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Chelsea floated leisurely in the Hotel Cassandra’s indoor pool. The warm water lapped lazily across her athletic body, and as the calming wetness enveloped her skin she let her mind drift to her upcoming challenge. 

Chelsea was an amateur porn star, specializing in sexual competitions against other women. She was scheduled for a match against Bethany, a brunette she had heard of but not yet met. The sexfight was scheduled for the following week, and her employers had flown her down to California where the competition would be filmed. 

Chelsea pushed her long, wet hair from her face, glancing upwards. The ceiling of the pool room was composed entirely of clear glass, granting an unobstructed view of the lighted clock tower erected on the hotel’s front lawn. It was almost midnight, and the pool would be closing down soon. 

Chelsea gazed across the water. At first she thought she was alone, but as her eyes scanned across the far end of the pool she spotted a young blonde woman treading slowly against the still water. Chelsea’s eyes darted around but saw no one else, and she focused her attention on the only other woman in the room. 

Dirty thoughts began swirling around Chelsea’s head. Naughty thoughts. 

Thoughts she felt guilty about even as she drew her fantasies through to their conclusion. She wanted to know what this other woman tasted like, and how her body would feel pressed up against her own. 

Chelsea could tell, even from a distance, that this woman was extremely athletic. 

Toned shoulders curled gracefully into the curves of her neck, and just below rested a pair of taut, ample breasts only halfway hidden within her bikini top. 

The other woman turned towards Chelsea without warning, and before she could react the other blonde’s eyes locked swiftly with her own. For several moments the two women simply stared at one another across the sparkling water, taking in each other’s gorgeous forms; and as the seconds ticked by Chelsea felt a thrill of desire growing inside of her. 

The other woman gave Chelsea a haughty smile and then turned away, tarnishing Chelsea’s infatuation with a touch of rage. It was possible she could have imagined it; but Chelsea sensed a challenge hidden beneath that smile. Her dirty thoughts flooded back into her mind, and this time she didn’t hesitate. 

Chelsea pushed through the water towards her counterpart, letting her momentum carry her to her destination. Her body bumped into the other woman’s lightly, and as soon as their flesh came together the other woman spun around. Two beautiful pairs of hazel eyes glared into one another’s faces silently, and as their ample breasts came together the two blondes gave a quiet gasp. 

As soon as the initial shock of their contact waned, the two blondes settled in. 

They held one another’s gaze, treading water against each other in order to keep their bodily contact. Chelsea could feel the other blonde beginning to press in and mimicked the pressure, forcing the two women’s tits into rougher contact. 

At first the they regarded one another casually, staring at one another silently as they both absorbed the sensation of one another’s body against their own. 

Wordlessly the two blondes began lining up more and more of their skin beneath the surface of the water. 

The two women pressed against one another for almost a full minute before

either one of them broke the silence. “I’m Chandler.” the other woman offered, increasing the pressure of her body against her counterpart. She smiled hotly when she felt Chelsea’s responding force. 

“Chelsea.” Chelsea replied coolly. She slipped her right thigh between Chandler’s legs as she spoke, and the other blonde followed suit like some sort of sexual handshake. As their legs coiled around one another gently the two women could feel their crotches come together; and the thin, wet fabric of their bikini bottoms did little to conceal the feeling of one another’s pussy. 

Slowly the two blondes tightened their legs around each other, neither woman allowing her gaze to leave the other’s eyes. Chelsea and Chandler reached out with their hands, pressing palm to palm and interlocking their fingers gracefully beneath the water. 

As they brought their hands to rest beside them, their bodies were brought into even tighter contact. Each woman could already feel the other’s sexuality combating her own; and the two women stared at one another in silence, letting their quiet war rage on. 

The minutes passed by in stillness. The two women’s’ combined, even breathing was the only sound that emanated from their gorgeous forms, but the increasing pressure between their flesh communicated everything they wished to say. The combined pulsing of their intertwined legs kept the two dueling blondes afloat, and with each passing second their emotions grew. 

“So what is it that you do?” Chelsea whispered. It was all she could do to keep the moan from her voice; every moment their bodies remained together was a moment Chelsea’s fantasies played over in her head. She imagined her body matching Chandler’s in the most intimate fashion, imagined this woman and

herself violating one another’s flesh in ways only two sexually precious women could. Each moment stimulated her in ways she had never before experienced; and she wanted more. 

“Right now I’m an entertainer for Shayna’s gentleman’s club.” Chandler replied. 

She felt her sexual cravings raging inside of her as she stared deep into Chelsea’s eyes, nearing an almost ravenous intensity; but somehow she managed to keep herself calm. “The owner practically begged for me to come dance for her. My body is desired far and wide, and for the next few weeks I’m down her on Shayna’s tab…and all for just a bit of eroticism.” 

“I’m here on business too.” Chelsea replied. “I’m a porn star for a production company in Las Vegas.” Her excitement continued to grow, knowing that this other blonde also dealt in eroticism, though of a slightly different nature. “I have a sexfight with some brunette bitch planned for next week…but if she knew what my body was truly capable of, that little whore would never have agreed to it.” 

The two blondes pressed in tighter, feeling one another out. Their breasts crushed and rolled slightly, testing one another’s strength. The front of their pussies grinded against one another in tight circles through their bikinis, coiling the wet fabric into tight knots. Their thighs tightened together even more, holding the two warriors in place. Their breathing began to increase as the contest wore on; and each woman could feel that her counterpart was everything she said she was. 

Chelsea and Chandler pressed their faces into one another, each daring the other to make the first move. Their bodies crushed tighter and tighter, and their locked eyes glittered with excitement. They dug their fingernails into the skin between one another’s knuckles. Their lips began rubbing and caressing one another viciously, locking together in challenge. 

The two women were about to plunge their tongues into each other’s greedy mouth when the doors behind them crashed open. They broke apart just as the lights around them flashed on, and rough, intimidating voice echoed through the room. 

“Pool’s closing, ladies!” a balding, heavyset man yelled from the hallway. “Time to go!” 

The night guard turned and walked out of sight. The two blondes glanced at one another warily. The sudden break in their struggle seemed to have startled them into their senses, and as the heat of the moment dissipated the two women realized how exhausted their quiet competition had made them. 

Chandler stepped out of the pool wordlessly, and as her wet body became fully visible Chelsea could see how truly gorgeous the other woman was. Her skin was glazed with a perfect tan, and as the other woman started for the door Chelsea called out to her. 

“It was nice bumping into you!” Chelsea called sweetly. “I hope I see you here again sometime! Maybe tomorrow night?” 

“I work tomorrow.” Chandler replied with a wave of her hand. “See you around, bitch.” 

“Bitch!?” Chelsea growled angrily. She hopped out of the pool with rage, half sprinting to the door. She was about to retaliate, to drag this slut back in by her

hair and show her what a real woman looked like; but the elevator door closed behind Chandler before she got the chance. 

Chelsea spat obscenities beneath her breath as she entered the elevator across the hall. She punched the button for the third floor, and as the doors closed around her Chelsea closed her eyes. She imagined what it would feel like, truly feel like, to match her own naked flesh against this other woman’s; but her imagination wasn’t enough to calm her deepest desires. 

That night she took a hot bath to quell her nerves. She masturbated through her dirtiest fantasies before falling into bed; but even as she lay alone in the darkness she could still feel Chandler’s body against her own. Crushing. Struggling. 

Writhing. Chelsea tossed and turned against herself in the sheets, and even though her body felt drained and exhausted, it took hours for her mind to finally succumb to sleep. 

It was late afternoon by the time Chelsea awoke. The fatigue caused by the previous night’s confrontation, coupled with her restless dreams, had forced her body to sleep until it was almost nightfall. Her skin felt cold and covered in sweat, and she shook the sexual visions from her mind. 

She ate a small meal before stepping into the shower, but even as the warm water washed over her body she couldn’t get the other blonde’s image out of her head. 

Chandler’s arrogant smile kept taunting her thoughts; and she knew that until their little conflict was settled her mind wouldn’t rest. She knew where she had to go. 

Chelsea pulled some cash from her purse, pushing the money into her bra before dressing. A dark blue crop top that barely covered her tits was accented beautifully by the tones of her skin, and the matching skirt gave a beautiful view

of her toned, muscular thighs. She called a cab, directing the driver towards Shayna’s; then let her imagination run wild through the ride. 

Chelsea could feel the bass pumping through her body even before she entered the club. Bright neon lights flashed in a kaleidoscope of colors around the room, prancing wildly across the bodies of the entertainers. A large, brightly lit stage was placed in the middle of the room with three smaller stages spanning around it. Beautiful women occupied each of the side stages, but it seemed like every eye was focused intently on the middle platform. 

A thick, golden shaft was erected in the center of the center stage, spanning from the stage to the ceiling. Two beautiful redheads, completely naked save for matching lace blue thongs, twisted and coiled around it gracefully. 

The two women glared into one another’s eyes as they mirrored each other’s movements. One would spin to the right, hurtling her body towards her counterpart; but as soon as their naked tits collided the other would twist away, only to copy the other stripper’s lead and bring their flesh together again. 

As the song ended the two entertainers embraced one another heavily from opposite sides of the pole. Chelsea watched their tits bulge against the pressure, admired the way the golden rod seemed to fit perfectly within their combined cleavage. The two beauties whispered something vehemently into one another’s ear; words meant for only the other to hear. Immediately after their exchange the two of them walked side by side to a room in the back, closing the door quickly behind them. 

A new beat began booming as the girls rotated stages. The women on the side stages switched places with one another with rehearsed swiftness while a new entertainer entered from the side; and Chelsea’s heart instantly skipped a beat. 

Chandler’s gorgeous form took the main stage confidently. Her lingerie-clad body swayed gently to the sound of the bass. She ran her fingertips gently down the pole, like she would the cock of a lover. She glanced across the audience coolly; and as she locked her eyes briefly with Chelsea’s, she let a tiny smile play about her lips. Then she hoisted herself upon the shaft and began her routine. 

Chelsea was captivated immediately. She watched Chandler’s graceful body swing in rhythm, controlling her movements with a finesse that would rival any gymnast; every single twist seemed defy gravity. Chandler tore the cloth from her breasts without missing a beat, and before she was even aware that her body was in motion, Chelsea found herself at the base of the stage. 

Chandler vaulted from the golden pole, landing deftly on her feet. She swayed her hips as she stalked toward the other blonde. She lowered herself to her knees until she and Chelsea sat eye to eye. Chelsea slipped some cash beneath her rival’s lace thong, toying with the idea of tearing it off then and there; but she managed to restrain herself. 

“I knew you wouldn’t be able to stay away!” Chandler hissed, taking Chelsea’s long hair firmly. She pulled the other blonde’s face gently against her breasts, jiggling them side to side against her cheeks. Immediately she felt Chelsea’s lips purse against her left tit, and she yanked her rival away. 

The two blondes glared hate into one another’s eyes, and Chelsea winked. 

“Come find me later” she whispered, mimicking a kiss at her enemy. 

“You want a lap dance already bitch?” Chandler hissed, unable to hide the

venom in her voice. 

Chelsea winked again. “I was thinking something a little more…private.” She whispered, then spun around and sauntered toward the bar. 

Chelsea watched the entertainment from her place at the bar, pretending to be interested in the other women. She took a sip from her mixed whiskey and coke while letting her eyes wander, but there was only one woman she wanted to see. 

At first she thought Chandler had turned tail, it had been almost fifteen minutes; then a tight tug on her hair forced her reaction. 

Chelsea stood, her instincts spinning her around to face her possible attacker. 

Chandler’s face glared back at her with a devilish grin across her face. She moved in close, releasing Chelsea’s hair with a giggle. “Are you ready babe?” 

she questioned. 

Chelsea was painfully aware of the other woman’s naked tits against her own clothed breasts. She would have loved to tear her own blouse open and accept this blatant challenge flesh to flesh; but she could feel the eyes of the onlookers upon them. 

“Of course!” Chelsea quipped with false sweetness. “I was getting worried that you’d forgotten about me!” 

“There’s a V.I.P room in the back…” Chandler whispered, leaning in closer. “But I’m going to need payment up front. It’s ten dollars for every minute of my time.” She winked, giving Chelsea a wicked smile. “But I promise to make it worth your while.” 

Chelsea reached into her bra, pulling out a large wad of cash. “I wouldn’t dream of putting a whore to work without paying her.” Chelsea replied quietly. She felt a hint of satisfaction when she saw the other blonde’s smug grin falter; but as the cash traded hands, Chelsea realized how expensive her pride was going to be. 

“This way.” Chandler replied sharply, spinning around and leading her counterpart behind the stage. 

“Keep your hands at your sides until I tell you” Chandler said calmly, explaining the rules of the room as she walked down the narrow hallway. “That’s part of the process. Your actions are at my command.” 

Chelsea could hear quiet cries and moans of two women coming from one of the adjacent rooms, and her mind flashed back to the two redheads from earlier. 

Chandler and Chelsea stepped towards the room at the far end of the hall, and Chandler closed the door behind them. 

The room was lavishly decorated, and filled with a dark, pink glow. Thick carpet spread from wall to wall beneath their feet, and a luxurious, faux leather couch spanned the room in a wide arch. Chelsea turned toward her counterpart with a sexual gleam in her eyes; and immediately she felt Chandler’s hands fold gently across her breasts. 

“Sit down.” Chandler commanded, shoving the other blonde roughly upon the couch. The two girls glared at each other with lustful, devilish grins; and slowly Chandler approached. 

Chelsea watched the other woman straddle her lap, pressing her legs against the frills of Chelsea’s skirt. The other blonde bent down low, taking the thin fabric in her fingertips and sliding the cloth steadily up her counterpart’s skin. She gave a small smile once the entirety of Chelsea’s legs had been revealed, then compressed her naked thighs against her rival’s; and the sudden skin on skin contact sent a chill racing down Chelsea’s spine. 

“You just couldn’t stay away, could you?” Chandler hissed sensually. She brought her body down slowly, teasing the other woman’s cheeks with her naked breasts. The thump of the bass echoed through the room, causing the two blondes’ bodies to quiver. 

“We have…unfinished business.” Chelsea whispered. A shock of anticipation ran through her body as Chandler ground her crotch against Chelsea’s stomach. 

The music, the sexual tension, and the fact that the two women were finally alone was almost too much to bear; and as Chandler’s grinding grew in intensity, Chelsea abandoned her self-control. 

With an audible cry Chelsea plunged her face into Chandler’s breasts, wrapping her lips tightly around the other blonde’s gorgeous nipples. Her tongue danced in circles around her enemy’s tender flesh, teasing Chandler’s stiff rod ravenously. 

“You bitch!” Chandler moaned, grabbing the other woman roughly by her hair. 

She knew this would happen. She knew that if she brought her down to a private room this little cunt would try to pull something. She had half a mind to call security; but she knew her actions would be seen as surrender. 

Chandler laced the fingers of her left hand tighter through the other woman’s locks, burying the other woman’s face deeper against her tits. Her other hand shot down towards her enemy’s breasts, tearing Chelsea’s blouse open violently

and cupping the blonde’s left tit in the palm of her hand. 

Chelsea gave a sharp cry as she felt Chandler’s thumb and forefinger constrict around her already stiff nipple, teasing the tender rod mercilessly. She pulled her head back quickly, following Chandler’s advancement with both hands. 

Chandler released the other woman’s hair, grasping Chelsea’s second tit in defiance. 

The two gorgeous blondes glared into one another’s faces, each scouring the other’s being for hints of weakness or insecurity. Slowly their bodies began to struggle and write against each other’s grip as their violent teasing grew in ferocity, but the two women held one another’s gaze. 

“Why Chelsea!” the other woman exclaimed. “Your tiny nipples are getting hard!” 

“So are yours!” Chelsea growled back. “I thought you’d have a bit more self-control as a stripper!” 

“Stupid bitch!” Chandler retorted. “Aren’t you the one that fucks other women for money? Guess you aren’t very good at it!” 

“Slutty cunt!” Chelsea growled. She thrust her chest forward violently, slamming her mammaries into the other blonde’s stomach. “You want to see just how good at fucking I really am?” 

Chandler gave a slight grunt from the impact but followed suit immediately, slamming her equally gorgeous breasts against her rival’s face. “Your tits haven’t impressed me so far, whore! I can’t see why your pussy would be any different!” 

The two women broke apart slightly, finger’s still latched tightly around each other’s nipples. “You really think you’re hot shit, don’t you twat?” Chelsea hissed vehemently. “Enough of this pathetic groping then! You wouldn’t be so confident standing tit to tit against me!” 

Chandler leaned down slowly, bringing her beautiful face level with Chelsea’s, glaring into her counterpart’s eyes. “Stand up then, little whore.” She whispered, letting her sweet breath run against the other blonde’s lips. “There’s no one to stop us here.” She smiled hotly. “You paid me good money to make you my bitch.” 

Chelsea pushed herself from the couch, jamming her skirt roughly against the other blonde’s thong. Chandler returned the pressure, glaring at the other blonde before sliding her body backwards so her nemesis could climb to her feet. 

Less than a second later the two gorgeous blondes stood breast to breast in the center of the room. Chelsea tore the remains of her blouse from her body, glaring at Chandler’s form challengingly. Neither woman wanted to admit it, but each could feel her anxious heart fluttering in her chest; their rock hard bodies appeared nearly identical. 

Chelsea moved in first, compressing her firm tits against Chandler’s matching pair. The other blonde returned the favor, watching intensely as their equally taut breasts bulged up slightly from the pressure. 

Chandler placed her hands gently upon the other woman’s hips, waiting until Chelsea followed suit before pulling their bodies into more direct contact. Their beautiful faces moved in close, lips almost caressing each other as they spoke. 

“Last chance to leave!” Chandler hissed, swaying her breasts lightly from side to side, running them against Chelsea’s in challenge. “I’ll even give you your money back; but only if you admit I’m the better woman.” 

Chelsea ran her breasts roughly in the opposite direction by way of response. 

The two beautiful blondes grimaced every time their stiff nipples came together, grinding against each other like twin swords before springing apart. “I’m the better bitch.” Chelsea whispered vehemently. “Your weak little body doesn’t stand a chance against mine!” 

With a cry the two blondes threw their arms around each other’s form viciously, gripping one another in a brutal embrace. Their faces slid past each other roughly, smooth cheeks grinding against each other in opposite directions. They breathed heavily into one another’s ear, each women fighting to contain her emotions as her rival’s nipples buried themselves deep into her own breasts. 

“Can you feel them?” Chandler whispered, letting her tongue lash out of her mouth, catching Chelsea’s ear as she spoke. “Can you feel my tits already beginning to dominate yours?” 

“Delusional slut!” Chelsea hissed seductively. She took Chandler’s lobe gently in her teeth, pulling lightly before release. “It’s my tits who are dominating yours!” 

Slowly the two blondes began to grind their breasts in opposite directions, forcing their stiff rods to could around each other over and over. They fought viciously, transforming their virtual stalemate into a quivering mass. The two rivals groaned and squealed beneath one another’s unforgiving grip; and every cry of discomfort was like music to their ears. 

They fought in this way for over twenty minutes, neither woman willing to surrender. At first their struggle was amassed with obscenities, each woman muttering defiant insults into one another’s ears; but as the minutes ticked by, their vicious trash talking turned into a raspy, heavy breathing. Neither woman seemed to be able to gain any ground. 

Their beautiful bodies became coated in one another’s sweat as still the two women fought. The bass vibrated through their connected flesh, and their busty forms swayed back and forth against each other’s strength to the beat. 

“I can tell your tits are sore, slut!” Chandler panted, struggling to force her words out. “Give up now, and I’ll let you walk away!” 

“Shut up, whore!” Chelsea gasped in response. The two blondes were pressed cheek to cheek, and each leaned into the other’s heavy embrace for support. “My body can take anything yours can! I’m the better woman, and we both know it!” 

Chandler reared back, slamming the front of her thong against the other blonde’s skirt. Chelsea breathed in surprise, returning the assault with equal force. As their crotches pressed against each other, furiously vying for control, the two women glared into each other’s eyes. 

“Show me what you’re made of then, bitch!” Chandler challenged with a malicious glare. “Take that pretty little skirt off, if you really want to test your womanhood against mine!” 

Chelsea felt a shock of anticipation jolt through her body, but she returned her rival’s vicious sneer. “I hope you like pussy, cunt!” she hissed. “I’m about to show you what getting fucked by another woman should really feel like!” 

The two women broke apart slowly, glaring at one another like wild animals. 

Chelsea reached towards her waist, taking the thin fabric of her skirt in her fingers and ran it down her thighs seductively. As soon as the cloth had fallen to her ankles she kicked it away, then ran the palm of her hand against her lacy thong, nearly closing her eyes. “You’re not going to make me do all this work by myself, are you?” she whispered, moving her hips to the bass. 

“Of course not.” Chandler replied, admiring what a dirty girl this other woman truly was. She shook her head quickly, trying to shake the lust from her mind; this was a challenge, and if she didn’t treat it like one, she knew she would find herself at Chelsea’s mercy. “I wouldn’t dream of making my little bitch feel unwanted.” 

Chandler lowered herself slowly to her knees, until the other woman’s thong hovered at eye level. She ran the bridge of her nose against the almost nonexistent fabric; the only thing standing between her and Chelsea’s open pussy. She took in the other blonde’s sexual aromas, scents that had been driving her crazy since their conflict began. 

Chandler breathed out a sensual sigh, then took the black lace between her teeth, careful not to catch any skin in the process. She forced herself to remain calm as she carefully guided her rival’s thong across her bare legs. She didn’t want to

admit it; but every time she readjusted her hold, her desires told her to forsake her control and tear away the fabric ravenously. This other sexual being was beginning to drive her crazy. 

After what felt like hours, the other blonde stood completely naked before her. 

Chandler took the lace panties in her hand, then began to crawl to her feet. She ran her skin along Chelsea’s flesh as she stood, running her tongue lightly against the other woman’s pussy. She smiled as her rival let out an uncontrollable moan, then straightened completely, looking into Chelsea’s eyes. 

Chandler ran the black lace through both legs of her own thong, using the other woman’s panties to bring her cunt into the open air. Soon the two blondes stood against one another’s naked beauty, mentally comparing their bodies in every aspect. Chandler tossed their entwined panties to the side, and a devilish grin crept across her angelic face at the thought of the challenge to come. 

The two blondes glared into one another’s eyes with a greedy lust. “Get on your knees” Chelsea whispered, pressing in so close that the two women were nearly face to face. “Let me show you how a real woman can—” 

Chelsea’s breath caught in her throat as Chandler shot forward, slamming their bodies together in a spray of primal fury. Chelsea lost her balance immediately, toppling backwards against the lavish couch behind her. She glared up at the other blonde standing over her, and Chandler cackled gleefully. 

“I should have known a little tramp like you would feel more comfortable fucking on the floor!” Chandler hissed. “But you’re not getting fucked by some common whore, bitch! We play by my rules here.” 

“Get down here then!” Chelsea demanded, spreading her legs. She glared at the other blonde defiantly, using her thumb and forefinger to force her pussy lips wide open. “Show me that little cunt of yours isn’t just for show!” 

Chandler practically threw herself onto the couch, mirroring Chelsea’s gaping challenge. Right leg slowly slid over left as the two blondes inched closer. Both women were already ravenous with lust, and with each passing second their sexual desires continued to grow. 

After what felt like a lifetime, the two women felt their shaven pussies connect, lightly touching skin to skin. The two blondes gasped at the intimate contact, glaring down at one another’s teasing twat before looking into one another’s eyes. 

They held this position for several seconds, each woman painfully aware of the sensation of the other girl’s pussy lips breathing against her own. The contact was gentle, barely perceivable; but each could already feel her womanhood being challenged. 

“I can already feel my pussy quivering!” Chandler breathed, unable to contain her excitement. “It can’t wait to devour your little cunt whole!” 

“My pussy will be the one devouring yours!” Chelsea replied, practically moaning. She never remembered being turned on this quickly against a rival; their cunts hadn’t even truly met, and she was already fantasizing about their combined cum spreading across their naked thighs. The two women gave a lustful rasp, unable to contain their sexual desires any longer; and their beautiful bodies collided. 

The two gorgeous blondes howled in ecstasy as their cunts came together, pussy lips locking with pussy lips in a wet pop. They pressed in tightly, each ensuring that their most intimate regions were caged securely between their dueling flesh before beginning their assault. 

The two warriors began grinding their hips viciously in opposite directions, barely able to stifle their moans as they glared at one another with lustful hatred. 

Their eyes were locked through their curtains of disheveled blonde hair, each trying vainly to find a crack in the other’s resolve. 

Chelsea’s hand shot forward without warning, grabbing Chandler roughly by the back of her neck. “Get over here!” she growled, yanking her rival’s face closer to her own. Chandler followed suit immediately, coiling her fingers tightly through Chelsea’s hair. 

Their pussies never parted from their warm embrace as they forced their open mouths together, their long, wet tongues coiling against each other like dueling serpents. Their eyes remained wide open as they fought, each woman struggling to keep her own lust under control. 

As if on cue the two blondes reared their hips back, then slammed their beautiful cunts together with a muffled growl. The impact was so strong that it nearly dislodged their tongues from one another’s mouth, but the two women held their ground. Their bodies restarted their fierce, wet grind before colliding again, until Chelsea and Chandler had set into a vicious, rhythmic thumping. 

They continued in this way for almost half an hour, but neither blonde seemed able to gain the upper hand. Their gorgeous, athletic bodies were coated in sweat, and as they fought, each woman was amazed at the other’s stamina. Their eyes remained locked through the entire affair, feigning composure; but the

moans emanating from their fused lips revealed the true story. 

Chelsea couldn’t believe how wet she was. These were the kind of fights she adored, locked up tight with another woman whose body was sexually equal to her own. The sensation of another girl’s flesh, the quiet moaning emanating from their dueling bodies; these were the visions that drove her to a career as a porn star. 

Chandler’s eyes glared into her rival’s beautiful face, and she knew immediately that this battle was far from over. She felt a mixture of sexual admiration and disgust as they fucked; she couldn’t remember the last time she had been this turned on by another woman. 

The last time she had locked up with another girl was almost four years ago at a rave club in Dallas. She and a steamy brunette had been grinding on each other for most of the night, but what began as a friendly competition eventually escalated into their own personal war. 

The two women had locked themselves in one of the club’s bathroom stalls by the end of the night, pinching an clawing one another’s skin in the most intimate ways. Their hands had snaked their way into each one another’s skirts before the end of the fight, and each woman had been able to get the other off at least once. 

Chelsea’s moans brought her mind back to the present; and as their bodies continued to fuck, she was painfully aware of the other blonde’s wet cunt grinding against her own. Her little catfight at the club had been intense…but this was something so much more. 

Chelsea tore her tongue from Chandler’s mouth without warning, throwing her head back with a lustful howl. “God!” she screamed, her body giving a violent shudder. “Oh my God, I’m going to come! Fuck, I’m going to come!” 

Chelsea’s erotic screams immediately pushed Chandler over the edge. Her body gave an equally vicious quake, and her shrill moans gave all the reply that was needed. 

“Bitch!” the two women screamed together, forcing their cunts even deeper into their vicious, wet power struggle. Clit slicing against clit sent unbelievable amounts of agonizing pleasure across their naked bodies, and as the two warriors glared at one another’s gorgeous forms with a lustful hatred, they clenched their teeth with determination. 

The two blondes were virtually fused at the hip as the final seconds elapses. 

Their soaking pussies were practically glued together with arousal, their boiling cunts viciously trying to devour one another whole. 

Chelsea and Chandler screamed as one, throwing their faces to the ceiling as the most powerful orgasm either had felt rocked their being. They threw their flesh together immediately, wrapping their arms tightly around each other’s bodies and forcing their tongues into each other’s gaping mouth to stifle their desperate cries. 

Each woman felt the other’s resounding splash upon her pussy at exactly the same time; their cum collided in the middle of their locked cunts, forcing their arousal between the folds of their suctioned flesh. As if in response to their ferocious climax the lights in the club began to flicker brighter, signaling that the club was nearing the end of its night. 

The two rivals grinded their hips against one another defiantly, spreading their combined cum thickly across one another’s thighs. They glared at each other with scorn, both swearing to themselves that this battle was far from over. 

Chelsea pulled her tongue from Chandler’s mouth, then spat heavily into the other blonde’s face. “You came first, whore!” she growled, then flinched when chandler’s responding saliva slapped against her cheek. 

“Bitch, you did!” Chandler hissed back vehemently. Neither woman released the other from their sexual embrace as they argued. “Besides, you really think one orgasm is going to solve anything? I’d fuck you all night long if I could!” 

“What’s stopping you, slut?” Chelsea retorted ravenously. The two blondes clenched on another tighter, bringing their plush girl lips together, each urging her enemy to continue the war. 

Their chests rose and fell against one another in unison as they glared into one another’s eyes; but as their combined heartbeats reverberated through their nude bodies, they realized that the music had stopped. Their heavy breathing was the only sound to be heard in the room. 

“Oh, I’d love to, whore!” Chandler whispered. “But I’ve already given you more entertainment than you’ve paid for. Besides, the club’s closing; and the bouncers sweep every room before locking the doors. This little fuck war wouldn’t last much longer before they kicked us out.” 

The two gorgeous blondes held each other for what seemed like hours longer; but at last, slowly and reluctantly, they released one another from their vicious grasp. They ran their hands along one another’s glistening bodies as they relented, teasing each other’s breasts before breaking apart completely. 

The two rivals stood from the cushions, eyes never leaving one another’s bodies as they rose. Chandler turned towards the door, then glanced seductively over her shoulder at the other blonde. “If you really want to see who the better woman is, let’s finish this where we began. Meet me at the pool tomorrow, just before closing.” 

Chandler paced slowly towards the door, swaying her hips to an imaginary beat as she crossed the threshold. Her hands gripped the knob, then turned back to Chelsea with a smile. “Oh, and babe?” she uttered. “Don’t keep me waiting.” 

The next night, Chelsea’s heart raced. She stared at her gorgeous form in the mirror, nude body covered only by a thin, skin tight bikini. The clock behind her ticked away the minutes until the most intense sexfight of her life. It was just past eleven; less than an hour before the pool shut down and she would be locked together with the most sexual being she had ever come into contact with. 

Just the thought of the other blonde was turning Chelsea on, and she was already imagining the feeling of Chandler’s naked skin against her own flesh. Another few minutes ticked by, but time itself had slowed to a crawl, and she lost her patience. She gave her beautiful body one more glance in the mirror, then turned off the lights and sauntered down to the pool. 

She entered the area over half an hour before closing; but as her eyes scanned the almost empty room, she saw the most gorgeous blonde she had every laid eyes on. Chandler was already here. 

Chelsea slowly lowered herself into the pool, and the two women locked eyes. 

The sexual tension mixed with the sudden chill of the water running over her perfect body caused an almost instant reaction, and she could already feel her nipples beginning to poke through her bathing suit. 

Chelsea glanced around, but saw no one else. The looked back towards the other blonde; and as the two women regarded one another with a mixture of hatred and lust, their bodies inched closer. 

After what felt like an eternity, the two warriors came together in the center of the pool. As breast pressed against breast, the two women drew in a sharp breath. Chelsea became immediately aware of Chandler’s nipples standing just as erect as her own; and soon the two rivals were twisting their breasts against each other in tight little circles, knotting their stiff rods together mercilessly. 

Chelsea felt her rival’s hands curve around her perfect hips beneath the water. 

She followed suit, slowly twisting her fingers through the waist of Chandler’s bikini. They both glanced up at the clock, shining like a beacon against the night sky. They had just minutes left before the contest of their lives. 

After what felt like hours, the clock struck twelve. The two beautiful blondes changed their hold and grabbed one another by the hair, crushed their faces together immediately at the tolling of the bells. The footsteps of the night watchman could be heard echoing down the hallway, and the two warriors forced their tongues deeply into each other’s mouth, pulling one another beneath the surface of the water. 

Their lips sealed immediately, causing a vacuum between their mouths where air

could not escape. They glared at each other through the crystal water, each woman trying not to realize how beautiful her enemy looked through the sparkling hue. They tongued one another deeper to mask their mutual infatuation, each struggling to hold her breath against the other’s onslaught. 

At long last the area around them darkened as the pool lights were shut down. 

They continued to hold each other beneath the surface for several more seconds; neither blonde wanted to part from the most incredible underwater kiss either of them had, but eventually the need for air forced their faces apart. 

Chelsea and Chandler broke the surface of the water as one, tossing their heads back and gasping for air. Their fingers were still laced through one another’s gorgeous tresses as they brought their faces eye to eye, but as they breathed as one, they relinquished their grip. 

“The doors are locked whore!” Chelsea panted, glaring into the other woman’s eyes. “Nowhere to run now!” 

“Who’s running?” Chandler gasped back. “I’m the better woman, slut! The only one who doesn’t seem to get that is you!” 

The two blondes pressed in closely, letting their hands play at one another’s sides. They slid their hands up and down one another’s tight, muscular thighs, each woman giving the other a chance to catch their breath. Their wet hair curved seductively across one another’s face, and the two rivals felt another twinge of passion. 

The lights in the room may be gone, but the moon and the stars gave the two

beauties more than enough light to navigate one another’s flesh. They stroked one another’s legs and asses, sliding up each other’s bodies towards each other’s breasts. They slid one another’s tops off before cupping each other’s tits lightly, pulling them together to compare size; and then breathed a sensual sigh as they found them to be completely identical. 

Chelsea had to calm her voice as she spoke, glancing back into her rival’s eyes. 

The moonlight reflecting in their visions gave each girl a sense of almost innocent wonder, like two virgin women about to fulfil their desires for the first time. “We have all night to settle this.” she whispered, glancing toward one of the lounge chairs to the left. “I’ve given you a taste of my power; I want to get a feel for your passion.” 

Chandler gave her enemy a wicked grin, excited by this sensual challenge. The two blondes stepped out of the pool, their half-naked bodies dripping across the tile as they walked side by side towards the lounge chair. 

When the two women reached their destination, Chelsea turned with an almost innocent smile. She reached out slowly, slipping her fingers through Chandler’s bikini bottom. Chandler reciprocated the gesture, and then the two women began to remove the remains of each other’s suit from one another’s gorgeous forms. 

The two women bent low at the waist, resting their faces upon one another’s shoulders as they slid the thin fabric slowly down each other’s legs. They breathed into one another’s ear, each girl almost ravenous with anticipation. 

They stepped away as soon as their bottoms lay on the ground at their feet, and neither could stifle a quiet sigh at the sight of one another’s gorgeous forms. 

Chelsea sat upon the edge of the seat, giving the other blonde a devilish grin. 

Chandler placed her hands gently upon the other woman’s bare shoulders, 

guiding Chelsea’s body down upon the comfortable lounge before placing her knees upon the fabric. The two rivals gave a sensual hiss as flesh found flesh at last. Chandler lined her skin up with Chelsea’s before bringing her body slowly down upon her sexual rival. 

For several minutes the two blondes simply lay together upon the chaise, breathing in one another’s sexual aromas. Each woman could feel the other’s perfect breasts compressed against her own, and just the feeling of bare skin pressing against bare skin was beginning to drive the two women crazy. 

Chelsea reached towards her rival, taking the other blonde lightly be the hair as she began to guide their faces close. Chandler took the other woman’s cheek in the palm of her hand, breathing a sensual sigh into Chelsea’s waiting mouth. The two women gazed deeply into one another’s eyes as their lips brushed together, finally sealing into the tender kiss each woman so desperately wanted. 

Their kiss was so sweet, so passionate, that it was almost impossible for the two women not to melt inside one another’s embrace. They gazed into one another’s beautiful eyes through half closed lids, neither woman wanting to admit to her desires. 

Chelsea and Chandler let their faces play against one another tenderly for almost half an hour. They waged a silent war with their gentle kisses, pulling on one another’s lips affectionately before letting go, then waiting for her rival to return the favor. Their tongues would occasionally snake from their gorgeous mouths, but even then they would meet only with a fondling caress. 

“You truly are a beautiful woman.” Chandler whispered, finally parting her lips from Chelsea’s equally tender pair. She shifted her body against her rival’s, placing the front of her cunt against the other blonde’s pussy. The sudden contact

caused the two women to squirt almost immediately, bringing them back to the reason they were together. “But I’m just a little bit better.” 

“I hate to break it to you honey” Chelsea breathed. “But I’m the better bitch here.” She moved her body slightly beneath the other woman’s embrace, bringing their cunts into more deliberate contact. 

The bitter sensation caused their pussies to leak just a little more, and the two blondes moaned quietly between them. Slowly the two women began to move against each other, letting their most intimate regions run along each other gently. 

Their battle gradually began to intensify as the minutes wore on, and soon the light pressure their current position allowed wasn’t enough to satisfy the two horny women. Their bodies squirmed against each other in sexual frustration; then Chelsea issued a challenge they each had silently been fantasizing about. 

“You really think you’re better, slut?” Chelsea growled, glaring into the other blonde’s face challengingly. “Then prove it! Sixty-nine, right now! Let me see you really work that tongue!” 

“Bring it on then, whore!” Chandler accepted immediately. The two girls glared into each other’s eyes ravenously, each barely able to contain her excitement. 

“I’ll make you come so hard, you’ll never be able to get the feeling of my tongue off of your skin!” 

“Delusional tramp!” Chelsea retorted. “We both know I can eat pussy better than you! I’m going to devour that little cunt of yours whole!” 

With Chelsea’s words their naked bodies twisted, positioning themselves for battle. Chandler placed her hands firmly upon her rival’s thighs, spreading the other blonde’s legs wide. She glared down at her rivals gorgeous cunt, and gave a raspy moan when she felt Chelsea’s hands constrict tightly around her ass. 

Chelsea stared up into her rival’s glistening pussy as it dangled tantalizingly above her. A small drop of arousal fell from Chandler’s sexhorn into Chelsea’s gaping mouth; and she uttered a quiet sigh as the liquid splashed across her tongue. She truly was locked up with the most sexual being she had ever known. 

Chandler lowered her body slowly upon her rival’s, her heart racing with anticipation as more and more of their skin came into contact. The two ravenous blondes were practically squirming inside with excitement; and as soon as their prize was in reach the two women cried out with lust, burying their faces between one another’s thighs. 

“Oh God!” Chandler moaned immediately. The other blonde had wasted no time in her assault, and she squirmed with painful delight as she felt Chelsea’s tongue work deep into her vagina. She heard an equally sexual moan escape her enemy’s mouth as she followed suit, letting her tongue explore this foreign wetness. 

Chelsea wrapped her entire mouth around the other woman’s sexhole, forcing her spit into every crevice she could find. She felt a wad of saliva splash against her own pussy, then squirmed as Chandler’s fingertips expertly spread the liquid into her flesh. 

“Fuck!” Chelsea moaned. “Oh yes…come on bitch, fuck yes. Fuck yes!” 

“Harder!” Chandler squealed. “More…More! Come on slut, I need more!” 

The two blondes writhed against each other’s merciless onslaught, each girl burying her face again between the other’s thighs to stifle their helpless cries. 

They could hardly believe they were locked together in such sexual combat; and yet neither wanted the night to end. 

Harder and deeper the two sexual precious women tongued, violating one another’s gorgeous bodies in the most delicious ways possible. Each girl could feel the other’s breath moaning loudly against her clit, and they began to focus their attack on one another’s center of pleasure. 

Faster and faster the rivals lapped, teasing and sucking at one another’s clitoris with a primal rage. The two girls squirmed against each other with absolute pleasure, each woman bringing the other closer and closer to the climax they both so desperately desired. 

Their bodies quaked violently as they gave a strangled cry, each woman burying their nails into the other’s flesh. Their cunts rocked against one another’s tongues as the final seconds elapsed, grinding their pussies into each other’s face with heated passion. They fought viciously to contain their orgasm, to outperform one another if only for a second, but their lustful howls could not hide their vicious excitement. 

With a strangled cry the two vixens threw their heads back, uttering a cry that would have shaken the heavens. The two women gave one final jerk as a ferocious orgasm came over their bodies, coating their legs with a vicious spray. 

Their combined orgasm seemed to last for hours, beautiful bodies violently quivering and squealing as unbelievable ecstasy washed over them. Their fervent cries lowered themselves into quiet moaning as the seconds passed, finally descending into a silent panting as their climax continued to wind down. 

Once their flesh had finally grown still, the two blondes uttered a contented sigh. 

They brought their lips down upon one another’s pussies gently, lapping the arousal from one another’s skin. Their bodies shifted again, until the two gorgeous girls lay again face to face. They gazed at one another through half closed lids, then let their cum-stained lips meet with tender kisses. 

“You really are good…” chandler whispered. “I can hardly believe that someone as adept as myself truly exists.” 

“There’s more where that came from.” Chelsea breathed. “This is the hottest any other woman has ever made me feel…I think I could do this forever.” 

“I could too…” Chandler replied, then glanced back towards the pool. “But first, I think our bodies could use a little rest.” 

“I think so too.” Chelsea agreed. She waited for Chandler to move before climbing from the lounge. The two blondes waded again into the pool, and as the cool water flowed over their tender skin they breathed a sigh of relief. 

They held one another closely, kissing with a tenderness they no longer had to fake. Neither were sure when the fires of combat would rekindle; after all, they

still had yet to decide a victor. But as plush girl lips slowly caressed plush girl lips, they let themselves melt into each other. At least for now, their conflict didn’t matter. 

The two blondes lost all track of time in their sensuous embrace, but as their eyes finally parted to glance at the sky above, they could see the faint glow of the morning sun beginning to make its way into the horizon. 

“Follow me.” Chelsea whispered, gazing back into the other blonde’s eyes. As Chandler gave a slow nod she stepped from the pool, then reached down to help her counterpart to her feet. They didn’t even bother to put their suits back on, sauntering down the empty hall together in their nude glory. 

Their tongues snaked into each other’s mouths as the elevator took them to the third floor, and then Chelsea led the other woman to her door. She stepped inside, then waited for her rival to follow her through. Chelsea took the other blonde’s face in her hand, guiding Chandler’s face slowly towards her own. 

“Kiss me, bitch…” she whispered; and the door shut lightly behind them. 
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