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Rosie checked the missile shield. The shape of the large antiballistic missile was so phallic, Rosie thought to himself. Rosie watched Ronnie who was working on the ground. Ronnie had her top off. Her breasts jutted out through the brassiere. There was sweat all over her shoulder and her half-exposed breasts. Watching Ronnie got Rosie’s nipples hard. It irritated her, how despite spending so many years together, she was still aroused by the mere sight of Ronnie.  

"Everything OK with the shield?", Ronnie called from the ground below.  

"Yes", Rosie shouted down to Ronnie.  

Ronnie looked up from the ground towards where Rosie sat beside the missile. The women eyed each other irritably. 

"Then why don't you move your ass off that damn missile so that we can lock up and go back to the quarters?" Ronnie shouted angrily. 

"Stop snapping at me you mean bitch", said Rosie as she got off the hull, snapped the hatch shut and climbed down the steel staircase to the ground.

Ronnie had put her uniform back on. She stood there with a ratty expression on her face, her jersey was drenched with sweat, and it clung to her boobs, despite her brassiere.  

"Who you calling a bitch, Rosie?", said Ronnie threateningly. 

"Hey, you wanna a bit of a tussle? Just wait till we reach the quarters", said Rosie leering at Ronnie. 

The women glared at each other. Rosie looked away. They shut down the hangar and walked towards their quarters. It was a hot day. Every day was a hot day out in the desert. 

As they walked towards their quarters, the red sun beat down on their short haired heads. The women cut each other’s hair, shaved each other’s armpits, and trimmed each other’s pubic hair. There was nobody else to do all this for them. They could not do without each other.

Despite their animosity, their fingers were tightly entwined, their nailed digging sharply into each other’s fingers as they walked. They held hands as if they wanted to break each other’s hands. 

The terrain they walked on was yellow and barren with Joshua trees scattered here and there. The sun was unassailable like a relentless stalker. 

The women were sweating. The heat was driving both of them up the wall. But it wasn't just the heat. 

Rosie and Ronnie had been stationed at this secret missile base in the Mojave Desert for three years now. Three years without leave. Three years without outside human contact. Three years without a man. 

Two women thrown together at this base in the middle of nowhere, in service of the motherland. They were both tasked with maintaining the missile base which hardly anyone knew existed. Their shared expertise was crucial. It was like they were tied together. 

Their quarters was a one bedroom fully air-conditioned affair with a little living room and a small kitchen. A couple of Joshua trees stood on either side of the quarters and there was a little lawn in the front yard. 

Once they were inside the air-conditioned quarters the women were more cordial to each other. The air-conditioner seemed to cool their tempers. 

"So, when you getting married, Ronnie? Any news from some of the men you write to?", asked Rosie as she returned from the kitchen with two cold beers. She gave one to Ronnie. 

"Who knows Rosie? It ain’t easy for a woman in her forties stuck in this dead-end job out in the middle of nowhere. No man wants to marry me", said Ronnie with a sigh, taking the beer from Rosie.  

An air of desperate comradeship filled the air between the two women. Both of them were failures in the sexual realm. Both women unmarried and in their mid-forties. When they had first met each other, they were both fleshy and full-bodied women. Now they were both lean and muscular. Years in the army had made both women look a bit manly with wiry and muscular bodies and short cropped hair.  

Rosie took off her jersey and threw it on the floor. Ronnie eyed her colleague’s body as she opened her beer. Rosies taut boobs and slim torso were still attractive even though she was in her forties. They were so similar physically. Almost like twins. Rosie took off her brassiere and threw it onto the carpet. 

Ronnie also took off her jersey and her brasserie. The two women sipped their beers, bare chested on comfy chairs facing each other. It was an ordinary room. A couple of chairs, a large sofa, a teapoy and a TV placed on a cupboard filled with mechanical books.

"Any luck with the marriage thing Rosie?", asked Ronnie taking a long sip of her beer. 

"Naaa! Looks like I'm stuck here with you Ronnie. No man in Texas wants to marry me. They never write back when they see my photograph. Guess they don’t dig women who look muscular", said Rosie, trying hard to hide the sadness in her voice.  

The women smirked. They were united by sexual failure. 

"Maybe we are not too bad off Rosie. We got each other. Sure, we’re at each other's throats all the time. But we ain't got nobody else", said Ronnie. 

"Yeah, would have been ok if you looked like fucking Jane Russell or something. But you're now built like a lightweight body builder", said Rosie, rather mean spiritedly. 

"Now there's no need for that kind of talk, Rosie. Just look at yourself in the mirror once in a while. You're just as slim and muscular and manly looking as me and you seem to have a genetic inferiority complex", said Ronnie matching Rosies meanness. 

Ronnie was right. They had once been fleshy full-bodied women when they shared a husband. Now years as spinsters had made them look more dykie. They even wore their hair short. They had both heard stories about army women who were straight when they joined the army but had turned into lesbians after years in service. 

"Don't you go bad mouthing me now, Ronnie", said Rosie angrily.

It was normal for the two women to bark at each other using their bodies as bait.  

"I fucked your husband, and he liked it," said Ronnie. 

Rosie stood up angrily. 

"Well, you couldn’t give him a kid, and neither could I and that is why he fucked off", said Rosie in a desperate voice. 

Ronnie also stood up and faced Rosie. 

Both women tore off their panties and stood naked, facing each other. This was a daily evening ritual for both women. There was nothing else to do. Their pussies were wet already with all the dirty talk. Talking about the husband they had once shared made both women angry and horny. 

They charged at each other and embraced in a bear hug. Their dirty sweaty wiry white bodies came together. Taut breasts crashed into one another. 

While they tried to crush each other even as they blew hot beer breaths into each other's mouths, the real action was taking place with their groins.

Wet pussies humped against each other. The women cried out lustily as their pussies met. A moment later they transferred their hands onto each other's buttocks. 

They looked down at their jostling pussies. Both were hairy and wet in the amber light of the living room. The lengths of their bushes were eerily similar. 

"That's one ugly pussy you got there Rosie. I need to give you a shave more often", said Ronnie as she thrusted her pussy against Rosies. 

"Look who's talking. Your cunt is drier than the Mojave", said Rosie thrusting her pussy with equal vigour. 

The jostling of pussies wasn't enough to satisfy the sexual hunger of both women. Ronnie grabbed Rosies pussy hair. Rosie grabbed Ronnies pussy hair.

"Take this to the bedroom, Rosie?", asked Ronnie eagerly. 

"Yes Ronnie", said Rosie, barely able to talk amid their desperate sexual frenzy. 

The women led each other, firm grips over each other’s pussy hair, to the bedroom. A plain room with a large bed and a cupboard.

Ronnie pushed Rosie onto the bed and jumped in on top of her.

The women began a mutual finger fuck even as their mouths locked in a furious and competitive kiss.  

"Hey Rosie, if you ever find a man, which is unlikely, would you hand him over to me for one night?", asked Ronnie playfully as she rubbed Rosies pussy vigorously. Ronnie still took a sadistic pleasure about the fact that she has slept with Rosie’s husband. 

"I'll storm your bedroom on your first night and mount our husband’s cock you sneaky cunt", said Rosie as she pleasured Ronnies pussy.

The women got really close together, blowing hot breaths into each other’s faces, breasts jousting as they rubbed at each other's pussies in a mutual competitive finger fuck. 

"Let's see how long you can hold on, you bitch", said Ronnie. 

The women moaned lustily as they really got it on. Rosie placed her legs over Ronnies, and they interlocked legs. 

Ronnie kept playing at the tip of Rosies pussy. She knew that really got Rosie off. 

Rosie kept stroking the innards of Ronnies pussy which she knew was what drove Ronnie nuts. 

They had been together for so long. They knew everything about each other. Especially each other’s pussies. 

The women moaned and trash talked as they continued the mutual finger-fuck. 

"Break!", Rosie cried out. 

They let go of each other’s pussies and interlocked fingers. They did this routinely. Escalate the sexual frenzy to a certain level and then give each other a break. That way, they could fuck each other all night. 

"When I mounted our husband’s penis, he would moan out like no other woman had ever mounted him", said Ronnie challengingly. 

They lay side by side with their fingers interlocked. 

"I took him back. I had my way with my husband. Between the two of us, I was the last one to mount our husband", countered Rosie. 

Ronnie grabbed Rosies pussy and began to pleasure it. Rosie matched the move. They were at it again. Their mouths locked together once again in an intense kiss. 

They moaned and drove each other to a frenzy with their fingers working on each other’s pussies. Ronnie kept working at the tip of Rosie’s pussy and just when she thought she would make Rosie come, she felt Rosie stroking at her innards which made her ejaculate at the same time as Rosie.

When their pussies began to fire cum, the women directed the firing onto each other's pussies and groins, covering the other woman's groin with her own cum. 

When it was all done, the women held each other’s naked sweaty bodies, in a temporary declaration of peace. But Rosie wondered how she could have let Ronnie sleep with her husband. Ronnie wondered how she could have let Rosie mount their husband after she was done with him. The women went to sleep thinking these combative thoughts as they held each other. 

In the morning, Ronnie woke up first and pushed Rosie off her. Her pubic hair was matted with Rosies cum. She took a sniff of Rosie’s armpit. She liked to do that every morning. She went into the shower and had turned on the shower when Rosie grabbed her from behind. She had crept up on her. 

The women grappled in the small space of the shower with Rosie refusing to let go of the iron grip on Ronnie. Rosies pussy jostled against Ronnies buttocks and began to get wet. Ronnie slammed her butt against Rosies pussy. Rosie let out a cry and the pause gave Ronnie the opportunity to turn around. 

The women quickly grabbed each other in a full mutual embrace. They stood stomach to stomach, taut breasts rubbing, wet pussies jostling and toes touching. 

They enjoyed the touch of skin against skin, with the water from the shower pouring down on their united mass of flesh. Naked flesh to naked flesh. 

"We are so well-matched Ronnie", said Rosie rather sedately. 

"Yeah. I have always wondered about it. How can we be so evenly matched?", asked Ronnie aggressively.  

The women looked into each other eyes. It was as if they could look into each other's souls. They knew they were knotted together. Probably stuck here for life with only each other for company. 

The realization made them both angry, and they thrust their pussies against each other. 
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