.  Remaining anonymous may help retain a bit of mystery, but being outright revealed confidence and willpower.  It helped establish a bond between rivals immediately; and led to a faster conflict.
 
   The two brunettes glared into one another’s eyes with heated passion, kneading each other’s nipples like dough.  It was a simple contest really, and one that would never really reveal the dominant female while they were still clothed; yet it was a contest neither was willing to surrender.
 
   After nearly a full minute of battling in the shadows, Mahala leaned in close.  Her long, pink tongue snaked out slowly from between her mouth, swiping gently across Melodie’s soft lips.  She knew her rival didn’t want to surrender, and was curious to see how far Anthony’s wife was willing to go.
 
   A small thrill of excitement shot through Mahala’s body when she felt Melodie’s tongue make contact with her own.  The two brunettes twirled their tongues together in small, tight knots, and despite their animosity, it was difficult for the two warring women to not melt into each other’s mouths.
 
   Melodie felt a sharp compression against her chest, catching her momentarily off-guard.  Mahala seized her chance and spun off, sauntering back into the light before the other brunette could regain her composure.
 
   Melodie was about to reach her hand out and take another grab at Mahala’s hair, but she was already out of reach.  It wasn’t until the other woman had turned that Melodie noticed a feeling of discomfort inside her bra.
 
   She checked around her to make sure no one was looking, then reached into her cleavage and pulled out a small piece of paper.  She glanced over the words, making a mental note of each scrawled letter.  It held a simple message, but one that sent a thrill of emotions passing through her body.
 
   Windsor Apartments
 
   Room 106. 7:30
 
   See you there, bitch.
 
    
 
   Melodie was painfully aware of a small, wet spot that had begun to soak through her panties.  Her little tongue wrestling match with Mahala had already begun to arouse her; despite her hatred she wanted more.
 
   She made arrangements, sending Anthony a text message saying she wouldn’t be in that night.  She knew she wouldn’t be able to hold her composure with him through a phone call; besides, she wanted to deal with this bitch first before confronting her husband.  Afterwards, she turned off her phone, so that no one could interrupt her thoughts or change her mind.
 
   The hours seemed like days, but as the sun began to descend behind the horizon Melodie set on her way.  It was a short drive to the apartment complex; and despite herself she was excited for the competition.
 
   The air was getting colder, and the wind stronger, when Melodie pulled into the parking lot.  Melodie had stayed at Windsor Apartments for several years while in college.  It was situated in a nice, fairly quiet neighborhood; but she had a sense that the silence was about to be broken tonight.
 
   Melodie didn’t need any directions to Mahala’s abode.  Despite being referred to as a room, 106 was separated from the rest; about the size of a small house.  Melodie hesitated before the door, just for a second, and then rang the doorbell.
 
   The door opened almost immediately, as if Mahala had been waiting for her to arrive.  For a second the two brunettes simply glared at each other through the doorway; then Mahala backed up just far enough for Melodie to enter.
 
   As it stood, there was little need for words.  Melodie turned on her heels as soon as the door was closed, ready for an attack; but none came.  The other brunette smiled at her; a devilish smile, one filled with cunning and mischief.  She motioned towards the couch.  “Wouldn’t you like to get dressed first?”
 
   Melodie’s eyes drifted to the sofa, where a lace, snow-white thong sat neatly along with a crimson, fur laced bra.  She now realized that Mahala wore a matching set, albeit with a thong the color of ripe cherries.  
 
   “You can get changed in there.” Mahala stated, motioning towards the washroom at the back.  Melodie grabbed the uniform, and was almost about to head to the room when she noticed the other brunette grinning at her.  A flash of anger shot through Melodie’s being.  This stupid little whore was testing her.
 
   Melodie tore her sweater and jeans from her body, then stepped confidently out of her undergarments.  She felt Mahala’s eyes gazing over her form as she donned the festive lingerie, and a single look into her rival’s eyes revealed she was impressed.
 
   The two brunettes traced the curves of one another’s bodies, each admiring how well the sexy Santa costumes seemed to compliment the tone of the other’s flesh.  The wind outside began to blow harder, as if responding to the animosity surrounding the two beautiful women.  A small fire crackled from within the hearth, seemingly glowing even brighter; as if excited by the image of their gorgeous bodies.
 
   “I’ve hidden a camera around here, just so you know.” Mahala hissed, glaring into the other woman’s eyes.  “Once I’ve fucked you senseless, I’ll give the video to Anthony as a Christmas present.  I’m sure he’ll enjoy the sight of his wife being dominated by another woman.”
 
   “Slut!” Melodie retorted.  “The only thing that camera’s going to see is me grinding your body into dust!”  She held Mahala’s gaze defiantly, yet a faint feeling of uncertainty seemed to plague her confidence.  She shook off the feeling immediately; she had to win, at all costs.
 
   Mahala and Melodie approached each other slowly with both hands on their hips.  They glared at each other as their bodies grew closer and closer.  They slid their outfits together gently as their bodies slowly came against one another, grinding like two fetish models ready for the time of their lives.  At last they met, giving a slight gasp as their breasts met one another for the first time.
 
   Melodie and Mahala pressed body to body, glaring at each other in the middle of the room.  The white fur of their tops rustled softly as the two women rotated their tits gently around and around, each trying to feel any weaknesses through the fabric of their bras.
 
   Mahala shifted her eyes up towards the ceiling and Melodie followed her gaze; much to her surprise the two women were situated under a hanging of mistletoe.  The two women brought their gazes back down, and Mahala eyed the raven haired beauty challengingly.  
 
   “You really want to start a kissing fight with me?” Melodie whispered.  She pressed her face so close to Mahala’s that their lips almost touched.  “You have no idea what you’re getting yourself into, slut.”
 
   “Come on then whore!” Mahala hissed back, closing the remaining distance between their faces.  Their lips brushed together as they spoke, and it was all either of them could do to not plunge their tongues into one another’s mouth.  “Let’s see what you’ve got…unless you’re afraid to find out why your husband came to me.”
 
   “You little bitch…” Melodie retorted, shoving her lips roughly against Mahala’s.  Mahala returned the pressure immediately, glaring defiantly into her enemy’s eyes.
 
   The pressure continued to increase, but the two brunettes had yet to actually kiss.  It wasn’t that they were hesitant or afraid, far from it.  Both women were eager to begin their war, but they wanted to see who would surrender to their emotions first.  It was a true battle of wills; and the air outside grew colder.
 
   To the surprise of both, it was Melodie who caved in first; but just slightly.  She closed her lips gently around Mahala’s bottom lip, pulling slightly before letting go.  She came in for a second taste, but this time Mahala returned the favor, coating Melodie’s top lip with a thin film of saliva.
 
   They kissed softly again and again like lovers; but their eyes were locked through half closed lashes, communicating nothing but disdain.  As they say, Hell hath no wrath like a woman’s scorn; and as the crackling of the fire echoed from across the room the two women began their duel, to see whose scorn was to be more feared.  Each knew there could be only one winner.
 
   The kisses became more and more frequent as the duel wore on, each brunette tugging on the other’s lips with more and more ferocity.  Their bodies pressed in tighter as their lips struggled to best one another, bare stomachs gliding across one another gently.
 
   After nearly five minutes the two women broke apart slightly, glaring at one another with contempt.  Their breath was already heavier than when they first met, but such innocent matching wasn’t going to help solve their problem.
 
   “You’re not that bad, whore.” Mahala smiled, opening her mouth slightly.  She whipped her tongue back and forth, just outside the boundaries of her lips.  “Let’s see how good you really are with your tongue!”
 
   Melodie responded silently, bringing her lips against Mahala’s once again.  She opened her mouth as well, pressing her tongue tip to tip against the other brunette’s.  The two women inched closer, flicking their tongues challengingly against one another, first sliding them up and down, then side to side.
 
   Melodie and Mahala brought more and more of their open lips into contact, tongues sliding deeper and deeper into one another’s mouths.  Their tongues rotated around and around, first softly, then harder, then soft again, each trying to entice the other into escalating their battle.
 
   Their eyes remained locked, each willing herself not to succumb to the gentleness of the other.  Melodie, despite her anger, was finding it difficult not to revert to her most tender emotions; but one glance into her opponent’s face revealed that she struggled against the same weakness.
 
   Their bodies were pressed together lightly, and as their tongues wrestled softly within the confines of their lips the pressure increased slightly.  Neither woman paid too much attention however; their focus was almost solely between their lips.
 
    “You little whore!” Melodie hissed, finally breaking their gentle duel.  She grabbed Mahala roughly by her dark brown locks with both hands, cringing slightly as her enemy quickly took hold of her black tresses.  With a mutual cry the two women forced their faces into vicious contact, open mouths finally sealing together with a wet sucking sound.
 
   The two beautiful women began stumbling around the room as their battle began to escalate.  Their tongues followed the intensity of the fight, knotting together so viciously that it was hard to tell where one woman ended and the other began.
 
   The two brunettes moaned loudly through their fused lips, each woman aware of the desires beginning to kindle between their beautiful bodies.  Their tongues struggled furiously, virtually raping one another’s mouths with determined vigor.  Melodie’s amber eyes remained locked with Mahala’s hazel, each woman trying to focus their hatred into their mutual assault.
 
   Both women continued to tongue-fuck for nearly ten minutes, their panting breath getting harder and harder with each passing second.  Thin strands of saliva began forcing themselves out of their fused lips, neither woman allowing herself to surrender or pull away from their brutal war.
 
    Without warning Melodie upped the ante, releasing her right hand from the other brunette’s hair and plunging it into Mahala’s panties.  Mahala’s eyes widened in surprise, but accepted Melodies advancements without hesitation.  The two women began to massage one another’s pussies viciously, sending waves of excitement and tinges of pleasure coursing through their loins; but their tongues never once broke contact.
 
   Both women’s pussies were already wet from the excitement and arousal caused by matching tongue to tongue, and it wasn’t long before their hands were virtually covered in one another’s sweet liquid.  Mahala’s middle finger found Melodie’s clit at exactly the same time she felt Melodie’s finger strike her own, and with a moan the women began their focus.
 
   The pressure between the two battling beauties increased immediately as their most primal instincts began to take over.  Despite their anger, despite their scorn, the two brunettes’ bodies screamed for release.  Fingers fought against clits in a vicious test of willpower, each woman rubbing the other harder and faster as their struggle brought them closer to the prize.
 
   With a scream Melodie and Mahala broke apart, chests heaving in unison as they glared at one another angrily.
 
   “Why’d you pull away you little slut?” Mahala cried out.  “We’ve just barely begun this little fuck off, and you were already about to come!”
 
   “You shut your little whore mouth!” Melodie shot back.  “You pulled away before I did!”
 
   “You cunt!” Mahala screeched, lunging at her opponent viciously.  She tore into her opponent’s top with her right hand and ripped through Melodie’s thong with her left.  Melodie had no choice but to mirror her enemy’s actions, and a second later the two women crashed together, nude body colliding with nude body.
 
    Mahala wrapped both arms around Melodie’s form, crushing her tits viciously against her opponent.  Melodie returned the hold without hesitation, digging her nipples into the other woman’s taught flesh like daggers.  The two women grinded their tits around and around, causing their stiffened nipples to grate across one another again and again.
 
   “Dirty bitch!” Melodie hissed, slamming her crotch viciously against Mahala’s and grinding in hard.  Mahala mirrored her enemy’s challenge, combing her beautiful brush through Melodie’s slightly darker pubic hair.
 
   The two brunettes stumbled around the room viciously as they fought, first focusing on their dueling breasts, then their grinding pussies, and back to their breasts.  Neither woman seemed to be able to gain any ground against the other as they struggled and writhed against one another’s crushing embrace.
 
   They fought in this way for nearly fifteen minutes before breaking apart, each woman glaring at the other furiously.  Neither wanted to believe that they had met their match, yet the proof was standing right in front of them.  The two brunettes had been at it for nearly an hour, and neither had gained any advantage whatsoever.
 
   “Bitch…” the two women hissed in unison, breaking their contact.  Melodie and Mahala glared at one another with such ferocity that every second felt like a lifetime.  Neither could believe how aroused they felt at this moment, and their desire for more vicious combat continued to grow.
 
   Mahala reached towards Melodie challengingly with both hands, palms facing outward and fingers down.  Melodie pressed her palms against Mahala’s, and immediately the two women interlaced their fingers together, digging their nails into the skin between her opponent’s knuckles.  The two brunettes signaled a challenge with their eyes, and just seconds later they began, breasts colliding against breasts like freight trains.
 
   Melodie and Mahala grunted in unison as their bodies compressed.  They grinded their breasts brutally into one another’s flesh, sliding their swollen nipples back and forth against one another viciously before breaking apart and colliding again.
 
   Each collision brought the two beautiful brunettes closer to the point of pure sexual hatred.  They panted hard in one another’s face after every onslaught, flicking their long, pink tongues back and forth as they bore their nipples deep into one another’s dense titflesh.  The two women would grind into one another’s bodies so viciously that they would almost cry out from the pressure, only to tear their fusing bodies away from one another and collide again.
 
   “Fucking slut!” the two women screamed together as they felt their bodies could take no more.  They withdrew their claws from one another’s hands, throwing their arms around one another’s bodies in exchange.  They crushed their breasts together between their sweat slicked flesh, both women nearly gasping for breath as the pressure increased.
 
   They stumbled clumsily around the room, each woman attempting to overpower the other with her body while trying to maintain her own balance.  They struggled and writhed, twisted and bucked, but neither seemed able to force her opponent to surrender.
 
   They struggled in this way for what seemed like hours, pain and exhaustion slowly overtaking the combatants’ bodies.  The two warring duelists hissed horrible obscenities into each other’s ears as they fought, neither able to accept the idea of the other being her equal.  With a mutual cry the two enemies lost their balance, falling sideways into the red velvet sofa beside the fire.
 
   For a split second Melodie found herself on top, and she took the opportunity of domination before it slipped away.  Before Mahala could react Melodie slipped her arm beneath her enemy’s left leg, forcing its elevation.  With a cry of victory she bore down hard, spreading her pussy lips wide open against the other brunette’s, causing her to moan uncontrollably.
 
   The two brunette’s clits crushed together so viciously that the sensation overrode almost all other emotions.  Mahala tried her best to force her cunt upwards into her opponent’s, but gravity had given her enemy the advantage.  Hot tears began to stream from her face as she felt herself losing, felt herself succumbing, to the power of her nemesis.
 
   “You fucking cunt!” Mahala screeched.  “I hate you!  I fucking hate you!”  Her voice, despite all her rage, trembled with shame and fear as she felt Melodie’s sexhorn raping her own.  Her cries were immediately smothered by her enemy’s tongue, and she had no other choice but to fight back vainly.
 
   ‘Stupid whore!’ Melodie thought vehemently as she sealed her lips tightly around Mahala’s beautiful mouth.  ‘You’re the one messing around with my man, and now I’m going to make you pay!’
 
   Mahala’s body gave one ferocious jerk as her body exploded in ecstasy, coating the two warrior’s fused bodies with cum.  She tore her lips away from the other brunette’s, screaming in defeat.  “Alright you stupid fuck!  I give, I give!  God dammit, I said I give!”
 
   Mahala’s screams only drove Melodie to fuck harder.  Every single sob, every single tinge of regret in her opponent’s voice was like music to her ears.  “I’m going to make sure you never think of fucking with my husband again!” Melodie shrieked, determined to ride her enemy until the end of eternity.
 
   Orgasm after orgasm rocked Mahala’s body, spewing cum and arousal thickly across their beautiful bodies.  Her cries faded into sobs, and the finally into silent whimpers as her body ceased to resist Melodie’s cruel violations.
 
   Melodie could feel her own orgasms spewing out of her as she continued to ride her helpless rival, but they were orgasms of victory, of pride; of a woman who would never allow herself to surrender to another.
 
   After what seemed like hours Melodie finally began to relent.  “Where’s the camera?” She spat into Mahala’s face.  Mahala spat back, one last act of defiance; but an open palmed slap across her cheek sent any stray sense of courage scattering away.  “I asked where the camera is, bitch!”
 
   With a shaking hand Mahala pointed to the mantle above the fireplace.  Melodie finally relinquished her hold on the other woman, moving towards the blaze.  At last she found it, a small, digital camera hiding behind a tall flower vase.  She was about to throw the memory card in the fire when an idea crossed her mind.  
 
   She took up her clothes and stuck the card inside her jacket pocket.  “I’ll bet this will make an excellent Christmas gift.” She scoffed, imagining the look on Anthony’s face when he watches his wife fuck his girlfriend like a cheap whore.
 
   She opened the door and stepped into the chilly night without a backwards glance.  “I won’t go so easy on you the next time.” She called, and then shut the door behind her.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Vicious Fantasies
 
    
 
   “So, what game do you want to play tonight?” Andrea whispered.  She and Abigail sat alone in their large penthouse apartment in Maryland, eyeing each other casually.  Their relationship as roommates had begun with a rocky start, but after they learned they had a similar interest in sex-based roll playing, their relationship came together quickly.
 
   It was crazy how similar the two women really were, physically.  They stood nearly identical in height, both just a few inches above 5 feet.  Their bodies were lean, almost catlike; but well-toned.  They both had stunning blue eyes, equally taught breasts, and long, blonde hair that hung almost down to their waist.  In fact, sometimes it seemed the only thing that set the two women apart when they “played” was the fact that neither was willing to lose.
 
   “Alright, here’s the scenario” Abigail began.  “You remember Jasmine of course, right? The pretty brunette waitress at the bar you couldn’t stop staring at?”
 
   Andrea nodded, almost embarrassed.  She had envisioned her many times during her own fantasies, and she could already feel a tingling sensation between her legs.  She had to resist the urge to plunge her hands into her jeans.
 
   “Well, let’s pretend you’ve been dating her a while.” Abigail continued.  “The parties are wild, the sex is fantastic; and I want in on it.  Obviously, you think Jasmine is the only one for you, and you aren’t willing to share.  So I’m going to have to take her from you by force, and the only way to do that in a way that Jasmine will be willing to come with me instead, is by way of a sexfight.”
 
   Abigail and Andrea stood from up from the bed, turning to face each other in the middle of the room.  Even though the two women had engaged in sexual competitions many times, Andrea could hardly hide her excitement as she stood against her roommate once again.
 
   “Are we going to start off naked?” Andrea questioned.  Their bodies grew continually closer as the two rivals glared into one another’s eyes.
 
   Abigail seemed to think for a minute.  “No,” she finally said, as the two blondes got within less than a foot of one another.  “Our disgust over liking the same woman has forced us to begin the duel slowly.  We both want to make the other suffer, so by the end there is no question as to who truly deserves Jasmine.”
 
   The two women closed the remaining distance between them.  Andrea took hold of Abigail’s long, blonde hair, giving her opponent a small tug.  “She’s mine you little bitch!” she hissed, winking.
 
   Abigail followed suit, pulling Andrea’s face so close to hers that their lips rubbed together softly as they spoke.  “Not if I can win her from you, whore!”
 
   The two blondes opened their mouths ever so slightly, touching their long, pink tongues together tip to tip.  Slowly they began sliding their tongues together back and forth, up and down.  Their bodies grew closer together, allowing the two girls to match their bodies together evenly.
 
   Breasts met breasts through their shirts.  Legs battled against legs through the fabric of their jeans.  Each woman could feel the other’s pelvis compressing against her own, zippers dueling passionately as if searching for a way to force one another open.
 
   With a moan the two blondes mashed their faces together, each shoving her tongue deeply into the other’s greedy mouth.  They forced their eyes to remain open despite the ecstasy, blue orbs locking together in a brutal test of willpower.
 
   Abigail and Andrea kept their right hand entwined tightly through one another’s tresses, forcing each other’s faces into even tighter conflict.  Their left hand groped for solid handholds on one another’s ass, driving their pelvises to fight for an even deeper level of control.
 
   Almost immediately the two girls wished they had agreed to begin the fight nude so they could match their cunts together fully, but it was too late now.  Their tongues corkscrewed against each other faster and faster, each trying to push the other into more drastic measures.
 
   Their bodies began to grind against one another slightly, feeling each other out.  Their tits pressed and rubbed together through their tight shirts, and the rustling of fabric against fabric simply added to the turn-on.  The two blondes brought their hips around in large circles, pulling their crotches away from one another and then pushing them together lightly, sliding them against each other before breaking apart again.
 
   The two women were already beginning to stifle their moans.  As the grinding began they switched tactics, instead using their left hand to work one another’s smooth, firm ass.  Their hands longed to tear at one another’s jeans, but the rules had already been set; there was no going back now.
 
   They tested their tongues, their tits, their hips and legs for almost fifteen minutes before their faces finally broke apart.
 
   “You’re good bitch, I’ll give you that.” Andrea hissed.  She flicked her tongue viciously against Abigail’s as she spoke.  “But Jasmine is mine!”
 
   Abigail’s tongue met Andrea’s with every stroke, and she had to force herself not to plunge it again into her opponent’s mouth.  “You little whore!” she growled back.  “Jasmine’s wanted me all along!”
 
   The two blondes could hardly believe the venom hidden behind their words.  Even in their own fantasies, the two had never fought over another woman before.  They had struggled for the fate of kingdoms, for the right to thrones, for money and power…but never before had a woman been the object of their sex.  The sensation of rage was both frightening and exhilarating at the same time.
 
   With a glare of silent tension the two women removed their shirts, then reached around one another’s bodies to undo her enemy’s bra.  Their tongues began to flick together wetly as their hands fumbled with the clasp, until their bare breasts came together at last.
 
   Abigail and Andrea pulled apart briefly.  Their eyes scanned up and down one another’s perfect bodies, taking in the sight of one another’s taught, firm breasts hungrily.  They had matched their bodies together countless times of course, but something about tonight seemed…different.  Primal.  An almost ancient, hidden desire to consume and devour one another was beginning to overtake the two battling women.  A desire that neither could deny.
 
   Abigail gave a start as she felt Andrea’s right thumb and forefinger constrict around her left nipple.  Abigail retaliated quickly, taking hold of both of Andrea’s nipples in kind.  When she felt Andrea take hold of her second nipple, she knew the battle was underway.
 
   “You little bitch!” the two blondes moaned in unison.  They pinched and twisted, bent and pulled one another’s nipples mercilessly, each trying to force the other into surrender.  Their eyes glanced from their breasts to one another’s faces, searching for any signs of weakness.
 
   Their search was in vain.  Even as they continued to brutally knead one another’s stiff rods the only emotions that transferred between their beautiful eyes were determination and scorn.  They struggled in this way for over a minute.  Two minutes!  Three!  Yet the pain each felt only increased their burning determination.
 
   After nearly five minutes of battle they broke apart, eyes glaring at one another in heated challenge.  They glanced down at one another’s dense titflesh, then once again into one another’s face.  The challenge was clear.
 
   Abigail and Andrea lunged, each woman grabbing the other firmly by her breasts.  They cried out in pain as their bodies were again brought into direct contact, each woman digging her claws viciously into the other woman’s titflesh.  They struggled and writhed under one another’s unforgiving grip.  Their crotches began to crush and grind against one another as they struggled, and each could feel the other’s cunt screaming for combat.
 
   With a cry they released each other.  Their hands flew down to one another’s crotch, tearing relentlessly at one another’s jeans.  They realized with mild surprise at how wet they were, but as soon as the jeans and the lingerie were removed the two women reengaged in their violent warfare, grasping one another’s breasts with revived fury.
 
   “Fucking bitch!” Abigail screamed, sending a single, pelvic thrust into the front of Andrea’s cunt.
 
   “Clit licking slut!” Andrea screeched back, returning her enemy’s thrust, sending it low enough that her cunt nearly touched the base of Abigail’s sex.  “I’m going to make you suffer!”
 
   “Stupid little whore!” Abigail retorted vehemently, digging her nails even deeper into Andrea’s tits, grimacing slightly as her opponent followed suit.  “My clit will suck yours dry!”
 
   As the two women fought, quivering, struggling, moaning, they slowly made their way back towards the bed, eventually collapsing upon its silken covers.  Their bodies struggled viciously, claws never leaving one another’s tits, but eventually Abigail gained the top position within the quivering mass of sexual fury.
 
   Their struggling bodies entangled themselves within the bed sheets, greatly restricting their movement.  The two women entwined themselves further, locking their legs.  Both women were mercilessly ravaging each other’s tits, pinching, clawing, twisting, each getting closer to the point of absolute sexual hatred, struggling to gain an advantage over the other.  Their eyes welled up with tears, but the clawing continued to rise in ferocity.
 
   The two oversexed women shrieked at one another in pain, each feeling their body beginning to wear down.
 
   “Stupid blonde!”
 
   “Little bitch!”
 
   “Fucking Whore!”
 
   With a cry each woman released the other’s left breast, sinking their claws into one another’s boiling cunts.  Both women screamed in agony, crystal tears mixing upon their beautiful faces, but neither woman relinquished their hold on one another’s sex.
 
   Their long pink tongues snaked into one another’s gaping mouth, corkscrewing together so viciously that they seemed to be fused together.  Their nails dug in deeper, both women determined to make her opponent suffer a worse fate in their cunt mauling affair.  Their bodies continued to crush and rub, fiercely engaging in renewed combat.
 
   The two blondes suffered through nearly two full minutes of cunt clawing before finally breaking apart, both screaming in hatred and whimpering in pain.  They immediately switched into a position of direct sexual combat, each woman locking her right leg over her enemy’s left, neither allowing the other a chance to recover.  With a frenzied cry of obsession, Abigail and Andrea crushed their sexes into each other, bucking and grinding with such ferocious passion that both women nearly came immediately, but they managed to hold on.
 
   Both women glared at one another as they fucked, each determined to break her opponent down before her enemy could do the same.  Their breath came in quick gasps as each brought the other closer and closer to the prize.
 
   After nearly two full minutes both combatants began to succumb to exhaustion as their cunt bashing slowed into a vicious wet grind.  They reached across their bodies and laced their fingers together, struggling to a sitting position.  Their engorged tits crushed and rolled, mating so fiercely both women nearly felt they were pressing into one body.
 
   The two blondes bucked and groaned and strained, both oversexed women concentrating on squeezing and crushing each other tighter, both fighting a losing battle to keep from coming.  Their clits were fused together in a wet, probing kiss, grinding brutally and deliciously.  With a sudden cry Andrea let go… She was unable to keep her orgasm in any longer.
 
   Abigail cried out in an animalistic scream of pure ecstasy as she felt Andrea’s splash, overtaking the final stepping stone her orgasm needed to explode out of her.  She cried out in a mixture of pleasure, pain, and relief as she let go.
 
   Both women fell on their asses, breathing heavily, neither sure whose cum lay most on their cunts.
 
   “You little slut!” Abigail gasped.  “I knew you were too weak for Jasmine!”
 
   “Fucking whore!” Andrea sputtered.  “It’s going to take more than one orgasm to make me surrender!”
 
   Both women regarded each other with an emotion of hatred and lust that they had never before experienced.  Andrea’s fingertips traced the curves of her thigh, then brought her damp hand toward her mouth and lapped up the juice.  The bittersweet taste of Abigail’s cum mixed with her own sent her over the edge; she wanted more.  Much more.
 
   “I think I need a shower bitch!” Andrea hissed, glaring at her opponent challengingly.
 
   “So do I.” Abigail accepted, climbing unsteadily to her feet.  She waited for Andrea to do the same, glaring at her all the while.  Andrea met Abigail’s stare as the two women came together again.
 
   Almost immediately the two women drove their tongues deeply into each other’s mouths.  For several seconds they stood their ground, each scouring the other blonde’s mouth with her powerful tongue.  With a strangled growl the two women threw their arms around each other and began struggling towards the bathroom door.
 
   With a grunt the two women half stumbled, half fell against the tile walls of the apartment’s small, walk-in shower.  Even with their backs pressed firmly against the wall there was little more than a few centimeters between their bodies.  Andrea’s right hand struggled with the door while Abigail’s left fumbled with the water.
 
   Cold water hit the two struggling vixens, causing their mouths to break apart.  Within moments the chilling spray had both blondes soaking wet, but relief from the water rushing along the combatants’ bodies was short lived.  Abigail thrust her hips viciously against Andrea’s, forcing the two women into direct pelvis to pelvis contact once again.  Andrea equalized the pressure between their bodies immediately, glaring into her enemy’s face furiously.
 
   The two gorgeous women’s bodies seemed to be frozen against one another in a mutual deadlock.  Their thighs and pussies quivered violently against each other as the two beauties forced the front of their tender, equally aroused sex-horns to duel.  Point to point they struggled in a beautifully brutal, evenly matched test of strength and endurance.  They moaned in unison as they pushed harder, each woman attempting to crush back her enemy’s cunt with her own.
 
   With a moan their slick bodies shifted, each woman sliding her right leg in between her opponent’s thighs.  Almost immediately they tightened their hold, warm thigh constricting so tightly against warm thigh that the pain was almost unbearable.
 
   Both blondes mashed their mouths into one another once again, forcing their tongues into another wet, probing duel.  Their faces twisted and writhed so passionately that their long, flowing hair began to tangle together, knotting tightly through the chilling spray.
 
   The two dueling beauties held one another viciously, but close, each trying to keep her body warm despite the freezing downpour.  Backs to the wall they began to buck and grind again, each woman raising her right thigh against her enemy’s cunt, each enticing the other to ride her leg.
 
   Faster and faster their bodies struggled, as if each girl’s only goal was to sexually destroy her opponent, regardless of what that goal put her own body through.  Their bodies trembled and shook despite the heat that emanated from their battling flesh, partly from the water and partly from the pure excitement and eroticism of their struggle.
 
   Abigail and Andrea moaned into each other’s mouths as their bodies pumped together.  The two women sank their nails deeper and deeper into one another’s tight, muscular ass.  They matched one another pulse for pulse, forcing their eyes to remain open and locked despite the growing ecstasy that continued to overtake their flesh.
 
   Harder and harder their collisions grew.  Deeper and deeper their tongues explored.  Faster and faster their bodies fucked.  They tried to focus on one another’s eyes, tried to focus on anything but the sex, but it was no use.  They could feel their own selfish desires beginning to take over once again.
 
   Their rhythmic thumping had become a steady drum beat.  Their muffled cries had evolved into the chorus of venomous passion.  The two blondes knew they had to continue on, knew they had to outlast each other, but instinct had already taken over, and the taught, smooth skin of one another’s thigh was no longer enough to satisfy their boiling cunts.
 
   With a cry Abigail and Andrea tumbled through the shower’s door so hard it was nearly torn from its hinges.  The two dripping blondes stumbled into the penthouse den, locked bodies still humping all the while.  After what seemed like hours the two women arrived at their destination, collapsing heavily upon one of the room’s soft leather armchairs.
 
   As soon as their asses hit the cushion both women knew the final bout was on.  The two battling beauties tossed their arms around one another’s bodies furiously, each struggling to destroy the other’s tits with her own.
 
   Andrea and Abigail glared hate into one another’s eyes as they remained locked.  Their long, pink tongues never slowed, corkscrewing so viciously around and around that even through their mixed saliva their battling muscles felt as rough as sandpaper.
 
   With a moan oozing with both agony and ecstasy the two roommates shifted against each other, bracing their backs against the arms of the chair, preparing their leverage for the climax of their fuckwar.
 
   Each woman could feel herself breaking down, but neither Abigail nor Andrea was willing to quit.  They rotated their sopping cunts together in opposite directions, moaning as their wet twats suction cupped together, and then sprang apart with a damp pop.
 
   As soon as the two blondes felt the other’s stiff clit slice viciously against her own they began the attack, crushing their cunts together with such agonizing force that their mouths nearly disengaged from one another immediately.  They constricted their entire bodies around one another even more tightly, adding to the pressure with each passing second.
 
   Wet hair flew wildly about the two warring women’s faces as they fucked, but their tongues never disengaged from one another.  Tits crushed against tits with such rage that their nipples felt like spear points as they buried themselves in the other woman’s flesh.
 
   The two blondes’ muffled moans and cries and screams grew in pitch and volume as wave upon wave of pleasure and pain washed over their nude bodies.  Orgasm after orgasm pounded through both Andrea’s and Abigail’s wills, colliding in time with their rhythmic cycle with such ferocious passion that neither woman felt she had the luxury to stop, long after the pleasure had turned to pain.
 
   The two women fucked for what seemed like hours.  The rage, the pain, the pleasure, the determination; all of it had combined into a completely new world for the battling beauties.  The moans and cries had gotten so loud that neither woman could hardly imagine a world without them.  The sound had become almost a separate being, urging them on to continue the struggle towards eternity!
 
   And then at once, all was still.  The constant, brutal, grind had wracked Abigail’s nerves to the point of exhaustion, but she no longer felt the pressure from her rival that she had grown accustomed to.  Andrea’s body had become still.  Even her tongue, which was still thrust into Abigail’s mouth had fallen limp, and Abigail couldn’t resist the urge to play with it a while longer.  The rise and fall of Andrea’s chest was the only visible movement, and with a sigh Abigail released her enemy, allowing her to fall back against the chair.
 
   Slowly Abigail removed herself from their tangled mass, wincing as she peeled her flesh away from Andrea’s equally sore body.  She placed her hand upon the chair’s leather arm, supporting herself as she slowly caught her breath.
 
   Abigail half stumbled back towards the bathroom, allowing the rush of the shower’s still running water to fill her ears.  She glanced into the mirror, staring into the face of a victorious warrior.  She smiled to herself, wondering what kind of game she and Andrea would play next once their bodies healed.
 
   Abigail was about to step into the shower when she had a thought.  She played with the thought for a while, and almost acted against it.  But then she decided.
 
   She rushed back to the bedroom where the duel had started, grabbing her cellphone from the bedside dresser.  She paused to catch her breath, staring at the lit screen for almost a full minute, then made up her mind and dialed the number.
 
   ‘I did win after all.’ she thought to herself as the line rang.  “Hello, Jasmine?” Abigail began as she heard her pick up the receiver.  “Hey, this is Abigail…”
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