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		Prologue

		

	
		

		Jessy breathed deeply, struggling to slow her racing heart. The day was finally here; the orgasmic fuckwar between the six finalists of her competition was about to begin. She had been a bit nervous about joining her own competition after being away from the cameras for so long, but had finished in the top with ease. Just as she predicted the other finalists were Chelsea, Elaine, Aurelia, Mia, and Natalie. She had felt their naked flesh, had pulled their hair and viciously fought and clawed and fucked every one of them at least once, but despite her countless experience she could feel her body trembling.

		

		This would be the first time all six of them locked together in the same fuckwar, vying desperately for control. She knew the stamina of the other whores that would be around her, knew this would be the longest, most climactic fuckwar any of them had ever been in. This would be the first time she’d ever fought this many women at once, knew this would be the first time any of them had been in an orgasmic war with so many competitors. Through all of their trials, all of their bitter fuckfights, none of them had engaged in something like this before…this would be the largest fuckfest of their lives.

		

		She could still hardly believe what she had done, what was truly on the line. As a final incentive, one last play to rule the organization with an iron fist, she had wagered her position of power against her competitors. If one of her filthy, gorgeous rivals managed to usurp her, they would take her place as the secretary of the organization. If she managed to draw them all to orgasmic surrender however, if she were to fuck them all into screaming for mercy, she would reset every contract; and would force them all to fight and claw their way back to the top once more.

		

		Jessy glared into her own eyes in the mirror, eyes that were shadowed with a wild desperation she was so unaccustomed to seeing. She could feel herself slipping, knew such a wager edged on insanity, but with every orgasmic fight against these models the threat of her losing her power loomed ever closer. She felt so confident in her abilities, but the shadows of the defeats she had suffered at the hands and pussies of the rival models had forced her to realize she wasn’t infallible. There was only one way to maintain control; and that was to turn them against each other once more. She had to defeat them here so the temporary alliances they had formed to overthrow her rule were shattered; and then send them all back to square one and force them to fuck their way back to her once more. Only then did she feel she could embed their hatred for each other deep enough that even when they had all fucked themselves back to power they would never again want to join forces.

		

		She knew forcing her eternal rivals to the bottom of the organization could be devastating. She knew despite how much she hated them, how big a threat they were to her rule, that the Organization’s success had come from theirs. With the reduction of their fame she would need a new outlet to attract attention; and she nearly uttered a moan of pleasure as she fully allowed what was to come wash over her. This would be the first time since their fuckwar that she and Annalise would be close enough to each other that they would have to fight the urge to latch on. She could hardly believe what she was doing, but after the blonde bitch had torn apart the façade of her Organization, she knew there was no point hiding any longer.

		

		She knew the threat of losing her reign was real, and so she made one final move to ensure the company’s success if the unspeakable happened. She had signed one final contract…Annalise. She had found the bitch’s number, had called her up; and as soon as each woman heard the other’s voice they had set into each other immediately. Their words had clashed with violent hate, insulting each other’s body, belittling each other’s beauty, their words cutting deep even when each slut knew her own sexual prowess was incredible. They had screamed at each other for nearly half an hour, engaging in their filthy verbal catfight until their chests were heaving in exhaustion and their voices were hoarse; and then Jessy offered her proposal.

		

		Annalise would come and film the desperate fuckfest that would become the final leg of the competition. She would televise the sexual devastation to all adult channels, would use her influence to skyrocket the attention of what would become the new attraction of the Organization; orgasmic warfare. In return Jessy would reinstate Annalise as a top-tier model; and when the time was right the two of them would finally have the frantic rematch they had both wanted since their first clash. Annalise had paused, as if pondering the idea, but the brunette knew the blonde had been chasing the spotlight since she had been fucked from the Organization. Jessy had set the contract in motion before any potential usurpers had the chance to deny it; and at the close of the filthy 6-way fuckfight Annalise would be a model once more.

		

		The clock struck its hour, sounding through her hotel bedroom; there was no time left to brood. Jessy’s naked form strode towards the closet, donning a transparent, thin lace bra and matching panties the color of emerald. As the lingerie she had worn for her most successful shoot caressed her form she took another deep breath, steeling her nerves. She could feel her pussy throbbing, her nipples hardening; despite what was at stake she had never felt as excited for sexual competition. She’d been so horny on the final days leading up to this moment, had stayed her hand so she would be at the height of her powers when the day finally came; it was time to release the sexual goddess who begged to feel the orgasmic pleasure of fuckfight ferocity.

		

		Chelsea could feel her heart racing, her gorgeous form trembling under the weight of what was going to happen in less than an hour’s time. She tried to use the memories of her orgasmic victories to comfort her, struggling to remember all the times she had a beautiful bitch howling her surrender to steel her nerves, but she could feel anxiety creeping in. She’d fought countless women on her climb to get here, but every single battle paled in comparison to the six-way fuckfest she was about to be locked into.

		

		Even through her nervousness she could feel her body nearly pleading to let loose, horny excitement coursing like wildfire through her veins. She knew every bitch that would meet her tonight was a veritable goddess, and that this would be the wildest, most devastating fuckwar of her life…but two women in particular continued to flash through her mind again and again. Jessy, the filthy secretary whore who had destroyed her family, who had ripped apart everything she loved in a flurry of claws and orgasmic pain; and Mia, the beautiful bitch who had begun their rivalry years ago in a forgotten past.

		

		Again her body begged for release as she thought of the two bitches who constantly haunted her most frantic fantasies, and she had to force herself not to masturbate; she needed all her orgasmic strength for the battle that loomed ahead. She knew if she won here, it would be the realization of everything she had ever wanted. If she lost…her conquest for revenge could be stripped away forever.

		

		When she had been notified the event would be televised, she had almost ducked out of the competition entirely. Being a model was one thing, and her spat with Mia proved she didn’t mind fighting in public, but to have every single detail of the orgasmic struggle broadcast to everyone nearly made her refuse to finish. It was only the thought of her mother that kept her from withdrawing. She realized there was no way her father could avoid knowing what was going on any longer; if he still hadn’t stepped in by now then he truly no longer cared what happened to the Organization, or to her. However…she knew her mother deserved to see the woman who had torn everything away punished.

		

		Chelsea closed her eyes, taking a deep breath in order to slow her racing heart. She allowed her thoughts to drive back to the sight of her mother obediently licking Jessy to orgasm, allowed the hateful memories of how the secretary had taken control to fill her mind. She boiled with rage as she forced herself to relive the hellish memories, but the anger helped her to steel her nerve. She had tears in her eyes as she opened them once more, but there was a fire burning behind the glistening veil. No matter what else happened she had to destroy the secretary once and for all; and if anyone got in the way of her conquest she would destroy them as well.

		

		She glanced quickly at her phone, moving to her messages and tapping her mother’s picture. She and her mother talked regularly, but Chelsea never mentioned anything about her career. She had never even mentioned to her mother that she had become a model, for fear her mother would try to change her mind. Chelsea had joined the Organization for one reason only; vengeance. She paused for just a second, pondering if she truly wanted to reveal her secrets; then her fingers flew across the letters and she hit send before another bout of indecision stopped herself.

		

		“Turn the TV to channel 69 and wait for the premiere. I’m sorry I never told you about me joining the Organization. I know this might be one of the hardest things for you to watch, but I need you to watch it until the end…you need to see it for yourself. I promise I’ll destroy her for you, mother, no matter what. I love you.”

		

		She saw her mother’s text bubble popping up across her screen immediately after she sent her message, and in a panic Chelsea turned off her phone. She knew her mother would only try to stop her. “I’m sorry…” Chelsea muttered; she had never ignored her mother’s messages before, but tonight she knew she had to. Her mother would only try to protect her, would try to get her to change her mind, and she knew if she read her mother’s pleading messages she might not be able to go against her mother’s wishes for her protection. “This is something I have to do…” Chelsea muttered. “And this is something you need me to do as well…”

		

		She stood from the bed on shaky legs, but she forced herself to move forward towards her dresser. Laid out atop the wood was a thin, lace bra and complimenting panties, both the color of deep sunflowers. As she adorned her body with the lace she glanced towards herself in the mirror; and as she stood tall and proud she could feel the confidence of her mother shining through. “I promise I’ll avenge you…” Chelsea swore again, the thought of her mother’s joyful pride when Jessy finally lay broken causing warm confidence to course through her veins. She ran her middle fingers across her pussy through the lace; and even just the single pass caused her to tremble. She was so horny, so violently ready for the most devastating fuckwar of her life; nothing could stop her now.

		

		Aurelia lay upon the warm stone, her eyes closed as she allowed the mist of the sauna to surround her gorgeous, naked form. She urged the steam to cleanse her body, to soothe her spirit, to drive away any speck of pain and discomfort from her form; she knew that in less than an hour she would be locked up in the most incredible event of her life. She’s engaged in sexual struggles more times than she could count, but nothing she’d ever done could prepare her for what was coming. She knew her body would experience more pain, more pleasure, than she could ever imagine by the end of this brutal fuckwar; and despite her outward bravado she felt more nervous than she had ever been before a fight.

		

		Even the mists surrounding her couldn’t calm her turbulent thoughts, and as her mind raced she was thankful for the unusual quiet that surrounded her; she knew it would be the last moment of silence before all hell broke loose. Even in the days leading up to the most incredible event of their lives Aurelia and Elaine hadn’t let each other go. Their bitter rivalry was too powerful, filled with too much jealous rage, that even when they knew the most frantic duel of their lives was coming up they didn’t let each other rest. They didn’t fight physically, didn’t touch each other since the details of the final sexwar were made public, but their traded texts, sexual pictures, orgasmic videos never ceased. In fact, most waking moments were spent with each of them in their separate beds, fighting each other through their phones. Even when masturbation gave them release they wanted more; each slut was determined to make the other hate her more than she’d ever hated her before.

		

		On the final night before they had remained silent, allowing each other to rest. It wasn’t that they were relinquishing their furious rivalry, far from it; each slut wanted to make sure the other was at the height of her power, so that when their bodies finally clashed it would be the most harrowing fuckwar they’d ever known. Aurelia wanted to tear Elaine apart, wanted to leave her eternal rival broken and sobbing in front of the camera; and she knew Elaine wanted exactly the same.

		

		Aurelia muttered the other woman’s name beneath her breath as she allowed her enemy’s form to fill her vision. The name tasted like sweet poison in her mouth; disgusting, and yet at the same time a taste she wanted again and again. She hated Elaine so much, hated her more than she ever thought one woman could hate another. Every instance she saw her she wanted to fight her, every moment she heard her voice was a moment she wanted to stifle the sound with crushing lips and writhing tongues. Every time they got close to each other and their perfumes mixed was a time she wanted to replace those scents with the aromas of violent sex. Even on the days they never came into contact Aurelia dreamed about her; and in her violent fantasies they were always locked together like filthy little whores, neither bitch willing to surrender to the other’s gorgeous form.

		

		She hated Elaine more than she hated anyone, but even through her wild emotions she’d never met another woman like her. Even through the countless other women she’d fucked during her time here, even through the countless bitches she’d fought against, none of them could make her feel the way Elaine did. No one’s naked body felt as good against her own, no one’s sobs sounded more like music to her ears. No one’s hair felt as good to pull, no one’s face felt as good to slap, no one’s breasts felt as good to claw or grind against her own. She loved violent tribbing, adored frantic pussy against pussy warfare, but no other cunt could make her feel as urgently horny, as furiously determined as Elaine’s. When she was desperate to clench sex lips with another bitch, when she begged to fuck clit to clit and relieve her violent passions it was always Elaine she sought out; and Elaine sought her out just as much.

		

		Aurelia teased her clit slowly with her middle finger, moaning as she remembered again the first time she and Elaine had clashed. Even now with as many times as they’d fought, with as many other women she’d fucked like a whore, no other battle could match that fateful night. It had been the longest, most precise fuckfight she’d ever engaged in; from before the rising of the moon to well after the rising of the sun she and Elaine had tested each other’s body while Jessy watched. No aspect of their bodies had remained unchallenged, no area of one another’s gorgeous form had left unscathed. Every single inch of one woman’s body learned to hate every single inch of the other’s that night; and Jessy had fingered herself to countless orgasms watching Aurelia and Elaine tear each other apart.

		

		Aurelia’s eyes flashed open as Jessy’s form entered her mind, temporarily replacing Elaine at the forefront of her thoughts. This battle would finally give her the chance to tear Jessy down from her throne, to finally make that little conniving slut pay for all the pain and frustration she’d put her through. Something about Jessy’s declaration didn’t seem right though; for the secretary to put her own title on the line, for Jessy to risk losing everything…it felt desperate. She knew Jessy was slipping, that the constant back and forth struggles were driving her wild, but she never knew it had gotten this bad. She wracked her brain, trying desperately to think of any reason why Jessy would be this frantic to solidify her grip; and then Chelsea’s form entered her mind.

		

		Ever since Chelsea’s arrival Jessy had been violently distracted. She didn’t know the history between them, but on multiple occasions when Aurelia had been frantic to tear Jessy apart she’d been unable to reach the secretary bitch, finding out later that Jessy’s absence had been due to Chelsea. Whatever hatred burned between them must be devastating; sometimes Jessy’s absence would last days at a time in order to rest from the hellacious fuckwars, adding even more promise to Chelsea’s incredible stamina. “Jessy’s mine Chelsea…” Aurelia hissed, swearing she would make Jessy pay for the constant interruptions to the rule she so desperately believed belonged to her. “I don’t care what happened between you two…get in the way of my conquest, and I’ll destroy you.”

		

		The alarm on her phone signaled Aurelia’s time in the sauna was up, and as she glanced at her reflection in the dimly lit screen she felt confidence filling her breast. This would be the most intense fuckwar of her career, but not a single woman she’d be meeting tonight had ever engaged in such a desperate battle. She was a sexual goddess, the most prominent model of the Organization even with the interference of the other whores she would be fucking tonight. Her beauty was immaculate, her sexual prowess so incredible that anyone she’d ever fucked admired her stamina; the power she’d always dreamed of was almost in her grasp.

		

		Aurelia glanced towards the lingerie she had set aside from the frantic fuckwar, jet black and almost transparent, like a sexual shadow. She moaned as she slid the thin fabric of the panties up her powerful legs, her body trembling at what was to come. The lace was slightly damp from the steam around her, but as her pussy throbbed with anticipation she knew it wouldn’t be long until her own arousal had soaked in far greater than any steam ever could. She knew she wouldn’t be wearing it for long anyways; the whores she was about to meet wouldn’t be able to resist her naked beauty…

		

		Elaine floated lazily at the edge of the pool, the fading sunlight filtering through the fake palm-trees surrounding her. Her eyes were closed behind a pair of dark-tinted sunglasses, using the final moments of the day to relax before the wild, hellish fuckfight that would ensue once the sun dipped below the horizon. This was the same area she and Natalie had fucked each other to orgasmic tears in…the same area she had regained her former sexual glory.

		

		If she breathed deeply she could still almost smell the phantom scents of the redheaded bitch that had intruded on her peace. If she listened closely she could almost hear the phantom cries of the model whore who had dared defy her. The battle had been so desperately close, but in the end Elaine had come out on top; and she used the memories of her triumph as a backdrop to the victory speech she’d already planned in her mind.

		

		Despite the confidence she forced into her imagination, she was more nervous than she’d ever been. She loved violent sexual warfare, absolutely fucking loved it. The more she got to fuck another filthy whore, the more she was able to make the bitch scream while her own cries clashed with her rival’s, the happier she was. Her frantic, multiple losses had caused her to lose faith in her own abilities, to forget the thrill of sexual rivalry…but her victory over Natalie had reinvigorated her to the point that climactic sexwars were all she could think about now.

		

		She was nervous, but not because she doubted her own abilities. Every woman she was meeting tonight was a sexual goddess, but she knew she deserved the throne as much as any of them. Her tantalizing tongue, her voluptuous breasts, her succulent ass, her powerful pussy; she was perfection and she knew it. She knew every aspect of her body could stand up to every aspect of theirs one on one…but in a six-bitch free-for-all she knew there was so much more at stake.

		

		She knew she would have to keep her guard up. There was a possibility the other five bitches could turn on her, and if they all attacked her at once when she was unprepared she would be driven to hateful surrender. She knew such a victory would feel hollow, believed that even through their frantic sexual hate their prides would keep these bitches from forming any alliance, but with what was at stake the chances of treachery were high. Even if the battles raged evenly though, she knew she would have to endure more than she ever had before.

		

		“You sluts better not let me down…” she whispered quietly, the faint breeze teasing through her auburn tresses. She knew when it came to the last two standing they would be more sore, more exhausted, than they’d ever been in a fuckfight, but fuck they must. She hated to admit it, but every single bitch she was about to face was her orgasmic equal. If she and the final bitch locked up, and the sluts her final enemy had been fighting couldn’t keep their stamina up to tire her out, the power difference could decide their fate. She swore that no matter how exhausted she got, how sore her body would become, she would force herself to keep fighting.

		

		“I’ve stood in your shadow for far too long Aurelia…” Elaine whispered to the wind, and as the breeze grew slightly stronger it was as if her eternal rival could hear her challenge. “The last two sluts better be you and me, fucking it out pussy to pussy and clit to clit like we were always meant to. The world deserves to see us settle this once and for all…and when I’ve finally claimed Jessy’s power I’m gonna make every moment hell for you. Your body better be ready, whore…because my pussy won’t stop until yours is begging for mercy!”

		

		As the sun finally dipped below the horizon, casting the day into dusk, Elaine stepped from the pool. Its area was secluded, with no way for anyone to see her without walking through the gate she had purposefully locked herself. The water dripped from her taut, powerful breasts, droplets hanging tight on her hard, erect nipples for brief moments before following the rest of her gorgeous body down. Her fingertips traced through her soaking tresses lightly, stooping low to grab the towel she had left for herself.

		

		As Elaine began to dry her body she realized how desperately horny she truly was. This day of rest had felt so odd after constantly warring with Aurelia with words and pictures. This was the first day in what felt like years she hadn’t already come multiple times, either from violent sexual combat or from the ferocity of her own fingers. She had needed the day to recover, to prepare for the orgasmic conquest that was about to ensue, but her body had become so used to nearly constant stimulation that it was almost angry going so long without it. She knew once she felt the touch of a rival she would be coming almost immediately, but the orgasmic edge and horny urgency would cause her to fight longer and harder than she ever had before.

		

		When she finished drying her body Elaine looked to her right, towards the stark-white lingerie she had set aside for this climactic battle. It had been the same lingerie she had worn for the shoot that had put her in the final six; what better way to show those bitches who the alpha was than to come in looking her best? She knew the lingerie wouldn’t stay on for long, knew the others would be wearing the lingerie that had won them their spot as well; destroying the prized possessions of her rival whores would ensure this fuckfight would be merciless.

		

		She wrapped her lingerie-clad body in a long raincoat and began walking back towards the gate. Her heart fluttered as she heard the echo of the clock tower sounding through evening; war was almost at hand. Beneath the hem of her raincoat she felt her pussy throbbing; despite what was at stake she was violently excited. “I’ll show the world I’m the alpha bitch here…” Elaine whispered to the wind. “And when I’ve taken what is rightfully mine I’ll have them all beg at my feet to stay…”

		

		Natalie slowly opened her eyes, the final trickle of sunlight filtering through her hotel room window onto her gorgeous, naked form. The glow through the blinds caressed her pretty pussy, traced across her voluptuous breasts, as if giving her most intimate areas one final loving stroke before orgasmic pain became the only thing to make contact with them. Natalie’s sex pulsed gently as she stirred awake, the final remnants of her dreams fading back into the real world; and she swore to herself she would make those dreams a reality.

		

		The conquest in her dreams had been glorious. She had sat upon her throne with Aurelia, Elaine, Jessy and Chelsea before her. She conducted them like an orchestra, commanding them to do anything and everything to each other while they obeyed her every whim. She had Chelsea and Jessy bury their fingers in each other’s hair, pulling back with both hands so their faces arched to the ceiling in cries of pain. Aurelia and Elaine both stood over them, spitting in their faces, belittling them for being such filthy sluts, but their insults were tinged with cries of pain as their hands clawed at one another’s tender breasts.

		

		She had loved the filthy tears in the eyes of the four women, but wanted so much more. She had demanded Chelsea and Jessy release each other’s hair with one hand, ordered them to reach between the thighs of Aurelia and Elaine and finger them with reckless abandon. She commanded Elaine and Aurelia not to fight back, not to defend against the fingering of Jessy and Chelsea; and as all four women glared into each other’s eyes in hate it had been the most amazing sight she had ever seen.

		

		Mia’s punishment however…Mia’s punishment was special. In Natalie’s dreams she gripped the brunette bitch’s hair tightly in both hands, forcing her eternal enemy to her knees before the throne. She had listened to Mia plead to be released, but after everything the bitch model had put her through there was no way she was letting Mia go. With the brunette’s sobbing cries in her ears Natalie had forced Mia’s face between her legs, watching her servant whores fight while her true enemy ate her out like an obedient slut. Many times she had come in Mia’s mouth, spraying her orgasmic juices across the brunette’s plush lips, punishing her for standing in her way. It had been such an incredible dream, felt so real that she felt there was no way she could possibly lose tonight. It was time the Organization was run by a bitch who truly knew the beauty of modelling; only one final war stood in her way.

		

		Natalie stood from the bed as the clock struck its hour, the final battle so close at hand she could practically feel the phantom fingers of her rival bitches lacing through her tresses. Her pussy throbbed harder, practically begging Natalie for release, and the redhead’s hand practically trembled as she refused herself masturbatory pleasure. “Soon…” Natalie promised. “Soon you’ll have more pleasure, more pain, than you’ve ever known…” She stepped in front of the mirror, glaring into her own eyes, pretending they were Mia’s as again she imagined the whore eating her out in obedient lust. “Soon you and that whore will settle this, cunt to cunt…like she and I have always wanted to.” She nearly quivered with excitement, knowing the brunette was alone promising the exact same thing. “This time there won’t be any room for you to escape…”

		

		In the reflection she could see the lingerie she had hanged up almost shining in the fading light, a bright sky-blue that signified her freedom. She knew the only way she could allow the color’s true meaning to shine through would be to win this violent battle…would be to fuck Mia so desperately that she would leave the company in tears and never want to return. The rest of the bitches were annoyances, nothing more, but Mia…Mia was the only one who truly stood in her way. She played havoc on the redhead’s mind, invading her dreams, destroying her fantasies. Only Mia truly stood in her way; and as her pussy pulsed again she swore she wouldn’t rest until she and Mia had settled their violent differences once and for all.

		

		“My dream has to signify what’s to come…” Natalie whispered to herself, turning away from the mirror. “It has to…” She began to don the lingerie, struggling to remove the doubt from her mind, but as the visions of her dreams faded she wasn’t so sure. She hated it with every fiber of her being, but Mia was such an incredible rival that even during their fights where one of them truly did come out on top, the winner always seemed to be driven to the edge of collapse as well. They wanted so violently to punish each other whenever one or the other came out on top, but the exhaustion that plagued them both usually only offered an orgasm or two more of servitude before the soreness became too much to bear.

		

		“I don’t care how much it hurts this time, bitch…” she whispered. “When you and I are the last two standing, when we settle this once and for all, when I have you begging me for mercy in front of the cameras, I’m gonna take my victory fuck. I’m gonna come all over you again and again, gonna make you lick my pussy and suck on my clit until you’ll never be able to taste anything besides my sex! I’m gonna humiliate you in front of the viewers…so no matter what happens after the world will know I’m the better whore!”

		

		She looked back into the mirror one last time, eyeing her gorgeous body, her own form turning her on as she eyed her assets; she was a goddess, and she knew it. She ran her fingers through her hair, straightening it out from her sleep…but she knew it wouldn’t be long until frantic hands pulled it messier than it had ever been. She knew the cameras would see six of the most gorgeous women locked up in the most violent sexual combat possible; and she was determined to come out on top, showing the world that no other woman would be able to stand up to her. She covered her body with a long jacket and sauntered out the door; time to show these bitches who the true queen was.

		

		Mia closed her eyes upon the abandoned runway, taking slow, deep breaths to calm her racing heart. She had spent the past hour here in this building, the same place she and Natalie first fought…the same place her career had been stripped away. If she concentrated hard enough she could almost hear the phantom screams of she and Natalie pulling each other’s hair, fighting to make each other surrender so only one of them could remain. If she breathed deep enough she could almost smell the violent scents of sexual war where she and Natalie had waged their first true orgasmic rematch. This was the place it had all started and ended in a frenzy of claws, and she swore she would never let anyone have the power to take away her dreams again.

		

		She let every single memory, every emotion, wash over her unhindered. She didn’t stifle a single thought, no matter how devastating, no matter how infuriating. She had to let it all flow out, had to let herself feel the hate and pain, the sensations of betrayal and the desperate scrambling after to keep any semblance of her dream alive. She held onto the pride of when she finally became a model again, the victory when she had forced Natalie’s hateful pussy to climax and the despair when the redhead’s cunt was able to force hers to the same unbridled ecstasy.

		

		She remembered every struggle, every competition, every fight and fuck she’d ever been in that lead to this moment. She allowed the memories of her very first catfight with Natalie to wash over her, containing the jealous rage she’d felt when they slapped each other’s face and the crushing betrayal when she had been cast from the modeling world and Natalie had been allowed to stay. She took in another deep breath, containing the memories and uncertainty in her breast; then released them all with her exhale, scattering her doubt to the failing sunlight.

		

		She took another deep breath, holding in the image of Elaine. Her body flowed with the anger she’d felt from the other bitch’s arrogance, the exhilaration and frantic desire connected with the woman who had first shown her the orgasmic perfection of sexual war. She thought of Aurelia, of the joy she had felt at becoming a model again, of the fury when she had realized her chance was only so she and Aurelia could fight each other as equals. She remembered the bitter excitement of seeing Natalie once more, the brief sexfight that had rekindled their burning rivalry. Again she sensed the phantom aromas as incredible images of the all-night sexwar they had waged in this building burned inside of her. She remembered how Jessy had tried to control her in the theater, how the two of them had fucked through the crescendos of the performance, how she proved she would not allow herself to be controlled. She held them all in, letting her emotions cascade over her, and then released them all to the world, never to bother her again.

		

		She did this for every struggle, every victory and loss, every emotion and woman and fuckwar she’d ever felt and met and encountered; and then let them go in order to clear her head. Not a single emotion was fought against; if she were to truly survive this night she would have to fight with a clear mind, a clear conviction. The past and dreams and hopes and fears all had to be released in this very moment; nothing could cloud her judgement. Countless fights, countless fucks, countless emotions were held, experienced, and released; and when her mind collected her wild schoolgirl fuckfight in the bathroom stall against Chelsea her eyes opened once more.

		

		She took another deep breath and held it, every wild detail scorching through her mind. With a start she realized this would be the first time they’d seen each other since that fateful hatefuck, since the alcohol and their clashing prides had gotten the better of them. She had violent sexual history with every single bitch she was going to meet here, and every single slut was such an incredible sexual goddess she knew this would be filthier and more ravenous than any fuckwar she’d ever been in. She despised every single one of them, was so horny and desperate for them all; and she knew they all hated and desired her in the exact same ways.

		

		She released her breath again, and for the first time in what felt like years she felt her mind clear. Everything she’d fought for, everything she’d worked so hard to keep, had led up to this very moment. If she won here, if she was able to fuck her way to victory and earn this promotion she would finally be able to fully realize her wildest dreams. She would finally gain the fame, the freedom, that she had dreamed of since she and Natalie first clawed at each other like filthy whores. If she lost here, if the cameras saw her fall, it could mean the end; and she knew her rivals would never let her rest again.

		

		She took one final deep breath, holding onto the fear of what could happen if she lost, allowing it to fill her mind; and then she released her anxiety to the wind one last time. She glanced around her at the abandoned studio again, a small smile beginning to play about her lips as dirty thoughts of how she could make modeling hell for Natalie flashed through her mind. “When I’m in power I think I’ll restore this old studio…” she muttered to herself, already imagining the fury in the redhead’s eyes when Mia would force her to perform shoots here. “I think Natalie deserves to work in the place she failed to destroy me in…”

		

		With a confidence Mia had never known before she strode towards the door, her powerful breasts bouncing in time with her step. Her gorgeous form was clad only in the lingerie she had worn during her most prominent photoshoot, lace the color of pink roses. It clung to her form perfectly, hugging every curve with immaculate precision. She stepped to her car in the parking lot, the only vehicle to be seen for miles, and as she revved the engine she could feel a power surging through her. She wasn’t only ready for this violent fuckfight orgy, she wanted it. After reliving every single battle since she began this journey she was so horny for the throes of violent sex.

		

		Even through the painful pleasure, even through the furious hatred she had for the other five women she would be meeting, she absolutely adored the brutal art of sexfighting. There was something so primal about it, so ravenous, that she couldn’t get enough. In the modeling business, where beauty is paramount to success, to settle disputes by way of sexual combat felt so right. At first she had felt so dirty, so filthy for enjoying the mutual orgasmic warfare…but when she learned this was how the bitches here settled their differences she fully allowed the sexual art to overtake her. She loved the vicious acts, couldn’t get enough of the emotions surrounding it; and as she drove towards her final destination she knew this would be the biggest fuck of her entire career.

		

		

		

		All In

		

	
		

		Annalise could feel her heart racing as she focused the cameras, ensuring everything was absolutely perfect to survey the room that would soon become a sexual battleground. She had multiple lenses, multiple angles, almost desperate to make sure that every single inch of the room could be brought to focus at a moment’s notice. So much was at stake tonight, so much lay on the line; not only for the six models fading into the frame, but for her as well. She’d been a reporter for what felt like forever; circling the modeling world, hovering around the spotlight she had always dreamed of. She’d wanted to remain close to the action even after Jessy fucked her from the organization, her determination practically begging for a chance to reclaim the limelight. After all this time…she was about to get her chance.

		

		She could practically smell the sexual tension in the air as the six gorgeous bitches filed in line. Their beautiful, lingerie-clad bodies formed a mock rectangle, 3 women on each side. Mia, Aurelia and Chelsea stood on one side while Natalie, Elaine and Jessy stood on the other. The way they stood, the way each woman glared into the eyes of her most hated enemy, almost made it look like two rival squads were about to wage war, but Annalise knew in this group there would be no alliances or favorites. At the end of this violent night only one of them could come out on top; and as she glanced across their stunning, powerful forms she trembled at how equal they all truly seemed. In the end it would simply come down to who wanted it more; and from the flames burning in their eyes they all had such strong resolve.

		

		Annalise checked the cameras one final time; for such a war, everything had to be perfect. She could hardly believe her luck. When she had arrived she thought she would be clamoring for the best angles before other reporters could take them, but it was only her. She felt almost giddy with excitement at what was truly unfolding before her; being the sole reporter on the scene meant that thousands, if not more would be watching this battle live. This would drive her ratings through the roof; and she knew when she finally became a model again she would use her newfound fame to skyrocket her back to the spotlight. It was all falling together; she now just had to sit back and watch the most frantic orgy unfold before her eyes.

		

		She moved her hand to her hair, pushing a lock of gold behind her ear. Her pussy nearly pulsed as she pressed a tiny button on the left arm of her glasses; and as she heard the quiet click before all was silent once more she felt like a dirty, sinful bitch. These glasses were special, hiding an invisible, high-definition camera inside. They would record everything she saw, sending all footage to her computer at home in real-time. The recorded footage was so clear it was almost like capturing her memories; she would be able to play back this bitter fuckwar for herself as many times as she wanted, reliving every single moment, placing herself here again and again.

		

		Jessy glanced her way and Annalise nodded, signaling that everything was in place and ready to go. Her eyes and the secretary’s locked for several long moments from across the room, each woman’s glare burning with the hatred she had for the other slut. In their moment of eye contact they promised each other that when everything had stabilized, they would have their filthy fuckwar. Just blonde and brunette. One on one. Whore against whore until only one of them could still fuck; and then Jessy turned back to face the sluts that were her immediate threat.

		

		The clock struck its hour, signaling the beginning of the live broadcast, and Jessy’s voice rang out over the ensuing silence. “The final six stand before you now!” she spoke, addressing the viewers while keeping her eyes locked with the beautiful bitches that stood before her. “Your votes have been heard, calling forth the most beautiful, powerful, orgasmic women within the Organization! However, the final stretch of this competition must be solved by our powers alone…in the way it’s been done since even I became a model!”

		

		Jessy let her words echo into silence, the tension building as all six women could be seen almost trembling with excitement. They stood in matching lingerie, differing only by color, and the heels of the same hues made each woman stand so tall and proud. “As you all no doubt have heard…” Jessy started again, shooting a sideways snarl at the blonde slut behind the cameras; and Annalise’s bitchy smile made her want to drag the reporter in and force her to join the fray. “Vicious orgasmic combat has been waged behind the scenes, settling everything from petty jealousy to the most deep-seated hatred among the bitches of the organization. It is in this manner we will be settling who the true alpha bitch is here…the whore who deserves all the fame and glory such divine beauty has to offer!”

		

		Jessy could feel her heart racing as she spoke, knowing every single word was being broadcast to the viewers. The calm before the storm was charged with so much sexual tension she knew even the audience could feel it. She knew that soon every cry, every orgasm, every act of sexual defiance was about to be seen by thousands; and as her mind flashed back to the sexwar with Annalise she realized how excited she was to fuckfight in front of an audience again.

		

		“At the end of this war there can only be one winner! There will be no time limit, no interference, no rules! There is no point system, will be no judge decision! These other five whores and I will wage our wars in any way we see fit, until only one slut can still continue or her enemies scream in surrender! Just six gorgeous whores ready to fight and fuck until the end, all for your viewing pleasure!” She could feel her pussy tingling, knew the cunts of her desperate rivals were equally charged with sexual lust. In a final glance before this bitter fuckwar took all of her focus she turned towards the blonde bitch that had opened the floodgates for this frantic public fuckfight. To the cameras it seemed like Jessy was fully addressing the audience, but her eyes and Annalise’s were burning so much hate into each other that it nearly hurt.

		

		“In this war we may come many times over, but don’t be fooled…nothing but hatred fuels our orgasmic lust!” She watched Annalise’s hands tease her crotch through her jeans, and she knew the blonde was as horny for release as the rest of them. “I know you’re ready to watch the six of us fuck each other to tears, so let’s start the show!” She spoke to Annalise as much as she was speaking to the viewers at home, wanting to give the bitch a taste of what was to come when she fully became a model. “Feel free to pleasure yourself while you watch us, enjoy this orgasmic display while you can!” Jessy called out, winking towards the camera, fixing the blonde with an almost challenging smile before facing her enemies once more. “See if you can keep up…”

		

		The ensuing silence after Jessy’s challenge was deafening, so absolute that even the quiet breathing of the six competitors echoed out to the cameras without a problem. It was only a few seconds, but as the gorgeous models practically begged each other to make a move and begin their violent fuckwar it felt like hours. Flowing hair rippled slightly in the airconditioned breeze, powerful breast rose and fell along with their breath. Pussies tingled slightly with anticipation, each slut’s womanhood sensing the presence of the other five and begging for desperate combat. Six heavenly perfumes combined around their burning forms in a confusing, erotic scent that nearly left them breathless; and upon the wind the scent of lesbian arousal hung lightly in the air. It was faint, so light that it was barely perceivable as each woman’s pheromones began to tangle with the other five, but they could sense it; and in this moment they wanted nothing more.

		

		Without warning Mia’s cries of pain and surprise shattered the ravenous silence as slender fingers buried deep in her tresses. She turned to her side with fire in her eyes, her dazzling orbs locking with Aurelia’s as the filthy bitch began to pull. Immediately Mia’s vision welled with tears, but despite the pain she could feel unbridled adrenaline flowing through her gorgeous form. With a fierce determination she drove her voluptuous form against the body of the veteran model, the impact causing Aurelia to cry out in pain. Through the lace of their bras each woman could feel the other’s nipples spear into her dense titflesh, already so hard from erotic hatred that they felt like knives against their breastmeat.

		

		An instant later their bodies were forced apart as their mushroomed tits forced themselves to peak form, and before Mia even had time to react Aurelia returned the blow, jamming forward with all her might. This time it was Mia’s turn to cry out in pain, the impact so hard it nearly drove the breath from her lungs, but as Mia’s fingers twisted through Aurelia’s hair in retaliation the two sluts knew there was no escape. Again their tits pushed each other away, but as Mia began to pull as hard as Aurelia the two women knew they couldn’t let their blows go unanswered. With strangled screams the two sluts shot forward against each other, tits clashing against tits with so much fury that their cries clashed between their beautiful, snarling faces. Their breasts bulged violently against each other while still remaining taut and strong; and as the two women continued to crush forward, refusing to let their tits spring apart again, they knew the fight was truly on.

		

		It was as if the screams of Mia and Aurelia had shattered the floodgates, throwing the other sluts into a tidal wave of frenzy that would shake the world to the core. The sound of ripping fabric shattered the air as Jessy’s and Elaine’s fingers sank into each other’s bra, wasting no time in tearing each other’s heavy breasts bare. Their cries echoed through the air as their nails caught each other’s skin, each woman scratching the other’s tits in the process of ripping the lace from their bodies, and as tears welled in their eyes they sank their claws into each other’s heavy breastmeat, howling their hate for each other as the two sluts punished each other’s breasts for standing in their way.

		

		The eyes of Chelsea and Natalie were already alight with the throes of manic lust, the fingers of one hand wrapped around each other’s throat. Each woman’s other hand slapped against her enemy’s tender cheek again and again, choked sobs echoing around them with every blow. Already their cheeks were growing scarlet from their bitter slapfight, but even as the echoes of their attacks rang through the room they practically begged for more. Their legs fought beneath them wildly as they reveled in their mutual erotic asphyxiation, kicking at each other, locking in frantic knots then thrusting each other away almost as quickly, each woman almost desperate to topple the other to the floor.

		

		Annalise gave an audible gasp as the six women latched onto each other, pairs stumbling apart slightly so the bodies of their rivals couldn’t interfere with the fight against their chosen whores. They had only just begun and already Annalise could feel her pussy beginning to pulse. Even after she had been kicked from the Organization she loved watching bitches fight. They fueled her nighttime fantasies, traced themselves through the books she read and the videos she watched. It had felt like so long since she was this close to the real thing.

		

		The little spats she had watched as she interviewed these models, as she had begun to entwine her way back in to usurp Jessy’s throne, had been fantastic…but she knew they wouldn’t even be anywhere close to the spectacle she saw here. Jessy’s challenge rang once more in her ear; try to keep up. Again she felt her pussy pulse, and as she begun to lightly trace the outlines of her sex through her jeans she knew it was a challenge her body begged her to accept.

		

		Mia and Aurelia continued to drive forward against each other with tears in their eyes, each woman’s heavy breasts beginning to ache from the strain, but still they fought on. Each bitch could feel the other’s nipples stabbing into her taut breastmeat, so hard and strong and proud that just their powers alone made the two women despise each other’s tits. With their fingers still buried in each other’s hair the two sluts began grinding their breasts against each other in opposite directions, aiming their swollen nipples against each other with such wild frenzy that the first touch alone nearly drove their panties wet. As their erect rods bent against each other the two furious brunettes cried out from the pleasure, and as they sprang past each other in unison the tips of their nipples grated against each other in painful precision. For a split second they felt their milk-holes catch on each other, already trying to seal together before their fury broke them apart, and as they crushed their nipples the opposite way their gaping lips caught each other’s panting cries.

		

		The sensation of their hot, sweet breaths clashing in their frantic lust began to drive them wild, each woman’s tongue dancing behind her lips as if daring her rival to make the first move. Their nipples sliced against each other again, their milk-holes catching on each other a second time with such unbridled fury that it caused Aurelia and Mia to cry out in slutty desire. The way their voices entwined was so incredible, so erotic as they drove their hatred for each other deeper that they wanted to hold onto the sound forever; and as they heard the cries of battle beside them they knew even their screams would be fighting, each woman struggling to make sure her cries were the most erotic when mixed with a rival’s.

		

		Mia and Aurelia pulled each other’s hair hard, driving pain into their cries as each whore forced the other’s lips furiously against her own. They kept their mouths open wide, forcing their cries to fight, each bitch struggling to drown out the other’s moans of horny pain with her own. They could practically taste each other in their clashing screams, their glistening eyes locked in hate as the pain of their hairpulling fueled the intensity of their nipplefight. Their tongues lashed out from their mouths, swiping against each other in lesbian fury, twisting around each other in opposite directions as each woman fought to make the other melt. They loved each other’s taste, loved each other’s tongue, loved the way their moans clashed even more furiously with their mouths so close. Their nipples sliced against each other again, their milk-holes locking for nearly a full second before grating past each other; and as the agonizing shocks of pleasure blazed through their heavy breasts Mia and Aurelia sealed their cries between their soft girl-lips, locking together so tightly that at once they began to struggle for breath.

		

		Immediately as their ravenous mouths sealed their tongues went wild, wrestling each other for position between their tightly locked lips. When one bitch twisted one way her rival would twist the other, their tongues locking in a violent stalemate so bitter that the strain caused them to hurt. As their wet saliva forced their trembling tongues to grind past each other they would immediately exchange the pressure, each woman moaning from the strain as their tongues fought in the opposite direction. Each woman’s saliva tasted like liquid sugar upon the other’s tongue, and as they listened to the lust in each other’s muffled cries the two bitches added as much spit to their hateful tonguefight as possible, each woman struggling to make the other beg for it.

		

		Even through the passion of their kiss Mia and Aurelia refused to surrender their vicious titfight, refused to relent on the furious pulling of each other’s disheveled tresses. Again and again they drove their nipples against each other, fighting to bend each other back, their milk-holes catching on each other for longer periods of time with every pass. Their rods were practically ravenous to fight, every single moment driving them harder, more excited, more tender, more filled with wild lust for each other. When the grinding between their rods grew so hard and fast that they almost never parted the two sluts were practically screaming; already they felt on the verge of orgasm.

		

		The sensation of each bitch’s fingers entwined through the other’s hair made their hearts race, made them feel so dirty for loving this fight for control. Their heavy breasts bulged painfully between them, but they knew they could fight each other so much tighter. Their glistening eyes were locked with furious hate, both women almost silently agreeing on how they were going to allow their breasts to wage even harder war.

		

		Each woman’s right hand pulled even harder on the tresses of her bitch rival, their cries of pain clashing around their struggling tongues as they ensured neither of them could escape. Each woman’s left hand unclenched her fist slowly, waiting for any treachery that would break their unspoken rule, then pulled their fingers from each other’s tresses with burning fire in their eyes. Strands of each woman’s hair were still twisted around the other’s fingers, their mutual prizes driving their hate for each other to burn even hotter.

		

		They continued crushing their tender breasts against each other, continued to wrestle each other’s tongue with their own inside their passionate mouths, keeping their eyes locked as each slut threw her left arm around the other’s back. They focused so desperately on the sensations of their mashing breasts, glaring into each other’s glistening eyes as the pressure between their tender tits continued to grow. They wanted to feel each other wilt, wanted to feel each other’s heavy breasts surrendering to the greater power of her own, but as the pressure grew violent and tears welled in their eyes their sore tits seemed to give in equal measure. Still they grinded their nipples against each other, the frantic pressure causing them to almost scream with every slice, but even through the pain Mia and Aurelia refused to relent.

		

		They could see the hate in each other’s eyes burning, loved the crystal tears in one another’s glistening orbs as their tits remained equal. Even as their nipples fought with ravenous passion the two whores could feel their rods digging into each other’s dense titflesh like knives, and the pain only caused the two brunette sluts to want to hurt each other more. With threatening slowness Aurelia raised her right hand back up to Mia’s disheveled tresses, never letting the crushing pressure between their tits relent as she took hold of her enemy’s hair once more. She waited for Mia to follow suit, wincing as she felt the other bitch’s fingers take hold; and both women were crying into each other’s mouth as they began to pull once more.

		

		When they were sure of their crushing, hair-pulling embrace Mia and Aurelia each did the same with her right hand, letting go of each other’s tresses slowly, reaching around each other’s back, crushing their tits against each other as hard as they could before reaching back up and taking each other firmly by the hair once more. Their faces were crushed against each other so angrily now that even their tears seemed to mix upon their cheeks, fighting each other almost as furiously as the saliva locked inside their mouths.

		

		They hated how much they loved the taste of each other’s spit and tongue, hated how much they loved the sound of their cries clashing in frantic unison. The lust was uncontrollable as they moaned and fought, their tongues beginning to cooperate to bring as much pleasure to each other’s mouth as possible. Their strained battles for power dissolved into a frantic corkscrew as they twisted in the same direction, trading spit willingly instead of fighting over it, adding to it and shoving it back for her rival to do the same. Each woman could feel herself melting from the other’s delicious kiss, could feel her pussy growing wet even as their furious titfight caused them bitter pain.

		

		They loved each other’s taste, knew they could get lost in the moment if their kiss continued like this. They struggled to bring their raging bodies under control, to resume the fight with their tongues instead of this bittersweet lesbian make-out session, but their desires wouldn’t obey. They practically begged to remain locked in this heavenly kiss until they squirted from their twisting tongues alone, but to give in to each other so easily felt like a loss. They didn’t want to pull away from each other, such an act would immediately feel like surrender. But if they forced each other away…

		

		Their muffled cries grew louder as Mia and Aurelia entwined their fingers through each other’s hair even harder, the pain helping them focus as their blazing tears filled with rage. The two sluts began to pull down on each other’s hair hard, each brunette fighting to force the other gorgeous bitch’s face back. Even through the pain their lips wanted to remain locked, their faces driving forward against the pulls of each other’s hair, both whores loving each other’s hatred and pain. Their breasts drove even harder against each other as they pulled further, each woman’s neck beginning to bend backwards, their cries growing louder as their lips began to part. For long seconds each woman’s tongue continued to swipe against her rival’s as their faces were forced apart, desperate to show each other whose tongue was better before they escaped. Even when their tongues could no longer reach they still flicked them forward, a thin string of saliva connecting their tongues briefly; and then their pulls forced one another’s face to the ceiling, each slut calling the other a coward as their eyes were forced towards heaven.

		

		Enraged at having their desperate kissfight halted before either slut’s tongue surrendered the two women grinded their nipples against each other until they felt their milk-holes catch again; and before they had time to release each other Mia and Aurelia crushed their tits forward with all their might. In an instant the two ravenous sluts screamed each other’s name to the heavens, the sudden sensation of their milk-holes sealing nearly driving the two sluts to orgasm right then and there. Tears streamed down their cheeks as each woman felt the other’s rods fighting to penetrate her engorged nipples, felt her own swollen spikes trying to pierce into her rival’s. Each whore felt like she was inside her beautiful enemy, felt like her counterpart was inside of her in return; and even when their bodies begged to pull away they only crushed against each other tighter, clenching their bodies together as hard as they could with their hairpulling embrace.

		

		Jessy and Elaine had tears in their eyes as they punished each other’s heavy tits, squeezing and clawing each other’s tender breasts with everything they had. Their glistening eyes remained locked in manic hate, each slut watching the other cry, committing her rival’s tears to memory as they unleashed every bit of rage they’d ever had for each other. The pain was almost unbearable, each woman determined to maul the other’s tits in front of the cameras. Their plush lips were pulled tight in grimaces of pain and strain, the fury behind their glistening orbs somehow making them even more beautiful; and each bitch wanted to destroy the other’s beauty no matter how hard the other fought to destroy her own.

		

		Jessy’s breasts were bigger and heavier than Elaine’s, but softer. Elaine despised how beautiful, how full and proud the secretary’s tits were even as she sank her sharpened nails into the other bitch’s dense breastmeat. Jessy had always flaunted their size in front of her, had believed them being bigger made them superior, and as she listened to the quivering breath of her enemy just knowing she was marring the beauty of the tits Jessy was so proud of nearly made her squirt.

		

		Jessy’s heart raced frantically in her chest as she and Elaine sank their nails even deeper into each other’s naked tits. She adored the tears streaming down the other slut’s cheeks, but even as her nails caused the other bitch to whimper in pain Elaine refused to quit. Elaine’s nails sank just as deep into her own tits, causing her own trembling cries to clash with her rival’s, and even through the beauty of their mixing sobs she only hated the other bitch more for her insubordination. Elaine’s tits were smaller than her own, and that fact filled her with pride, but as she and the model continued to punish each other’s powerful tits she was reminded again how firm, how proud and strong the other slut’s breasts truly were.

		

		The power of Elaine’s tits always sent a tinge of violent jealousy through her gorgeous form even on the nights the two of them weren’t tearing each other apart. Even when Elaine was fully clothed she could always see the model’s tits threatening to tear through the fabric of her shirt, as if gloating about their perkiness, their strength and power. Each time they clashed she loved hurting Elaine’s breasts, loved when the other bitch cried as she punished the model for her pride; and she knew Elaine loved to punish her own breasts in retaliation. Seeing one another’s naked tits bared in front of their own almost always sent the two of them into an uncontrollable frenzy; and they knew in front of the cameras this was one of the most incredible sights the audience had ever seen.

		

		Their eyes bore so much hate into each other that even their spirits were at war. Even through the violent titfight the two women were growing excited; their clashing breaths, their mirrored tears, their mixing cries were always the buildup to their violent sexual combat. The pain scorching through their naked breasts couldn’t keep the anticipation of orgasmic battle from tingling across their pussies, the excitement already making their sexes damp. As the beginnings of their arousal began to soak into the lace of their panties each woman’s scents began to waft around their writhing bodies, and as their pheromones began to fight it was all they could do to not break down and fuck right then and there.

		

		Each woman smelled the other’s horny scents, and even through their hatred the aromas were turning them on. Each slut could feel the other’s nipples beginning to harden, swelling with anticipation for what was to come. They could feel each other’s rods against their palms, the sensation alone tinging their sobs of pain with moans of lust. They began to grind their palms against each other’s nipples hard, bending and twisting them recklessly, neither woman relinquishing her clawed holds on the other’s tender breasts even when they had added pleasure to one another’s pain.

		

		Their glistening eyes began to sparkle with the light of erotic tension, each woman belittling the other with her ravenous gaze for the arousal they both felt. As each woman teased the other’s rods they could feel them growing longer, harder and stronger against their palms, practically begging for more. Tiny grins of teasing hatred began to break through the grimaces of pain as they adjusted their holds, allowing each woman’s nipples to spring to the Vs of the other’s fingers. Without ever lightening up on their clawed punishment Elaine and Jessy pinched each other’s rods as hard as they could, and the sudden erotic jolt nearly caused their pussies to surrender right then and there.

		

		Immediately their cries of erotic lust erupted from their plush lips, neither woman able to hide how much she loved the fire scorching through her tender breasts. Immediately their aromas spiked, each woman driven almost uncontrollably ravenous as the other’s intoxicating scents met her being. Each bitch struggled to tell herself her own scents were sweeter, but as their aromas began to wage war with desperate urgency neither was truly sure.

		

		Still they sank their claws into each other’s tender breastmeat, their tears welling even hotter in their eyes as their topless forms grew frustrated, each woman’s desired pleasure marred by violent pain. Their aromas fucked like hated rivals around them, and each bitch could tell by the other’s pheromones that she was so desperately, violently wet. As they pinched harder the two women nearly squirted, releasing a fine mist of arousal so willingly into their panties that the damp lace became too wet to ignore. They felt each other’s nipples growing harder despite their mutual punishment, and their tits despised each other more with every second of their defiance.

		

		“God your nipples are getting so fucking hard, bitch!” Elaine sneered, shock after desperate shock searing through her engorged nipples. “Your rods are so fucking hard you weak little slut, what’s the matter!? You fucking like this, bitch!? You fucking like the way my fingers punish your pathetic, soft breasts!? You fucking love the way my fingers pinch these pathetic nipples of yours while you get to feel a real woman’s breasts in your hands!?”

		

		“Your nipples are growing hard too bitch, you like it fucking more!” Jessy shot back, her fingers pinching even harder around Elaine’s powerful rods. Still she maintained her clawed holds on the other woman’s tits, but at the model’s words she had to make her rival look like a slut for the cameras. An instant later Elaine moaned like a whore, Jessy’s heart racing as she sensed the model’s aromas spike again. Even through the pain her bitch rival’s nails were causing her tits, even through the shocks of pleasure that broke through the pain she fixed Elaine with the bitchiest smirk she could muster.

		

		“You like this so fucking much I can practically smell you squirting!” Jessy continued, moaning her words as she pandered for the camera’s attention. “Fuck I wish our viewers could smell this little titfight bitch, they’d realize what a wet little fucking slut you are! How much you desperately love this filthy punishment!” The tears glistening in Elaine’s eyes and the hatred that blazed behind them were so gorgeous that Jessy wanted to remember the sight forever. “You thought your pretty little tits were so full and gorgeous until you saw mine! I could see the jealous lust in your eyes during our first fuck bitch, you practically begged to—”

		

		Immediately her monologue was shattered by a cry of erotic pain as Elaine’s fingers clamped down on her nipples. The sensation was so frantic, so precise, that immediately her own sex released a mist of her own. She knew her aromas of horny desperation had spiked as well, and as the model fixed her with the same bitchy smirk Jessy wanted to smack it off. The secretary sank her claws into the other woman’s tits even harder, fighting to break Elaine’s concentration, but even as further pain shadowed the edges of her vision the smirk never faltered.

		

		“Oh fuck, I can smell how fucking horny you are, cunt, and we haven’t even started yet!” Elaine moaned, struggling to outdo the eroticism of her rival’s insults. She turned to one of the cameras with a filthy wink, knowing the tears of her defiance would make her even more beautiful. “If only you could smell how fucking horny Jessy is!” Elaine continued, addressing the audience even as she and the secretary punished each other’s sore, sensitive breasts. “Just pinching her filthy little nipples has made her fucking squirt! She smells so fucking horny and erotic, but I smell even better! Fuck I wish you could truly smell how her aromas and mine fight each other, then you’d be able to tell how much more incredible I truly am!”

		

		Elaine sank her nails even deeper into Jessy’s breast, turning to face her hated rival once more. Both of them were trembling from the pleasurable agony, tears streaming down both women’s cheeks as they hurt the breasts they had been so jealous of since the beginning. “Your tits might be bigger bitch, but my breasts are so much firmer and stronger! Size doesn’t fucking mean anything, cunt! My tits have always been stronger, and kneading your pathetic nipples between my fingers tells me my rods are fucking stronger too!”

		

		“You think your breasts and nipples are stronger, bitch!?” Jessy challenged, her lustful rage causing her voice to tremble. “Then how about you fucking prove it! I want to hurt your tits so fucking much cunt, but if you’re gonna fucking challenge my firmness then fucking prove it! Tits to tits, right fucking now! Unless a filthy whore like you is too scared to do anything but talk in front of the cameras!?”

		

		“You want a real fucking titfight slut, then fine by me!” Elaine accepted immediately. Her heart raced in her chest at the promise of feeling Jessy’s naked tits against her own again, but she knew there could still be so much more. “I’m gonna show everyone how much more powerful my tits are bitch, but why should we stop there!? I want to hurt your pathetic fucking tits as much as you want to hurt mine, so why should we stop this violent clawing!? Mash your tits with mine while your claws stay buried in my skin, and we’ll see how big you fucking talk when I have you sobbing!”

		

		Elaine and Jessy spat in each other’s face with frantic growls of hatred, the sensation of each woman’s saliva slapping wetly against the other’s cheeks sealing their violent agreement. They bared their teeth like primal whores, opening their fingers just enough that their rods could look upon each other with the same manic hate their eyes did. They knew this clash would hurt, but as they glared into each other’s glistening eyes the promise to hurt each other just as much made every moment worth it. They drew in a quivering breath, steeling their nerves for the battle ahead; and then with animalistic cries they charged forward, their nipples stabbing into each other tip to tip before the rest of their heavy breasts collided.

		

		The impact was so violent that it nearly sank them to their knees, their faces arching towards the ceiling in sobs of pain. The breath was nearly driven from their lungs, but even as they choked the two brunettes only crushed forward harder. Their nipples were so tender, so swollen from their erotic punishment that the violent combat between their rods nearly sent them into an orgasmic spiral. Tears streamed down their cheeks as each bitch felt herself squirting, but somehow they contained the full orgasmic surrender that had threatened to burst forth from their beautiful, topless forms.

		

		Wildly they began to stumble around the room, twisting and writhing against one another’s unforgiving grip. Still they squeezed and clawed each other’s tender breastmeat, their hands crushing against each other between the powerful tits they punished. Their breasts bulged against each other violently from the pressure, but still remained so taut and strong that it was impossible to tell whose breasts were truly more powerful. With quivering gasps they broke their tits apart, practically whimpering as the sudden release allowed the pain to fully scorch through the breasts they were so proud of. They wanted desperately to break away and make the pain stop, but as they forced their faces forward to lock eyes once more they knew they couldn’t give in. Glistening tears sparkled in their eyes, reflecting each other’s blazing hate; and as their trembling breaths clashed in frantic unison they crushed against each other once more, driving forward as their shrill cries of pain sounded to the world.

		

		Chelsea and Natalie were flushed red as they stumbled about the room, the blush upon their cheeks making them look even more beautiful. Slap after angry slap connected across their tender cheeks, their strained cries of pain echoing out with every blow. Their fingers were still constricted around each other’s throat, cutting off most of their airflow; what little pushed through trembled with the furious anger they held for each other. They remembered the first time they had met, the first time their gorgeous, sinful bodies had waged war upon the roof what seemed like so long ago. They had been pulled away for other business before they could settle anything, but the hate blazing behind their blistering tears and the fury of their repeated slaps practically swore they would settle everything now.

		

		Already the redhead and the brunette were wet, their legs still grinding, tangling and pushing despite the war that waged above. They could see the lust blazing past the anger, could feel the dampness of each other’s lingerie every time one woman’s thigh pushed between the other’s powerful legs. In the beginning their only goal had been to trip each other to the ground, but as they listened to the lust in each other’s choked breath they practically begged for it.

		

		Chelsea felt Natalie’s powerful thigh shove between her legs once more, grinding up against her crotch with unbridled fury, and the brunette immediately followed suit with fire in their eyes. The two ravenous sluts pressed forehead to forehead hard, glaring hatefully into each other’s eyes as thigh grinded against pussy with ravenous urgency. They held their grips on each other’s throat tight, continued to slap each other as they glared into each other’s eyes, both whores forcing their foreheads to grind even through their bitter slaps. They were whores at war, but even through the hate their wet pussies pleaded for orgasmic release.

		

		Their tongues lashed from their plush lips, swiping against each other in frantic exchanges, the hints of one another’s delicious spit adding to their sinful desires. They held each other desperately close as each slut forced the other to ride her powerful thigh, their panting breaths fighting just as ravenously as their lustful tongues; and as each slut felt the other’s arousal spreading across her thigh through the wet lace of her panties they wanted so desperately to break down and fuck right then and there.

		

		The echo of their furious slaps began to slow as Natalie and Chelsea began to focus on the sensations of their thighs against each other’s pussy. Each slut could feel her clit growing hard despite the hate surrounding them, began to hump her rival’s leg uncontrollably as their bodies began to plead for pleasurable release. The heat from their gorgeous bodies swirled around them desperately, causing their panting breaths to grow even more frantic with the urges of their lesbian hate. Each woman felt like such a filthy little whore for liking this, for wanting it more even as they felt their cheeks growing hot from their repeated punishment. In this moment they hated no one more, but even the fury of their rage couldn’t keep their desires at bay.

		

		Their panting breaths clashed between them as they fought, the echo of their lust driving the two gorgeous women ravenous. They loved the sounds of their erotic moans as they grinded against each other’s pussy harder, and even though the way they choked gave the two whores satisfaction they wanted so desperately to hear the full of their lustful cries…and they knew the audience did as well. With despicable reluctance the two bitches loosened their fingers around each other’s throat, exchanged the bitter slaps for furious fistfuls of one another’s tresses; and as their angry moans fought each other unhindered the two women nearly came right then and there.

		

		For several desperate seconds Natalie and Chelsea simply let their cries fight, each bitch struggling to outdo the other’s passion as they fought in front of the cameras. Their eyes bore glistening hate into each other’s sprit as their moans swirled around them, growing shriller and faster as they felt each other driving swiftly towards the edge. They opened their legs wider, inviting each other’s powerful thigh as if each slut was showing the audience she wasn’t afraid of her rival’s gorgeous form. Their foreheads grinded against each other tighter, their tongues flicked across each other with reckless abandon. Each woman knew the audience could see the glistening of the other’s arousal upon her thigh, and she wanted the viewers to know just how much of a filthy slut her rival truly was.

		

		They wrenched each other’s body around so the lights above them would shine across the cum upon their skin, fighting for the angle that would push the beginnings of her rival’s surrender into the limelight. They could practically hear the cries of the viewers at home as they pleasured themselves or each other to the views of their sexfight, and the two sluts had barely just begun. As spit began to coat their tongues from their constant swiping the two women forced their open lips against each other, allowing their tongues to drive deeply into each other’s mouth. Still they kept their eyes open as they made out like frantic whores, neither woman closing her lips so the audience could see the full fury of their ravenous tongues as they twisted and corkscrewed around each other with reckless abandon.

		

		Their moans grew ravenous as full orgasmic instinct began to take over. They began to stumble around the room with passionate fury, their movements awkward as they struggled to keep their balance while never surrendering the grind of thighs against pussies. Their cries were muffled by their tongues, but as they loosened their grips fully on each other’s throat the volume of their shrill ecstatic cries carried easily to the cameras. The hands that had constricted one another’s airways shot towards the thin lace of one another’s bra, the sound of ripping fabric shocking over the sound of their clashing cries.

		

		As the lace was thrown to the ground and their gorgeous tits were exposed to the open air Chelsea and Natalie crushed their breasts forward with all their might, the impact so great it nearly drove the breath from their lungs. Nipples stabbed into dense titflesh like knives, but even as tears welled hotter in the eyes of the two struggling women they only drove against each other harder. In a manic attempt to drive each other over the edge quicker Natalie and Chelsea drove their tongues as deep into each other’s mouth as hard as they could, sealing their breath between their plush, sensitive lips.

		

		As the crushing titfight and vicious tonguefuck caused them to fight for breath once more the two whores were thrown into a frenzy, their hands reaching towards each other’s crotch and shredding the fabric hiding their beautiful, jealous pussies. Each woman’s soaking lace coated the other’s fingers with her arousal as they tore away each other’s panties, and as their intoxicating aromas of horny passion clashed around them unhindered it was all the two whores could do not to come right then and there. They hated how much they loved each other’s scents, hated how the gleams in each other’s eyes practically gloated over their mutual obsession. In a fit of rage Chelsea and Natalie slapped each other again, each bitch spreading her whore rival’s cum across her cheeks, and as they felt their skin blush further they tossed their arm around each other’s back, driving their forms against each other with reckless abandon.

		

		The click of their heels echoed frantically around them as Natalie and Chelsea stumbled about the room, screaming into each other’s ravenous mouth as their heavy, gorgeous tits bulged against each other. Each slut’s thigh grinded frantically against the other’s naked cunt as they drove each other more and more excited, both models practically begging to come even when the pain of their titfight marred their pleasurable rage. Their arousal spread across each other’s skin unhindered as they began to hump each other’s leg harder and faster. Naked thigh grinded against naked clit as the two bitter bitches fought to take advantage of one another’s desires, and as the shocks of pleasure scorched through their swollen sexhorns the redhead and the brunette wanted to break down and fully fuck right then and there.

		

		Their mouths opened again in passionate cries of rage and ecstasy as Chelsea and Natalie pulled each other’s hair hard with the fury of their erotic hate, but still their tongues wrestled between their gaping lips as they let the audience view the fury of their passion. They loved each other’s spit, loved each other’s scents, loved each other’s pleasurable moans. They loved the violent art of sexfighting, loved it even more than the modelling they always warred over; and as each woman felt the other’s naked sex squirt upon her thigh each bitch knew the other was close.

		

		“You like it bitch!?” Chelsea snarled, her words muffled by her rival’s desperate tongue as still they kissed like angry lovers. “You fucking like the way I grind against your filthy little fucking pussy!? God I feel your arousal all over me bitch, you’re so fucking wet! Oh you’re so fucking wet you dirty little bitch, and your clit is already fucking hard! Fuck bitch, your clit is already so fucking hard, you’re fucking begging for it!”

		

		“You fucking jealous, cunt!?” Natalie snarled back, her tongue and Chelsea’s writhing so desperately that her words could barely be understood. “You fucking jealous of how wet I am!? Of how strong and hard my fucking clit is!?” She loved the anger in Chelsea’s eyes as she turned the brunette’s insult into a compliment, as she used it to belittle the bitch who said it. “I can feel your wetness too bitch, can feel your clit swelling as your body tells me how much you love this, but your pathetic wetness can’t even compare to mine! And if this is as hard as your pitiful little sexhorn gets your form has no fucking chance!”

		

		“I can get fucking wetter than you ever could!” Chelsea snarled, her tongue and Natalie’s twisting and corkscrewing around each other in an even tighter wet grind as their words drove them angrier. “My pussy is so warm, so wet and strong compared to your filthy little cunt! Remember when you and I first fucked on the rooftop bitch, how my gorgeous, soaking pussy made yours surrender again and again beneath our skirts!? Your filthy twat squirted all over my skirt, soaking into the fabric as my clit made yours fucking squeal!”

		

		“My orgasmic sex made your pathetic little cunt soak my skirt even more times than mine squirted across yours!” Natalie snarled back, loving how easy it was to get under the brunette bitch’s skin. “Besides, all this talk about what happened when the audience couldn’t watch doesn’t mean shit! The only thing they’ll believe is what happens here and now, so fucking show us all you’re not just talk! Show the audience your pathetic wetness and weak little clit! Compare them to mine and then fucking beg me for mercy when mine make yours fucking wither!”

		

		With muffled cries of desperate fury Natalie and Chelsea stumbled awkwardly towards the closest camera, neither whore letting up on the furious grinding of thigh against clit until they were directly in front of the lens. They unlocked their legs with growls of contempt as they turned to face the camera, its view the perfect height to capture the gorgeous, naked sexes of the two bitches that challenged each other’s womanhood. Still they kept their tongues in furious combat, still their fingers remained in each other’s tresses as they let the audience compare their glistening pussies.

		

		For several long moments the two filthy whores allowed the camera to compare the beauty of their pussies unassisted, but as their glistening eyes remained locked they could see each other’s rage burning even brighter. It was as if they could feel the audience’s indecision, as if they could sense the viewers were unable to make a choice, and with furious passion they knew they would have to help the audience decide. Their clashing moans grew even louder as the two whores pulled their hand from each other’s naked back, forcing it between one another’s legs, the sudden sensation of each woman’s wetness upon the other’s fingertips only driving them to hate each other more.

		

		With expert precision Natalie and Chelsea each used her thumb and forefinger to force open the sex of her rival so the audience could see the full of their wetness, could truly compare their arousal with nothing to hide each bitch’s true desires. With her middle finger each slut began to tease the other’s swollen clit, driving her enemy’s sexhorn harder and stronger. They were careful not to obscure the camera’s view with their mutual stimulation, neither woman holding back as she grinded against her rival’s sexhorn. They wanted each other at full strength, at full power, so the audience could make their decision without any mystery.

		

		Still their eyes were locked in hateful combat, still their tongues twisted and corkscrewed as their clits caused them to squeal in frantic pleasure. The painful passion scorching through their engorged sexhorns was making them wetter, adding even more for the audience to compare, but even as each slut felt her pussy growing stronger they knew the audience would still be divided. With secret desires they hoped that some sluts would be watching this orgasmic war together, would disagree on whether Chelsea’s or Natalie’s cunt was more gorgeous, and that they would begin competing like this over which bitch’s favorite was truly the better whore.

		

		In a desperate attempt to seal a decision in the minds of the viewers each woman tore her other hand away from her enemy’s hair, lashing towards each other’s pussy as well, the fire burning in their ravenous glares igniting frantically as they felt each other’s touch. With the fingers of one hand they kept each other’s sex open wide so the audience could see each other’s wetness, could see each other’s strength, could see the proof of their sinful, orgasmic desire. They sobbed past one another’s lips as the thumb and forefinger of each bitch’s other hand pinched around each other’s squealing clit as hard as they could, painful pleasure shocking so violently through their forms that they knew there was no holding back now.

		

		Natalie and Chelsea screamed as one, tearing their tongues from each other’s mouth as their faces arched towards the ceiling. The most incredible pleasure either woman had felt in days detonated through their naked forms as they punished each other’s clit, the pain of their mutual pinching unable to stem the tidal wave of unbridled ecstasy that washed over them. They held each other’s pussy open wider as the pleasure grew unbearable, as each slut felt herself losing control, as she felt the orgasm she had fought so violently to hold in bursting forth in a detonation of filthy passion. Each slut screamed the other’s name to the heavens as she came, their perfect pussies squirting in mutual fury.

		

		Tears streamed down their cheeks in rivers as their bodies thrashed in violent passion, as each woman began to grind against the other’s hand uncontrollably. Each model’s warm secretions spread across the hands of her gorgeous rival as they drove their fingers inside each other, as they kneaded each other’s clit with reckless abandon, neither woman even caring about the consequences as long as her rival suffered the same fate. They rode each other’s fingers until their climaxes reached their peak, until the pleasure drove so violent and painful that in an instant the two women only wanted to hurt each other.

		

		With violent screams the two sluts forced their faces forward so they could glare into each other’s eyes once more. The fury, the hate, the lustful determination burning in their spirits only made Natalie and Chelsea swear to destroy each other. The cum-coated fingers of one hand buried deep into each other’s tresses once more, each woman spreading her rival’s cum through her disheveled hair. The palms of their other hand connected violently with each other’s cheek in unison, their cries shattering the air around them as each woman’s face was driven to the side. They stumbled away from each other from the power of their slaps, the holds on each woman’s hair keeping her rival from fully escaping. They pulled hard in violent hate, each woman’s powerful tits again colliding with her rival’s; and as the painful impact shook the two women to the core the heel of Chelsea’s right stiletto snapped, the sudden imbalance sending the two hellacious enemies crashing to the ground.

		

		Aurelia and Mia stumbled even more furiously around the room, tears streaming down their cheeks as their heavy, sensitive breasts crushed and rolled against each other frantically. Still they struggled to force their nipples inside each other, their milk-holes practically sealed in their frantic hate as each woman’s rods fought to penetrate her rival’s. Their cries of pleasurable pain fought frantically against the other 4 sluts in the room, the sound of their combining sobs so incredible that just their cries alone nearly forced them to orgasm. Their panties were soaked with their arousal by now, the pain of their titfight unable to keep the two whores from growing unbelievably horny.

		

		As they stumbled against each other their lower bodies clashed erratically, forcing each woman to feel how wet the other’s lace truly was. They forced their faces forward once more, fighting against each other’s pull, grinding forehead to forehead so they could glare into each other’s glistening eyes. Their spirits insulted each other’s wetness, but they knew that by the end of this hellacious fuckwar they would be coated in the juices of orgasmic lesbian warfare.

		

		Clashing screams of surprised fury shattered the air around them as Aurelia and Mia stumbled into Jessy and Elaine, each pair latching onto the other in a panicked twisting of limbs. The two sets of rivals were immediately enraged at each other for intruding on their private wars, and as their auras clashed they swore they would destroy each other for their interruption. Without warning Mia’s left hand tore from Aurelia’s tresses, taking hold of Elaine’s hair with so much rage the other model cried out in pain. Soon Mia’s own cries echoed in the same fury as Elaine’s fingers twisted angrily through her hair in retaliation. Mia felt one of Aurelia’s hands release her own tresses in response, and as she heard Jessy and Aurelia cry out in unison she knew the four of them were immediately locked in four-way catfight fury.

		

		Jessy and Elaine trembled with ravenous hatred, nearly biting at each other’s face as the filthy hairpulling forced them to release one of their clawed holds on each other’s tender breasts. It felt so violently wrong to release each other after everything they’d done to one another’s powerful tits, but as the brunette whores beside them drug them into their violent war they knew it was the only way to keep the other pair of sluts from taking advantage of them.

		

		In their wordless hisses they swore this wouldn’t be the end, that when they had destroyed the filthy sluts that had interrupted them they would seek each other out and maul each other’s filthy breasts until only one of them could continue. For several moments longer each bitch’s other hand continued to claw at one another’s rack, but as their blazing tears streamed down their cheeks they knew they would have to relent. The hate they had for each other’s tits was so great that only full focus on one another’s breasts would do their rivalry justice; and with reluctant hatred they let go of one another’s tits, burying their fingers deep into each other’s dark hair as they mirrored the holds of their hateful rivals.

		

		Passionate rage scorched through Mia and Aurelia as the intrusion of Elaine and Jessy forced their painful bearhug to break. Their swollen, tender rods shattered their violent suction without the crushing embrace to aid them, and the destructive release was so powerful it nearly sank them to their knees right then and there. They could feel the way their nipples hated each other, could feel their tits begging to be brought back into violent contact and focus only on destroying each other. They wanted to fuck nipples to nipples forever, but the sobbing cries of Jessy and Elaine reminded them they would be overcome if they ignored the other whores struggling against them for control. They drove their tongues against each other hatefully, sealing their promise that once they broke the bitches who had interrupted them they would lock nipples to nipples and never let go until one or both of them had drained each other dry.

		

		Pained cries clashed around them as each woman tightened her holds on her rivals’ hair, and immediately the four women began to pull hard. Strands began to pull away between their fingers as the four brunettes stumbled awkwardly around the room, each bitch fighting to be the one controlling their furious, sexual mass. Mia and Jessy glared at each other from opposite sides of the group, each woman’s hands securely buried in the hair of Elaine and Aurelia. As each woman’s glare locked with the other’s the memories of their frantic, hateful rivalries began to flood back to them once more. The way their bodies had writhed against each other the first time they had felt each other’s power, devouring each other’s greedy cunt with the crescendos of the opera, filled them with such rage they wanted to destroy each other.

		

		With frantic cries Mia and Jessy crushed their tits forward against each other with all their might, nipples spearing into nipples and dense breastmeat colliding with dense breastmeat with such fury that the breath was nearly driven from their lungs. Tears streamed down Jessy’s cheeks as frantic pain blazed through their tits; Elaine’s claws had made her breasts so violently tender that against Mia’s the agony was almost unbearable, but she forced herself to continue. She could hear the same violent ache in Mia’s cries, felt the tenderness scorching from the model’s engorged nipples, and she twisted and grinded her rods against Mia’s with frantic urgency. She used the aches of the model’s swollen nipples to even out the pain from Elaine’s claws, and as Mia fought Jessy’s nipples bravely with her own the secretary knew they were both suffering from their furious tit-punishing warfare.

		

		Mia and Jessy sobbed as their tits fucked each other recklessly, the pleasurable pain scorching through their breasts growing more and more desperate with every single moment. They held each other’s gaze, blazing their violent hate through their tears, each woman struggling so desperately to outlast the other that they were even willing to engage one another’s breasts in the wars that would cause them the most pain. They grinded tits to tits as hard as they could until the tears were spilling down their cheeks, until the pain was so great they could take their violent titfight no longer. With screams of hatred and lust the two brunettes broke their breasts away from each other, each woman’s sobs belittling her fierce rival for pulling away so early. Their wordless insults drove them so angry they were about to crush forward once more, but before they forced each other to endure the pain Elaine and Aurelia screamed their lustful rage, slamming their tits against each other all their might.

		

		As Elaine and Aurelia collided between Jessy and Mia the same shrill shrieks surrounded their topless forms. The two eternal rivals were matching nipples to nipples and dense titflesh to dense titflesh just as Mia and Jessy had done, sobbing their reckless hatred for each other as their sore, gorgeous breasts fucked it out. Despite their hatred for the two other bitches locked in breastfight combat Mia and Jessy thought the two whores looked so unbelievably gorgeous in their titfucking madness. The tears streaming in mirrors down their cheeks, the way their heavy breasts crushed and rolled, the bitterness as their squeals grew shriller with every slice of their tender nipples drove Jessy and Mia almost ravenous. Seeing the other two sluts titfighting with the same ravenous passion caused excited power surging through their forms, made their bodies practically beg to look as gorgeous and fight once more. Elaine and Aurelia fought each other’s tits as hard as they could, until the agony of their titfight became too much for either bitch to bear; and when they broke away from each other with the hateful sobs of two eternal rivals Mia and Jessy crushed forward again, filling the space of their bitter catfight square with the beauty of their mating tits.

		

		Still each slut pulled the hair of the two whores beside her, the pain and tension causing them to grow even more ravenous. To have the hands of two different women buried in her tresses, to have her own fingers buried in each of theirs in turn, felt so awkward and yet so erotic that it drove them even wetter despite the pain. Harder and faster each woman crushed her tits against the whore standing opposite her, grinding against each other for shorter and shorter periods of time in their manic hate. It became an almost unspoken game for each pair of women to break apart the titfight of the other pair with their own frantic impact, only to be broken apart in turn by the fury of the first pair once more. The violent impacts of tits against tits sounded in constant cadence with their pained cries, each bitch determined to cause her rival as much pain as she could before the breasts of the other two could interrupt them. The frantic collisions between their tits sounded like the violent drums of war, and the four bitches couldn’t get enough.

		

		The rapid-fire collisions were exhilarating, but the fact neither slut could punish the other bitch across from her before their titfight was interrupted drove the four brunettes to a fury they had never known. With their fingers twisting harder in each other’s hair and the interruptions of their desired titfight the four bitches began to hate each other equally, each woman wanting nothing more than to see the other three fall. With ravenous cries that would echo in their minds for days to come the four women crushed forward as one; and as four gorgeous pairs of naked tits slammed into each other with violent force it was all they could do to remain on their feet.

		

		Tears streamed down the cheeks of the four gorgeous women as pain shocked through their powerful tits, but they only pressed in tighter. Four gorgeous pairs of breasts compressed in a violent stalemate, each woman’s hard, erect rods battling it out with the others’ so desperately their nipples felt like they were on sexual fire. In an instant the furious nipplewar caused all four bitches to squirt, the painful shocks causing even more desperate pleasure to blaze through their gorgeous bodies. Their tender milk-holes locked and sealed between them, trading rivalries over and over as they stumbled. Their erotic scents swirled desperately around them, clashing with such violent urgency that each woman knew her hateful enemies wanted desperately to come. They loved the violent pulling of each other’s hair, but in the lust swirling around them they needed so much more.

		

		With a shrill shriek of lust and betrayal Mia felt the fingers of one of her rivals plunge deep into her panties. In an instant her vision flashed with violent colors, her body so overcome with pleasure as two fingers penetrated her tender pussy that she couldn’t even tell which bitch had released her hair to drive between her legs. In a fit of panicked rage Mia’s fingers released the disheveled tresses of the whores beside her, plunging her left hand into Elaine’s panties while the fingers of her right drove inside Aurelia’s soaking cunt with reckless abandon. As she felt the second whore’s fingers drive inside her in retaliation Mia nearly came right then and there, but as the other three sluts screamed in manic passion she knew her gorgeous enemies were being overwhelmed with the same violent urgency.

		

		The four violent lovers drove inside each other’s sensitive pussy with frantic urgency, their screams of lust clashing between them as they drove each other quickly towards the edge. Four fingers writhed inside each woman’s cunt as the whores beside her twisted and bent inside of her violently, so strong and ravenous that their visions instantly swam with near-orgasmic colors. They were all so wet, so furiously horny that in seconds each woman’s sex had coated the fingers of her rivals with arousal, but the wetness only caused the four whores to fight even more desperately to get each other off.

		

		Elaine and Aurelia glared into each other’s eyes with so much manic lust that their locked gazes nearly hurt. Their fingers pulsed inside the cunts of the two other sluts urgently, desperate to destroy the whores that stood in their way so they could clash against each other fully. They could still feel their heavy breasts bulging against each other in their vicious lesbian hate, but with the tits of the other two whores getting in the way they knew they would never accept an outcome here. They wanted to slap each other’s pretty bitch face, wanted to pull each other’s hair in retaliation for every single time they’d ever clashed, but with their fingers penetrating Mia and Jessy they were stuck with their ravenous glares. They glanced swiftly across each other’s plush girl-lips, almost desperate for the delicious saliva of the other violent slut; and as Elaine opened her mouth Aurelia immediately knew the battle the other whore wanted.

		

		Aurelia’s heart raced in her chest as she spat hatefully into her eternal rival’s mouth, the moan echoing from Elaine so filled with unbridled desire that immediately Aurelia felt she could come. She watched Elaine’s glistening eyes flash with the lesbian fury only a hated rival could have, and she desperately wanted her rival to retaliate so she could feel the same overbearing desire. Aurelia had made sure not to aim perfectly; some of her spit speckled across the other bitch’s lips and cheeks, desperate to make Elaine feel like a dirty whore. She opened her mouth in turn, awaiting her bitter rival’s reply as she glared into Elaine’s eyes. Without hesitation Elaine spat back, the saliva tasting like liquid sugar in her mouth, and as she felt droplets speckle her own lips and cheeks she knew this filthy war had just begun.

		

		Back and forth Aurelia and Elaine spat in each other’s face, their shadowed glares of searing rage growing hotter with every single exchange. They began to aim less and less as their fury grew, until the two filthy whores were spitting fully into each other’s face like angry lovers. Their cheeks and lips began to glisten, but somehow in the fury of their lesbian hate it only made the two eternal rivals look more incredible. Without hesitation the filthy sluts they fingered began to do the same to each other, spitting in each other’s face with reckless abandon, their snarls of mirrored rage trembling from the weight of their manic spitfight. They could tell Jessy and Mia loved one another’s spit as much as Elaine and Aurelia loved each other’s; hate only drove their lust to higher peaks.

		

		Harder and faster the four women fingered each other with unbridled fury, each woman’s slender fingers grinding against the fingers of the woman across from her inside the pussies of the bitches between them. In the beginning their fingers had fought each other, entwining and pulling on each other, each woman struggling to be the only slut penetrating her rivals, but as sexual desires washed over them they began to cooperate. With every moment one bitch would pull her fingers back the other would shove her own deeper, extracting immediately after so her rival slut could penetrate again with reckless fury. Even as their fingers worked together they would spit in each other’s face with nearly every exchange, wordless growls of hate clashing in unison as they proved even though they were cooperating to bring the other sluts down they would never accept each other as equals.

		

		They were all so wet, so horny, so ravenous with orgasmic lust that even through their fury the air was never without their pleading cries. Even with four fingers writhing inside of them their natural lubricants allowed both pairs of fingers to slide against each other easily. Each bitch could feel the pussies of the other two sluts she fingered constricting tightly, nearly throbbing as they practically begged each other to drive deeper inside of them. The constant penetration, the tears of hate, the speckles of lustful spit upon their gorgeous, snarling faces all became too much for any of them to bear. With violent sobs each woman could feel herself losing control, could hear the urgency of the other three as they all raced frantically towards the edge.

		

		Four pairs of glistening eyes flashed in a frantic light as they felt each other breaking, as each whore felt her own resolve shatter beneath wave after wave of violent pleasure. Orgasmic screams erupted from their trembling, sexual mass as all four bitches clenched as hard as they could, fighting to contain their climaxes behind a wall of ferocious will. In an instant their stumbling came to a halt, all four women focusing all her energy on containing the bitter climaxes threatening to burst from their bodies but it was no use.

		

		As if by some violent cue Aurelia, Elaine, Mia and Jessy crushed their faces forward with desperate cries of obsession, their tongues lashing against each other in a frantic attempt to drive each other over the edge. Four pairs of glistening eyes blazed their violent hate into a burning flame between them, so filled with mirrored lust they could practically see their reflections in the orbs of the other hellacious sluts. Each woman’s spit combined with the saliva of the other three as they twisted and corkscrewed in a wet, confusing mass, building into such an erotic taste they could take the violent lust no longer, and in an orgasmic scream unlike anything they had ever heard the four women came, surrendering their climaxes as one in a spray of primal fury.

		

		The most orgasmic tidal wave either woman had ever felt crashed down around the four gorgeous whores, screams of passionate ecstasy clashing between their lips as their tongues went wild. The agonizing pleasure was so violent, so uncontrollable that it sank the four sluts to their knees, so incredible it was almost like their violent chain forced them all to feel each other’s pleasure along with their own. In uncontrollable madness the four filthy sluts drove their tongues in and out of each other’s mouths, each woman shoving her delicious tongue past the lips of the other three with such passionate fire that it was almost impossible for any of them to tell whose tongues were writhing inside of her mouth. As cum sprayed from their pussies in wave after wave of climactic ecstasy the tongues of the four struggling women tonguefucked each other in manic hate. There was no control, no rules; at times one woman and another would writhe against each other in equal measure, while others she would have all three tongues struggling against her own between her lips.

		

		They could hardly see anything past the blistering tears and orgasmic colors swimming across their visions. Muffled sobs echoes past their writhing tongues as harder and harder their orgasms pulsed, all four sluts fingering each other past their climactic limits. Each bitch could feel the cum of the others’ detonations coating her fingers, almost protecting them in a wet, sexual condom that drove inside each other faster and faster. In their final moments each woman shoved her tongue blindly past the lips of a rival, squealing in muffled lust as her chosen bitch tonguefuck her delicious mouth in return; and as a second orgasm detonated from their topless forms even before the first had reached its peak the two pairs of tonguefucking whores broke away from each other, their battles again waging one on one.

		

		Chelsea and Natalie threw their heads back in violent sobs of ecstasy, tears streaming down their precious cheeks as clit crushed against clit with manic obsession. With their hands behind their backs for leverage they drove their hips hard against each other, settling into such a fierce, wet grind that it sent them over the edge immediately. Each woman’s powerful detonations collided with her rival’s, meeting in frantic sprays that coated their inner thighs with their sweet arousal. Already their pussies were throbbing, sore from the desperation of their fuckfight, and as their orgasmic scents swirled around them it only drove the pleasure of their climaxes higher.

		

		Their forms were beaded with sweat from their sexual catfighting. When their naked forms had toppled to the ground they had traded positions over and over, struggling violently for the top position of their gorgeous, sexual mass. They had grinded furiously against each other’s naked thigh as they struggled, fucking each other to several orgasms as they choked each other like whores and tore at each other’s hair like college schoolgirls. The soaking sensations of their orgasmic juices mixing upon their thighs had become too much for either slut to bear, and when they had shoved each other away they had spread their legs wide, driving cunt to cunt in a spray of primal fury.

		

		The frantic screams of the other whores around them sounded through the air, but to the brunette and the redhead right now the only thing that existed was this violent fuck they had locked themselves into. They had dreamt of each other’s cunt ever since they had fucked it out on the roof, and locking pussy to pussy like this nearly felt like their first time yet again. They fought through the pleasure to drive their faces forward once more, glaring into each other’s orgasmic spirit through the tears of sexual rage. Their cheeks looked so beautiful glistening with tears, and the way their hair fell across their faces in messy curtains gave the two models such a reckless sheen that they wanted to hold this mutual desperation in their memories forever.

		

		Another violent orgasm drove the two dirty bitches back to their present war, and as they clenched their pussy lips against each other in manic hate their climaxes collided inside their struggling sexes. Even through the manic pleasure the two sluts pushed their own orgasms harder inside each other, practically fucking one another from the inside with their reckless pulses. The fire burning in their glistening orbs was so frantic as each bitch’s detonations forced the other’s filthy juices back into her own body, their fighting cum turning them on so much they could hardly wait for more. In the fury behind their orgasmic battle Natalie and Chelsea shot their right hands towards each other’s tear-stained cheek, catching one another’s face in a hateful slap before burying their fingers deep into one another’s messy tresses.

		

		“Tonguefuck me bitch!” the two frantic females screamed, each slut pulling the other’s hair to drag her face closer and meet her own on the field of battle. Their moans clashed in horny urgency as their open mouths latched onto each other, their tongues lashing out in the furious desire only two frantic rivals could have. The sensations of wet girl-tongue against wet girl-tongue immediately sent them over the edge again, and as even further cum was added to their squirting war the brunette and the redhead drove their tongues past each other’s lips, sealing their cries inside their hungry mouths.

		

		The sensation of the redhead’s fingers twisted through Chelsea’s tresses hurt, but in such desperate warfare she practically begged Natalie to pull harder. As if in response to her silent desires she felt Natalie tug on her chocolate hair hard, nearly sending her over the edge again as her enemy fought to control her. She tugged hard on Natalie’s auburn tresses in retaliation, pained squeals clashing with her own inside their ravenous mouths, and she knew the redhead loved this passion just as much as she did. She always loved pulling hair during her frantic catfights; and in the midst of sexual warfare it felt so right she could hardly imagine combat without it.

		

		Natalie’s tongue twisted and corkscrewed around Chelsea’s with such reckless abandon that she nearly ached, but she could hear the same strain in the brunette’s moans inside her mouth. Her eyes remained open even when she wanted to melt, blazing hate into the beautiful face of the whore whose pussy fucked against her own. Chelsea’s dazzling orbs glared right back, fixing her with the same lesbian hate, driving her body so hot she nearly came again from her rival’s furious passion. She loved the other whore’s taste, loved the fury in her rival’s antics as they traded spit like violent lovers; and she could tell by how ravenous Chelsea was stealing her own spit the brunette loved her taste just as much.

		

		With one hand still behind them Natalie and Chelsea drove their tender pussies against each other as hard as they could, screaming into each other’s mouth as their sensitive cunt lips sealed tightly. With reckless abandon they sliced their clits against each other in opposite directions, grinding their centers of pleasure together with merciless aggression. Every second each model’s womanhood remained locked with her rival’s caused their manic waves of cum to pulse harder, driving deeper into one another’s vagina and marking each other with their orgasmic scents.

		

		They were so wild, so filled with their lesbian hate that they were willing to endure anything they had to in order to tear each other down. Still they were coming, but as they filled their locked cunts with their orgasmic cream they continued to fuck. For each woman her climaxes felt like pleasurable hell, but the fact that her rival was coming too made this filthy fucking deadlock worth it. The warm, orgasmic wetness inside them flowed back and forth like a liquid dildo, sending Natalie and Chelsea to multiple orgasms so violently that they nearly blacked out, but somehow the hate from one another’s blistering glare kept their bitter war alive. Their pussies were already sore from the countless orgasms that had detonated from their naked forms, but as their glares reflected in each other’s glistening eyes they knew they were just beginning.

		

		Mia’s eyes widened in lustful rage as she saw the bitch she had fallen away with; Elaine, the cunt who had first shown her the violent art of sexfighting what felt like so long ago. The orgasmic scents of their mixing cum reached her nostrils, so incredible that they nearly tossed her into a frenzy. Elaine had been the first bitch whose orgasmic scents had ever clashed with her own…the first besides Chelsea. She could hear Chelsea and Natalie screaming in climactic rage, and the sounds of the two sluts she hated the most waging war nearly made her come once more. Violent pleasure shocked through her swollen clit, driving her focus back to the battle at hand; and she knew she would need all of her control to not be overcome by her powerful adversary.

		

		Still Mia and Elaine had their fingers buried in each other’s tender cunt, and without the penetration of the other sluts getting in the way the two brunettes shoved a third finger deep inside. Immediately they sobbed into one another’s mouth as the pleasure frantically spiked, their mirrored tears shining like diamonds in their eyes as their fingers bent and twisted inside each other. Mia felt her rival’s palm grind violently against her clit beneath her soaking panties, and as Mia followed suit it was all the two whores could do to keep from exploding right then and there.

		

		Still they were coming, the orgasms from their violent, four-way fingering refusing to relent even as they willed their bodies to stop. Each woman was so warm, so wet, so tender as they drove inside each other again and again, the violent sounds of their mutual, soaking penetration echoing around them along with their muffled cries. They entwined their fingers through each other’s dark, messy hair and forced their faces even harder against each other, grinding forehead to forehead, driving their tongues deeper and deeper into each other’s delicious mouth as their spirits waged violent war.

		

		Their tongues struggled against each other with furious pride. They still remembered the first time they had tasted each other’s delectable spit, how they had wanted to melt into each other’s delicious mouth. Elaine remembered how ready Mia was to meet her tongue in frenzied rage, how even when they had just met they had both been so willing to seal their cries with their wet, ravenous tongues. Despite her violent hatred, despite her destructive rage towards the other bitch she couldn’t help but admire how even in the beginning Mia’s determination had been incredible. They had been addicted to each other’s kiss almost immediately, almost begging for the struggle between wet, ravenous tongues; Mia seemed to love these desperate kissfights almost as much as she did.

		

		Again and again Elaine and Mia drove their fingers inside one another’s twat, sobbing their manic hate into each other’s mouth. They began to force spit past each other’s lips in the midst of their frantic tonguefuck, so driven by lust that even when they knew they should be disgusted by it they practically begged for more. Their penetrating fury sent tinges of pain through their orgasmic pussies, but the pleasure of being controlled by such a powerful rival only made them desperate for more. They tugged again on each other’s hair, practically screaming as the pain drove them both over the edge, and as palms grinded hatefully against clits the two brunettes came again with a fury so strong it took every ounce of control the two whores had to remain on their knees.

		

		As their fingers pumped against the flow of climactic cream Mia and Natalie were sent to multiple orgasms immediately, so filled with undeniable pleasure that they threw their faces to the heavens in manic screams of ecstasy. In moments they had coated each other’s fingers with their climactic ecstasy, their detonations so powerful they squirted all over each other’s palm and into the soaking lace that still concealed their beautiful pussies.

		

		Tears streamed down their cheeks in frantic rivers as their bodies thrashed against each other, their heavy breasts colliding again and again as their topless forms begged for further pleasure. The ravenous impacts between their tender breasts caused them to sob from the pleasurable pain, but the sensation of nipples bending viciously against nipples caused their violent spasms to grow even more frantic. They remembered how their breasts had clashed on the first day they met, how their naked tits had warred with the urgency of jealous whores. Each still thought her breasts were more beautiful, believed her own incredible tits to be stronger and more powerful than any other’s; and their screams grew even more vicious as they drove their tits against each other with reckless abandon, each woman willing to endure any pain as long as she could make her jealous rival suffer the same.

		

		Their sore cunts began to throb beneath the weight of their pleasure, but as each bitch’s pussy continued to detonate in her wet pleasure they knew their bodies deserved so much more. They knew they could trap each other like this forever, locked in this fingerfucking madness until one or both of the collapsed from exhaustion, but they both deserved so much more than this mutual penetration. The heat from their destructive pussies, the possessive rage and violent pride from each other’s body; their spirits were practically pleading for full orgasmic war. As they accepted their mutual destruction they tore their fingers from each other’s soaking cunt, each bitch loving how the other’s ravenous sex lips bit at her fingers as if begging for more. They sank their nails into the fabric of each other’s soaking panties, ripping the lace with manic hate and tossing each other’s lingerie to the side.

		

		Bitter sobs of attrition clashed around them as each woman ripped the other’s sore, orgasmic pussy bare at last. They forced their faces forward against the ecstasy, each woman determined to look the other in the eye even as the power of their multiple orgasms reached its peak. They tore their hands from each other’s messy tresses, latching onto one another’s tight, succulent ass. They spread their legs wide, lacing right over left, their orgasmic scents swirling in the air around them as they prepared for battle.

		

		Their lips twisted into bitchy, insulting smiles, each woman despising the other for how gorgeous she looked even in such a disheveled state. They hated each other’s pretty face, loved how their pride was stained with tears. In a fit of jealous rage each whore drove her cum-slicked palm against her rival’s cheek, and the cries of pain that clashed immediately after drove them wet with dirty rage. The impacts were so furious that they fell backwards in vicious surprise, strands of each other’s hair still entwined around their slender fingers as they were forced to release each other; and as they turned back to face each other from across their naked bodies the tears in each woman’s eyes nearly made the other come again.

		

		They loved hurting each other, loved the trembling in their lips as the slaps drove their cheeks scarlet, but they knew orgasmic pain was the only way forward. With one hand still latched onto each other’s ass the two bitches placed their other arm behind them; and with screams of reckless obsession Mia and Elaine slammed their sexes together as hard as they could, immediately filling each other’s sore pussy with cream as violent pleasure seared through their naked forms.

		

		As Aurelia and Jessy fell together they immediately tore their fingers from each other’s soaking twat, ripping away each other’s lace in their primal fury. The fingers of each woman’s right hand buried deep in her enemy’s long, dark hair, smearing sweet girl-cum into each other’s disheveled tresses and squealing as they pulled hard. Each woman’s other hand lashed towards the tender cheek of her hated rival, catching her enemy in a furious open-handed slap, both women crying as they drove each other’s face to the side. The arousal upon their fingers streaked across one another’s pretty bitch face, adding even more desperate beauty as they faced each other again with the blazing fires of war. They slapped each other again, harder this time, and when the blows failed to make each other surrender they latched onto each other’s right breast, each bitch taking her enemy’s nipple between her thumb and forefinger and squeezing as hard as she could.

		

		They spread what remained of the cum across each other’s tender breasts as they pinched and twisted each other’s nipple like hateful lovers. Their vicious, mutual punishment caused pain shocking through their sore, gorgeous breasts, but in the midst of sexual combat even the pain caused them pleasure. Their clashing whimpers swirled around them like a sexual crescendo, the tears welling in their dazzling eyes mixing with the furious arousal left by their traded blows. The aromas of sweat and sex drove them so violently ravenous, their orgasmic pheromones begging so desperately to break down and fuck that they couldn’t deny their hateful desires; and as if by some unspoken cue the two busty brunettes laced right leg over left, panting with such desire they almost came before their tender cunts had even met.

		

		Clashing orgasmic screams shattered the air around them as they slammed cunt to cunt, their mixing shrieks like music to their ears as climax clashed against climax between their tender, naked pussies. Each woman’s frantic wave of pleasure fought to drive the other’s back into her filthy cunt, pulse after pulse of penetrating cream driving each other back and forth as their sexes sealed tight. Each woman could feel the other’s sexual juices squirting inside of her, driving deep against her own. The sensation was so maddening, made each woman feel so dirty and slutty for being branded with the cream of her rival, but knowing her enemy’s incredible pussy was being branded as well kept the two women fighting.

		

		Wave after wave of pleasure crashed around them as they began to grind clit to clit hard, causing the two ravishing brunettes to thrash against each other wildly. Somehow in their manic convulsions their powerful cunts remained locked, each woman determined to bury her scents in the other woman’s being. The painful pleasure was almost unimaginable, would drive most women to surrender in minutes, but for Jessy and Aurelia it felt more natural than they had ever believed sexfighting could be. They despised each other’s gorgeous body, each other’s powerful cunt, but even through their hatred the sensation of one another’s naked twat battling against her own was so familiar.

		

		They had locked up sex to sex so many times, had branded each other with their pheromones so often that they knew each other’s body almost as much as they knew their own. With every fuck they grew more addicted to each other, wanted to feel the throes of violent warfare again and again. The orgasmic scents of their battling creams were aromas they dreamed about even after their most violent fuckfights; and even with as many times as they had driven each other to climax they still wanted more. The fire blazing beyond their glistening tears promised their resolve; neither woman would ever feel satisfied until she had the other begging for forgiveness on her knees.

		

		Neither whore would allow the other to rest until one of them ate the other out in obedient servitude, moaning between her legs how she was the most incredible being to ever walk the earth. Such admittance of surrender, such worship and servitude were too much for either woman’s pride to accept, was a prize that felt almost impossible to obtain. They had fucked each other to the brink of exhaustion and beyond more times than they could count, had fought until one or both of them collapsed on every occasion they could. Even when one of them fucked the other so violently she had no more strength left to fight the loser never submitted to the winner’s will. They would rather risk losing everything than beg each other for mercy…but with every fuck the desire to shatter one another’s pride grew stronger.

		

		Each woman pulled hard on the other’s raven tresses, tears welling even further in their eyes as each slut forced her rival to glare into her glistening orbs forehead to forehead. Their panting breaths clashed between their open lips as they fought, their tongues dancing desperately for each other’s taste, but the blazing hate in their eyes forced the two women to fight their desires. As clit sliced against clit, as pussy lips bit and sucked at pussy lips, as orgasm clashed against orgasm the two women wanted nothing more than to lose all control, but as they began to sob from the weight of their climactic battle they forced their desires to melt into each other’s mouth beneath the surface.

		

		They forced their plush lips against each other, crying in frantic urgency as another wave of cum detonated from their gorgeous, naked forms, but each slut forced her tongue to remain at bay. It was as if the slut who caved in first, the slut who could take the absence of the other’s tongue no longer, was the weaker whore. They knew it would solve nothing, that they would have to drive each other practically comatose in their frantic fucking in order to win, but losing even this test of wills could be devastating. They let their cries shatter the air in passionate urgency, wanting desperately to use her horny sounds to break the other’s will. The sensation of their hot, sweet breaths mixing between their gaping mouths drove them only to pant harder, to want each other so much more. Again they came like violent sluts, the pleasure so desperate it felt like a sin to not accompany such passion with writhing tongues, but their prides would not allow them to break. Only one whore here could prove herself to be the better woman; and in front of the audience there’d be no hiding the truth.

		

		Aurelia’s nipple was so hard, so swollen and sore from Jessy’s furious punishment, but she could feel the other woman’s rod growing just as hard between her fingers. She loved the tears in the secretary’s eyes, hated how her own tears mirrored her rival’s, both sluts desperate to do everything they could to make each other scream. Ever since their first violent fuck she had hated Jessy’s breasts, had wanted to destroy them with her own. This furious, pinching titfight filled her with pride as she listened to Jessy whimper, but even if Jessy cried in forgiveness it wouldn’t be enough to satisfy her. She knew her tits deserved to feel Jessy’s surrender, deserved to be the reason the secretary surrendered their hateful titfight. Her breasts had hated Jessy’s for so long that the only way they would accept victory was if she could feel the violent soreness scorching between them as tits fucked tits with reckless abandon. She had to feel the warmth of Jessy’s breasts, had to feel their strength crumble to the power of her own, and with a violent cry Aurelia jammed her breasts against Jessy’s as hard as she could.

		

		Jessy screamed in panicked pain as the other naked slut slammed forward, the surprise so frantic that she nearly disengaged from her enemy in surprise. Her vision flashed with violent colors as the breath was driven from her lungs, and she toppled backwards as the impact shocked through her form. Aurelia’s naked body collapsed on top of her own, and in a moment of fear Jessy thought the other bitch was going to take advantage of her right then and there, but as the other woman’s sobs clashed against her own between their gaping lips she realized the impact had shocked through Aurelia just as furiously.

		

		In a manic twisting of limbs Jessy and Aurelia pulled their hands from one another’s tender nipples, hate blazing in their eyes as they allowed their naked breasts to wage war without obstruction. As their sore, hard rods pierced into each other’s dense titflesh they sank their nails into one another’s succulent ass, each whore driving the other’s hips against her own as hard as she could. The seal upon their tender pussy lips had broken, causing their mixed cum to spread across one another’s pussy and inner thighs, but as their nails dug into each other’s ass their clits came together hard and strong. They sobbed into each other’s mouth as their dueling sexhorns drove them both to another violent orgasm, and as their pussies spat on each other with their orgasmic cream Jessy forced her way to the top.

		

		“Come on you filthy little cunt, is that all you’ve fucking got!?” Jessy snarled vehemently, driving her sore, wet pussy down against Aurelia’s again and again. “Oh, you love it when I fuck you like this, you fucking love it!” Tears were streaming down her cheeks as wave after wave of ecstasy scorched through her hot, naked form, but she fought through the pain to keep up her devastating assault. “Oh you fucking love it you filthy little cunt, I can hear it in the way you cry! You thought you’d be able to fucking take me by surprise you cheating whore! Fucking take it like a woman you fucking slut, I’m gonna make you fucking beg for it in front of the cameras!”

		

		“Yeah I fucking love it you disgusting little bitch!” Aurelia sobbed, the sensation of Jessy’s wet cream coating her throbbing sex making her feel so dirty. “I fucking love the way you come all over me cunt, but I know you love it even fucking more!” She fought through the agonizing pleasure scorching through her form to grind her clit upwards against Jessy’s as hard as she could, and as the sudden increase in pressure sent them both to another devastating climax she again forced her way on top.

		

		“Every time we fuck you always beg for more!” Aurelia continued, driving her naked form against her enemy’s with every ounce of strength she could muster. “Every single moment we lock together you practically plead for me to give in to you again and again!” Her climaxes and Jessy’s were clashing with such frantic intensity that their inner thighs were immediately coated in each other’s cream, but in the moment she didn’t care. Her face and Jessy’s were so close she could bite her enemy’s lips in her hate, and she knew the other slut would return the bite with every bit of intensity she had. “You love my fucking tits, love my fucking pussy, love my tender fucking clit when we ravage each other’s body like vengeful whores! You love it hard you dirty secretary slut, I know you do by the way you scream my name!”

		

		“Fuck yeah I love it rough, cunt!” Jessy snarled, her words and Aurelia’s driving so much hate into each other that even their panting breaths wanted to destroy each other. “I love it when you and I fuck so hard we can feel each other’s pussy pounding against our own even days after we’ve stopped! I love fucking tight and hard bitch, because when I finally make you scream for mercy like a filthy little cunt I don’t want you to have any fucking excuses!” With a ferocious grunt she shoved Aurelia’s body beneath her own once more, and as she grinded her clit down upon Aurelia’s with reckless abandon the two of them were thrown into multiple climaxes so powerful they both nearly collapsed right then and there.

		

		Tears streamed down Jessy’s cheeks as Aurelia grinded upwards, each woman frantically struggling through the violent pleasure assaulting their orgasmic forms. Their clits had been hated rivals ever since the first moment they had touched, and as Jessy felt their mating sexhorns practically melting together she knew their clits would only hate each other more. As wave after wave of climactic passion cascaded over them Jessy was thrown into a manic frenzy, and she could tell by the blaze in the model’s eyes her rival’s control had shattered too.

		

		“I know you fucking love every dirty, filthy thing I do to you!” Jessy snarled, her voice high and shrill as she allowed herself to fully lose control. “You love it when I pull your hair like a disobedient little fucking whore!” She tugged so hard on Aurelia’s tresses that strands came away between her fingers, and as the model cried beneath her she drove her palm against Aurelia’s cheek. “You love the way I fucking slap you bitch, the way I fucking punish you for standing in my way!” Aurelia was panting and moaning from the strain of their naked bodies, the pleasure of their orgasms still detonating from their powerful forms. She watched the other woman’s tongue dancing behind her lips, practically begging for it, and she spat in the other woman’s mouth in a show of force. Her heart raced as the other slut gagged on her taste, loud enough for every camera to hear her pleading lust. “You love the way I spit into your fucking mouth, don’t you bitch!? Fucking don’t you, weak little slut!?”

		

		“You fucking love it even more you pathetic cunt!” Aurelia screamed back, the multiple orgasms exploding through her sinful, naked form shattering her self-control. She spat upwards in her enemy’s gorgeous, snarling face, loving how Jessy moaned as saliva spread across her lips. She tore strands from the other bitch’s dark tresses, slapping the secretary’s cheek with all the hate she could muster, and as Jessy lost her balance Aurelia forced herself back on top. “You fucking love the way my breasts punish your pathetic tits, the way my powerful fucking nipples bend yours back and make you fucking squeal!”

		

		Aurelia jammed her sore breasts down on top of Jessy’s, tears streaming down her cheeks as the secretary’s nipples and her own buried into one another’s titflesh like knives. Jessy’s tits were so taut and proud against her own. The violent pressure between their powerful breasts hurt like hell, but with the tears streaming down the other bitch’s cheeks as well she didn’t care. “You fucking love the way my powerful nipples stab into your filthy fucking tits! You love how my incredible nipples threaten to pop your pathetic breasts you ugly plastic slut!” She felt the other whore lace both fingers through her disheveled tresses, absolutely loving the rage in the other woman’s eyes even as Jessy forced her naked form to the top once more. “Your filthy fake breasts can’t fucking compare to the real beauty of mine!”

		

		“Oh, my tits are as real as they fucking get honey!” Jessy snarled back, driving her powerful tits down on top of her enemy’s just as hard as Aurelia had driven down upon her own. As she watched the hateful tears flowing down the model’s cheeks in rivers she grinded her nipples against Aurelia’s, never once releasing the pressure even as the shocks of nipples upon nipples grew unbearable. “Your pathetic fucking body has surrendered to mine so many fucking times you know exactly how real my fucking tits are! No plastic surgeon in the world could craft tits this fucking beautiful, and you fucking know it!”

		

		Jessy spat in her rival’s face before raking her tongue across the other slut’s lips and cheeks, treating her like a filthy servant whore in front of the audience; and she loved how Aurelia’s tongue lashed out to meet her own, each woman finally admitting her lesbianic desires as they licked each other’s face like ravenous lovers. “You love the way I fucking lick your filthy bitch face, love the way I show you you’ll always be my bitch!” She slammed her tender cunt against Aurelia’s as hard as she could, immediately sending herself to another violent climax upon the other brunette’s naked body, but she kept her glistening eyes locked with Aurelia’s as the other woman’s body pulsed with the same violent urgency.

		

		“That’s it cunt, beg for the fucking cameras!” Jessy howled, the unbearable pleasure only urging her to fight Aurelia’s clit harder. Her words were muffled as she and the other slut lashed their tongues against each other’s face, but in their orgasmic frenzy her own muffled insults were some of the most erotic sounds she had ever known. “Fucking scream like a little whore and show the world how much you fucking love being dominated by a bitch who’ll always be stronger and sexier than you!” She could feel the other woman fighting back just as violently, admired the other cunt even through their frantic hatred, and she knew the model was enduring the same passionate ecstasy she was. “Fuck my clit with yours as hard as you fucking can cunt, so that when my powerful sexhorn destroys yours the audience can truly fucking see how weak your pathetic fucking womanhood is!”

		

		She could feel Aurelia’s fists pulling hard on her tresses as both hands buried deep enough to mirror her own, and she knew in moments her gorgeous, naked form would be driven to the bottom once more. “Even your fucking orgasms are weaker than mine, cunt!” she screamed, driving her own climaxes harder from her form as Aurelia forced herself on top once more. “I can come harder than you, faster than you, and still fight and fucking until you’re sobbing for mercy!” She could feel the model’s cream clashing against hers even harder as the filthy bitch accepted her wild challenge; and in their wet, orgasmic battle she wanted nothing more.

		

		As Aurelia forced the filthy secretary slut beneath her she drove her tongue past the other woman’s lips, stifling the other woman’s hateful insults as Jessy’s tongue drove past her own in retaliation. She had broken their unspoken challenge, had been the first to cave in and begin their ravenous kiss. She saw the mocking gleam in Jessy’s eyes as their lips sealed tightly, trapping their tongues in a wet cage as they began to twist and corkscrew with reckless abandon. Every single time Jessy had used her influence to control her flashed through her mind, and she swore that no matter what else happened she wouldn’t allow Jessy to defeat her here. Even as the secretary whore forced her way on top Aurelia promised she would not allow herself to fall to Jessy. Here in front of the audience she would show everyone what a nasty little cunt Jessy truly was, and make her pay and plead and beg for mercy in front of the cameras, captured for the entire world to see.

		

		Hard and fast Jessy and Aurelia rolled across the floor, kissing and coming and pulling each other’s hair like the ravenous sluts they truly were. With their tongues twisting and writhing against each other in their wet, probing duel it was easier to focus on their fight instead of their cutting insults. Tears streamed down their cheeks as still their filthy orgasms clashed between their naked cunts, driving each other wetter and hornier even through their manic hate. Their glares were filled with such orgasmic beauty that each slut knew the other wanted to fight her forever, but as they listened to the filthy screams of the sluts around them they almost begged each other to allow more into the fray.

		

		Each woman’s eyes flashed with a sinful glow as Elaine’s climactic screams shattered the air, and in an instant they knew they needed to teach her a lesson she would never forget. Without ever ceasing their frantic struggle for the top position Jessy and Aurelia rolled towards the incredible sobs of orgasmic passion, driving each other to the bottom again and again. Each could see it in the other’s eyes that they wouldn’t stop fighting, not even when they dragged Elaine into their wild catball. They would never stop fighting, but if they could force another slut they hated into their struggling mass their bitter rivalry would drive even higher. Only one of them deserved to fuck Elaine to surrender; and feeling their bodies against hers, fighting them while they fought her back, would drive Jessy and Aurelia even more ravenous to destroy one another’s form until only one of them remained to fuck Elaine to tears.

		

		Even after everything she and Aurelia had done to each other, Jessy could still feel the phantom sensation of Elaine’s claws sinking into her tender breastmeat; and she knew she had to make the little whore pay for challenging her tits with such manic obsession. She knew Elaine was jealous of her perfect, heavy breasts, knew the orgasmic slut wanted to destroy them in her envy; and Jessy wanted to destroy Elaine’s with every bit of erotic obsession her rival possessed. They both claimed to have the stronger, more beautiful breasts…but only one of them could prove herself right.

		

		Aurelia had hated Elaine ever since the first day they’d met. From the first moment she and Elaine faced each other in front of Jessy she had felt sexual fire blazing between them, and when they had fought and fucked each other to their limits and beyond it had sealed their hated rivalry forever. Aurelia had worked so hard for everything she had gotten; and the moment Jessy had hired Elaine the other bitch had demanded to meet Aurelia so they could fight for the position she had fought to obtain. Even with every other fight and fuck they’d had, their very first meeting still remained the most incredible during her masturbatory fantasies. Elaine had tried to take what was hers from the very first moment, continued to try and steal every bit of fame she could; it was time to finally put this bitch in her place for good.

		

		Screams shattered the air as Aurelia and Jessy slammed into the naked, fucking forms of Mia and Elaine. The two frantic models were locked in mid-orgasm, their asses suspended in the air as they filled each other’s sex with cream. Their violent orgasms were clashing with such erotic power that droplets of their climactic rage squirted onto the tangled forms of Jessy and Aurelia. In the manic lust of their bitter fuckwar the droplets felt so right, and as Mia’s scents mixed with Elaine’s Jessy and Aurelia wanted to drag her in too…but Elaine was the slut they truly wanted.

		

		With almost blinding precision Jessy and Aurelia tore the fingers of one hand from each other’s disheveled tresses, burying deep into the hair of one of the whores beside them. Elaine screamed in pain as her body was jolted away from Mia’s, their orgasms spraying so frantically from their bodies now that neither woman could react to the sudden obsession of the other two whores. Mia cried out as well in surprise, so furious at the two sluts for breaking her fuckfight with Elaine that she wanted to give chase, but her orgasmic marathon had driven her so exhausted it was all she could to watch.

		

		Her heart raced in her chest as even through her anger she couldn’t help but admire the beauty of their desperation, how gorgeous the three of them looked as Elaine was absorbed into the sexual catball that Jessy and Aurelia started. Her body was still thrashing as she struggled to recover, her naked pussy squirting the last of her orgasmic cream on the floor. She could feel her wetness and Elaine’s coating her pussy and thighs, but as she looked towards Natalie and Chelsea she knew there was still so much more.

		

		Natalie and Chelsea were driving clit to clit so hard and fast that every single impact caused them to scream, their orgasmic pulses squirting each other’s pussy as even when their bodies begged for rest they refused to relent. They were reckless, relentless, insatiable as each whore struggled to destroy the other’s womanhood with her own. They could feel nothing but the orgasmic pleasure scorching through their forms, could see nothing but each other through their glistening tears as they practically begged each other to surrender. They were so filled with manic hate that each woman thought she would find no rest until the other had surrendered to her will, and as climax after violent climax wrecked through their tender, naked forms it felt like they never would.

		

		“What’s the matter dirty little cunt!?” Chelsea snarled, her body trembling with the hate and lust that only came from sexual combat. “You keep breaking your little clit away from me bitch, you fucking scared!? You fucking afraid of keeping your clit against mine while we fuck you ugly redheaded whore!? Fucking afraid keeping your pathetic sexhorn against mine will cause you to fucking collapse like a pathetic little whore!?”

		

		“You want to fuck clit to clit without any fucking breaks you filthy cunt, then fine by me!” Natalie screeched back, driving her sexhorn against Chelsea’s so hard that the impact caused her to sob. As tears streamed down her cheeks she felt Chelsea equalize the pressure between their sore clits, and in an instant the two whores forced each other to another violent climax. “Fucking drive your clit against mine as hard as you can you disgusting brunette whore, and we’ll see how fucking brave you are when my clit has yours fucking melting!”

		

		The pleasure scorching through their naked forms was so incredible that it nearly drove their visions red from the rage and passion, but even when their bodies begged to break away the two whores drove their sexhorns against each other as hard as they could. Back and forth they sliced their clits with reckless abandon, their sexhorns remaining in such violent contact that it was hard to tell where one woman ended and the other began. Every second, every slice of their filthy clits drove the pleasure of their climaxes higher, but each woman forced herself to hold the other’s gaze.

		

		They could feel the most powerful orgasm of the entire night building inside of them, could tell by each other’s whimperings that their whore rival was just as close. Their wordless squeals, their passionate panting, challenged each other to never surrender until they had been sent to the ultimate pleasure. They matched their clits against each other head to head, glaring into each other’s glistening eyes with pure hatred, driving forward as hard as they could; and an instant later Chelsea and Natalie experienced more pleasure than they could ever remember, driving to multiple orgasms so violently their bodies were practically thrown away from each other.

		

		Chelsea and Natalie slammed into the floor as wave after wave of unspeakable pleasure wrecked their forms, their naked backs hitting the ground almost painfully as their oversexed bodies thrashed from the orgasmic pleasure. Almost as soon as they had met each other’s clit on the field of battle the two whores had been forced apart, and even when they struggled to drive their sexhorns against each other again the pleasure practically paralyzed them. For the moment they could do nothing but endure the pleasure and pain, nothing but listen to each other scream and cry as higher and higher their pleasure soared. They wanted so violently to ride each other through the ecstasy, to drive each other to further waves of pleasure ,but in their climactic exhaustion it was all they could do not to pass out from the pleasure.

		

		Mia felt her heart racing as the orgasmic explosion forced Natalie and Chelsea away from each other, could hardly believe the sight before her as even when she knew they wanted to continue the fight their bodies would not obey. Such orgasmic exhaustion was so incredible, but so frustrating; she had experienced the feeling many times in her countless sexual catfights, and the sensation of being so close to the cunt of a violent enemy and not having the control to wage war was one of the most maddening sensations that could ever be felt. She eyed the redhead’s form, eyed the sexual, hateful body of the model she had despised more than anyone since the first moment they met. She was so beautiful laying on her back like that, so hateful and sweet and helpless in such a frantic state…but as Mia fought to recover from her own violent climaxes she knew her own control wasn’t much better off.

		

		Mia began crawling towards the ravishing redhead, struggling not to show how exhausted she truly was. Her entire body was aching now, her pussy so sore and screaming for rest, but she knew Natalie’s naked form was just as tender, just as exhausted. She could hear it in the way Natalie’s panting cries trembled, could practically smell it as she moved closer. She hated how much she loved Natalie’s aromas even after everything the redhead had put her through; and as she glanced towards her eternal, hated rival her eyes were drawn to the incredible glistening between her powerful thighs. She felt the same wetness, the same orgasmic cream streaked across her own pretty pussy and shaven legs; such orgasmic proof deserved to be cleaned so the two of them could begin anew.

		

		She passed over Natalie face to face, glaring down into the redhead’s eyes, the hate and lust mirrored so frantically in their glistening orbs that each could practically see her own reflection. Their beautiful, bitch faces were just inches away in a mock sixty-nine, the heat from their gorgeous forms clashing like an aura around them as they let the hate for each other flow. Natalie’s mouth was open in panting cries as still her orgasmic pleasure scorched through her form, and in a bitter moment of attrition Mia seized her chance, driving her tongue violently past the redhead’s lips.

		

		In an instant her tongue began ravaging Natalie’s delicious mouth with all the manic hate she could, desperate to drive this advantage home before Natalie could fully recover. She knew she should be attacking Natalie’s helpless clit instead, knew she should be driving the redhead to further climaxes so her rival would remain weakened in orgasmic bliss, but she wanted so desperately to show off for the crowd. The theatricality of making out with her hellacious rival while she was helpless to fight back was too much for her to bear. She wanted to give Natalie, give the audience, a taste of her power before she destroyed the prize between Natalie’s legs. She loved the way Natalie’s muffled squeals vibrated through her body, but as the redhead’s tongue began to fight weakly with her own she knew it wouldn’t be long until Natalie had regained her strength.

		

		“You filthy, cheating whore!” Natalie snarled, her words barely understandable as her tongue and Mia’s continued to writhe in their trembling lesbian bliss. She struggled weakly against the whore inside her mouth, practically sobbing as Mia’s tongue dominated her own at every twist and turn. She hated how much she loved the other bitch’s taste, hated how even helpless her tongue seemed to beg for more. Even through her ravenous kiss Mia drove spit into her mouth, and like a slut she devoured it like candy. Natalie could hear Mia’s moans clashing with her own as she drove spit weakly past the brunette’s lips in response. The sound of her rival’s horny desperation, the feeling of Mia devouring her spit as ravenously as she had devoured the brunette’s gave her hope, and as the scents of Mia’s countless orgasmic surrenders filled her nostrils she could feel her strength recovering.

		

		As Natalie’s tongue and spit began fighting harder against her own Mia could feel her anger flaring once more. Natalie had been a thorn in her side ever since day one, had been nothing more than a filthy obstacle even before this organization had taken them in. At every single twist, every single opportunity, the redhead was always in her way; and Mia swore she would never again bow down to the orgasmic bitch whose tongue writhed between her lips. Tears of frustration began to stream down her cheeks as Natalie’s strength began to equalize with her own, until their insatiable tongues were twisting and corkscrewing against each other in mirrored hunger.

		

		Each woman forced delicious spit past the other’s lips, trying to make her rival feel like a dirtier whore than she did, but in the passion of their trembling cries the brunette and the redhead knew they were both equally filthy. No matter how much they hated each other, even when they wanted to tear each other apart so furiously that the loser would never want to challenge the winner again, Mia and Natalie absolutely loved and hated each other’s flawless form. They wanted nothing more than to make each other disappear forever, but in their frenzied bouts of sexual jealousy each bitch was the best fuck the other ever had.

		

		Every single moment they’d ever been around each other, every orgasmic conflict they had ever locked themselves in flashed through their minds. Their first filthy catfight in the dressing room immediately caused their blood to boil as they remembered their frenzied, untrained struggle, both bitches growing stronger as they remembered how they had been broken apart before they could settle anything between them. They grew ravenous as their first meetings after filled their minds, their orgasmic catfight in front of Jen and the cameras, then alone in Natalie’s van while Jessy’s secret camera captured every single move. Even if those had been their only battles it would have made them want to remain entwined together until only one of them remained, but as memories of their most desperate meeting upon the abandoned runway cascaded over them their tongues swore to each other they would never show each other mercy.

		

		Just their ravenous tonguefight and their bitter, clashing memories nearly drove Mia and Natalie to another orgasmic surrender. The violent storm that had waged outside had been the perfect backdrop to their unforgivable rage, and the way they had fought and clawed and fucked had become their most frantic sexual memory. It had felt so right matching whore to whore in the same place they had first challenged each other’s gorgeous form, and even months after the two whores masturbated to the memories almost nightly. They had fought each other many times since then, sharing and trading victories in their lesbianic passion, but in that moment the two of them had been the wildest whores they had ever become.

		

		Natalie and Mia began to thrash against each other as their frantic memories drove them so ravenous they could hardly stand it. They could feel their pussies pulsing, their clits throbbing as they remembered how they had fought. They sobbed into each other’s mouth, their tongues reckless in their writhing kiss as they remembered how evenly they had fucked. They grew ravenous, filled with anger and hate as they remembered sending each other to sexual hell and back again and again, their spit mixing frantically as in their memories they fucked each other dry. Each woman devoured the other’s spit as they remembered their final hellish orgasm, the one that had fully sealed their eternal hate. They screamed as their forms fucked each other unconscious in their memories, laying equal in every respect even after fucking to absolute exhaustion; and as the forms in their visions blacked out together Natalie and Mia tore their tongues from each other’s mouth, spitting hatefully in each other’s face as their wordless screams swore to destroy each other once and for all.

		

		With the obsession of a sex-starved whore Mia lunged forward, crushing her naked form on top of Natalie’s in a desperate sixty-nine and burying her face between the other woman’s powerful, cum-coated thighs. Tears streamed down the brunette’s face as she felt the redhead below her drive between her own legs, and in moments the two women had their lips wrapped around each other’s engorged clit. They screamed into each other’s pussy as they sucked hard, the violent sensations so incredible that in an instant it drove the two whores into climactic ecstasy.

		

		Their powerful climaxes squirted each other’s beautiful face with disrespectful lust, each woman defiling the other’s visage with the proof of their orgasmic hate. The two sluts flinched as their climactic sprays squirted each other’s snarling face, but still the two whores refused to relent. They sobbed into each other’s tender sex as they sprayed each other like dirty sluts, but this was exactly what they wanted. In this moment the sensation of one another’s climactic cream coating her cheeks was exactly what they needed, each bitch’s orgasmic scents driving the other to devour her pussy even more frantically. They felt disgusted at each other’s frantic surrender, but this mutual squirting assault drove them so violently ravenous they practically begged to hold this moment forever. They hated each other so violently, but in their lustful rage the taste of her enemy’s cum and the scents of her climactic ecstasy drove them wild.

		

		They could see nothing through their blistering tears, could feel nothing except the unbelievable pleasure blazing through their naked forms like wildfire. Mia expected to feel Chelsea’s fingers entwine through her tresses, expected the little whore to try and pull her off of Natalie in punishment for interrupting their war, but no attack came. She realized with a start that the other brunette must still be recovering from her violent climaxes, that in assaulting Natalie’s tongue with her own she had helped the redhead recuperate from the violent sexwar that she had engaged in with Chelsea. She knew she would have to fight Chelsea sooner than later, knew she would have to take the other brunette like a slut and fuck her until only one of the remained, but as Natalie’s tongue lashed against her clit and another climax wrecked her naked form she became lost in the orgasmic bliss. In this moment the only slut that existed was Natalie; and as she lashed her tongue against the redhead’s clit she knew Natalie only cared about this violent sixty-nine as well.

		

		Chelsea watched Mia and Natalie eat each other out with a mixture of sexual awe and furious jealousy. She wanted so urgently to take Mia by her disheveled chocolate tresses, to pull the other brunette away from Natalie and punish her for breaking up their fuckfight, but her body would not obey. She could hardly move, the last moments of her violent orgasmic bliss driving through her form, and when the final drops of her climactic cream squirted from her tender pussy it was all she could do not to collapse.

		

		Chelsea’s pussy throbbed with violent urgency, so desperately tender from the powerful climaxes she had just endured, but she still wanted so much more. She could hardly believe the hatred, the determination, the orgasmic recklessness surrounding the frantic sight before her. She knew Natalie and Mia despised each other more than they hated anyone else, yet even through their hatred they were devouring each other’s pussy like desperate lovers. They were squirting violently into each other’s face, yet even through their frantic sprays neither woman’s lips left the other’s tender clit. She watched them force their orgasms against each other harder, each woman desperate to make the other feel as filthy as possible, yet their cries of climactic distress practically begged for more.

		

		Manic screams echoed from across the room in a confusing cacophony of women, and as Chelsea spun around to face the noise just the sight alone nearly made her come right then and there. Jessy, Aurelia and Elaine were locked in a furious pussy-eating daisy-chain, tongues lashing against cunts with such reckless abandon it was a wonder all three of them were still able to fight. She could see their faces glistening with the cum of the bitch they devoured, thrashing wildly against the whore who ate her out in turn. The sight was so incredible that even when her body begged for sex Chelsea didn’t want to interrupt. Her heart raced as she struggled to recover from the crippling orgasm that had assaulted her ravenous form. Two clit-sucking whores fought on one side while three pussy-licking sluts warred on the other. Had she not been involved this sight would have been Heaven, but knowing she would have to face them all in turn only made her beg to be led into the fray.

		

		Aurelia lashed her tongue against Elaine’s soaking pussy like a desperate whore, tears mixing with her eternal enemy’s cum as her ravenous assault caused Elaine to come harder and faster. She felt like such a sex-starved slut as even through Elaine’s wet retaliation of cum Aurelia only grew more desperate for her enemy’s orgasmic cream. The single day she and Elaine had given each other to rest before this sinful war had made her so ravenous for violent sex that she wanted to eat this filthy little slut out forever. Elaine drove her pussy against her face with manic urgency, humping her plush lips with reckless abandon, and Aurelia knew Elaine was willing to take the agonizing pleasure as long as she could dish it out.

		

		

		Searing desire shocked through her hard, tender clit, and in an instant Aurelia was brought to such orgasmic pleasure that she nearly tore her lips away from Elaine’s pussy. Her entire body thrashed from her climactic waves, screaming into Elaine’s cunt like a whore as sexual fire scorched through her oversexed form. With manic convulsions she fucked the incredible tongue of the bitch between her legs, desperate to smear as much of her orgasmic cream across Jessy’s face as she could. She felt the vibrations of Jessy’s cries through her sensitive cunt, knew the secretary was being driven to the same pleasurable agony she was; and even when her body begged for rest she forced herself to keep fighting.

		

		Jessy could hardly believe the violent ecstasy scorching through her body, could hardly believe how ravenously Elaine’s tongue was penetrating between her tender pussy lips. Every inch of her body was so violently sore that even the sensation of her enemy’s tongue inside her sex caused her to scream. She crushed her hips back against the other brunette’s face, listening to her cry with the same frantic urgency as Aurelia’s tongue in turn brought her to the same ravenous pleasure. Elaine’s lips had locked with her pussy more times than Jessy could count, but she could never remember the model being this insatiable, this incredible. She squirted across Elaine’s face as hard as she could without passing out from the pleasure, desperate to brand the other whore with her scents until she could smell nothing else. Aurelia’s scents branded her own skin with the same ravenous urgency, disgusted lust filling her body as the other woman’s orgasmic cream coated her lips and cheeks, but in this moment she absolutely loved it.

		

		She could never remember Aurelia’s incredible sex tasting this good, could never remember her own body so desperate to fill her mouth with Aurelia’s orgasmic cream. It wasn’t simply how much they had come that made it so delectable; she and Aurelia had locked together for longer than this, had come more times than this before locking lips to pussy. In those frantic moments each bitch had thought the other’s cream was incredible, but something about this war made Aurelia’s cum even sweeter than sugar. Maybe it was the frantic urgency of their desperate warfare, the way all six of them were locked in here until only one remained, that made Aurelia’s pussy so sweet. Maybe it was the manic desperation behind their wars, the way the cameras were fixed upon them, the way there would be no hiding the truth from the world anymore that made Aurelia’s pussy refuse to hold back its sweetness any longer.

		

		A shock blazed through Jessy’s naked form as she realized she could taste the other sluts within Aurelia’s frantic detonations. They were subtle notes, paling in comparison to Aurelia’s powerful deliciousness, but they were there; and with a shock Jessy wondered if they were the reason Aurelia’s filthy cunt tasted even more delicious. Another frantic detonation scorched through her form as Elaine’s tongue ravaged her tender pussy, forcing her mind back to the frantic battle at hand; and she drove her tongue inside Aurelia with the same fury Elaine’s tongue was penetrating her own. She slammed her pussy backwards against Elaine’s gorgeous, cum-streaked face, challenging the other bitch to penetrate her with all her might; and as Elaine fulfilled her silent pleas it was all she could do to keep from collapsing right then and there.

		

		Elaine sobbed into Jessy’s squirting pussy as Aurelia’s tongue ravaged her own, the pleasure scorching so powerfully from her sex that it was all she could do to remain focused. Aurelia was always so good at eating snatch, knew exactly where to tease, when to suck, how to lick in order to drive home the most frantic waves of ecstasy. She grinded almost uncontrollably against her bitter enemy’s mouth, begging for it in her muffled, pleading cries. As Aurelia’s tongue lashed in manic obsession against her clit she was sent to further waves of devastating orgasms, her form thrashing against the floor so wildly she felt like she could collapse. Only the delicious pussy of the secretary, the violent thrashing of the slut in front of her kept her from falling prey to Aurelia’s expert assault; and she focused on Jessy’s soaking sex, tears streaming down her cheeks as the secretary filled her mouth with cum once more.

		

		Jessy was driving her pussy against Elaine’s face so ravenously that the pressure caused the secretary’s sex to open wide against Elaine’s ravenous mouth. As the lips of Elaine’s mouth locked with the lips of Jessy’s sex the model drove her tongue as deep into the secretary’s tender cunt as she could, the other woman’s orgasmic cream immediately coating her tongue as Jessy sobbed in rage. The manic intrusion drove her orgasms so hard that Elaine’s tongue was nearly forced from the other woman’s pussy, and as tears streamed down her cheeks the model realized how much she truly loved the other woman’s cum.

		

		With all the determination she could muster Elaine fought against the tidal wave of orgasmic surrender, devouring every single drop as if it was nectar. She hated how sweet Jessy’s pussy was, how much she still begged for the secretary’s cream even after hours of desperate fucking. She had no idea how long she and the other sluts had been locked together in this room, but as Aurelia’s tongue drove another climax from her form in turn she realized how violently sore she truly was. She felt like she had been fighting for days already, and she could tell by how violently the other sluts locked in this daisy-chain trembled that they were just as drained from their frantic struggle.

		

		The scents of orgasmic warfare, the clashing screams of the three sluts devouring each other’s pussy, the hatred and lust and determination all combined into such a violent aura that the three whores nearly passed out together. With muffled cries of lesbian passion they tore their tongues from between each other’s delicious pussy lips, each slut’s cunt clenching around the tongue of the whore between her legs as if begging to continue the violent penetration. As if by some urgent cue all three women spat on each other’s soaking, tender sex, driving them all mad with each other’s hateful disrespect.

		

		Ferocious growls of three sexual goddesses clashed around them as each whore swore to make the others pay, driving her mouth against the clit of her chosen whore and pinching it between her lips like candy. Without any hesitation the three bitches sucked as hard as they could, lashing their tongues against each other’s sexhorn while they punished one another’s womanhood. In an instant their daisy-chain was filled with more violent pleasure than they had ever known, scorching around their fuck-chain again and again like electricity through wire.

		

		Tears streamed down their cheeks in uncontrollable rivers, blinding them with their lust as in this moment the only thing they cared about was driving the whore she sucked on to so much pleasure she would collapse. Even as they squirted frantically across each other’s pretty bitch face the three whores refused to relent, sobbing as they sucked harder, as they licked faster. They struggled to hold onto consciousness, struggled to remain in control as higher and higher their crippling pleasure soared.

		

		Each woman despised the slut between her thighs, hated her for how incredible she was with her tongue. Each bitch despised the brunette whose clit her lips were locked around, hating how delicious her tender pussy was even through the manic hatred they held for each other. Had they been friends any one of them would have loved to be locked in this pussy-eating fuck for hours, but in their rage they wanted nothing more than to tear each other apart. They coated each other’s clit with spit while they devoured each other’s womanhood, each slut feeling so filthy for her orgasmic surrender as their combined pulses spiked harder than they had ever known; and before any of them knew what was happening all three of them detonated into multiple orgasms so powerful that brilliant colors flashed in front of their eyes. In an instant they lost all control, surrendered all their power; and they collapsed into an exhausted heap, sobbing into each other’s squirting cunt as in the moment of the greatest pleasure any of them had ever known it was all they could do to remain conscious.

		

		Chelsea’s heart raced as she watched the tremendous orgasms detonating through the triangle of whores, their naked forms collapsing between each other’s legs with clashing cries of exhausted lust. With a groan of sore exhaustion she rose to her feet, her legs nearly buckling from the weight of her climactic fatigue, but as she glanced down at Natalie and Mia violently eating each other out she forced herself to remain strong. Everything she had ever wanted hung on the outcome of this manic sexwar, and she swore to herself she wouldn’t allow herself to fall until every whore had screamed her name in surrender.

		

		Chelsea’s body begged to stay here and watch Natalie and Mia devour each other, to masturbate to the incredible sight of these two whores who hate each other more than any other locked in this vicious sixty-nine. The way they growled into each other’s pussy was so erotic that she could only imagine the desperate emotions scorching through their forms. To despise each other so much and yet still force themselves to endure each other’s taste was one of the most maddening things any woman could ever feel. To be so obsessed with the idea of destroying the pussy of another that each was willing to let the other do the same to her own was incredible. The fact that Mia and Natalie were both so ready to match tongue to cunt so they could drive each other to a quivering surrender made Chelsea so fucking wet. It was so much further than most lesbian rivalries ever went, and she knew if they felt it was the only way to decide which slut was truly the better woman they would bury their faces between each other’s thighs for days without a break. She wanted so violently to watch them struggle like this until the bitter end, but as she saw movement from the triangle of whores across the room she knew her own conquest was just beginning.

		

		On unsteady legs Chelsea began to step towards the three women collapsed in orgasmic exhaustion, their bodies almost comatose like her own had been only moments before. Every step made her wince, every movement made her feel like she was going to collapse to her knees, but seeing Jessy’s perfect form sprawled out so helplessly kept her going. Filthy visions of punishing the secretary in front of the cameras, of driving Jessy’s helpless form to orgasmic convulsions filled her mind. She was almost giddy with excitement, felt the eyes of the world upon her as she was about to exact her revenge; and then angry, lustful hatred scorched through her as she saw one of the bitches stirring.

		

		Elaine could sense the approach of a sexual goddess whose beauty and exhaustion mirrored her own, and as she turned to face the threat her naked form grew desperately hot. Chelsea stood tall and proud, her oversexed form growing closer with fire in her eyes. The CEO’s daughter was trembling with every step, betraying the exhaustion that plagued her form, but as her own legs quivered wildly when she raised herself up she knew her own exhaustion was at least as crippling. She loved the anger in the other brunette’s eyes, knew the pretty little whore had been hoping to pick Jessy apart, but as the soreness of her breasts still throbbed she knew she couldn’t let Chelsea have it so easily. Jessy was hers to tame; and Chelsea would have to fight her tooth and nail in order to take that privilege away from her.

		

		Chelsea and Elaine glared into each other’s eyes as Elaine stepped forward as well, the two naked sluts stopping just inches apart as they dared each other to back down. They were so exhausted that they could hardly stand, let alone fight, but Chelsea and Elaine forced themselves to shroud that weakness behind the horny trembling of lesbian rivals. It may have only been seconds, but the building tension felt like hours as they took in one another’s hellish state.

		

		Their hair was a furious mess from so many bouts of violent pulling. Their breasts throbbed from the fury of being clawed in frantic catfight rage, of crushing and grinding against other tits in vicious competition. Their pussies were so sore from the countless orgasms they had been forced to, their clits practically begging for rest even though both whores knew they would come countless times more before this bitter fuckwar orgy was finished. Their bodies were beaded with sweat, sparkling with orgasmic release, and as their ravenous scents clashed around them Elaine and Chelsea lunged with the cries of sex-starved whores.

		

		Breasts clashed violently against breasts as their naked forms collided, their cries shattering the air around them as pain scorched through their sore, gorgeous bodies. Even as their tits throbbed from the collisions the two women forced their bodies forward, enduring the pain with frantic tears. In a manic twisting of limbs each slut took her rival’s messy hair with her right hand, forcing the snarling face of her enemy against her own. Open mouths clashed in a frenzy of tongues as they began to twist and writhe between their plush girl-lips, and they could almost hear the sighs of the world as they allowed the audience to see their bitter tonguefight.

		

		Each woman’s left hand shot behind her gorgeous rival, spanking her ass like a disobedient little slut before gripping beneath her powerful thigh. Without any hesitation the two sluts forced each other’s thigh upwards, opening themselves to each other as their tears mixed upon their gorgeous cheeks. Their pussies were already so sore, but in their manic lesbian fuckwar the two models knew they couldn’t give each other even a moment of respite. With Elaine’s support Chelsea wrapped her leg around her rival’s waist, using the strength of her calf to drive Elaine’s hips hard against her own. As Elaine mirrored Chelsea’s furious stance their exhaustion nearly took them to the ground, but as they used one another for support they managed to hold on. Glistening eyes were locked with the frantic passion only two orgasmic whores could truly give each other as Chelsea and Elaine squeezed hard; and as clit drove against clit head to head they were immediately overcome with unbelievable pleasure.

		

		Sobs of manic ecstasy shattered the air as the two gorgeous sluts came, their tongue going wild as wave after wave of violent orgasmic pleasure scorched through their forms. The pleasure was so devastating, their bodies already so exhausted from coming that their mutual orgasm nearly caused the two beautiful brunettes to crumple to the ground, but the searing glares daring each other to back down somehow gave them the strength to remain upright. The wet sprays of their orgasmic creams collided between their gorgeous pussies, the sound of their fighting creams driving around them as each bitch’s spray forced drops of the other’s back onto her shaven, muscular legs.

		

		For the first moments they could do nothing but hold their ground, sobbing as they forced their clits to remain in vicious contact. Each bitch could hear the pleasure driving higher and higher as their panting cries grew shrill, and as if fully accepting the pain their orgasmic fuckwar would drive them to Chelsea and Elaine began grinding their clits against each other furiously left and right. Shock after violent shock scorched through their tender sexhorns as they fought each other’s hard nub, their eyes open and angry as they battled it out without mercy. They could barely see through the blistering tears as their togues writhed against each other, each woman fighting not to melt into the ocean of ecstasy as their bodies thrashed uncontrollably in their standing fuck, but each slut wanted to see the fear in the other’s eyes as her gorgeous form made her fall.

		

		Still they pulled each other’s hair as they ravaged one another’s delicious mouth; they loved the feeling of another woman’s hair between her fingers while making out, and the blazing glares locked between their snarling faces proved even through the pleasure the two of them felt nothing but hate. They loved one another’s taste, their mixing spit combining into an essence more erotic than they had ever thought possible. Each bitch could sense the other’s lust, the other’s frantic pride as they began to question whose tongue was truly sweeter. In their blazing glares each model declared her own to be superior, challenged the other to prove her wrong; and as the pulls on their hair cocked their faces slightly the two women buried their tongues as deep into each other’s mouth as they could, locking their mixing spit in a cage neither could escape.

		

		They could feel their clits struggling to crush each other back with every single pass, could feel their sexhorns fighting to prove which of them truly was harder and stronger. In a contest of bitter pride Chelsea and Elaine slowed their frantic grinding down into a deliberate, controlled slice, grating their clits hard against each other as they scoured each other’s spirit for weaknesses. Tears streamed down their cheeks as they grinded their clits in circles against each other, the shocks of pleasure never ceasing as neither woman’s center of pleasure ever lost contact with her rival’s, and the fury behind each movement made the pleasure so much more unbearable.

		

		They sobbed into each other’s mouth as they fought; they weren’t simply trying to grind it out clit to clit until they came like violent sluts, they were trying to get each other’s sexhorn as hard as possible. They had to know whose clit was stronger, whose womanhood was harder and more incredible. Their sexhorns were already so hard and sore from their countless orgasms, but as fury clashed in their tear-filled glares each knew the other could get harder. The only way for them to truly know whose sexhorn was superior was to drive each other to the height of their powers. They loved each other’s taste, loved each other’s tongue so violently they wanted to remain lip-locked like this forever, but in angry competitions before an explosive war, clashing words always drove them so fucking horny.

		

		Lustful snarls clashed as the two brunettes pulled their long, wet tongues from each other’s delicious mouth, the taste of their mixing spit still lingering as they panted into each other’s face. Still they were coming, their clashing creams driving the two whores so ravenous that they wanted to break down and fuck right then and there, but their clits urged them to be patient. Still forehead to forehead the two model whores slowed their grind even further, every single movement a deliberate act of defiance to the other’s tender sexhorn. Each bitch loved the tears welling in the other’s eyes, loved the pained desire in their shrill moans; they knew their clits would drive each other wild.

		

		“Oh fuck your clit is so fucking hard bitch!” Elaine snarled, her voice filled with the climactic urgency of a whore desperate for further release. “God you’re such a filthy, horny little bitch, aren’t you Chelsea!? Your clit is so fucking hard and swollen bitch, I know you’re so fucking tender! Your clit is so fucking hard slut, but my clit is even harder! Can you feel it fucking making yours squeal Chelsea!? Can you feel my hard little nub fucking bending yours back as we grind it out!?”

		

		“My incredible clit’s the one crushing yours back you weak little whore!” Chelsea snarled back, her voice trembling so violently there was no hiding how horny she was. “Oh God bitch my clit’s so fucking hard! My clit’s so swollen bitch, but I can get even fucking stronger!” She tugged her enemy’s tresses hard, loved how the maneuver made Elaine cry out in her mouth. “Oh my sexhorn can get fucking stronger slut, fucking take me there like a whore and I’ll show you how much stronger my clit is than yours!”

		

		“You think your fucking clit is stronger than mine bitch, then fucking prove it!” Elaine squealed back, her nub and Chelsea’s rotating around in tight little circles so furiously that every millimeter of one woman’s center of pleasure grinded against every millimeter of the other’s. “I can feel your clit swelling harder bitch, but my clit is swelling faster! Fuck you filthy little whore, my clit is gonna fucking wreck yours once and for all!” She sank her nails into her enemy’s thigh, driving Chelsea’s clit even harder against her own, and the way their pussy lips began to open wide against each other drove her absolutely wild. “I’m gonna fucking show the entire world I’m the better whore!”

		

		“My clit’s gonna be the one wrecking yours, slut!” Chelsea sobbed back, their clitfight making every fiber of her body tremble with wild lust. “I can feel your clit swelling against mine cunt, fuck your clit is so big and strong! But the whore between my legs is even more powerful than the slut between yours!” The final waves of their climactic passion were counting down, but the furious war between their tender clits caused so much sexual fire coursing through her that she knew another orgasm was approaching fast. “The only thing standing between me and showing the audience I’m the better slut is how scared you really are!”

		

		“If you think I’m fucking scared to match my whore against yours then you have no idea who you’re fucking dealing with, skank!” Elaine snarled, the anger making her so horny she could hardly stand it. “The only thing fucking keeping me from destroying you is making sure your pathetic little clit is at full strength!” She spat in Chelsea’s face as she said her words, trembling as the slut before her didn’t even flinch. “Come on bitch, stop holding back already! Get your clit as fucking hard and strong as you can, so when I have you sobbing on the floor you have no fucking excuses!”

		

		“You get your fucking clit hard dyke, don’t fucking tell me this is all you’ve fucking got!” Chelsea growled, her body trembling with rage as she and Elaine argued. She loved how filthy they both were, how violently ravenous their angry banter was making them. She spat in her rival’s face like a dirty slut, her heart racing as Elaine took the advancement bravely. “I know you’re a dirty, horny little bitch, so stop fucking hiding! Show me what you’re really fucking made of so I can make you beg me for mercy!”

		

		She spat in Elaine’s face again furiously, then drove her powerful rack against Elaine’s with every ounce of strength she could. Even with only inches between them Chelsea had been able to build enough momentum that the two whores almost crashed to the ground, both brunette bitches choking as the breath was nearly driven from their lungs. Tears streamed down their cheeks in rivers as Elaine slammed back, the two whores driving forward against each other so hard that their bodies began to sway in a desperate test of strength. Still they stood on only one leg apiece, still their clits grinded against each other, the sudden tension between their naked titflesh spiking their desires through the roof. They sobbed as each whore felt the other’s nipples stab deep into her dense titflesh, and without any hesitation they grinded their heavy breasts against each other in opposite directions, nipples meeting nipples with the same fury their clits had collided with.

		

		“Fuck your nipples are so fucking hard bitch!” Elaine sobbed, the sensations scorching through her nearly making her come right then and there. Chelsea’s incredible rods were almost as hard as her clit, and as their nipples bent and twisted with reckless abandon she could only feel them getting harder. The pain scorching through her breasts was almost unbearable as Chelsea’s tits crushed against her own, the agony of Jessy’s claws still burning across her flesh. She fought back bravely, unwilling to submit; she knew they both claimed the right to tame Jessy as her own. “Your nipples are so fucking hard and strong bitch, but mine are even fucking stronger!” She spat again in Chelsea’s face, and as the two whores glared into each other’s glistening eyes they drove their tongues flat against each other, squealing as their breaths clashed in manic hate.

		

		Their tongues broke apart as quickly as they had collided, each woman begging to lick her own spit off the other’s pretty bitch face. Tears were mixed in with the spit, and as they defiled each other’s cheeks like ravenous sluts it was all they could do not to take each other to the ground right then and there. They felt so filthy as each woman’s tongue ravaged the other’s skin, violently loving their mutual disrespect in the midst of their frantic war. In an instant they felt their clits grow more tender than they had ever known, and as the violent lust blazed in their eyes they knew they were at the height of their power.

		

		Chelsea’s eyes widened in frantic urgency as the cum spread across Elaine’s face came away on her tongue. In an instant she was filled with ravenous hate and unbridled envy; the arousal spread across her face was Jessy’s, and as the taste filled her mouth she wanted to tear Elaine apart. Jessy was her bitch to tame, her slut to drive to surrender. She despised the secretary with every fiber of her being, but in her hate she was so violently possessive that the fact another bitch would try to take her down filled her with rage. In an instant the taste of Jessy’s cum shocked through her oversexed form, searing from her tongue all the way down to her clit, and she felt it grow so hard and swollen that it almost hurt. As she licked the cum from Elaine’s face she felt the same jealous possession shock to Elaine’s sexhorn as well, as if furious Chelsea would steal the cum that she had worked so hard to earn. They both needed Jessy’s screams of surrender all to herself; and the strength behind their clits would decide who truly deserved Jessy’s screams of mercy.

		

		“Fuck I’m so fucking wet!” Chelsea sobbed, tears streaming down her cheeks as she devoured the final drops of Jessy’s cum from Elaine’s skin. “My clit is so fucking hard it hurts slut, fucking show me what you’ve fucking got!”

		

		“My clit is so fucking hard too bitch, harder than it’s ever fucking been!” Elaine cried back, her entire body trembling as she licked Chelsea’s face like a disobedient little whore. “It hurts so fucking much too bitch, but I’m gonna make your clit hurt even worse!” She tugged hard on the other model’s hair, wincing as her rival did the same. Both women squealed from the pain, but the fire in their eyes begged for the fight they’d wanted ever since they felt their clits collide. They pressed in forehead to forehead, their disheveled tresses practically knotting around each other as they allowed their hate to flow. “My fucking clit is ready for yours whenever yours is ready for mine!”

		

		“My clit’s gonna fucking destroy yours, skank!” Chelsea screamed, her voice and Elaine’s so shrill and dripping with sexual urgency she felt everyone watching would be on the verge of release. With tears streaming down her cheeks she forced her squealing sexhorn tip to tip against the other model’s, and before they had even begun the two whores nearly drove each other to their knees. They held each other’s gaze with violent desperation, daring each other to back down as the full power of one whore met with the full power of the other; and with screams of lust that nearly cracked the Heavens Elaine and Chelsea drove their clits against each other as hard as they could.

		

		In an instant the two ravenous whores threw their faces to the ceiling, their eyes open wide with the searing passion of unbridled lust. The pleasure was immaculate, burning so violently through every inch of their bodies that it felt like they had been set on sexual fire. Blinded by tears and orgasmic ecstasy their naked forms begged them to stop, pleaded with them for rest, but somehow their clits found the wills to remain fighting. It was a passion the two whores had never known before; their clits had been grinding it out for so long to drive each other to the peak of power that even when the pleasure was excruciating they couldn’t allow themselves to surrender. Their sexhorns had sealed their hate in a wet furious grind, and now that they were both at their strongest they had to settle this once and for all.

		

		Another wave of pleasure blazed through their naked forms, and as they screamed each other’s name to the Heavens their oversexed forms were forced to multiple orgasms. Their bodies nearly collapsed from the exhausted pleasure right then and there, but the feeling of their clits pulsing back and forth in a violent display of sexual hate kept them on their feet. Tears streamed down their cheeks in rivers they drove forward against each other, practically blinded by their agonizing ecstasy as each woman’s sexhorn fought to force the other’s back into her body.

		

		They wanted to destroy each other’s clit once and for all, wanted to invert one another’s incredible womanhood and force it to hide forever. Even standing they could feel their sex lips opening wide against each other, could feel them locking together in their wet, manic hate, spitting on each other with their fantastic climaxes like violent rivals. They could feel the hate between their dueling cunts, could feel the rage that only accompanied fucking a sexual rival whose body challenged her own just by existing.

		

		The sensation of their clashing cums made them feel so fucking dirty, but in the violent fuck between their tender clits such wet, sexual disrespect felt so natural. They pulled each other’s hair with cries of pain, each bitch forcing the other to look her in the eye as their clits fought to drive each other inside and their cunts squirted each other with reckless abandon. They wanted to watch each other’s agony, watch each other’s despair when one of them fucked the other into submission; and as wave after wave of ecstasy caused their naked bodies to thrash in rampant pleasure it was all they could do to hold on.

		

		Jessy and Aurelia slowly felt their strength returning, the manic screams of Elaine and Chelsea so powerful that they just had to watch. The sight of their most hated rivals boring into each other like such frantic whores was incredible. They could tell by the tears streaming down their cheeks, by the way they sobbed into each other’s mouth, by the way their knuckles were turning white from how tightly they were pulling each other’s hair that the climaxes pulsing through their cunts were unbearable.

		

		Aurelia and Jessy could practically feel the clits of their eternal enemies driving against each other, could tell how strong and swollen and tender they were by how wildly the two whores were thrashing against each other. Somehow the two sluts never broke away from each other’s clit, as if their sexhorns were fused into one sexual source of manic pleasure. They watched Elaine and Chelsea drive their heavy tits against each other, listened to them cry out with every impact, but the pain only provided distraction from the crippling pleasure cascading through their naked forms.

		

		Jessy and Aurelia glanced over to where Mia and Natalie were trapped between each other’s legs; the muffled screams of the two rival models eating each other out were so incredible that the secretary and the model nearly drove their fingers inside their cunts. They could tell by how violently the redhead and the brunette rocked In their furious pussy-eating contest that the pleasure they felt was crippling. They could only imagine the hatred that must be searing through them with every climax. The lustful disgust each woman must feel as the other’s cunt filled her mouth with cream, the hate each woman must feel as her enemy’s tongue caused her to surrender her own, must be incredible. Such passion should have caused them to collapse, but in the manic hate they had for each other Mia and Natalie were just beginning.

		

		Aurelia and Jessy turned to face each other once more, fire blazing in their glistening eyes. With the other four whores occupied they could finally have their way with each other, whore against whore until only one of them could continue. They nearly lunged towards each other right then and there, but as Mia and Natalie screamed each other’s name between their legs their attention shocked back to the filthy sixty-nine the redhead and the brunette were locked into.

		

		Mia and Natalie were thrashing against each other so wildly the slaps of naked body against naked body rang out over the battlefield. Their mouths were open in sobs of frenzied pleasure, their tears streaming down their faces as wave after wave of manic ecstasy cascaded over them. Their faces were flushed red, their devastating pussies driving orgasmic cream hard across their cheeks as they sobbed in hate. Their open mouths were assaulted with droplets of one another’s cream, and even through their hate their tongues were going wild trying to catch each other’s drops.

		

		The pleasure was so frantic that it seemed their mouths could do nothing but sob each other’s name, but even as they screamed in their manic lust Mia and Natalie refused to let each other rest. The claws of each woman’s left hand were sunk deep into the ass of her enemy, keeping her rival’s pussy from escaping. The fingers of their other were buried deep in each other’s squirting cunt, twisting and pumping each other’s ravenous sex, the wet sounds of their ravenous penetration echoing so furiously around the room that it sounded like the sexual drums of war. Wave after wave of pleasure caused their soaking twats to clench around each other’s fingers, begging for even more frantic penetration, and as their cries grew even louder it seemed as if they had obeyed each other’s silent pleading.

		

		With devilish grinds Aurelia and Jessy turned to face each other once more, the same thoughts burning in their minds. Even though they wanted to tear each other apart, if they exhausted each other before they were able to devastate the other whores around them they would certainly lose. Natalie and Mia were so lost in their frantic sixty-nine, so lost in their orgasmic frenzy that by the time they realized what was happening it would be too late. They began to crawl over towards the filthy whores locked together on the ground, thrashing in wild ecstasy as they fought to bring themselves under control. The sides of their bodies brushed together as they approached the sluts blinded by combat; and even with as many times as they’ve felt each other’s skin, just the sensation alone made them tremble. It took every ounce of control they had not to lose themselves in another frantic orgy, but they knew they had to tear everyone else apart before they could settle into each other once and for all.

		

		Wave after wave of orgasmic agony scorched through the bodies of Mia and Natalie, their naked forms thrashing so wildly that every impact between them caused the two rivals to cry out in pain. They were so wet, their faces coated with each other’s sweet, orgasmic cream. They felt so dirty and filthy in their manic sexwar, but the rage and hate overrode any other sensation they had. Their fingers drove violently inside each other’s tender sex, their cunts practically screaming for rest even when they knew they would never get it. Natalie and Mia hated each other so fucking much that no matter how sore or exhausted they got they wouldn’t rest until one or both of them collapsed. Their tears streamed down their cheeks as pulse after violent pulse scorched through their naked bodies, but still the two rivals fought on.

		

		In their manic twisting of orgasmic limbs Natalie found herself on top of her desperate brunette rival, and with the screams of a sex-obsessed angel she began fucking downward upon her hateful rival’s face with manic passion. “You fucking love that, you dirty little disgusting slut!?” the redhead screamed, driving her soaking sex down upon the plush lips of her insatiable rival. “You fucking love the way I fuck your face like a disgusting little whore Mia!? You fucking love the way I come in your fucking mouth, the way I spray your fucking bitch face with my orgasmic cream!?” She grinded down hard against Mia’s face, loving the way her rival sobbed in filthy lust into her cunt. Still she was coming, and the pulses detonating through her oversexed pussy drove even harder as she felt Mia’s tongue resume it’s vicious attack once more. “That’s it bitch, fucking eat my pussy like nasty little whore! Make me fucking come you filthy little slut, so when you fucking beg me for mercy my taste is the only thing you’ll fucking know!”

		

		“You love it more cunt, you love it fucking more!” Mia sobbed into Natalie’s soaking pussy, the frantic urgency of the redhead’s grinding muffling her words. “I can hear it in the way you fucking cry into my sex, the way your filthy tongue devours my cream even when your own body begs you to stop!” She drove her cunt upwards against Natalie’s lips just as violently, and as she felt the redhead’s tongue lash against her clit her climactic detonations only drove from her body harder. “You’re fucking addicted to my taste bitch, fucking addicted to my fucking soaking twat! You love everything about my fucking cream bitch, that’s why you’re always so fucking ready to eat me out whenever you and I meet and fuck!”

		

		“You’re the filthy skank who fucking started this little sixty-nine cunt, you’re the one addicted to my soaking snatch!” Natalie shrieked, hating how much she loved the fire in Mia’s upward thrusts. Even in her hate the brunette bitch’s cream tasted like liquid sugar, and somehow the way they despised each other made her rival’s cunt taste even sweeter. “You were fucking jealous of the attention I was getting from these other whores and knew you had to take me yourself! You begged for it when you and I fought over our first modelling gig, pleaded for it the first time you and I did that photoshoot! You ran away when you and I engaged in our filthy little sexwar on the runway, but there’s no fucking escaping now cunt! If you fucking run now the entire world will see what a filthy lesbian coward you really fucking are! The only way to hide how weak you truly are is to stay and fight, and then the world will still see me fuck you into submission like the pathetic twat you really are!”

		

		“The world is gonna see me fuck you until you’re begging me for mercy you fucking cunt!” Mia screamed, the sensation of Natalie’s insults vibrating through her cunt driving her wild with rage and lust. “You fucking stole this job from me bitch! You got to fucking play pretend while I was fucking forced to work for everything I had ever been given! You were begging for my fucking body during our first shoot together whore, were the one who fucking begged me to meet you in the backseat of your van and fuck it out with you!” She lashed her tongue between Natalie’s dripping pussy lips, the manic sobs of her violent rival making her practically come again just from the sound, but as the redhead’s tongue lashed between her own she could feel herself begging for surrender. “When you and I collapsed on that abandoned runway I was the one who fucking woke up first cunt, I was the bitch who fucking won! You just can’t fucking accept the fact that I’m a better slut than you are, that’s why you keep fucking chasing me no matter how many fucking times I make you scream my fucking name!”

		

		Mia sobbed to the Heavens as Natalie buried her face between her thighs once more by way of response, and as the redhead’s incredible tongue sent her to another violent orgasm Mia drove her tongue against the other whore’s naked sex again with all the passion she could muster. Natalie came like a whore as quickly as Mia’s slutty pussy surrendered her cream, and as the two bitches filled each other’s mouth again the urgency of their lust pulsed through them in manic waves. Each woman could tell by the desperation in the other’s moans that her rival loved her taste even through the hate, but only one of them could prove the other’s lust was greater than her own.

		

		Even as she and Natalie continued to devour each other’s sweet, shaven pussy Mia could feel herself beginning to lose control. Fighting the redhead like this from the bottom was beginning to exhaust her tremendously, and as gravity forced her hated rival’s cum down her throat she was forced to continue swallowing so she didn’t choke. As they thrashed against each other in wild ecstasy the frantic impacts shook through both of them, but the pain of Natalie bearing down on her seemed to be more devastating than her own upward strikes. Tears streamed down her cheeks as Natalie’s lips and tongue made her come again and again, her naked body so violently sore and pleading for rest. She pulled her lips away from Natalie’s squealing sex, panting for breath, despising how much she loved her hated enemy’s sweet nectar. She swore she would never give up until Natalie begged for forgiveness, but as colors flashed desperately across her vision she didn’t know if she’d truly be able to keep that promise.

		

		Through the tears of her manic pleasure Mia saw a second pussy shove violently against Natalie’s, saw a second swollen clit drive furiously against the sexhorn of the whore above her. In an instant the two pussies detonated into devastating climaxes, and mixed with Natalie’s cries she heard Aurelia scream with the exact same hatred. The colliding pussies sent wave after wave of orgasmic cream squirting across Mia’s pretty bitch face, and as Aurelia’s aromas combined with Natalie’s the air was thick with sexual arousal, but as the incredible assault on her clit halted in trembling ecstasy she felt she could get ahead. She was about to drive her tongue against Natalie’s soaking twat once more, was about to drive her to ultimate pleasure with Aurelia’s help, but before she could take advantage of the redhead’s incredible twat she felt the wet pussy lips of another spiteful slut open wide against her own.

		

		A violent wave of orgasmic ecstasy scorched through her naked form just seconds after Natalie and Aurelia, and as Jessy’s screams mixed with her own she hated the whore who had tried to take advantage of her distraction. Jessy’s tender pussy drove hard against her own, and as she returned the violent pressure she and the secretary filled each other’s sex with their erotic pleasure. She saw the naked cunts of Aurelia and Natalie trembling above her in a violent stalemate, her heart racing in her chest as she realized they were driving clit to clit with the same furious madness that she and Jessy were. The sight was so incredible that she wanted to watch them battle it out forever, but the sexhorn slicing against her own forced her mind to remain on the battle at hand.

		

		Anger filled Natalie’s breast as she realized Aurelia had expected an easy victory, that she had believed she would simply be able to drive into her sex while distracted with Mia’s form and take her like a whore. She could tell by the shrillness in the brunette bitch’s screams that she hadn’t believed Natalie would be able to fight back, but as the agonizing pressure between her cunt and Aurelia’s swiftly drove into a fierce, wet grind Natalie proved she wouldn’t give in without a fight. Wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure shocked through them as their clits made violent love, driving their wet detonations even harder. She could hear the passion in Mia’s cries, knew their orgasmic proof was defiling her eternal rival’s face in frantic splashes, but as Jessy’s pussy and Mia’s fucked with the same vicious hate her own face was being assaulted by their clashing creams. She watched Mia’s incredible clit battling Jessy’s in the same hateful lust, heard the pleasurable agony in their screams; and in a frenzy of reckless desperation she opened her mouth against their climactic sprays, pursing her lips around the clits of the two struggling whores and sucking as hard as she could.

		

		Mia’s eyes fluttered as Natalie’s powerful lips constricted around her squealing clit, and as the desperate suction assaulted her ravenous sexhorn it was all she could do to remain conscious. She hated Natalie, hated her more than she’d ever hated another woman, but time and time again the filthy redhead proved how incredibly skilled she was with her mouth. The sensation of Jessy’s clit grinding against her own between Natalie’s lips was such an incredible feeling that she couldn’t get enough, that she wanted to hold onto these feelings for as long as she could. She felt Jessy’s cunt freeze against her own, the pleasure so great that all she could do was endure the agonizing sensations. She knew the frantic grind between her clit and Jessy’s was caused solely by the power of Natalie’s incredible suction. She wanted so desperately to just lie on her back like a whore take the pleasurable agony blazing through her naked form, but the painful desire was so great she knew she had to return the favor.

		

		With tears streaming down her cheeks Mia fought through the crippling pleasure searing through her gorgeous form, forcing her lips around the two clits above her and sucking with all the strength she could muster. In an instant she felt Natalie and Aurelia thrash with furious ecstasy, felt their frantic auras beg for the inevitable detonations from her own incredible mouth. In the next second the clashing explosions of the two whores above her coated her lips and cheeks, and the droplets that passed through to her tongue were some of the sweetest she’d ever known.

		

		Natalie screamed into the pussies of Mia and Jessy, the pleasure of Mia’s suction so incredible that for a moment she could do nothing but focus on staying conscious. Her clit felt like it was on sexual fire, the pulses washing over her manic form nearly shattering her concentration on her own incredible attack. Immediately the grinding pressure from Aurelia ceased, and even when Natalie wanted to crush her pussy against the other whore’s in frantic revenge the pleasurable agony searing through her forced her own sex to lose control. Mia’s incredible mouth was still forcing her clit and Aurelia’s to fuck it out, the orgasmic suction driving Aurelia’s clit against her own so hard that the spit surrounding them made it feel like their sexhorns were melting into each other. She could feel Mia’s clit crushing just as hatefully against Jessy’s between her own lips, could tell by the way Mia was sobbing into her pussy that the effects were just as devastating for her hated rival. She had to send Mia and Jessy to further pleasure, had to make the two whores fuck it out harder; and as she fought through the pleasure Mia was giving her she lashed her tongue against the clits of the two whores below her, using her tongue to force the clits between her lips to slice against each other with reckless abandon.

		

		In an instant Mia detonated into multiple climaxes, tears streaming so desperately down her cheeks that she couldn’t see anything past the glistening haze. She sobbed into the pussies of Aurelia and Natalie like a filthy whore, practically begging for it even when she could feel her naked form screaming to be released. The redhead never let up on the desperate sucking of their clits even as her tongue lashed against them harder and harder. The way Natalie’s expert tongue twisted and writhed around and between her clit and Jessy’s sent more frantic pleasure and agonizing pain searing through her than she had ever known. She heard Jessy scream with the same frantic urgency, knew the devilish secretary was just as close to collapse as she was. Even as she sucked the clits of Natalie and Aurelia together harder she knew she had to reciprocate, knew she had to follow Natalie’s frantic lead or she would crumble at the redhead’s sexual will. She fought through the agonizing pleasure, fought through the ecstatic pain to drive her tongue against the clits of the two whores between her lips; and as she teased around them furiously, driving their clits into each other with manic obsession she felt the devastation of multiple orgasms shock through their naked forms.

		

		Jessy screamed her manic lust to the cameras, her voice breaking from the overwhelming pleasure that Mia’s clit and Natalie’s tongue were forcing through her gorgeous form. When she had driven her clit against Mia’s she had expected the little whore to crumble, had expected Natalie’s form to fall prey to the same violent extasy so she and Aurelia could fuck the sex-starved sluts into submission. She hadn’t expected Natalie to drive around her clit as well, hadn’t expected the nasty redheaded slut to take advantage of the situation and tease her sexhorn like candy. She could hardly see through her manic tears as Natalie’s tongue forced her clit and Mia’s to fight each other harder than any desperate grind they had locked each other into. The redhead’s spit made it feel like her clit and Mia’s were morphing into one, and in this desperation it truly made it feel like one of them was about to lose everything.

		

		Aurelia cried so loudly that even the screams of the other sluts she fought against became muffled. The pleasure was so much more than she had ever known, was so much more that she could ever imagine from the mouth of another whore. She knew Mia’s mouth was incredible, but she had no idea the other brunette could manipulate her tongue so expertly. The way Mia made her clit and Natalie’s clash, the way she expertly guided their sexhorns to slice against each other with such precision that every single moment made them come harder was something she had never know before. She was so violently sore, so exhausted from constantly coming that she wanted to break away from this hellish fuckwar right then and there, but as the other sluts screamed with the same pained ecstasy she knew she had to continue no matter how much it hurt.

		

		Mia and Natalie screamed and cried into each other’s naked sex as even through the orgasmic pain they forced themselves to fight. Multiple orgasms detonated from their oversexed forms in their manic hate, but as each whore felt the other’s tongue continuing to ravage her squealing clit they knew they had to make each other pay. Every climactic battle, every word, every single moment they’ve ever locked eyes shocked through their spirits, and even when their naked forms begged for rest they forced themselves to continue. Wave after wave of climactic ecstasy detonated through their gorgeous forms, squirting across each other’s face, making them both feel so dirty in the wake of their desperate pussy-eating war. They could feel themselves shattering, could feel the pleasure of their multiple detonations reaching its peak so rapidly they had no idea if they would be able to remain conscious. The clits of the two other whores still remained locked with their own through their furious sucking, but in the manic hate they held for each other the other cunts only stood in their way. Violent lights flashed before their eyes, blinding them along with their manic tears; and in an instant they felt more pleasure than they had ever known.

		

		Natalie and Mia tore their mouths from each other’s soaking pussy, screaming their manic hate and orgasmic rage as they shoved each other away. Tears were streaked down their cheeks as they broke away from each other, Natalie and Aurelia landing on one side of their sexual heap and Mia and Jessy on the other. More pleasure than any of them had ever known still shocked through their bodies, all four women thrashing on the ground as they struggled to survive the orgasmic rage pulsing through them. Without each other’s touch the pleasure striking through them seemed even more hateful, driving all four of them angry as if not having a slut to ride through her climax was a damnable sin. Even in their wildest fuckfights neither of them could remember being so tender, so sore, so horny and ready to continue fucking even when their bodies begged them to quit.

		

		Still blinded by their orgasmic rage, their naked forms still thrashing from the pleasure of their multiple climaxes Natalie and Aurelia latched onto each other in unbridled fury, jamming their naked pussies against each other as hard as they could. Clit clashed against clit in a squealing frenzy, each woman grinding her slut against her rival’s with such reckless abandon that even more climaxes detonated through their forms. The clash of their cunts satisfied the desires of their naked bodies to have something to ride through their orgasmic bliss, but as their sore pussies fucked it out in their clashing, squirting sprays it only made their bodies beg more desperately for rest.

		

		Jessy and Mia were still locked pussy to pussy, their clits coated with Natalie’s saliva and sending tiny shocks of pleasure through each other every time one woman took a breath. For a moment they could hardly move, their strength almost exhausted from the massive orgasms that had detonated through their forms. Still they were squirting, their climaxes still clashing between them, but they could feel the pleasure waning. Each woman feared the other would take advantage of her momentary weakness, would leap on top of her and begin ravaging her body with every ounce of orgasmic hate she could, but as the seconds drove on the only resistance they felt from each other was the tiny increases of pressure any time they breathed.

		

		Their bodies were practically comatose from the continuous orgasms that had detonated through their gorgeous forms, their chests heaving in unison as they struggled to catch their breaths. Their naked forms begged for rest, each woman feeling like another climax would devastate them past the point of no return. They dared not move against each other, even when their pussies were still pressed against each other begging for war. Each woman knew the other was just as exhausted as she was, but any instigation of battle would immediately be met with unbridled fury. Each bitch would accept their mutual destruction if the other started it, and if it was only them the sensation of pussy against pussy would have been enough to drive them to end each other right then and there. They could feel each other’s desire to fuck until they passed out together, but the screams of the other whores around them forced them to rest.

		

		Impact after violent impact shocked through Chelsea and Elaine as the two models drove their clits against each other again and again. With every collision they sobbed in pain, but still the two whores were unwilling to submit. Their cheeks were stained with violent tears, their pussies screaming in orgasmic agony from the countless climaxes that had detonated through their gorgeous, naked form. In their frantic grinding they had been unable to come to a conclusion, had met each other slice for slice until nothing but orgasmic pain had shocked through them. They had become obsessed with destroying each other’s clit even if it meant her own clit would suffer the same agonizing pain. Their eyes remained open and angry in their manic war, each slut loving the other’s hateful tears; both of them were so violently exhausted.

		

		Elaine and Chelsea were practically screaming into each other’s mouth as their tongues writhed between their sealed lips, driving spit down each other’s throat in their manic hate. With every impact their heavy breasts collided with wicked slaps, the sounds echoing around the battlefield again and again as nipples stabbed against nipples with reckless anger. Each woman’s screams vibrated through the other’s body, the muffled sounds and trembling sensations of their orgasmic surrender made them so desperate to finish this once and for all that it was all they could think about. They were so exhausted as they fucked each other standing that they could feel nothing but the pain and orgasmic fatigue; it felt like hours since they had first challenged each other’s incredible clit.

		

		The two rival whores yanked on each other’s disheveled tresses as hard as they could, each woman screaming into the other’s mouth as the painful tug caused their bodies to jerk. In an instant their hearts leapt into their throats as their maneuver of hate caused them to lose their balance, their naked forms toppling to the ground. As their writhing forms slammed into the floor the breath was driven from their lungs; the impact so great that their bodies were forced apart, jolting in opposite directions as claws raked against skin and strands of hair were pulled out between their fingers. Chelsea’s naked body caromed into Mia’s so hard that her cunt was forced away from Jessy’s, and as Mia and Chelsea lay face to face their eyes burned into each other with the urgency of sex-addicted whores.

		

		For a moment Chelsea and Mia could do nothing but glare into each other’s eyes, struggling to catch their breaths as exhaustion began to set in. As their dazzling orbs reflected each other’s beauty they wanted to lose themselves in each other’s gaze, remembering their first schoolgirl fuck, and then again how they had met up beginning as friends. In a split-second of tenderness they wanted to rekindle that flame, wanted to work together to take down the other filthy whores that threatened them, but as their panting breaths clashed between their plush girl-lips their affection was replaced immediately by anger. The images of their tight, furious catfight in the bathroom stall seared through their minds, and as each woman made the other scream in her visions they realized they could never forgive each other for that disrespect.

		

		Mia felt the bitter agony of betrayal, how she had finally thought she had found a friend within the organization before Chelsea’s questions tore her hopes away. Seeing the woman she had shared her first orgasmic experience with had made her so excited to rekindle the flames. She had thought Chelsea cared, but she now knew Chelsea had only wanted to meet with her to try and tear her down; just like everyone else.

		

		Chelsea felt rage boiling inside of her as in her memories Mia took her in the toilet stall, acting like her questions of curiosity were somehow an insult. She had been so enraptured by the sight of Natalie and Mia tearing each other apart that she only wanted to know more, had hoped that she could share her own love of sexfighting and it could be something the two of them could discuss and share stories of together. She had hoped Mia could be an ally in this hellish, orgasmic modelling world, but Mia had punished her for her questions; and then made her sob like a bitch in the bathroom stall. Mia had shattered her pride like a cruel slut, and she had to shatter Mia’s in front of the cameras in order to mend her sexual wounds.

		

		The pain, the hate, the orgasmic agony of their fuckfight in the stall washed over them, and as they felt their mutual rage collide the strength to continue fucking surged through them. With exhausted moans of furious strain Mia turned her naked form, reaching her right hand towards Chelsea’s disheveled tresses, trembling in frantic excitement as her enemy did the same. With slow, threatening precision Mia struggled to mount the whore who had given her those desperate schoolgirl fucks, and as Chelsea fought to do the same it only drove the two models angrier. Each bitch thought the other was at fault, that her rival was the one who started this sex-feud and that fucking her into sobbing submission was the only way to remedy such betrayal to her desired friendship.

		

		As they fought to climb on top of each other their bodies entangled tighter; hands buried deeper in each other’s hair, legs pushed between thighs and began squeezing, sore, heavy breasts pushed into each other with pained fury while nipples battled it out tip to tip. Every inch of their naked bodies hurt like hell from their ravenous fucking, but as they saw the tears in each other’s eyes they only crushed against each other harder. Their hot, panting breaths clashed between their plush girl-lips, tinged with exhausted agony, and as they heard each other’s pain their glistening eyes dared each other to back down like a whore.

		

		They pressed in forehead to forehead as their naked bodies writhed back and forth, locking tighter and tighter together, each woman swearing she would end the other right here and now. Their entwined legs forced against each other’s pussy, each woman so wet with orgasmic arousal that just the sensation of their mixed cum drove them over the edge. With furious growls they settled on their sides, each woman jamming her thigh hard against the tender sex of the whore in front of her. They squealed in pain, but as the two devastating sluts began to grind furiously against each other’s sore cunt their breaths drove into horny moans immediately.

		

		The cum of their countless climaxes mixed with new arousal as Mia and Chelsea began humping each other with reckless abandon, crushing their squealing clits against the tight skin of one another’s thigh and grinding furiously. Tears streamed down their cheeks as each woman grinded her thigh angrily against the twat of her enemy, the pressure causing pain to tinge against the unbearable pleasure, but still they refused to pull away. The fire and hatred burning in their eyes told them they would never rest until they had destroyed each other once and for all.

		

		“Come on you filthy little fucking bitch, harder!” Chelsea snarled, not even bothering to hide the trembling from her voice. “Fuck me harder you pathetic cunt, I know you fucking love it!” She spat in Mia’s face like a disobedient slut, loving how the other woman moaned. “I love how fucking wet your fucking pussy is slut, I love how you fucking moan as I grind myself against that pathetic pussy of yours!”

		

		“I know you fucking love it even more bitch!” Mia snarled back, spitting just as furiously into Chelsea’s face, each woman’s hate blazing like fire in her glistening eyes. “I know you fucking love being punished like a filthy schoolgirl slut Chelsea! Fuck you were so fucking gorgeous sobbing in that dirty bathroom stall bitch, coming over and over as even when you screamed you practically begged for it!” She and Chelsea began opening their legs wide as they humped like reckless whores, twisting their bodies awkwardly, driving their sore cunts against each other even as their legs remained locked. “I thought you wanted to be friends bitch, but you just wanted to fucking use me! Just like everybody else!” She sobbed as again and again she and Chelsea drove their cunts against each other in hateful lust, the pain rising behind a veil of agonizing pleasure. “I’ll fucking destroy you for betraying me like that!”

		

		“Well maybe if you weren’t such a stuck-up bitch about your sexfighting, we could have been friends!” Chelsea snarled back, every impact of their naked sexes causing her to cry out in pain, but still she fought on. “I just wanted to hear the story between you and Natalie, maybe watch you two fight so I could see what made you tick! If you had fucking told me instead of being such a filthy little slut about it maybe I would have fucking helped you get what you wanted, but now the only way you’re gonna get anywhere is if you fuck me for it!” She sobbed as she jammed her clit violently against Mia’s, the same agonizing cries echoing through Mia’s plush lips as the other model slammed back. Chelsea’s pussy was so violently sore from her desperate clitfight with Elaine, but as she listened to the pain in Mia’s cries she knew her enemy wasn’t much better off. “Fuck me as hard as you can you filthy fucking slut, so that everyone here can fucking see me make you cry when even your best isn’t fucking enough!”

		

		Mia and Chelsea grinded forward against each other with all their might, their squealing clits practically melting into each other as wave after wave of orgasmic ecstasy crashed over them. They sobbed into each other’s mouth as they came hard, their manic tears streaming in rivers down their cheeks as their sore cunts screamed for rest, but still they refused to relent. There was no love, no respect or affection as their clits fought to dominate each other; only the pure hatred of two rival whores who thought the only way either of them would be free was for one slut to destroy the other’s pussy once and for all. Neither whore even tried to defend herself, neither whore even tried to contain the relentless pleasure crashing down around her. They had only one goal; to orgasm until only one of them could still continue.

		

		Multiple climaxes clashed between their soaking, shaven cunts, causing violent colors to flash in front of their visions. Mia struggled to remain in the fight, her naked form growing weaker with every single second. She knew Chelsea wasn’t any better off, but she was so sore and exhausted that she could feel herself cracking. She fought back with all her might, tearing at Chelsea’s tresses while the other model did the same, but her vision began to darken further. She sobbed her manic hate, pleading with herself not to collapse, but as Chelsea’s orgasmic screams began to sound distant she thought this would be her end.

		

		Just moments before her vision faded to black Mia heard Chelsea scream in pained panic, the other brunette’s naked form being yanked away from her before either she or Chelsea had time to react. Even with the entanglement of their legs, the clench of their fists through each other’s hair Mia and Chelsea couldn’t remain together. Tears of hate and screams of anger shattered the air as the two sluts were forced away from each other, unable to finish the manic sexwar they had locked themselves into. Through her blistering tears she could see the naked form of Jessy driving Chelsea’s nude body beneath her own, watched the model sob in manic rage as the secretary mounted her. She pretended to be furious for having their war broken apart, but deep down she knew it was the only thing that had saved her; another few seconds and she would have been out of this round for good.

		

		Through the colors flashing in her vision Mia watched the naked, ravenous forms of Jessy and Chelsea rolling across each other in furious rage, struggling to drive each other to the bottom of their sexual mass even as their pussies sought each other out. She heard Jessy’s screams echoing with Chelsea’s, knew the secretary had been driven to hellish climaxes just moments after locking together with Chelsea’s incredible form. The violent hate they had for each other was so obvious that it made her practically giddy with excitement, but she forced herself to focus on recovering.

		

		Slowly Mia could feel the strength returning to her gorgeous form, but the air was getting hard to breath. The room was shadowed by the heat of continuous fucking, heavy with the scents of countless orgasms. The aroma was still incredible and sweet even after so many hours of sexual war, but it made it hard to catch her breath. Slowly she rose to her feet, her legs trembling so violently beneath her that she thought she would collapse. She could feel the eyes of the world upon her, knew she had to remain strong if she was going to maintain the glory she had wanted since she first started as a model. She cried out in pain as a woman pulled her hair hard, and in a fit of rage she spun around with a wicked slap.

		

		Natalie’s cry of pain echoed through the air as Mia’s palm snapped hatefully against her cheek, causing her fingers to release the brunette’s disheveled tresses as her fingertips brushed against her own tender cheek. She could feel her skin growing hot from the blow, her body burning with rage as the smug, bitchy smile spread across Mia’s plush lips. The brunette slut angled her cheek towards Natalie challengingly, daring the filthy redhead to return the slap; and as Mia’s face was driven to the side and her own cry of pain shattered the air the two whores knew they were equally exhausted. Their eyes locked through waterfalls of tears, every single moment the two of them had been at odds scorching through their memories; they had to finish this no matter how much it hurt.

		

		Natalie and Mia stepped forward with fire in their eyes, their naked tits crushing against each other painfully as the two rivals drove forward with all their might. In an instant they felt their nipples harden violently against each other, beginning to try and bend each other back and forth between their dense titflesh. Their eyes blazed hate into each other as they felt their nipples fighting, as they pressed their dense titflesh into each other painfully, as they allowed their hot, panting breaths to clash between the plush lips they knew would soon be sealed with lesbian hate. The screams of the other pairs of whores shattered the air around them, each woman now fully distracted by the form of her mortal enemy; they felt that finally there would be no one to break them apart. For a single moment Natalie and Mia let their eyes wander to the other pairs of women struggling around them, one final check to ensure they would be left alone.

		

		Aurelia and Elaine were locked in a violent trib that had them sobbing, slamming cunt to cunt so hard that their powerful breasts swayed from the impact. Their climactic squirting was colliding between their naked sexes, the tears streaming down their cheeks betraying how much their fuckwar truly hurt. The way their heavy breasts bounced from their fucking seemed to anger them, each woman’s palm driving against the cheek of her rival before they buried their hands deep into each other’s hair. As they yanked each other to a sitting position their heavy breasts collided painfully, each woman’s nipples driving into the other’s dense titflesh.

		

		Neither whore seemed to give an inch as their breasts quivered in a violent stalemate, and their equalness only drove each whore to want to prove herself stronger even more. As swiftly as they had grabbed on the two women released each other’s tresses, throwing their arms around each other’s naked back and crushing tits to tits as hard as they could. They sobbed as their breasts crushed flat against each other, the violent pain causing another clash of orgasmic cream between their naked cunts; neither woman would let her rival go until one or both of them had surrendered to their hellish war.

		

		Chelsea and Jessy were trading places with such manic desperation that they were almost a blur, neither woman able to gain even a second of advantage before the other whore drove her body to the bottom once more. Their hands were buried in each other’s hair, pulling as hard as they could, using their holds to yank each other’s body beneath their own. Their clashing screams held the desperation of whores addicted to the act of destroying each other; no matter what else happened, the two sluts were determined to settle everything here and now. No matter how much it hurt, no matter how loudly they cried, no matter how hard they came they wouldn’t release each other until the world saw one of them fall.

		

		Even through their hateful hairpulling and ravenous rolling they remained forehead to forehead, grinding hard against each other as they swore they would never show each other mercy. Their mouths were open in panting sobs, and in their frenzied hate they began spitting into each other’s gorgeous, snarling face again and again. Between volleys they would crush their tongues against each other’s cheeks, licking each other like obsessed whores, neither woman willing to quit even when the other made her feel dirtier than she had ever felt before. The fate of everything Jessy had worked so hard to achieve, of the revenge Chelsea so violently needed, hanged in the balance; nothing would break them apart now.

		

		Time seemed to slow as Natalie and Mia looked back into each other’s eyes, the tears of frustrated anger reflecting one another’s gorgeous, snarling face again and again like a series of infinite mirrors. Still they felt like only one of them should be a model, still they thought each other inferior even through the countless times they had competed and fought and fucked. Each woman’s right hand raised silently to the other’s long, disheveled hair, burying in deep, clenching hard; even as they winced from the pain, neither woman backed away. Right here, right now, in front of the cameras they were determined to settle everything.

		

		“I hate you Mia…” Natalie snarled, her lips and Mia’s brushing against each other as she spoke. “I hate you more than I’ve ever fucking hated anyone…”

		

		“Shut up and fuck me Natalie!” Mia demanded, her hot breath and the redhead’s clashing in their manic fury. She jammed her hips forward, driving the front of her cunt against her eternal enemy’s; and as Natalie jammed back it was all the two whores could do to keep from collapsing.

		

		Pleasure seared through their pussies in an instant, so desperate just from the contact of naked sex against naked sex that they nearly came right then and there. With furious growls they pushed their tongues to fight, muffling each other’s screams of horny desperation as they shoved past one another’s lips. It wasn’t a kiss of love or respect; it was a kiss they desperately wanted to suffocate each other with, and as their glistening eyes bore their hate into each other Natalie and Mia pulled back again and slammed their pussies into each other as hard as they could.

		

		The impact was so great that it shook the two women to the core. They screamed into each other’s delicious mouth as their clits slammed into each other head to head, the pain of their collision overridden with so much pleasure that in an instant they came. The hand laced through each other’s hair pulled so hard that they felt strands pull away between their fingers, but as tears streamed down their cheeks they only sought out better handholds. Each woman’s other hand shot to her rival’s succulent ass, guiding her rival’s naked sex to collide against her own again and again. Even standing the two whores filled each other’s pussy with their orgasmic cream, and as their scents collided as one they aimed their clits against each other in wild hatred.

		

		Aurelia and Elaine were crushed lips to lips as their violent fuck drove them to orgasm again and again. They panted and screamed into each other’s open mouth, their tongues begging urgently to plunge past one another’s lips and make out like frantic whores, but they refused to silence each other’s cries. They wanted the entire world to hear them sob, needed every viewer to listen to the rage they held without obstruction. Ever since they had first met they had hated each other, despised one another for their equality. In this moment they had to make the world decide whose orgasmic cries were more beautiful; and they hoped that any divides in opinion would be solved with the same clashing screams.

		

		They grinded their heavy breasts against each other with reckless abandon, tears streaming down their cheeks as nipples sliced against nipples again and again. Their rods were so hard and strong that every single pass made it seem like they were trying to grind each other’s nipples off. Up and down, left and right they slopped their sweat-slicked tits against each other, neither woman even caring about the pleasurable pain as long as she could cause her enemy the same frantic ecstasy. Even after fighting and fucking for so long, even after the countless punishments each woman’s tits had suffered at the hands and breasts of the other whores around them, each woman’s tits were perfection. They were both so round, so firm, so strong; and with every second the two brunettes felt their powerful breasts hate each other more.

		

		Their cunts were practically sealed from the pressure and cum, spread open wide as each woman’s sore, soaking pussy struggled to devour the other’s equally tender sex. They were coming so hard and fast now that it was impossible for either woman to tell where one orgasm ended and the next began, but in their manic lust they knew it didn’t matter. This was no longer about who could make the other come more; it was about who could endure this manic torrent of orgasmic agony and survive. Their clits were grinding against each other in tight circles, so furious that neither woman’s sexhorn ever parted from the other’s even when their centers of pleasure felt like they had been set on fire.

		

		With unbridled passion Elaine and Aurelia clenched their sealed pussies with all their might, sobbing as they felt their tender cunts lock immediately into a ravenous stalemate. They felt their tender pussy lips trembling from the strain as each woman struggled to pull the other’s oversexed pussy into her own. Each woman wanted to devour her devastating rival, wanted to pull her enemy’s sore sex lips between her own and squeeze as hard as she could. They wanted to send each other to so much pleasurable agony that when they finished this manic fuck there would be no doubt who the stronger, sexier whore truly was. They were so sore that every single second their naked cunts tried to pull each other in felt like hell, but the torment of not knowing which one of them was truly better hurt so much more.

		

		Again and again they came, their painful clench literally pulling the orgasms from one another’s naked pussy. As their sexual juices collided and mixed inside of them they were filled with so much disgusted hate, their fucking wetness so intense that each woman felt the other’s scents would remain inside her body forever. They swore within their tear-filled glares that when they finished each other they would make each other pay for branding them with such a slutty aroma. Each woman promised in her cries that when she made her filthy whore enemy collapse she would force her beaten rival to lick away every single drop of their mixed arousal as a plea for forgiveness.

		

		Hotter and angrier Aurelia and Elaine drove each other, minutes of their violent stalemate dragging on with neither woman gaining even the tiniest shred of advantage. The tears that streamed down their precious cheeks in rivers were filled with their hatred for each other, overflowing with the rage of how equal their bodies truly were. Every inch of their naked forms begged for rest, every single aspect of their gorgeous bodies remaining equal even when they had so much to lose.

		

		They screamed as multiple orgasms detonated through their forms, as exhaustion took them in an instant, as bright orgasmic colors filled their manic visions before fading to black. In their final moments the two whores struggled to remain conscious, driving their clits against each other head to head in a desperate attempt to drive each other to surrender before their own bodies collapsed from their manic exhaustion. More pleasure, more pain, more frantic sensations than either whore had ever known detonated through their gorgeous forms, filling every single inch of their naked bodies with the sexual fire they could only know together.

		

		They sobbed each other’s name as the darkness took them, hating each other more than they ever had; their rivalry had been born out of the equalness of their bodies, and even at the height of their powers they remained without a conclusion. In their final, hateful scream the two rivals fell away from each other, their naked backs landing heavily against the floor. They could still feel their naked pussies locked lips to lips, could still feel their pulses weakly struggling to pull each other in; and in the next moment their exhaustion became more than either of them could bear.

		

		With a frantic snarl Jessy pinned Chelsea beneath her body, practically cackling as the model struggled helplessly below her. She loved the tears streaming down the other bitch’s cheeks, loved the sound of her panicked cries as try as she might, Jessy held her down. She spat in the face of her gorgeous, hated enemy, the bitch daughter of the CEO she had seduced to gain her power. God Chelsea looked so much like her mother in this frantic desperation; the tears, the shrieks, the manic pulses of pussy against pussy as even from the bottom she refused to relent, everything reminded her so much of Chelsea’s mother. As the bitch wife of the CEO cried in her memories she knew she had to make Chelsea scream the exact same way, beg forgiveness in the exact same fashion; Chelsea was so gorgeous as her pride began to fade.

		

		“Oh fuck yeah bitch, I love the way you cry!” Jessy sobbed, tears streaming down her own cheeks as again and again her pussy and Chelsea’s collided. “I love the way you fucking sob bitch, you look just like your filthy fucking mother!” She spat in the other woman’s face again, trembling with lustful rage as Chelsea spat back, still unwilling to surrender. “Didn’t you fucking tell me you were gonna fuck me into submission!? Didn’t you fucking say you were gonna make me pay for what I did to your pathetic fucking mother!?” The rage and orgasmic pain shadowed across Chelsea’s face made her so unbelievably beautiful that she wanted to hold onto this moment forever, no matter how much it hurt. “She’s watching us now, isn’t she bitch!? She’s fucking watching me grind you into the fucking ground, and I’ll bet she’s reliving every fucking moment I made her realize I’ll always be the alpha bitch around here!”

		

		Even through the confidence in her voice Jessy could feel herself wearing down. The tears streaming down Chelsea’s cheeks were mirrored by her own, the orgasmic pain scorching just as violently through her own naked form. Even from the bottom Chelsea refused to relent; devastating downward pulses met with vicious upward strikes, their pussies so desperate to destroy each other that they were willing to endure this mutual punishment even when they could feel nothing but orgasmic pain. She adored the fear in Chelsea’s eyes as wave after wave of orgasmic cream clashed between their sore sexes, but past the veil she could feel the same fear beginning to creep into her breast as well.

		

		Chelsea sobbed like a frenzied whore as Jessy’s powerful cunt slammed down upon her own again and again, as even through the hateful pain of the secretary’s furious punishment her body surrendered orgasm after crippling orgasm. She could still feel Jessy’s pussy pulsing as well, could feel the other whore’s climactic juices squirting across her naked pussy while her own cunt squirted back. Their sexes were coated in the filth of each other’s climaxes, their faces sparkling with spit and tears caused by their frenzied disrespect and mutual agony. Chelsea’s body screamed for her to stop fighting, to just relent and let this agonizing fuck end, but she forced herself to keep going. She slammed her cunt upwards against Jessy’s as hard as she could, but in her orgasmic weakness she didn’t know if it would be enough.

		

		“Come on you filthy bitch, fuck harder slut! Don’t tell me this is all you’ve fucking got!” Jessy spat, and Chelsea sobbed with the weight of Jessy’s manic hate. “Your filthy old hag mother thought she could take me on too bitch, and I made her fucking pay for it dearly! She hasn’t shown her fucking face around here ever since I forced her to eat me out! I figured she’d want to thank me for giving her the most orgasmic fuck she’s ever had!” The violent rage in Chelsea’s eyes as the bitch beneath her relived her mother’s hell was so beautiful. “I haven’t seen her since I made her fucking beg for mercy cunt, and I’ll destroy your filthy fucking twat so fucking hard that you’ll never be able to look me in the fucking eyes ever again!”

		

		Every single word Jessy spoke hurt. In an instant Chelsea’s memories flashed back to the hellish sight of her mother on her knees, her face between the secretary’s thighs in servitude as even crying she obeyed Jessy’s ever whim. She remembered how the filthy whore on top of her tore her family apart, how Jessy had turned her life into a hellish nightmare. She forced herself to slam her cunt upwards against Jessy’s with every ounce of strength she had, desperate to drive Jessy to the quivering surrender she could feel herself so close to. Ever since that night she had sworn to make Jessy pay, had promised she would dominate the disgusting little whore who had destroyed everything she had ever loved; and even when she wanted to beg for the pain to stop forced herself to continue.

		

		Chelsea knew her mother was watching them fight, knew her mother was practically screaming at the television right now, begging her to keep fighting. She could practically feel her mother’s spirit surging power through her gorgeous, naked form, begging her to fight. She crushed her squealing clit against Jessy’s with as much force as she could muster, grinding upwards while the beautiful secretary grinded down, nothing but hate filling their bodies as in a frantic moment of silence their orgasms halted. Their glistening eyes were locked with such manic hate that for a moment the only thing that existed was the other’s rage-filled tears; and in the next second the two women were overcome by the most agonizing pleasure either slut had ever felt in her life.

		

		Chelsea and Jessy screamed each other’s name to the heavens, their clashing voices practically shattering the air as wave after wave of violent pleasure seared through their naked forms. Their oversexed bodies thrashed so violently against each other that the slaps of skin against skin echoed easily to the cameras. Their tears sparkled so passionately in the light of the room that had the world not known about their hate it would have looked like the two women had taken each other to Heaven, but in their passionate abhorrence the orgasmic bliss was Hell.

		

		Still they drove their naked cunts against each other, still they came across each other’s tender sex, defiling each other’s pussy with the squirting ecstasy of their rage. As their glistening eyes became clouded with the violent colors of exhausted passion Jessy and Chelsea drove their tongues past each other’s lips, sealing their ravenous mouths in hate, frantically trying to suck the final breath from each other’s lungs and drive each other into nothingness. Their tongues twisted and corkscrewed so wildly against each other that it felt like they were trying to melt into each other, and the delicious spit they traded was coating their mating tongues into a sexual cocoon.

		

		Their cheeks curved inward as the two frantic sluts sucked on each other’s tongue as hard as they could, fighting to pull the final seconds of oxygen from each other’s body, thrashing harder and harder against each other as their visions drove into darkness. They could see nothing besides the blackness of exhaustion, could hear each other’s squeals faintly as if they were echoing through a long, black tunnel. Clit drove against clit, driving the two whores to multiple climaxes in an instant; and then a second later all fell silent.

		

		Still standing Natalie and Mia rammed their clits against each other, sobbing into each other’s mouth as waves of massive orgasms crashed down upon them. Their tongues were so sore from their furious kiss; their lips had been locked for so long that it felt like they were meant to be fused mouth to mouth, and as each slut’s sexhorn desperately fucked against her enemy’s they were met by more pleasure than they had ever known. Every single fight, every single orgasm they had ever driven each other to paled in comparison to the violent passion searing through them now. Nothing they had ever felt could compare to what blazed through them in this moment, and even as they could feel their climaxes threatening to destroy them, the two women forced themselves to continue.

		

		Their ravenous mouths were sealed against each other, but their glistening eyes transferred every single hateful word, every violent insult they wanted to share. Here in this moment everything they had ever strived to achieve was on the line. They knew it was too late now; both of them were models, and neither would ever leave, but the two whores knew that this battle between them would decide which one of them had truly deserved to be here. Everything had now been dragged into the light, even the reason behind their hellish rivalry. They knew the audience was watching them with bated breath, was desperate to see whether Jessy’s choice to keep Natalie was correct…or whether Mia should have been the model immediately accepted into the Organization. Even with their prides each woman could see the other whore debating the same exact question; only one of them was truly right.

		

		Each woman’s grip on the other’s hair was one of the only things either had to keep herself from losing control. The pain of her rival’s hold on her disheveled tresses, the power of her own fingers twisted through her enemy’s, was the only thing that felt real now. Their clawed holds on each other’s succulent ass only grew more desperate, the manic impacts between their naked pussies causing their squirting climaxes to spray erratically between them. Neither woman cared how many times her enemy made her come. Neither woman cared how much of her rival’s orgasmic juices coated her pussy and thighs. The only thing that mattered to them now was destroying the cunt of the model who had stood in her way since the very beginning; and as climax after violent climax wrecked their naked forms each woman knew their time together was coming to an end.

		

		With reckless obsession Natalie and Mia slammed each other’s clit against their own as hard as they could, using their holds to drive their hips against each other recklessly. They screamed into each other’s delicious mouth so violently that even the vibrations of their clashing screams drove their pleasure higher, and in an instant the most powerful waves of multiple climaxes shattered their naked forms. Immediately the two sluts thought they would black out, their manic exhaustion and orgasmic devastation causing the two enemy sluts to sink to their knees.

		

		Red hair and black was torn from the tresses of the two frantic women as they pulled as hard as they could, causing them to scream and cry in pain and rage as each woman’s right hand lost its grip. Their naked forms were nearly thrown away from each other from the sudden release, but their grips on each other’s ass held the two whores clit to clit. Tears shone with the blaze of sexual fire as each woman’s right hand reached to her enemy’s other ass cheek, nearly doubling the pressure between their clits as they pulled each other forward as hard as they could. Clit fucked clit head to head so hard that the two sluts could feel their sexhorns fighting to invert each other, struggling to force each other to hide and never show itself to the world again. They were both so strong, so swollen, so sore and so hard that even when the pain nearly caused them to go numb neither woman’s clit was willing to give in.

		

		Tears mixed upon their cheeks as their tongues writhed inside their mouths, each woman driving her spit hatefully down the other’s throat as they tonguefucked each other with reckless abandon. Maintaining the violent pressure of their squealing clits the brunette and the redhead slammed their naked tits against each other again and again. Every impact caused them to choke for breath, every stab of nipples into dense titflesh wracked them with pleasurable agony. Their clits sent each other to multiple orgasms so powerful that they nearly sank to their asses, their soaking climaxes squirting across each other’s sex with such manic hate that it could be days before they didn’t feel the phantom sensations.

		

		Natalie could feel her body breaking, could sense the hateful brunette’s control shattering with just as much urgency. She begged her body to continue, pleaded with her incredible, naked form to hold on just a little longer. When she and Mia fought each other in the dressing room, when they had gotten caught and Mia got kicked out, she felt nothing could stop her. She had been promised so much by Jessy, and all the fame she had worked for was threatened when Mia came into the picture once more. Here and now she had to secure her victory, and there was no one else she’d rather dominate in front of the cameras than the beautiful, slutty brunette that had fought her to be a model in the first place.

		

		Mia had tears streaming down her cheeks as she struggled to endure the pleasure, struggled to endure the pain caused from this orgasmic fuck. She remembered her fury during the night they first fought in the dressing room, remembered how devastated she was when she had been tossed away and Natalie had been allowed to stay. Her hopes and dreams of becoming a model had meant more to her than anything, and even now staying in the spotlight was the only thing that mattered. She knew if Natalie ended her now she would never be able to look the redhead in the eye again, knew if Natalie ascended to power she would be tossed aside once more. She sobbed as the lights flashing across her eyes grew blinding, as she began to lose herself in the veil; and just before the will to fight left Mia’s body Natalie’s resistance gave way.

		

		As if in slow motion she felt Natalie’s grip on her ass loosen. As if the world had fallen still she watched the redhead’s eyes close through her blistering tears. The tongue writhing against her own slowed, the tits and pussy of her eternal, hateful rival stopped fighting; and with a breath almost like a sigh of sexual satisfaction the redhead slipped into exhausted slumber, her heavy breasts rising and falling slightly with her breath.

		

		Mia pulled away from Natalie with a groan, the redhead’s pussy lips still biting at her own weakly, but Natalie didn’t stir. The world around her was hazy; she felt like she was in a dream as for the moment nothing but silence met her ears. Her heart raced in her chest as the weight of her victory over Natalie began to dawn on her. The cameras had captured every moment of it; the world had seen her match up with the whore who had gotten her kicked out, the slut who had tried to steal her hopes and dreams again and again. The cameras had seen it all; there was no hiding the truth any longer.

		

		For several long moments Mia sat on the floor, taking in the fame, the glory, the fortune that Jessy’s prize would truly bring her. The ability to finally live out her dreams as a model in charge of her own destiny was finally at hand, but as she recalled Jessy’s second wager, that the winner would take over her position as secretary in the organization, her spirits fell. There were times where Jessy’s position made her jealous, where she wished she had the authority to guide the organization at her will. When she had heard of Jessy’s wager she had desperately wanted it…but now that she sat here, exhausted and at her most vulnerable, she realized what she truly wanted; to just be a model in its purest form. The silence that surrounded her was almost deafening; it seemed she had won.

		

		Her legs shook violently beneath her as she tried to stand, nearly buckling beneath the weight of her exhaustion, but she forced herself to rise. The world seemed to spin around her, and her body was so violently sore that every step caused her to wince in pain. She forced herself to hold her head high, knew the eyes of the world were still upon her. Her pussy and thighs were coated with the lust of her countless fuckwars, her cheeks streaked with tears, her hair violently disheveled from the almost constant hairpulling from every single slut she had matched up against. Even in her hellish state she felt victorious, the image of Natalie’s collapsed form filling her with more pride than she had ever felt before.

		

		Mia searched around through the debris of shredded clothes and naked bodies, her eyes spying a pair of green lace panties that could still work as cover. She stooped low to pick them up, again nearly falling to her knees as the dizziness took over. She breathed deep as she forced the room to stop spinning; they were soaked, but in the aura of greatness they smelled like victory. She was about to slip them on, but just before she could slide her leg through she saw movement out of the corner of her eye. The high she had ridden came crashing to the ground, the pride she had felt immediately flared into a desire for survival; and through a curtain of disheveled dark hair she saw Chelsea’s gorgeous, naked form rising from the rubble.

		

		From across the room Chelsea and Mia locked eyes; even from the distance each slut was able to see the fury blazing in the other’s eyes. In the silence each had believed she had won, but as they glanced across each other’s hellish state they realized this would be the final battle. They were so sore, so exhausted as they began to step towards each other that their bodies begged them to surrender, but with the eyes of the world upon them they knew they had to fight. Memories of their desperate schoolgirl fuck in the bathroom stall blazed through them, each bitch painting the other as the villain, and they steeled their nerves for battle.

		

		Mia and Chelsea met in the center of the room, their eyes tracing each other’s curves and taking in one another’s disheveled state. Somehow their exhaustion and messy appearance made each woman even more hellishly beautiful in the other’s eyes. Mia tossed the rags of lingerie to the floor, and she could feel the dampness of arousal upon her fingertips…but she needed more. Her right hand pushed between her thighs, nearly sobbing as she caressed her own pussy, collecting the sexual cream upon her hand; and then she crushed her palm against Chelsea’s cheek.

		

		Chelsea stumbled backwards from the blow, crying out in pain as her right hand shot to her reddened cheek. Her legs nearly buckled beneath her, but in the anger at Mia’s declaration she found the strength to remain upright. She shot her gaze back to the slut she felt betrayed her, across the beautiful, plush lips now stretched into a bitchy, taunting smile. New tears welled in her eyes as her cheek grew warm, and she wanted to turn and run away, but after everything she had endured she knew she had to see this through to the end. She pushed her own hand between her thighs, crying out in pain as she collected the cum from her oversexed cunt, then drove her palm furiously against Mia’s cheek in retaliation.

		

		As Mia cried out in pain the two gorgeous brunettes knew there was no turning back now. The redness of their cheeks, the hate in their locked eyes, the sensation of the cameras and the eyes of the world upon them; after their violent schoolgirl fuck in the bathroom it felt like destiny for them to be the final two whores to lock together in this manic competition. They stepped forward again, heavy breasts compressing in challenge, and then their hands flew to each other’s hair in passionate rage.

		

		“Get down, bitch!” Chelsea snarled, pulling hard on Mia’s dark tresses. “Fucking get down so we can end this once and for all!”

		

		“You get down, cunt!” Mia growled back, her hands yanking on Chelsea’s hair with the same furious hate. “Your filthy pussy against mine, until only one of us can still fuck!”

		

		The two filthy whores practically pulled each other to their knees, spitting in each other’s face, their glares alone insulting each other further than any words ever could. Their tongues twisted furiously between their lips, tasting each other until their knees hit the ground; and as soon as the two sluts were on the floor they released each other’s tresses and shoved each other down.

		

		As Mia and Chelsea fell on their backs in determined exhaustion, glaring across each other’s gorgeous, naked form it took every ounce of control they had not to collapse. Each woman loved how sexually messy her enemy’s hair was, the sight so beautiful it made them want to pull until strands tore out by the roots. They loved the tears across one another’s precious cheeks, so dazzling that they wanted to slap each other over and over until they cried. Their tits were so heavy and smooth, their nipples so hard and strong that they wanted to claw and grind and punish each other’s breasts until they had nothing left to lose. They wanted to destroy each other in every single way, but they were so violently exhausted they knew they didn’t have the strength. Their pussies and clits throbbed in pleasurable agony, as if each could sense the presence of her desperate rival; in their hellish state, cunt to cunt was the only way they could settle this.

		

		With bitchy, hateful sneers Mia and Chelsea laced left leg over right, inching forward until their naked cunts were just centimeters away. They glared into each other’s eyes as they closed the final distance, each woman grinding her sore, oversexed pussy firmly into her rival’s cunt. Their plush lips opened in cries of agony; the pain of raw sex against raw sex was almost more than either whore could bear, but the hate burning between them forced the two models to crush against each other hard. They felt their swollen sex-lips seal, felt the cum coated across their sexes practically gluing the two women together with its sexual warmth. Mia grabbed hold of Chelsea’s left leg tightly, wrapping her arms around the other brunette’s calf to give her the most powerful grip. She waited until Chelsea did the same, trapping her, forcing her to end this duel right here; and her clutch trapped Chelsea in the same agonizing finale.

		

		For a moment Chelsea and Mia held each other like this, sobbing quietly, trembling as each woman forced herself to get used to the pleasurable agony. They waited until their gorgeous cunts were fully locked together, biting so firmly that just their breaths made their pussy gently pulse back and forth. With every second they felt more connected, with every moment they felt like they were melting into one. Each woman felt her clit throbbing, as if it felt the presence of the other schoolgirl whore who had fought her in that bathroom stall. They had no more energy for words, no more strength for anything but to fuck. Through the trembling of their naked bodies they could feel each other’s will to fight. In a fit of destructive determination Mia and Chelsea pulled each other’s leg as hard as they could, twisting until clit sliced against clit with unbridled fury; and in the next moment they came so hard that they nearly blacked out together.

		

		The two devastating models screamed each other’s name as the strongest orgasms they had ever experienced detonated through their forms. The pleasurable agony pulsed back and forth through their oversexed forms in reckless trades, the collisions of their powerful climaxes nearly forcing their mating cunts to part in a spray of orgasmic force. They wanted so violently to break away, the furious sensations scorching through them almost unbearable, but their prides would not allow them to quit. They clenched each other’s leg, pulling hard, each slut forcing the other to endure this mutual sexual destruction. As their creams mixed and swirled inside their ravenous cunts the two models clenched their pussies as hard as they could; they were determined to end each other no matter what the cost.

		

		Again and again Mia and Chelsea came, driving their cum so hard into each other’s vagina that it felt like liquid fingers were penetrating them, and the sensation only caused them to surrender more sexual juices they could use to fuck each other with. Their pussy lips traded punishment back and forth; one brunette would clench the other’s sex lips between her own as hard as she could, would feel so powerful as her hated rival cried in pained exhaustion. The suction would cause their orgasmic creams to pull violently inside the body of the victor, would fuck her from the inside so furiously that she would come in seconds, and as orgasmic weakness took the winner’s form the loser would be able to overcome, squeezing her rival’s swollen sex lips until the orgasmic cream forced her to the same manic pleasure.

		

		There were no words as they fought, only moans and sobs as their hateful cunts destroyed each other. They grinded against each other with reckless abandon, thrusting against each other as hard as they could while gripping each other’s leg and pulling in tighter. Clit clashed against clit again, sending the two whores to such frantic pleasure that the suction between their cunts was broken, and as their mixing creams sprayed across their orgasmic sexhorns they felt more hate for each other than they ever had before.

		

		In a manic frenzy they drove their squealing clits against each other again and again, no longer caring about the mutual destruction as they struggled to break each other down. Every hateful thrust was aimed at slicing each other’s clit to surrender with her own, every pull destined to grind their soaking sexhorns against each other until only one of them remained. They could do nothing but fight and cum and cry until the pleasurable agony sent one of them into a spiraling defeat; and as the dizzying lights grew brighter they knew that moment was close at hand.

		

		Mia and Chelsea sobbed louder and louder as they sent each other to countless orgasms in their violent hatefuck, the sounds of each other’s cries the only thing keeping either woman going. Their manic clitfight held no compassion, no respect, nothing but hate. Every single moment was sexual agony, every single second sent them spiraling closer to the edge of no return. Their clits drove against each other so hard that even through the volcanic orgasms their mutual punishment hurt like hell. Tears streamed down their faces as each woman used her sore clit as her only weapon, both whores so exhausted that every pulse made them feel like they would collapse. They grew desperate to end each other, almost panicked as the darkness around their visions continued to grow. They jammed their clits against each other head to head, each woman screaming as the most powerful waves of multiple climaxed detonated from their violently fucking forms. They crushed forward as hard as they could, fighting to bury each other’s clit back into her owner’s body, filling each other’s pussy with cream; and an instant later Chelsea and Mia collapsed in a heap of frantic sexual exhaustion, sobbing quietly as in their multiple climaxes it was all either woman could do not to be driven under.

		

		Their bodies thrashed wildly as their orgasms pulsed through them mercilessly, the pleasurable agony so terrific that most women would have been immediately driven unconscious. Mia and Chelsea struggled to survive the orgasmic tremors, the agonizing pain, the searing pleasure. Their visions nearly darkened entirely, but the echo of each woman’s sobs kept her rival from being driven fully under. Each woman felt if only she survived a few seconds longer, if only she remained conscious through this tidal wave of agonizing pleasure that the other would fall away, that she would become the true victor. With every moment they listened for the halt of each other’s cries, for the silence that would prove which one of them was the better slut once and for all. They listened for the silence, but every moment each woman could still hear the other’s cries through the muffled void of exhaustion they hated each other more.

		

		After what felt like hours the orgasmic pulses finally slowed, the two sexual warriors trembling against each other on the floor. They were practically comatose in their exhaustion, each slut fearing the other would take advantage of her devastated weakness; and when no attacks came the two whores knew they were equally exhausted. It took nearly every ounce of strength they had for Chelsea and Mia to just lift their heads and glare into each other’s eyes. They looked so beautiful in their messy, disheveled state, and as they gazed across each other’s beauty they wanted to wipe it out once and for all.

		

		“Fuck…you…” Chelsea moaned, her voice barely over a whisper as she raised her pussy slightly. She aimed her clit at Mia’s, challenging her to continue; they were both so close to devastating surrender.

		

		“Fuck…you!” Mia hissed back, nearly blacking out as she lifted her sex to mirror Chelsea’s challenge. With exhausted grunts of strain the two models crushed forward, driving clit to clit with exhausted rage. They screamed as the manic sensations scorched through them, blazing with such urgency that they both came in an instant, collapsing again in their exhausted heap as once more they had to fight to hold onto consciousness.

		

		The rivalry that had begun with their desperate schoolgirl hatefuck in the bathroom stall kept them going, the violent desire to see each other’s naked form passed out on the ground in defeat holding the two models away from the dark. Their bodies were so exhausted and sore that they could only fuck for a few seconds at a time, jamming their clits weakly against each other, screaming as crippling ecstasy detonated through their naked forms, then collapsing again as all the energy was drained from their forms. Again and again they did this, bringing each other to the brink of consciousness for what felt like hours. They felt they couldn’t stop, couldn’t rest even when they could feel nothing but pain and exhaustion, but every single collision took them longer and longer to recover from.

		

		Tears streamed down Chelsea’s precious cheeks as she rammed her clit against Mia’s for what felt like the thousandth time, more agony and pleasure than she had ever known searing through her oversexed form. She struggled to crush forward, begging her body to hold on, fighting to outlast Mia’s clit again and again, but in every single battle the two of them broke apart as one, sobbing like devastated sluts. She had sealed her revenge against Jessy, had avenged her mother’s loss and fucked her into the ground in front of the world, but still her conquest wasn’t finished. To truly devastate the bitch who had torn her family apart she had to take her power, to steal the authority that Jessy’s deceit had earned; and Mia stood in her way of leading the organization once and for all. She had become a model only to avenge her mother’s defeat; the rest of Jessy’s prize meant nothing to her…but she’d fuck Mia for years if she had to in order to steal Jessy’s control.

		

		Mia sobbed every single time her clit clashed against Chelsea’s, the sound of the other slut’s matching cries the only thing keeping her in the fight. She struggled so violently to keep her clit against Chelsea’s until the other whore pulled away, begging to score some semblance of victory that suggested she could pull ahead, but every single clash sent them to such painful passion that they always pulled away in unison. She hated Chelsea so much, in this moment despised her more than she had ever hated another woman. She had fucked Natalie into submission, had scored the most incredible victory of her entire life, but the prize of fame and fortune was too much for her to bear losing. The last thing she wanted was to balance her dreams with the responsibility of being the Organization’s secretary, but she needed her modeling fame; Chelsea stood between her and the true greatness she knew she deserved.

		

		“Fucking…give up…slut…” Mia panted, her words barely reaching across the room through her exhaustion. “Those modeling jobs…belong to…me!” She raised her cunt to meet Chelsea’s, screaming as clit met clit again in primal fury. The threat of losing what she so violently desired seemed to give her strength, helped her crush against Chelsea’s filthy womanhood longer, and for a moment she thought her rival would fall, but Chelsea’s strength seemed to grow with her own; and as their clits grated past each other they collapsed again in a trembling heap, sobbing in their mutual devastation.

		

		“You…give up…whore!” Chelsea sobbed back, every word strained so much she didn’t even know if the camera could pick up her words. She could barely move as the orgasmic pain pulsed through her recklessly, her clit throbbing from the hours of sexual combat. “I don’t…give a shit…about the modeling exposure…” She waited until the orgasms began to ebb, raising her cunt again to challenge Mia’s, trembling with orgasmic madness as still the other woman raised up as well. “But no one…is fucking taking…Jessy’s position…away from me!”

		

		Chelsea and Mia slammed clit to clit once more, screaming from the pain as again their cunts squirted upon each other like whores. As their cries clashed around them the two whores began to feel like this hell would never end, began to feel like neither of them would ever collapse. The way they despised each other, the pain and pleasure and sexual desperation they had brought each other to countless times made them ready to fuck each other to the end. Any other time they would have welcomed this challenge, but if everything they had worked for was on the line an endless fuckwar nearly made them fall into despair.

		

		Mia let the words of the other brunette whore sink in as she recovered from the orgasmic hell scorching from her squealing clit. They both wanted this victory so fucking badly, but each only wanted half of Jessy’s incredible prize. Each woman desired only what the other didn’t want. If they could come to a compromise the only thing that would keep them fighting would be pride; and even if one of them could come out on top, neither would accept the proof. The other whores around them had tainted their bitter war; if one of them lost here she would only say the others had tired her out, that the victory didn’t prove anything; and only with them locked together at the height of their power, one whore against another, would the victory mean anything.

		

		Had they been alone Mia would have kept fucking no matter how much it hurt, would have kept pounding clit to clit like this until Chelsea’s filthy fucking body surrendered, and she knew Chelsea would meet her on that field of battle without hesitation. She had no idea how long the two of them had been struggling to end each other like this, matching sexhorn to sexhorn, then collapsing, then clashing again in endless torment. She could tell that time was running out; if they kept on like this the other whores would wake, and in the forced rest of their unconsciousness they would join forces and destroy both she and Chelsea before they had a chance to settle this. Instead of gaining what they wanted the two of them would lose everything in their greed and pride; and if neither of them would accept a winner between them now then what even would be the point?

		

		With a snarl of hate and pain Chelsea raised her pussy again, daring the filthy slut between her legs to match her once more. Mia saw Chelsea’s incredible pussy rise in challenge, her sex-lips dripping and her clit so swollen and sore. After everything they had done to each other her clit practically begged to match against Chelsea’s and finish this war, but she knew exactly where this would lead. Mia raised her cunt as well, aiming her clit towards Chelsea’s once more, but before they crushed forward her lips opened to speak.

		

		“Hey bitch…” she started, and her words alone gave Chelsea enough pause that Mia knew she would be able to relay her thoughts. “I’ll make you…a fucking deal…” She made sure her words were low enough that only Chelsea could hear, her panting breath causing her words to rise in sexual urgency. “I want nothing to do with running this fucking agency…and you have no desire to model if you take Jessy’s position…so how about we end this right fucking now?” She hated the words even as they left her lips, but she knew if they didn’t finish their battle soon the other sluts would wake and take advantage of their exhaustion. “Take you victory, take Jessy’s throne…and then give me the modelling fame so you can focus solely on creating your empire…”

		

		Immediately Chelsea was taken aback, the words so unexpected that it nearly caused her to pull her pussy away. She glared into Mia’s glistening eyes, staring past the tears to find some hint of betrayal. She could hardly believe what she was hearing, had thought she and Mia would fuck it out until this stalemate drowned them both in sexual passion. She could find no lie in Mia’s proposal, and the fact that her enemy hadn’t taken advantage of her shock meant Mia’s words were true. The idea felt so wrong, made it seem like they were quitting, and she was about to refuse. “But you and I, we can’t just—”

		

		“Oh I’m not giving in to you bitch!” Mia snarled, interrupting the other brunette before her words made them continue and lose it all. “I’m the better slut, and I know you think the same. When we’re both back to full strength…when we’re not at risk of losing everything…when it’s just your pride against mine…you and I will meet again.” She saw the fire light in Chelsea’s eyes, knew she finally understood the weight behind what she was saying. “When we’ve fully recovered from this you and I are going to meet in an empty room and lock the door behind us. No witnesses, no cameras, no time limit, no rules. Just you and me fighting and fucking it out, with no one to stop us, no one to hear our screams and cries! If you and I fuck for days, then so be it…when that time comes you and I will truly end this once and for all!” She watched Chelsea nod silently; the other woman’s pride would not let her lie, and she knew her rival would follow through on their deal. In a fit of lustful hate Mia spat on Chelsea’s naked sex, saw the rage flash in her enemy’s eyes; and she knew her defiance would make her loss even more believable for the cameras. “Let’s fucking end this right now, slut!”

		

		Mia and Chelsea slammed clit to clit harder than they had the entire night, the two whores shrieking in unbridled ecstasy as their bodies were sent to orgasms more power than they had ever felt. In an instant they wanted to keep fighting, wanted to destroy each other in their vicious jealousy, but they knew their time would come soon enough. With tears streaming down her cheeks Chelsea moved her pussy upward, forcing Mia’s clit between her pussy lips, squeezing as hard as she could. She felt Mia thrash, listened to her scream like a whore driven mad. She felt her enemy’s pussy squirt all over her own, felt her rival’s orgasmic cream drench her soaking sex with more cum than she had ever felt Mia release; and then an instant later she felt her whore enemy collapse in a thrashing heap, the orgasmic detonations driving her unconscious.

		

		Still Chelsea was coming, the manic convulsions detonating through her form so powerful that she nearly collapsed with Mia between her legs. She wanted so violently to rest, wanted the orgasmic waves to drown her into slumber where she could recover. Every inch of her body ached, and as her naked form thrashed in the pleasure of her final climaxes she nearly blacked out altogether. With pained sobs she forced herself to maintain focus, forced herself to survive the climaxes that had caused Mia to shatter. She willed her body to endure the pulsing orgasms, the thought of usurping Jessy’s throne keeping her from falling into the void. Mia may have fallen before her, but if she collapsed now she knew the bout would be declared as a draw. Even as the exhaustion drove her vision into nearly total darkness she forced herself to remain focused; and after what felt like an eternity of coming the orgasmic pulses finally slowed.

		

		For nearly a full minute Chelsea could do nothing but sob in her orgasmic soreness, struggling to regain her strength, but within her tears was the revelation of victory. She could feel the eyes of the world upon her; strong, proud and victorious. She had been fighting and fucking for so long she knew it would take hours until the phantom sensations ebbed, days until the soreness of this orgasmic marathon subsided. As strength returned to her form and the colors of the world returned to normal she nearly laughed; it was all finally over.

		

		Her pussy throbbed violently, glistening with Mia’s cum, but beneath the arousal she could still feel the sensation of the other woman’s saliva upon her clit. The maneuver had been so dirty and disrespectful; she knew it was to capture the audience’s attention, to make the outcome even more believable, but with the venom behind Mia’s final screams she felt it was so much more. It was a promise that once they locked together for real there would be no mercy, a challenge for them to fuck until one of them was willing to admit something they both swore they never would…that another whore was stronger. It was a declaration that after tonight Chelsea’s pussy was the slut Mia despised more than any other; and as her successful revenge fully sank in she realized now that she despised Mia’s cunt the most as well.

		

		She spat on Mia’s beautiful pussy in retaliation for the model’s disrespect, could practically hear the cheers of the world as she sealed her victory. She watched Mia’s form stir uncomfortably as if aware of what Chelsea had done; and then Chelsea’s heart raced a she saw Mia’s eyes crack open. The movement was slight, too small for the cameras to pick up, but Chelsea could feel her body grow hot as Mia’s glistening orbs locked with her own. There was hate and fire in the other woman’s eyes, the returned disrespect nearly making Mia rise up and meet her again, but she didn’t. Each woman swore she would destroy the other’s pussy when they matched sex to sex alone; and as Mia closed her eyes again, feigning unconsciousness, Chelsea could hardly wait for that day to come. Anger and amazement filled her form as she realized Mia hadn’t actually gone out from the final clash of their wild clits; the two of them were still on equal ground.

		

		With a loud, raspy moan of agonizing strain Chelsea forced herself to stand. Her legs quivered so violently beneath her that she nearly fell down on top of Mia, and she knew if her skin met Mia’s with such violent force they would be tossed into an uncontrollable frenzy. Somehow she remained on her feet, allowing herself a few more moments to gather her strength before taking a step away. She winced from the pain with every movement, but she forced herself to place one foot firmly in front of the other. She stepped before one of the main cameras, her naked, sore, oversexed body filling the view. She was a sexual goddess and she knew it; and in this moment she had proved it to the entire world. She blew a kiss to the audience, winking with a seductive pride even when her body begged her to collapse. “More to come…” she whispered to the cameras, loving how she could practically feel the audience begging for the future; and then as her legs nearly buckled beneath her once more she knew she had to find rest.

		

		She stepped towards the emerald panties Mia had grabbed before the two of them had matched together for their final fuck. With a start she realized they were Jessy’s, could still smell the other woman’s scents upon the lace. They were still damp with arousal, but they seemed to be the only pair still partly intact. As she slipped them on she ground Jessy’s wetness into her pussy, ground her own cream into the lace, letting their scents fight; and as she sensed her arousal overcoming Jessy’s she breathed a content, sexual sigh. She allowed the realization of her victory, of her vengeance against her mother’s mortal enemy sink in, and then found the pink bra Mia had worn before ravenous hands had pulled it away.

		

		As she put on Mia’s bra she could feel herself begging to finish their fight, practically sensing her tits and Mia’s spiritually warring as her tits filled the space Mia’s had before the fight. Faintly she could smell Mia’s perfume upon the lace, hated how the bra fit her so perfectly. She remembered the first time they had met tits to tits, how their breasts seemed so perfectly equal; and she knew that when their moment together finally came no area of their bodies would be safe. They would fight in every possible way, would compare every single aspect of their forms to the point of exhaustion; and she could hardly wait to fill her hands with Mia’s heavy breasts and squeeze as hard as she could.

		

		With a final glance towards the cameras Chelsea sauntered out the door. She held her head high and proud; and for once she truly believed in the confidence she showed. Jessy’s hateful, orgasmic form had surrendered to her own, the revenge she had always dreamed of had been captured by the world. She knew her mother had watched the fight on TV, knew her mother finally felt some semblance of freedom from the harrowing memories of her loss. “Jessy’s power is mine now mom…” she whispered to the silence as the door closed behind her. “And I’ll keep that filthy whore around…until you feel like taking your own revenge…”

		

		Annalise nearly screamed as she pulled her fingers from her cunt, tears streaming down her cheeks as she finally felt she could rest. She had torn her own body completely naked, her skin drenched with sweat, the floor beneath her coated in countless waves of orgasmic cream. She had taken Jessy’s filthy challenge literally, had masturbated from the moment the six women had clashed to the final collision between Mia and Chelsea. Her pussy begged for mercy, her clit so sore and swollen from her constant stimulation that she felt it would be weeks before she could feel sexual pleasure without pain. She felt like she had scored a victory, had remained conscious in her own orgasmic self-pleasure even after Jessy’s form fell away…but she knew masturbatory stimulation was nothing compared to the real thing. The only way for her to truly know if she still had the gift would be to fight; and she knew it would be weeks until she and Jessy had recovered enough to meet.

		

		She could feel her heart racing in her chest as she surveyed the scene. Chelsea had been the final victor, the desperate six-way sexwar was finally over; and that meant that now she was a model. For so long after Jessy had fucked her from the Organization she had wanted to be a model again, the thoughts of revenge the only thing keeping her from joining another agency. She eyed Jessy’s incredible form, hated how gorgeous she thought the brunette looked in her exhausted glory; and she knew in time they would settle which one of them was truly the more gorgeous whore. She could use her skills as a journalist to fuel her fame; and she couldn’t wait until Jessy tried to take her down once more.

		

		She eyed the cameras set up around the battlefield, knew there was still much work to be done. The live show was finished, and as she flipped a switch on her camera the scene grew dark for the world. She could hardly believe she had been the only one allowed to film it, knew that her ratings had just skyrocketed. There was still so much to be done, clipping for promotions, editing for the reruns…but all of that could wait. For the moment she closed her eyes, allowing the events surround her to envelope her form like a blanket; she was a model once more.

		

		

		Epilogue

		

	
		

		Two gorgeous model struggled desperately on the floor, the fingers of one hand buried deep in each other’s platinum blonde hair, the fury in their grunts signaling how much the two of them truly hated each other. Each woman’s other hand was clamped tightly around the breast of her rival, clawing through the cloth of their blue and white cheerleader tops. Their eyes were welled with tears, their pained cries accented with pleasure as even through their mutual punishment they laced right leg over left, slamming their clothed pussies against each other hatefully. The impact shook them to the core, grinding forward with all their might. Their matching skirts were draped across their legs, hiding their pussies from view; the perfect veil to use as a promotion for their upcoming live show.

		

		“That’s it bitches, harder!” Chelsea’s voice rang over their moans. “Fight harder you gorgeous blonde sluts, pull each other’s hair! Yank your faces together girls, show the audience whose tongue is truly better!” Chelsea could feel her own pussy growing wet as the two cheerleader sluts did as they were told, muffling their hateful screams as each woman drove her tongue into the other’s awaiting mouth. She watched their beautiful, snarling faces twist in disgusted lust as their lips sealed tightly, but they only drove inside each other deeper.

		

		Chelsea loved how obvious it was the two blondes despised each other, knew that kissing while fighting made them feel like they were losing part of their hate. She had felt the same in her initial days of sexfighting, but once she learned it was a struggle for control and not an admittance of affection she came to love it. She watched the fire blazing in the eyes of the two blondes as they explored each other’s mouth, their glistening orbs open and angry as their moans began to grow in ferocity. She watched the disgust upon their faces turn into frustration as neither whore’s tongue was able to make the other melt; these two whores were quick learners.

		

		Quickly Chelsea had begun to love her position of power. Jessy had set the new tide of the organization in motion, and with the publicity of the sexual competitions the agency had skyrocketed to the forefront of the industry. With her new position after the tournament she had taken all the credit for the Organization’s new claim to fame; a fact that infuriated Jessy to no end. She could feel the anger and hate every time Jessy arrived at Chelsea’s office to discuss new contracts, felt her rival’s desperate desire to challenge Chelsea again…but Jessy had a new whore to play with now.

		

		Jessy was a model now, and the former secretary’s return to the spotlight had allowed her to move through the modeling ranks quickly. Normally this would cause Jessy concern for her position, but Annalise’s quick rise to fame put herself at odds with Jessy every step of the way. She heard rumors the two of them fought nearly every single day, and every meeting she had with the bitch who had bowed to her, Jessy’s eyes always held exhaustion. Chelsea controlled every bit of Jessy’s career just like Jessy had always tried to do to hers; it was such sweet revenge.

		

		Still Chelsea remembered the look on Jessy’s face when Chelsea had the set crews clean out Jessy’s office. Chelsea could’ve taken any office of her choosing, but the promise of infuriating Jessy was more of a prize than any other office could have given her. She didn’t even bother with the crews moving the equipment to another office, she had them simply throw it out into the hall. She wanted every single moment Jessy had to take her belongings to another office, every single second she had to walk past the staff who had grown accustomed to her being in charge, to be hell. It felt like such a huge powerplay, especially since Jessy couldn’t hide the outcome of her competition.

		

		Screams of orgasmic ecstasy shattered the air in front of her, driving her mind back to the battle at hand. The two blonde cheerleaders had their faces arched to the ceiling, tears streaming down their cheeks as they thrashed against each other wildly. Still they had their fingers buried in each other’s hair, the sight of each woman’s platinum locks tightly entwined around the other’s fingers so erotic it nearly made Chelsea squirt. Their open lips glistened with spit, and she could tell by the blush in their cheeks they were both coming. Even through the ecstasy she could see the anger burning in their eyes; the live event tomorrow was going to be incredible.

		

		“There you go sluts, fucking grind your wetness into each other!” Chelsea urged, loving how their skirts hid their pussies from view as if keeping the secret of who came more. They reminded her of the schoolgirl outfits she and Mia had worn…and she growled beneath her breath as she thought of the slut she still had to settle the score with. Mia was enjoying her newfound fame, and Chelsea was busy straightening out the mess Jessy had left her, but every time the two women locked eyes they felt their spark of hate; their meeting was coming soon.

		

		“Who came more!?” Chelsea demanded, ready to divide the audience on their favorite. “Who’s the whore who enjoyed your filthy little cheerleader grind more!?”

		

		“She did!” The two blondes screamed, and as each cheerleader heard the other’s accusation Chelsea could see they wanted to slap each other for their disagreement.

		

		“Which one of you sluts is wetter!?” Chelsea snarled, loving the vicious tension between the two blondes. “Which one of you has the sweeter cream, the stronger pussy, the tougher clit!?”

		

		“I do!” the cheerleaders screamed as one again, and as their declarations clashed once more in unison they tore their hands from each other’s disheveled tresses, driving their palms furiously against each other’s cheek. Each woman cried out as the other’s hateful slap drove her face to the side, and as they spun back to face each other with reddened cheeks they nearly lunged towards each other to begin again, but Chelsea stepped up to stop them.

		

		“God I can’t wait to watch you tear each other apart!” Chelsea exclaimed, stepping beside them in case they couldn’t hold in their desires. “I can’t wait for you to settle all of this in the live event!” The two cheerleaders sat about eye-level with her pussy, and even through her pants she knew the two rival whores could sense the faint aromas of her arousal. She wanted to watch them tear each other apart now, wanted a special show all to herself, but she had publicized this rivalry far too much. Apparently, the two had fought briefly in the high-school locker room when they were eighteen; and ever since the Organization had reunited them they’ve wanted to settle it once and for all.

		

		She helped the two cheerleader cunts to their feet, letting the camera tease how they glared at each other and shoved one another all the way through the door. As she uttered a long, drawn-out moan she turned the camera off; she was so fucking horny she could hardly stand it. She glanced towards the clock on the wall; she still had an hour left until her interview with another new recruit. With the thought of the cheerleaders on her mind Chelsea plunged her hands into her soaking panties, not even bothering to remove her pants before beginning to grind against her clit. If the two cheerleaders were this ravenous for the promotional tease she could hardly imagine how amazing they’d be when they knew they wouldn’t be stopped; and as they writhed in her mind she could already feel herself squirting.

		

		For a moment her mind drifted to Mia, to the schoolgirl slut who had challenged her to an almost endless fuckwar until one of them admitted the other was the better whore. She threw her head back in a cry of fury as she pinched her clit hard with her thumb and forefinger, imagining it was Mia’s pussy lips returning the maneuver that had driven her over the edge during the final moments of the competition. As the other bitch glared into her eyes in her manic fantasies Chelsea came so hard the world around her seemed to flash, soaking her panties with a wave of ecstasy as Mia sobbed in equal measure.

		

		“I hate you Mia!” Chelsea gasped, her imagination so vivid that for a moment she felt she could bury her fingers in her rival’s tresses. “I hate you so fucking much you orgasmic little model bitch! I’m gonna make you fucking beg me for mercy, cunt! I’m gonna make you come until we’re fucking dry, and then I’m gonna keep fucking you until I hear you say I’m the better whore!” Tears streamed down her cheeks as her masturbation sent her to multiple orgasms, and as she thrashed from her wild climaxes she buried her fingers through her own hair in frustration. “You’d better not fucking lose until you and I finally settle this bitch, because when you and I are finally locked together it’s gonna be the longest, hardest fuck either of us have ever had!” She knew the office outside could hear her masturbatory challenges, but she didn’t care. This was her agency now; and she was going to run it with every bit of orgasmic fury she could.

		

		The lights of the cameras flashed upon Mia’s skin as she moved through the motions, music playing in her head as her dazzling eyes sparkled. She had already been a model for quite some time, but with the threat of Natalie always in the back of her mind it had never truly felt real. Even before she realized Natalie had been allowed to stay Jessy’s rule had always kept her from her best. Here and now though, with the full freedom of choice and the promise of having first dibs on the shoots she wanted, this was Heaven. This was what she had always dreamed it would be; and as she saw the awe of the photographers around her she knew she was a goddess to behold.

		

		She flowed through the positions effortlessly, allowing her mind to wander as she posed in the lacy lingerie that had captured her attention ever since she began her career as a makeup artist. The direction Chelsea was trying to go with the organization, trying to push sexfighting to the forefront of the industry, didn’t suite her style. She still fought every once in a while to keep the attention of the fuckfight fans, but her passion had always been modeling. Without Natalie constantly challenging her for every shoot she could focus on what she truly loved, but in the back of her mind she knew how much she loved sexfighting.

		

		As her mind drifted to the gorgeous image of the new secretary Mia felt her body grow ravenously hot, and she had to fight not to tremble. In an instant she wished Chelsea was joining her for this shoot so they could begin the struggle they had challenged each other to at the end of the competition, but she knew there was still quite some time before that meeting. They had agreed to give each other several months to recover, to focus on the newfound attention of their careers before settling the score. Both women knew that once they locked up they could be absent from the scene for days; and even after it could take weeks for both of them to recover to full sexual power. That didn’t mean the two of them left each other alone however; and as she heard her phone vibrate from her purse she wondered if it was Chelsea reminding her of the hellish fuck they still had yet to engage in.

		

		She almost loved the bitchy banter between them, how they sent pictures and videos, how they argued through text, how they practically fought each other through their phones. Sometimes they would lie awake for hours engaging each other in their cyberfights, and these contests always led to some of the most incredible dreams. Even without touching each other they would be panting by the end, their fingers coated with the cum from their masturbatory warfare. Natalie still fought her every now and then, but with her resounding victory in front of the cameras their rivalry seemed to wane. “Besides…” Mia muttered to herself silently. “That bitch seems to have her hands full with that other redheaded slut from site B…”

		

		She could feel a tingle between her legs as she thought back to Chelsea once more. She couldn’t wait until the day she and the new secretary locked the door behind them, settling into the most intense battle either of them had ever engaged in. Even now she still dreamed of the final minutes of their fuckwar, of how even when colliding clit to clit caused them to collapse again and again they still refused to relent. The threat of being overcome by the other whores around them was the only thing that had urged her to surrender; had they been alone she would have matched Chelsea in their mutual destruction until the end. She knew that once there was no one around to stop them they could very well fuck it out for days, and as the clicks of the cameras brought her back to the present, she smiled; life was finally going the way she wanted it to.

		

		Natalie had her slender fingers twisted tightly through a curtain of red hair, pulling furiously on the tresses of a bitch whose fingers were twisted through her own. Tears were glistening in mirrored hate within their dazzling eyes, and their plush lips were open in panting cries as the two redheaded whores clenched their pussies against each other as hard as they could. Orgasmic cream from countless climaxes before pulsed inside of them as their clench caused their sexual juices to flow back and forth, and as clit sliced against clit it sent the two redheads to further waves of devastating pleasure.

		

		“Fuck you Amara!” Natalie screamed, the pulses of the other woman’s cum battling against her own driving her pleasure even further. “Fuck you bitch, I fucking hate you! I’m the best redheaded slut here, and I’ll fuck you forever if I have to in order to prove it!”

		

		“Shut up and fuck, bitch!” the other redhead snarled, her voice high and shrill as wave after wave of painful pleasure detonated through her form. “You talk too fucking much cunt! The only time I want to hear your voice is when you’re screaming I’m the better whore!”

		

		“What’s the fucking matter skank!?” Natalie growled back, loving the rage in Amara’s eyes. “If you can’t fucking take me telling you how much better I am, then you’re gonna have to fucking shut me up!”

		

		Amara spat into the other redhead’s face hatefully as the words left Natalie’s mouth, and the tremble of disgusted lust on her enemy’s face was so incredible that it nearly made her come again right then and there. She could see Natalie collecting her delicious spit, watched the other woman open her mouth to return the volley, but before Natalie could mirror her disrespect Amara shoved her tongue between her enemy’s lips, stifling their orgasmic cries as their pleasurable hatred pulsed even hotter through their naked forms.

		

		Natalie squealed as Amara’s tongue forced its way inside her mouth, struggling to violate her so furiously that Natalie nearly choked. In hateful fury at the other woman’s interruption Natalie spat around her rival’s tongue, the force so hard that her enemy sobbed inside her mouth. Pride scorched through Natalie’s form as she realized most of her spit had made it past the other woman’s lips, and as Amara’s tongue stopped in a fit of momentary shock Natalie drove her own tongue between the redhead’s lips in retaliation.

		

		Tears streamed down the cheeks of the two gorgeous redheads as their tongues twisted and corkscrewed around each other, both whores struggling to dominate each other’s mouth with reckless abandon. Each woman hated how sweet the other’s spit truly was, and as their ravenous tonguefight mixed more saliva between them the only thing that kept them from melting was their furious hate. As their orgasms began to slow they drove clit to clit again in manic fury, each shock of their sexhorns nearly forcing them over the edge once more. Their heavy breasts bounced furiously as they thrashed in their fuckfight lust, and as they felt themselves losing control once more they needed pain to help them focus.

		

		Muffled screams echoed around them as Amara and Natalie drove their powerful tits against each other as hard as they could, the impact so great that brilliant colors flashed across their visions. Amara’s dark skin crushed forward with the same intensity as Natalie’s light, and as their tits crushed flat against each other from the pressure the contrast was hellishly beautiful. They could hardly breathe as their nipples drove into each other’s dense titflesh, but as their tongues struggled and writhed in furious hate the two bitches fought each other for every breath.

		

		Another painful orgasm detonated from their tender pussies, tears streaming down their cheeks as each woman forced her orgasmic cream deep into the pussy of her hated rival. Each woman could practically see her snarling reflection in the other’s glistening orbs, and as their screams clashed inside their desperately locked lips it reminded them of their final days of high school; their eighteen-year-old forms had thrashed wildly in an empty classroom, each whore pinning and punishing the other against the desks multiple times before they had been caught.

		

		Multiple orgasms detonated from their sore, oversexed bodies, driving the two whores back to the present, and as they sobbed in their frenzied rage it was all they could do to remain conscious. They had been so inexperienced back then, almost timid in the beginning despite their mutual hate, but as lust clashed against lust in their locked glares they knew this war would be so much more. Such pleasure would have sent them both spiraling out of control in the classroom, but here it only fueled their horny desire. As they pulled each other’s hair harder, crushed tits to tits tighter, tongued faster they swore to each other they would never rest until one of them screamed in surrender; and as sexhorn crushed against sexhorn with the fury of sexual goddesses Amara and Natalie knew this battle would last long into the night.

		

		Aurelia and Elaine moaned as each brunette felt the other’s hot breath upon her pussy, their hearts racing as they took in the incredible sight of each other’s powerful, shaven cunt. They breathed deeply, each woman’s erotic scents driving the other so wild that they nearly broke down right then and there. The two gorgeous models adored each other’s aromas, the tinge of lust mixing with their perfumes nearly causing them to melt. They loved each other’s scents…but as Elaine and Aurelia felt one another’s claws sink into their succulent asses the two whores knew they still held nothing but hate.

		

		Ever since the televised competition favorites of Elaine and Aurelia had practically begged to watch them fight each other one on one. With their losses each woman thought her popularity would wane, but instead their fans seemed to flourish. They soon learned through the outpouring of online support that people had speculated their sexual rivalry for months; and seeing the unbridled fury between them during the competition only made the desire to watch them battle skyrocket. There were already rumors circling the web that several female fans of Aurelia’s had engaged in a massive fuckfight with followers of Elaine. Hearing of the divide between their fans only caused the two beauties to despise each other more; their prides felt that only one of them truly deserved the appreciation of the masses.

		

		They could practically feel the cameras upon them as they let the tension build, the heat from their naked bodies practically causing them to tremble. An anonymous benefactor had commissioned a very specific battle between the two of them, a long, slow struggle that was almost sure to last over several hours. This would be the first time they had fought since the competition; their pussies were still a little sore from that massive, six-way fuckwar, but judging by the client’s prompt that soreness seemed exactly what they wanted.

		

		The prompt stated they wanted Elaine and Aurelia to position themselves in a bitter sixty-nine, wanted the first several minutes to simply be the two bitches glaring across the sex of her most hated rival. The client wanted the two of them to start out slow, licking each other tenderly, taking turns as if they were trying to nurse each other’s sore pussy and apologize for what they had put each other through. The client wanted their licking and sucking to gradually grow in ferocity, wanted the two of them to take turns until one or both of them were on the verge of sexual detonation; and once both of them had squirted across each other’s lips the client wanted all hell to break loose, each woman devouring the other’s sex until they could take no more. As a finale they wanted the loser to lick the winner to a victory climax while the champion pulled her hair, slapped her face and belittled her in front of the cameras for her loss. It was a simply prompt really, but the thought of beginning so tenderly made the two women tremble. Being so close to the pussy of the whore she hated most and being forced to hold back felt like a damnable sin…but at the same time they realized this slowness could truly prove which whore enjoyed the other’s taste more.

		

		Elaine was the first to break, the urge to drive her eternal enemy to a quivering surrender too much for her to endure the tension any longer. With a quivering moan of lustful disgust she lashed her tongue against Aurelia’s clit, her heart immediately racing a she felt the other brunette’s breath draw in sharply. Even before they had truly begun she could taste the sweetness of Aurelia’s pussy; she had tasted this bitch countless times, and every time still tasted as sweet as the first.

		

		Aurelia nearly cried out as she felt Elaine’s tongue slice against her clit, and it took every ounce of control she had not to shatter in pleasurable ecstasy. The touch was brief, less than a second before Elaine pulled away, but it was enough to awaken the sexual angel inside of her. She could feel the silence surrounding them as Elaine awaited her response, and as the sensual shock died down Aurelia lashed her tongue against her rival’s clit with the same furious intensity. Already the other woman’s taste was like liquid sugar in her mouth, and as she felt Elaine quiver from the strike she knew it wouldn’t be long until they were tasting the full force of each other’s passion.

		

		Elaine could hardly believe the pleasure scorching through her form, her eyes fluttering from the sensual contact. Already she begged Aurelia to eat her out like a sex-starved whore, and she could tell the other brunette was pleading for the same. Had it not been for the rules of their fight the two of them would already be writhing in passionate ecstasy, but their client had wanted them to start out slow. She breathed across Aurelia’s pussy as she moved in for another taste, this time tracing the outlines of Aurelia’s sex like a lover. She adored the way Aurelia squirmed beneath her, loved how obvious it was that her bitch enemy loved the tenderness; and as she felt Aurelia’s breath grow hot upon her cunt she realized she loved it too.

		

		Aurelia was already so fucking horny she could hardly stand it. The forced tenderness of these initial tastes was frustrating her so much, and she could feel the same aggravation burning inside her rival as well. Somehow this softness made her despise Elaine even more than if the two of them had set into each other outright, and she knew her rival despised her just as much. With a start she realized this was exactly what their client wanted. The customer didn’t want the two of them to feel compassion for each other, they wanted their hate to drive so high that when they were finally able to let loose they would never want to quit. She wondered if their patron was a woman who had engaged in such acts before, but as she felt Elaine shift above her she knew she didn’t have the time to think of anything more than this other bitch’s hateful twat.

		

		Aurelia moaned as she brought her tongue against Elaine’s cunt again, hating how much she loved the taste of her enemy even through their mutual disgust. She traced the outlines of the other brunette’s trembling pussy lips, already swelling even before they had truly begun. She ran the full outline slowly, her heart racing as Elaine trembled from her tenderness, but when she completed the circle she wanted more. With gentle precision she pushed her tongue between the other woman’s pussy lips, running from the front to the back with such perfection that Elaine uttered a low, husky growl. Already she could feel the traces of arousal collecting upon the tip of her tongue; they had barely just begun and Elaine was already growing wet. With a moan of her own Aurelia pulled her tongue from Elaine’s delicious vagina, a thin string of spit connecting her tongue to Elaine’s cunt; and she practically begged for Elaine’s retaliation.

		

		Elaine wanted to scream as she felt Aurelia’s tongue leave her pussy, wanted to demand her enemy shove her tongue in deeper. She was already so violently horny that she could hardly stand it, and as she felt Aurelia’s body growing hotter she knew her hateful enemy was just as ravenous. She pushed her tongue between Aurelia’s pussy lips even deeper than Aurelia’s tongue had penetrated between her own, teasing inside her gorgeous enemy, collecting the drops of arousal that were already forming inside her enemy’s twat. Fuck Aurelia already tasted so sweet, and the bitter moans from her enemy were like music to her ears. She pulled away reluctantly, her own string of saliva lacing from the lips of her mouth to the lips of Aurelia’s pussy; there was nothing she wanted more than the other brunette’s revenge.

		

		Back and forth Aurelia and Elaine battled this way, taking turns as they licked and sucked each other’s tender cunt. With every exchange they hated each other more, with every second they grew wetter and hornier. As more and more of each woman’s arousal coated her rival’s tongue with every pass their attacks grew longer, deeper, more ravenous. Their cries were so erotic, each woman’s eyes fluttering for the cameras every time the other slut buried her face between her legs. The sparkle of spit and arousal upon their naked sexes was visible now for the cameras, and as each woman’s grip on the other’s ass grew so tight their knuckles turned white it was obvious how close they truly were.

		

		With a manic cry Elaine threw her head back in horny rage, tears streaming down her cheeks as she could take the tenderness no longer. “Fuck you Aurelia, I’m so fucking horny!” she screamed, the fervor in her own voice nearly driving them both to ecstasy. “God damn it bitch, I’m so fucking horny I can’t stand it anymore! I need your fucking tongue you nasty little whore, I need you to fucking drive me to climax while I force you to orgasm!” Her lips sparkled with Aurelia’s arousal, the taste of her enemy’s cream still upon her tongue, but she needed so much more. Aurelia’s cum was so fucking sweet she needed it all right now, and she could tell Aurelia needed her own orgasmic juices just as much.

		

		“Then let’s do this right fucking now!” Aurelia snarled, throwing her own head back in the same shriek of sexual desire. Besides their initial slice the two whores had avoided each other’s clit, had focused on each other’s pussy lips and vaginal sweetness. “Your lips on my clit and my lips on yours, right fucking now! Suck as hard as you can you filthy fucking cunt, because when I have you squirting in my mouth I need you to fucking know I’m the stronger whore!”

		

		Elaine and Aurelia buried their faces between each other’s thighs with so much manic lust that just the sensation of each other’s fury nearly caused them to come. Each whore’s clit had swollen so hard and strong from the other’s teasing, practically begging to join in the fun; and as each woman pinched the other’s clit with her plush girl-lips they knew they wouldn’t be able to take much more. Without any hesitation the two eternal rivals sucked on each other’s sexhorn with every bit of lesbian determination they had, lashing their tongue against each other’s center of pleasure with reckless abandon. They felt each other’s suction, the world around them halting for a second as if the universe was holding its breath to see which whore would shatter first; and then the mutual pleasure became too much for either whore to bear.

		

		In an instant Aurelia and Elaine came, tears streaming down their cheeks as each woman’s orgasmic squirting spread across the other’s lips. With muffled cries of attrition the two whores sealed their lips around each other’s cunt, devouring every last drop of one another’s cream. They sobbed into each other’s pussy as they drank one another’s nectar, both women so sweet that they wanted each other’s sexual juices again and again. They could practically hear the audience cheering as the two whores lost all control, as each woman settled in for their hours-long pussy-eating fight. Each woman knew they had broken their client’s desires a little early…but they knew the ferocity of their attacks on each other’s clit would be enough to make up for it.

		

		Blinded by their orgasmic hate the two eternal rivals continued to lick each other’s clit, neither whore trying to hold back as their already sore cunts screamed in climactic passion. They knew they should pace themselves, knew that they would be struggling like this for hours, but their manic hate made it impossible. From the very first time the two of them had ever locked together they had gone at it with every bit of fury they had. As tears streamed down their cheeks and their mutual attacks drove them to multiple orgasms they felt more alive than ever. They were destined to be rivals forever; and now that the world could see their fury the two women knew they would please their audience every chance they had.

		

		Jessy and Annalise glared into each other’s eyes in the darkened room, the silence so absolute that the quiet echoes of their breaths reached out to each other effortlessly. Their hearts raced in their chests as each woman’s breasts rose and fell in unison with her rival’s, and as the faint light shone in their eyes they could hardly believe they were together again at last. Each woman had dreamt of the other’s body countless times, but had never truly believed they would ever see each other again. Yet here they were, both models once more; and in their excitement it felt like their first time.

		

		They were almost nervous as they stared each other down, like two whores on their first date, but they held no compassion for each other. The only emotion they held was hate, a desperate will to see each other break. They stood exactly an arm’s length away from each other, jeans and a tight t-shirt covering their bodies, but they knew by the end of this meeting there would be nothing left to hide their incredible forms. Since becoming a model Jessy dressed much more casually save for when she was posing; wearing street clothes once more made her feel so free.

		

		Each woman could sense the other’s incredible aura even from a distance, their wills to fight mixing with their clashing perfumes so beautifully that they wanted to hold onto the tension forever. They had stolen away into the same room it had all begun, the room Annalise had shoved Jessy into on the day they decided only one of them could stay. This time there were no such threats, no ultimatums; only pride was on the line, but after so long that pride seemed to be the most precious thing either of them had. The only other difference was that this time they were truly alone. No circle of women pinned them together, but the door to the outside was locked; one would only be able to unlock it once she had the other begging for mercy.

		

		Annalise and Jessy stood at almost exactly the same height, their pretty, bitchy faces twisting into mirrored sneers as each woman dared the other to make the first move. Their smooth necks shaped into slender shoulders, and their heavy breasts seemed so equally full and firm that just staring across them caused them equal jealousy. Annalise’s long, golden hair ended in the small of her back just like Jessy’s raven tresses; blonde vs brunette, rivals until the end.

		

		Annalise’s hand shot towards Jessy’s cheek violently before the brunette could react, driving her enemy’s face to the side as the impact shattered the silence around them. Tears welled in Jessy’s eyes as the sting settled in, and she turned back to face the blonde with fire in her eyes. The silence surrounded them once more as Annalise awaited Jessy’s retaliation, and a second later the sound of another slap shattered the silence. This time it was Annalise’s face that was driven to the side, was the blonde’s eyes that welled with tears; and as the silence pervaded the scene again the two sluts regarded each other with more hate than they’d ever known.

		

		Annalise’s palm snapped against Jessy’s cheek again, the crack of her hand against the brunette’s skin the only sound that echoed around the room. She could tell by the glisten in Jessy’s eyes that the slaps hurt, but the brunette refused to cry out in pain. As Jessy returned the slap Annalise forced herself to maintain the same control, fighting through the pain to keep herself from breaking the silence. Their tears gave each other solace, but the silence only drove them angry; each slut was denying her hateful enemy the satisfaction of hearing her scream.

		

		Again and again Jessy and Annalise drove their palms against each other’s cheek, every blow growing harder as still the two whores refused to cry out. The echoes of their bitter attacks grew faster and faster, until each woman barely gave herself enough time to see her enemy before wildly swinging. Neither woman tried to defend herself from the other’s attacks, their gorgeous bodies blurred behind tears as neither whore tried to get out of the way. Their only thought was to take more pain than her rival could handle, and as tears began to stream down their cheeks the wetness only caused their stinging slaps to hurt more.

		

		For nearly ten minutes the two bitter whores continued this way, standing their ground even when their slaps brushed their cheeks scarlet. They didn’t move from their spots, didn’t stumble back even when the hate of their blows nearly caused them to lose their balance. Sweat was beginning to bead upon their forms as their brutal slapfight took its toll; their cheeks hurt so much, but this was what they wanted.

		

		In their challenging texts before they met Jessy and Annalise had agreed they wanted to hurt each other. They declared that no matter what one woman did the other would return the favor, that they would punish each other equally until each battle was seen to its conclusion. They wanted to fight until they had almost no energy left, and only at the brink of exhaustion would they begin to fuck, until only one of them remained conscious. This violent, face-slapping catfight was only the first battle, and as their tears streaked across their scarlet cheeks the two whores realized this war would be more than they had ever dreamed of.

		

		In a brief pause to gather her strength Annalise slapped Jessy as hard as she could, the strike so intense that the sound seemed to echo in waves around them. She watched the brunette’s face twist to the side, watched her curtain of dark hair whip around her; and with a thrill of pride she heard it. The sound was faint, barely over a whisper, but she heard the brunette cry out in pain. It was a sound so beautiful, so erotic that it nearly sent her to a squirting climax, and the rage upon Jessy’s face was worth every moment of pain she had endured.

		

		Jessy’s hand whipped around in violent retaliation, and before Annalise could gather herself the brunette’s palm snapped against the blonde’s cheek with as much power as Annalise’s devastating blow. The blonde had expected Jessy to crumble at being the first to admit her pain, and the shock of Jessy’s refusal to surrender caught her so off-guard she couldn’t contain herself. As her face was driven to the side her plush lips opened in a filthy cry of lesbian pain, and immediately afterwards she felt her body grow hot from angry embarrassment.

		

		Jessy and Annalise were panting heavily as silence surrounded them once more, their glistening tears causing the two jealous beauties to look even more gorgeous in their mirrored rage. They could see the redness in each other’s cheeks, the sight so incredible that it sent shivers down their spines. For the first moment since they had begun each woman’s hand brushed against her own cheek, wincing from the tenderness as the heat spread across their fingertips. Each woman loved how the other’s hand trembled from the touch, how she quivered in her hate; and they knew there was so much more to come.

		

		“How does it feel, you filthy little whore!?” Annalise snarled, her eyes and Jessy’s locked in their teary disgust. “How does it feel being punished by such an incredible blonde whore!? You cried out first, so tell me how it fucking feels!”

		

		“You cried out louder, cunt!” Jessy snarled back. “Driving your pathetic face to the side felt so fucking good bitch, and your pretty little cheek looks so fucking gorgeous all red and sore from my slaps! I love the way you fucking cry bitch, but before we’re done you’ll be sobbing for me to stop!”

		

		The two filthy sluts stepped forward, pressing in tit to tit as they glared into each other’s glistening eyes. Their hot breaths clashed between their plush lips as they panted in their pained excitement, and each woman’s trembling aura alone felt like an insult to her hateful rival. Jessy spat into Annalise’s open mouth, her entire body nearly trembling as the blonde didn’t even wince. With an excited rage she realized her enemy had been waiting for it, and as the blonde spat into her own mouth in retaliation she forced herself to maintain her ground. So violently she wanted to trade spit again and again with her hellish rival, and she knew the other bitch desired the same…but they had agreed to see each fight to its conclusion, and even though they had cried out the two were far from surrendering.

		

		“Cheek hurt, slut!?” Annalise snarled, her heart racing as standing tit to tit only made their hate even more obvious. In their manic slapfight the two of them had focused only on a single side of one another’s face; the other was almost completely untouched by anything but tears.

		

		“Not as much as yours!” Jessy growled back, so violently excited for what was to come. The hand she had punished Annalise’s cheek with rose threateningly to her rival’s long, golden hair, twisting her fingers through the blonde’s locks tightly. “Your other cheek looks so lonely, bitch…I think I need to drive it just as red!”

		

		“I was just thinking the same thing about yours!” Annalise hissed, lacing her fingers just as tightly through the other woman’s raven tresses. With one hand clenched around clumps of one another’s hair there was nowhere to run. They would hold each other’s face in place while they slapped each other, each bitch forcing the other to glare into her eyes as they punished each other again and again. Their heavy breasts rose and fell as they panted in unison, the excitement in their moans obvious as whore stood against whore; and then as if by some violent cue the two sluts drove their palms against each other as hard as they could.

		

		The impact sounded through the room with violent rage, each woman crying out in pain as the cheek that had remained unscathed took its first blow. As the pain in their voices clashed the two women nearly came right then and there, each woman’s hold on the other’s hair forcing her rival’s face to remain in place even with the force of their slaps. As new tears welled in their eyes the blonde and the brunette gave each other a moment to breathe, a moment to let the pain settle in, a moment for their skin to blush red from the slap. They dared each other to back down in their challenging glares, promised they never would as they pushed in lips to lips; and then the two women drove their palms against each other’s cheek again as punishment for their mutual pride.

		

		Over and over the brunette and the blonde slapped each other, their cries of pain mixed with rage every single time they drove their palms against each other’s cheek. They pulled each other’s hair hard as every slap echoed in unison, Jessy and Annalise forcing each other to remain face to face and lips to lips. Even when they had each other sobbing from their slaps they refused to stop, and even as their mouths grinded against each other they never exchanged another volley of spit. They knew their spitfight would come, knew their tonguefuck would come, knew the violent sex between them would eventually come. Here and now however they wanted nothing more than to hurt each other, and as they cried out in unison again and again they knew they had to destroy each other no matter what the cost.

		

		The blonde and the brunette sobbed from their mutual punishment, the sounds of their hate echoing around the room again and again. They knew anyone who might walk by their door would be able to hear their vicious catfight, but they didn’t care. The only thing that mattered was making each other surrender, and as the blush of each woman’s first cheek began to fade they exchanged their fistfuls of each other’s hair to the other side so they could punish each other there again. They could hardly see each other through the tears, but they kept fighting. Their slaps echoed out as one, their screams of pain like music to their ears; and as the sun outside the window dipped below the horizon and the two whores were cast into darkness they allowed their hate to guide their angry blows. Only one of them could leave here with her pride intact; and neither slut was willing to lose.
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