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		Chapter 1

		

		Chelsea was furious, her hands practically shaking at her sides as she stormed towards Jessy’s private office. She had waited until the end of the day, until everyone else had left. She knew she had to confront this gorgeous little slut without anyone getting in her way. Her long black hair flowed down to the small of her back, and her incredible tits bounced with every step. She was gorgeous, and she knew it; but she was headed towards a woman whose beauty nearly rivaled her own.

		

		Chelsea was a new model at the agency, completely ascending past the hiring process due to her father’s position. Her father was the CEO for the entire agency, and his power gave her the ability to do nearly anything she wanted. She had only worked at the agency for a few weeks, but she had already gotten used to arranging her own scheduling; and her heart raced angrily in her chest as she once more recounted the reason why she was storming towards Jessy’s office.

		

		Chelsea had arranged her schedule perfectly to accommodate her needs, meeting with powerful executives under her father’s control. It was her dream to quickly ascend to the top of the company, and she knew exactly how to do it; but when Chelsea rechecked her schedule, the schedule she had made herself, it had been completely changed; and she knew the only woman who would do that was Jessy...the pretentious little slut that threatened her reign. She knew Jessy hated her, that Chelsea was the only one the secretary could not control; and even so, here the little slut was, trying to reign her in. Chelsea wasn’t going to take it.

		

		Chelsea threw the door open to Jessy’s office in rage, slamming the door closed behind her and glaring at the gorgeous brunette sitting behind the desk. Jessy glanced up swiftly from her paperwork in surprise; and when she realized who it was her gorgeous face was immediately shadowed by venomous rage. “Oh, it’s you...” the secretary muttered, glancing back down at the paperwork on her desk. “What the hell do you want?”

		

		“You changed my schedule, you filthy slut!” Chelsea screamed out, her rage building even higher as she realized the secretary didn’t seem to be paying her any attention at all. “You fucking know I get to pick my own schedule!”

		

		“Watch what the fuck you say to me, slut!” Jessy growled, glancing back into the other brunette’s eyes with disgust. “You used to get to arrange your schedule, but not anymore honey! I’m the boss here cunt, and I’m the one that tells you when and where you have your shoots!” She glared across the other woman’s gorgeous face, hating the way the other woman’s slightly plump cheeks seemed to give her an almost angelic sheen. Her body showed no extra signs of weight however; Chelsea was tight and muscular, and her perfect breasts seemed to protrude from her floral blouse almost challenging. Chelsea’s sparkling green eyes shone with a boiling hatred Jessy wasn’t used to; and she absolutely loved it.

		

		“My father’s the CEO of this entire place!” Chelsea practically screamed, her anger rising in her chest. “One call to him, and I can put you away for good!”

		

		“Oh please, you little slut, I’ve already tamed your father!” Jessy cooed, her lips twisting into a naughty, wry smile. “There’s not a damn thing he will do to me honey. He practically begged me on his knees to let you into this place! If I had known you’d be such a pretentious brat, I would have never agreed to it.”

		

		“Don’t you dare talk about my father like that!” Chelsea cried out, feeling her rage building to a point where she could almost no longer control it. “You have no power over him, cunt! Don’t you dare say anything else about my father you fucking slut or I’ll—”

		

		Chelsea’s words were instantly drowned out by a violent, surprised scream as Jessy’s open palm slapped painfully against her cheek, driving the model’s face to the side. There were tears welling in Chelsea’s eyes when she turned back to face Jessy, but her glistening orbs were also filled by a desperate, passionate rage.

		

		“Or you’ll what, sweetie?” Jessy hissed, standing from her chair and walking around the desk to where Chelsea stood. “You’d better not make threats you can’t fucking keep, slut. Your father may be the CEO, but I’m the one who really has the power here!” A haughty smile spread across her lips as she remembered the reason for her power...the reason Chelsea had despised her even before her arrival at the agency. The way Chelsea’s father had moaned in her ear, the way he had practically begged her for more as their sweating, naked bodies writhed against each other in passionate lust; and then the way Chelsea’s mother had screamed in surrender as even her hatred for Jessy hadn’t been able to keep the brunette from forcing her to orgasm again and again. “I gave your father the best night of his fucking life, you pathetic whore!” Jessy continued, loving the anger rising in Chelsea’s gorgeous face. “Oh, you should have heard how he begged me for more, little girl! As long as I’m here, you’ll never be the model you want to be! I could fire you here and now, and your worthless father wouldn’t be able to—”

		

		Jessy’s words were driven from her mouth as Chelsea’s palm snapped violently against her cheek. The secretary could hardly believe what this little whore had done, and as she turned back to face the little slut that challenged her she could feel her rage boiling inside of her chest. The slap had been wild and erratic, only catching her at a glancing blow; but the fury behind it had made it sting violently. Her eyes locked with Chelsea’s in violent rage, each woman knowing the silence surrounding them would soon be broken.

		

		“Shut the fuck up, you filthy hag!” Chelsea screamed, her hatred boiling as she felt the heat spreading across her tender cheek. “You have no right to talk about my father like that! You had no fucking right to take him away from my—”

		

		Jessy sent her palm against Chelsea’s precious cheek once more, driving the words again from the other woman’s lips. Her heart raced in her chest as she watched the tears welling in the other brunette’s eyes, loving the fires of hatred burning in those glistening orbs. “Oh, I had every right you arrogant whore! Your pathetic mother confronted me after I made your father beg for my body like a schoolboy! She thought she could fucking take him back, could make me pay for taking him away; but she was no match for me! Her body clashed against mine again and again in hatred Chelsea, you should have seen us! As we tore the clothes from each other’s body, as we ripped each other apart in the dark, that little whore thought she was the better woman than me! She slammed her cunt against mine, hoping to gain an easy victory; but I showed her how a real woman could fight! She screamed and cried as my pussy made hers come again and again! I had her screaming my name in surrender slut! I fucked her to tears Chelsea, and if you’re not careful I’ll—"

		

		Chelsea retaliated with tears in her eyes, slapping Jessy across her cheek as hard as she could, wishing she didn’t believe the words escaping from Jessy’s whore mouth...but she knew it was all true. “Your time is almost up cunt!” Chelsea cried, her voice shaking violently as she struggled to find anything she could to try to cut Jessy down. “You’re 27 bitch, and in this industry you’re almost expired! Your precious career is going to end soon you filthy whore, and when you’re kicked onto the street, I’m going to be the one taking your place!”

		

		The painful slaps, their hateful words, everything about each other’s defiance was sending the two women spiraling out of control, and as the rage built between them grew explosive the two brunettes lunged towards each other wildly, their lips opening up in manic screams as they took each other violently by the hair, howling their hatred for each other as they stumbled wildly about the room.

		

		The two women were immediately wild in their attacks, their bodies slamming against walls, tables, and chairs as they thrashed frantically throughout Jessy’s office. Their screams and cries echoed around the two desperate women as they fought each other hard, neither woman even trying to stifle the angry shrieks swirling around them. They knew the establishment was closed, that there would be no one around to hear or try to stop them; and as their rage began to build the two women let loose with their manic attacks, each woman tearing her right hand from the other’s disheveled tresses and delivering hard, painful slaps across each other’s cheeks.

		

		Jessy could feel her skin growing hot from Chelsea’s wild slaps as the two brunettes traded blows again and again. Her heart raced as she sent her palm against Chelsea’s cheek over and over, loving the way the other woman screamed with every blow; but no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t seem to break the other brunette’s will. Chelsea’s attacks were wild, uncontrolled; and it was obvious to Jessy that this other brunette whore had never been in a fight before. This pretentious little slut had always been daddy’s little princess, had always gotten what she wanted without ever having to work for it...unlike Jessy. She despised Chelsea with every fiber in her being for being handed everything, for never having to fight for what she thought was hers. Jessy had clawed her way to the top, often literally; and as she felt the anger rising in her chest, she knew she could never let this spoiled little brat have her way.

		

		Chelsea fought back as hard as she could, struggling to make up for her inexperience with wild fury. Everything she and Jessy were doing to each other was new territory to her, her heart racing as she feared the fact she’d never been in a fight was showing with her frenzied attacks. She cried out in pain every time Jessy’s palm snapped against her cheek, every stinging blow making her want to back down; but every time she felt the other brunette’s hand slap violently against her cheek she always returned the blow, her desperate fury driving her to continue on. She hated the woman in front of her so violently that she knew she had to fight back, knew she couldn’t let this little whore take advantage of her. She loved the way Jessy cried out every time her own hand slapped against her rival’s cheek, and Chelsea used the power of her rage to drive her hand as hard as she could against Jessy’s face again and again. Jessy had destroyed her family, seduced her father and then fucked her mother so violently into submission that she almost disappeared. Everything wrong with her life had been Jessy’s fault; and she knew she had to match this bitch blow for blow until she had made the other woman pay.

		

		Tears began to well in the eyes of the two gorgeous brunettes as they drove each other’s face to the side again and again. Neither woman even tried to defend herself from the other’s painful attacks, focusing all of their energy on causing as much pain and humiliation to each other as they could. They could feel their cheeks growing hot, saw each other’s skin quickly growing scarlet from the blows, but neither woman wanted to stop. They were fueled by desperate rage, each woman feeling an unnatural jealousy at one another’s beauty; and they wanted to strip away that beauty with as much pain as they could. Their mouths were open in angry cries as they continued to fight, continued to stumble around the room, their heavy breasts clashing again and again as they slapped and punished each other’s body with reckless abandon.

		

		Their hearts raced violently in their chests as they felt the collision between their perfect breasts over and over, each woman grunting as they sent their tits against each other with violent rage. The impacts were so powerful, so devastating, that they nearly drove the breath from their lungs; and with choked howls of passionate rage Jessy and Chelsea slapped each other as hard as they could, releasing each other’s hair and stumbling away from each other with panting gasps.

		

		Tears were welled in their gorgeous eyes as Jessy and Chelsea glared at each other hatefully, their breasts rising and falling in unison as the two brunettes struggled to catch their breaths. Their long hair was disheveled, thrown across their gorgeous, snarling faces, giving the two women a wild, sexual beauty that they absolutely hated. Jessy’s mind swam with emotions, her heart racing as she realized what she had just done. She despised this pretentious little whore, wanted nothing more than to completely crush her here and now, to make her scream like a filthy slut; but she knew what she was doing was dangerous. If she lost this fight, if by some miracle this little whore got the best of her, she knew her career was over. If she lost, she knew Chelsea would run and tell her father about what happened; and despite her insults she knew if he caught wind of her fighting his little girl, she would be fired then and there.

		

		Chelsea’s heart soared as she sensed the other brunette’s hesitation, sensed the gorgeous woman’s indecision despite the venomous hatred surrounding their gorgeous forms. Despite the pain assaulting her tender cheeks Chelsea didn’t want this little catfight to end, the tears welling in Jessy’s eyes giving her so much satisfaction that she wanted more. “What’s the matter you filthy whore!?” Chelsea spat, trying to egg the other brunette on to continue their fight. “Are you scared, you dirty slut!? I’m going to be the one to fucking tame you Jessy, no one else! I’m going to have you crying, slut! And when you scream my name in surrender, I’m going to make sure you never work here again!”

		

		Violent fire burned inside Jessy’s body from Chelsea’s challenging words, knowing that her very pride was on the line right now. If she backed down now, if she gave up without putting this little whore in her place, she would never be able to look Chelsea in the eye again. She would lose all of her control over this little whore, would lose everything she had worked so hard to build; and with a wild howl she lunged at Chelsea once more, their clothed bodies colliding violently in a spray of primal fury.

		

		Their heavy breasts crushed against each other desperately between their gorgeous, insatiable bodies, the two brunettes crying out in hatred and rage as they felt their tits bulge violently between them while still remaining taut and strong. Their claws immediately laced through their disheveled tresses once more, their bodies resuming their desperate stumbling, neither woman willing to back down. Cries and howls echoed around the two gorgeous girls as they sent their tits against each other again and again, neither woman willing to give in. They could feel their breasts warring between them, could feel each other’s desire to completely crush each other, to make each other sob; and the sensations coursing through their bodies were beginning to make the two brunettes tremble.

		

		Chelsea could feel her heart racing in her chest, could feel her excitement building to a point she had never known before. She knew models fought dirty, but she had no idea how truly filthy they could ever become. She was frantic in her attacks, slamming her perfect breasts against Jessy’s as hard as she could, loving the way the other brunette responded with equal ferocity. She had never done this before, had never purposefully brought her tits against another woman’s in the midst of a catfight, and she was beginning to love it. She could feel her nipples hardening with every impact, could feel her enemy’s rods growing harder and stronger beneath her dress; and as she and the other woman drove their clothed tits against each other, squealing as they felt their nipples stabbing into each other’s dense titflesh even through their clothing, her body was quickly growing hot. She knew she had to continue, knew she had to keep fighting no matter what happened; but as the vicious titfight between them was making her horny, her confusion was beginning to break her of her concentration.

		

		Jessy could hardly believe what was happening before her, could hardly believe the ferocity behind Chelsea’s wild attacks; but even as her body trembled from the impacts of their heavy breasts, she knew her gorgeous enemy was inexperienced. To her knowledge the other woman had never engaged another in this way, had never matched tit to tit against another woman; and with her heart racing in her chest, she tore her right hand from her enemy’s long, chocolate tresses, sinking her nails into the fabric of her enemy’s blouse. If you really want to do this, slut, you’re going to learn exactly how we do it here! Jessy’s pride cackled; and with a ravenous shriek Jessy pulled as hard as she could on the other woman’s thin top, the sound of ripping fabric echoing around their struggling bodies as Chelsea’s tits were fully exposed.

		

		Chelsea squealed in surprise and fear, stumbling away from her devastating counterpart while her arms fumbled to hide her naked tits. The cool air of the office caressed her perfect tits, immediately making her nipples hard. Her breasts were completely exposed without the front of her blouse to cover them, the hardening of her rods against her own arms making her painfully aware she wasn’t wearing a bra; and as she glared into Jessy’s eyes with tears of hatred and embarrassment the other brunette gave her a wry, haughty smile.

		

		“Don’t tell me you’re going to let a little skin stop us from fighting!” Jessy sneered, loving the way Chelsea’s cheeks were beginning to flush red from embarrassment. She reached towards the buttons on her dress, her grin growing wider as she slowly unbuttoned her top, revealing more and more of her deep, sensual cleavage with every second. She loved the way Chelsea couldn’t take her eyes off her gorgeous body, her heart racing as even through the hatred she saw lust burning in the other brunette’s eyes. Jessy removed her top, then reached behind her to unclip her bra; and she heard the other woman give an audible gasp as she revealed her own full, perfect breasts to her enemy, thrusting out her chest towards Chelsea in bitter challenge.

		

		“This is how big girls fight, you pathetic slut!” Jessy growled, loving the way lustful rage filled her enemy’s eyes. “Something a little girl like you should never get involved in!” She couldn’t help but feel a desperate excitement stirring inside of her...the same excitement she always felt when she was about to match skin to skin with another gorgeous, sexual woman who thought her body could rival Jessy’s. “I’ll give you one chance to leave Chelsea, before I make you scream! Turn around and leave my office slut, or I’ll make you regret ever trying to push me around!”

		

		Chelsea’s body shook with fear, and every fiber of her being telling her to back down. She had never even been in a fight with another woman before; and to bare her naked tits at a hated rival had been something she had never considered doing before; but as she glared into the other woman’s glistening eyes, glared across the other woman’s incredible breasts, the memories of her broken family lit a fire inside of her that she knew she couldn’t put out. She had to teach this filthy whore a lesson, had to make her pay for tearing her family apart. Even as her arms shook from fear she mustered up her courage, lowering her hands from her naked breasts and thrusting her tits out proudly. “I can take anything you can, slut!” Chelsea hissed. Her voice quivered slightly, but it was full of a conviction she had never known before. “If you have to settle your fights like a filthy little slut, then let’s go! I can be as dirty as you can!”

		

		With a wild, almost animalistic scream Chelsea lunged, her naked breasts thrust forward towards the other brunette’s with a violent determination. Jessy received her with arms outstretched, her heart racing as the attack she had anticipated came with even more fury that she had hoped. Their breasts collided violently between them, bulging so tightly against each other that the two women groaned from the strain. They glared into each other’s eyes, loving the way tears began to well once more in one another’s glistening orbs as they felt their nipples stab into each other’s dense titflesh like knives. The impact between them was so destructive that it nearly drove the breath from their lungs; but even as the pain made the two women want to sink to their knees, they somehow held their ground.

		

		Tit to tit the two women struggled in the middle of Jessy’s office, their panting breaths mixing between their plush, girl-lips as they fought to crush each other back. They could hear the pain in each other’s moans, could hear the physical strain in each other’s breath, neither woman willing to surrender as they crushed their naked breasts against each other for the first time. Jessy’s heart raced in her chest as she felt Chelsea’s tits match her own in a desperate stalemate, hardly able to believe how firm Chelsea’s breasts were; and she was immediately overcome with rage as she felt the other woman crushing against her, each woman struggling to break the other’s perfect tits with her own. With a vicious growl Jessy threw her arms around Chelsea’s topless body, driving the other brunette’s tits against her own as hard as she could. She heard Chelsea squeal in pain, thought for a second that maybe she had gained an early advantage; but her own squeals mixed with her rival’s as she felt the other woman’s arms wrap around her own topless form, crushing back so hard that it drove their naked tits back onto equal ground.

		

		Jessy and Chelsea struggled desperately in the center of the office, their topless bodies rocking back and forth with reckless abandon as the two brunettes crushed their tits against each other as hard as they could. They glared into each other’s glistening eyes as their crushing bearhug drove their gorgeous bodies against each other. The two women were squeezing as hard as they could, each woman fighting to mash the other’s naked tits as violently against her own with all their strength, both women panting as they felt their hard, tender rods stabbing deep into their quivering, dense titflesh.

		

		Chelsea could hardly believe what she was doing, could hardly believe the hot, wild sensations coursing through her body. She had never done anything like this before in her life, had never even know that such a method of combat existed; and yet here she was, driving her tits against Jessy’s as hard as she could, fighting against the other brunette with all her might. She could tell by how calm Jessy was, how cold the other woman’s violent glare seemed to be, that Jessy had done something like this before; and Chelsea knew she would have to do everything she could in order to not be driven under immediately. All she could do was fight back, was follow her enemy’s every lead; and hope that her inexperience wouldn’t send her to a quivering surrender.

		

		Jessy couldn’t help but admire Chelsea’s ferocity, couldn’t help but marvel at how determined this other brunette truly was. Chelsea reminded her so much of the CEO’s ex-wife; about how violently determined Chelsea’s mother had been to destroy her once she found out about Jessy’s affair with her husband. The other woman had fought back bravely, had done everything she could to destroy her, had been so much more sexually adept than Jessy had ever expected; but in the end she had made Chelsea’s mother scream her name in orgasmic surrender. She saw the same fire, the same hateful glare in Chelsea’s glistening eyes as well; and she knew she had a desperate fight on her hands if she wanted to reign this little pretentious bitch in.

		

		Jessy could feel the other brunette’s powerful nipples stabbing deep into her dense titflesh, so hard and strong that they seemed to almost challenge her own; and with a wild burst of pride Jessy knew she had to find out which nipples truly were stronger. She forced her topless body to twist, forced Chelsea’s form to twist the opposite way, each woman nearly gasping as they felt their long, hard nipples slice against each other side by side. She glared challengingly into Chelsea’s eyes, daring the other woman to press her nipples against her own even harder, to start bending each other back; and just as she had hoped the other woman continued the pressure, rotating even farther; and as Jessy did the same the two women could feel hot tears welling in their eyes as they felt their nipples beginning to bend against each other in equal measure. It felt so good to feel the other woman’s rods bending against her own, felt so erotic for Jessy to feel her own nipples bending as well that she wanted to moan; but somehow she held on. Her experience had taught her to hold in her screams, at least in the beginning of her fights; but her enemy wasn’t quite so trained. Jessy’s heart fluttered as she heard Chelsea moan in pleasure at the contact of their naked rods, her voice quivering with desire as nipples bent against nipples; and she knew she had to take advantage of the new sensations coursing through her enemy’s body immediately.

		

		Jessy twisted her body against her rival’s cruelly until their long, hard nipples flicked past each other in desperate shocks of painful pleasure; and as Chelsea’s mouth opened again in a squeal of desire Jessy tore her right hand from their crushing, mutual bearhug and forced it deep inside Chelsea’s lace panties. Jessy’s heart raced as she heard her enemy cry out in surprise and arousal, her malicious grin growing wider as she felt the wetness already inside her enemy’s panties; and before Chelsea could react Jessy forced her middle finger inside the other woman’s tender pussy, loving the way the other brunette squirmed at her desperate intrusion.

		

		Chelsea’s entire body quaked violently as she felt Jessy’s finger desperately force its way inside of her, and it took every ounce of strength she had not to back away from the other woman then and there. She hated how good the other brunette’s finger felt inside of her, how maddening it was to feel it twisting and pulsing desperately inside her pussy. She was so turned on by it, could already feel her pussy throbbing as the other woman’s finger pumped inside her cunt, and the desperate sensations forced her desires to a height she had never felt before. No matter how hard she tried to fight it, she couldn’t help a desperate, pleading moan from escaping her lips; and as she saw the malicious grin spreading across her enemy’s lips she felt violent embarrassment filling her body. She hated Jessy, wanted nothing more than to destroy her; but even through her hatred the other woman’s violations were sending her closer and closer to heaven with every passing second.

		

		Chelsea felt so dirty, so filthy for loving the other woman’s cruel violations, and she crushed her naked tits against Jessy’s harder and harder to try and force the other woman to pull her hand away, but it was no use. Tears welled in Chelsea’s eyes, her heart racing from fear and embarrassment as she realized the only way the other woman would release her would be to give up the fight...or make Jessy scream like a filthy little whore. Chelsea had never felt another woman’s pussy before, had never even thought about it; but she knew she had to show Jessy that no matter what happened, she would never back down. Her entire body shook violently, her heart raced, her form trembling with fear; but with a desperate squeal Chelsea mustered up all the courage she could, plunging her right hand into Jessy’s panties in retaliation. She glared into the other woman’s eyes as her fingers explored the other woman’s cunt, realized with a trickle of hope that the other woman’s sex was wet just like her own; and with tears of lust, embarrassment, and hatred she forced two fingers inside Jessy’s cunt as hard as she could. Disgust and desire filled her body immediately as she felt Jessy’s arousal coat her fingers, and the sensation nearly made her stumble away from her hated rival; but with a ravenous growl she began to dig into the other woman’s pussy as well, using the way Jessy’s body trembled to spur her on.

		

		Jessy could hardly believe the ferocity behind Chelsea’s attacks, couldn’t help but admire the other woman’s venomous determination as she felt the other brunette’s fingers driving so deep inside of her that she wanted to scream. Jessy forced her moans beneath the surface, determined to make this other woman feel like a filthy whore for enjoying it; but despite her valiant demeanor, her body practically trembled with lust. She shoved a second finger inside of Chelsea’s pussy as well, loving the way her enemy cried out in pleasure; and as she felt the other woman’s juices beginning to coat her slender fingers, she knew her enemy was already desperately horny. Chelsea’s fingers were driving inside of her pussy wildly, frantically, the other woman fighting to make up for her inexperience with incredible ferocity. Chelsea’s awkward, untrained attacks occasionally hurt, her nails turning pleasure into pain with every few thrusts; but even then Chelsea’s reckless attacks felt so good that she was quickly becoming horny herself. She glared bravely into her enemy’s eyes, showing the little whore that challenged her she would never show any mercy; and she dug her fingers in even deeper.

		

		Jessy’s arm wrapped even tighter around Chelsea’s topless body, her heart racing as she felt her enemy respond in kind. They twisted their nipples around each other frantically now, each woman fighting to slice the other woman’s tits open with their tender rods. Their hot breaths mixed between their gorgeous, snarling faces as the two brunettes fought each other like whores, their tits and fingers sending constant shocks of pleasure and hatred searing through their gorgeous bodies. Their lips were pulled into tight, angry sneers, struggling to fight against the pleasure to drive each other over the edge. Each woman could feel the other’s perfect body trembling from the strain, writhing against the pleasure, neither woman willing to surrender to the other’s violent intrusion. As if by some desperate cue Jessy and Chelsea shoved a third finger inside of each other’s tender pussy, their mouths opening in passionate moans; and as Chelsea heard the other woman’s cries finally mixing with her own, her heart began to race with a trickle of hope.

		

		Jessy and Chelsea were panting into each other’s face, their lustful moans mixing between their plush, girl-lips as they fought each other like ravenous whores. Their nipples sliced and bent against each other again and again, neither woman willing to give up the frantic struggle between their tits even as they fingered each other with passionate hatred. They loved the tears beginning to stream down their precious cheeks, their mutual violations driving the two women to despise each other more and more with every passing second. Their fingers twisted and bent inside each other wildly, the two brunettes searching frantically for the speed and power needed to make each other scream. Their perfumes wafted and mixed around their quivering bodies, combining into a sexually erotic scent that was driving both of them wild; but as they felt their pussies pulsing, as they felt their incredible bodies growing hot, they could smell another scent wafting around them...a scent that screamed with lustful defiance as they fingerfucked each other with reckless abandon.

		

		“You like it Chelsea!?” Jessy panted, fighting to keep her voice from cracking as she felt the other woman’s fingertips dig even deeper into her cunt, forcing her fingers even harder into Chelsea’s pussy with vicious defiance. “You fucking like it, don’t you!? You pathetic fucking slut! Moan for me like a whore, Chelsea! This is how big girls fight you little bitch, and I’m going to make you fucking scream for trying to defy me!”

		

		“I can fucking take everything you can Jessy!” Chelsea cried, glaring into her enemy’s glistening eyes through her bitter tears. “I can hear you fucking moaning you fucking bitch, I know you fucking like it too! I’m going to make you pay for tearing my family apart!”

		

		“Your mother screamed my name you dirty little slut!” Jessy howled, her heart racing in her chest as she once more felt the thrills of sexual battle beginning to overtake her. “And I’m going to make you do the same! I’m going to destroy you just like I destroyed your pathetic mother! I’m going to make sure you never fucking cross me again!”

		

		Jessy curved her fingers inside her gorgeous rival’s pussy, causing the other brunette to scream in bitter lust; and as the other woman’s mouth opened in her desperate cries Jessy shoved her tongue deep inside the other woman’s mouth, forcing her tongue so far between the other woman’s lips that Chelsea nearly choked. Her heart raced in her chest as the other woman’s saliva began to coat her tongue, as she felt the other woman’s tongue struggling to pull away; but she only shoved her tongue in deeper. Chelsea moaned as she felt the other woman’s tongue writhing against her own, tears streaming down her cheeks as the taste of the other woman’s spit made her feel like a filthy whore. She pulled her head back, listening to her enemy growl as her tongue was pulled from Chelsea’s mouth; but instantly the other woman’s lips gave chase, struggling to catch her tongue once more in a dirty, filthy kiss.

		

		Chelsea fought to pull away from Jessy’s delicious tongue as hard as she could, violently hating how desperately her lust was building inside of her despite the vehement hatred she felt for the other brunette crushed against her. She could hardly believe what was happening, could hardly believe her rival was trying to drive her tongue inside her mouth, to engage the two of them in a desperate lesbian kiss. The violent crushing between their tits, each woman causing pain and pleasure to shook across their naked breasts made sense to her. She was even beginning to understand the frantic fingering the two of them were locked into, each woman fighting to make the other feel like a dirty slut at her arousal; but Jessy’s desire to kiss her wildly was filling her with lustful confusion. It almost seemed like an admittance of their arousal, an act that should only be committed to by passionate lovers; but no matter how hard she tried, Jessy’s tongue always found her own again and again.

		

		Chelsea hated how much she loved the taste of Jessy’s spit, hated how much she loved the other woman’s delicious tongue. She moaned like a whore into the other woman’s mouth as her tongue crushed against Jessy’s almost unconsciously, then was pulled away immediately as Chelsea felt a lust swell in her that she didn’t want to admit. She wanted to escape the other woman’s delicious tongue, wanted to pull away from her rival so their tongues wouldn’t meet; but she knew that to keep their fingers writhing deep inside their tender pussies their bodies must remain close; and with lustful disgust Chelsea knew there was no way to keep her lips completely out of Jessy’s reach as their hot breaths clashed between their gaping mouths. Chelsea’s heart raced as she heard the other woman’s moans mixing with her own. She knew Jessy loved her own spit as well, that Jessy thought her tongue was violently delicious. Spit began to spread across their lips as Jessy frantically tried to drive Chelsea to kiss, as Chelsea desperately resisted. She hated how much she loved the taste of the other woman’s tongue, coating her lips in her delicious saliva even as she struggled to resist. Her heart raced as she began to think she may have locked herself into a war she had no chance of winning; but she shook away her doubts and fought back against Jessy as hard as she could.

		

		Harder and harder the two brunettes twisted their nipples against each other, faster and faster they pumped each other’s pussy, louder and louder their mixing moans became. They crushed the palms of their hands against each other’s clit, grinding their hands against each other’s desperate center of pleasure, causing them to squeal and writhe against each other as ecstatic pleasure began to explode from their forms. They glared into each other’s eyes, sobbed between their plush, girl-lips, each woman fighting against her own arousal to make the other feel like a pathetic whore. Their hearts raced in their chests, each woman feeling the other’s ravenous pussy lips biting at her fingers, practically begging each other to drive their fingers in deeper; and as they pumped each other’s pussy as fast as they could, ravenous to drive each other over the edge, they knew they wouldn’t be able to last much longer.

		

		Chelsea and Jessy clutched each other’s topless body even harder against each other, each woman using the other’s gorgeous form for leverage as their incredible bodies began to quake with lust. Jessy forced her tongue deep into Chelsea’s gaping mouth, trying to make the other brunette woman dissolve into lust. Chelsea struggled to pull away, but the desperate clutch between their gorgeous bodies was driving their faces too close together for her to pull away. With reluctant lust Chelsea felt her tongue beginning to twist against the other woman’s, fighting to drive the other woman’s tongue back into her mouth and out of hers. Tears streamed down her face as she felt her body surrendering. Their quivering tongues, their dueling nipples, the desperate fingers driving deep inside each other’s pussy, every new sensation pulsing through her body was driving her wild. She felt Jessy’s palm grinding against her clit even more frantically, and she struggled to fight back; but it was no use. Her entire body was trembling violently now, practically begging for release; and her mouth opened in a muffled sob of orgasmic pleasure as Jessy’s vicious attacks drove her to a violent climax.

		

		Chelsea screamed in muffled disgrace, tears streaming hot down her precious cheeks as Jessy’s fingers forced her violently over the edge. Her entire body quaked as her pussy exploded across the other woman’s hand, her pussy lips biting ravenously at Jessy’s fingers as if begging for more. She felt so filthy, felt like nothing more than a dirty whore as her hated rival forced her to climax. She was trembling so violently in embarrassment, in vicious hatred, her heart racing as ever fiber in her being practically pleaded with her to stop, to stumble away from Jessy and hide from the embarrassment; but she knew she couldn’t. She fought to glare into the other woman’s eyes defiantly past the tears, the haughty smile spreading across Jessy’s lips even as the other woman drove her tongue deep inside her mouth, fueling her rage hotter than it had ever been before.

		

		The orgasm exploding from Chelsea’s body was so incredible, so crippling, that it nearly forced her to her knees; but her violent anger helped keep her on her feet. She fought through the pleasure, fought through the disgust, to drive her fingers into Jessy’s soaking pussy as hard and as fast as she could; and before her own orgasm finished she felt the other brunette’s topless form quake violently. Chelsea was immediately filled with a thrill of pride as she listened to the other whore’s screams mixing with her own, her filthy obsessions brimming with confidence as she felt the other woman’s pussy lips clenching her fingers; and as the other woman’s pussy coated her slender fingers with just as much hot cum as her own pussy had coated Jessy’s, she could see the hatred and rage filling Jessy’s glistening eyes.

		

		Their bitter lust, their orgasmic rage, everything about each other caused the two beautiful brunettes to crush their topless bodies against each other even harder, to drive their naked tits even more violently against each other. The orgasm exploding from Jessy’s form had broken her concentration enough that Chelsea’s tongue was able to force Jessy’s from her mouth, and with a moan of relief Chelsea pulled back; but as Jessy regained control of her quaking form she gave chase once again. Their nipples drove into each other’s breasts even more painfully, causing the two women to grind their hard, tender rods against each other even more frantically, struggling to break each other down. Their mirrored tears streamed down their precious cheeks, each woman loving at hating how beautiful the other looked sobbing at her incredible touch. Their fingers were relentless, pumping and twisting inside each other wildly, each woman fighting to drive the other to another vicious orgasm before her enemy could drive her over the edge. The cum coating their fingers, the way each woman had made the other feel like a dirty slut for being forced to orgasm by a hated enemy, spurred the two women to keep fighting. They knew they were past the point of no return, knew they had to keep fighting until one or both of them surrendered; and as their glistening eyes locked with hate, neither woman wanting anything more than to break the other down, they knew it was a fight that both of them wanted so desperately to win.

		

		The two brunettes felt each other’s pussy biting and sucking wildly upon their slender fingers, each woman’s cunt practically begging the other girl to drive her fingers even deeper into her sex; and their bitter tears flowed even hotter down their cheeks as Chelsea and Jessy obliged. They were ravenous now, insatiable, each woman desperately needing to feel the other woman’s body tremble, to hear the other woman scream in orgasmic pleasure into her mouth. They could tell by the ferocity of each other’s attack, by the wild, muffled screams echoing between them, that the two of them were running on pure instinct now. Their hearts raced in their chest, their pussies pulsed, the orgasmic floodgates now open as they felt their second orgasm growing so much quicker than the first. Just seconds after Chelsea and Jessy felt their first climax finally slow the two women forced each other to another orgasm, this time matching each other’s quivering screams; and even as hot cum exploded from their bodies, so desperately that it made their legs beneath them tremble, threatening to buckle beneath the weight of their pleasure, the two brunettes kept fighting.

		

		Their tongues thrashed briefly inside each other’s mouth as Jessy once again forced her tongue into her reluctant rival’s mouth, their mixing spit fueling their desperate, lustful desires. They fought to focus on their hatred, fought to focus on the pain of their dueling nipples to keep their minds off of the slender fingers pumping ravenously inside their cunts, but it was no use. It was as if the dam that held in their sexual desires had been broken by the first orgasm, and the incredible pleasure was flooding through them in frantic rivers. They screamed and cried into each other’s mouths, their bodies shaking violently as the two women came again and again. They could feel each other’s cum coating their fingers, could feel it dripping from around their hands and into their soaking lace panties. They glared into each other’s eyes with frantic hate, loving the way the tears spilled from each other’s eyes, hating the fact that her own tears were mirroring her rival’s in almost every way. The smells of sweat and sex began to swirl around them, mixing with their dueling perfumes, combining into such a sexually erotic scent that it was driving the two of them wild. They hated each other, hated each other so desperately for their violent defiance; but the incredible, explosive sensations detonating from their forms felt so good, felt so desperately filthy, that they almost never wanted it to end.

		

		Their orgasms were coming hot and fast now, their sobbing cries growing more and more shrill with every passing climax. They shared and traded orgasms as if they were fuel, each woman feeling more and more like a filthy slut when she exploded in pleasure, but knowing her enemy felt the exact same way every time her fingers drove her to orgasm. Their glistening eyes were locked with passionate hate, their dueling nipples and crushing breasts grinding so desperately against each other that it felt like the two women were trying to drive their bodies into one. Sometimes one woman or the other would be able to make her opponent cum a few seconds before her own painful orgasm; but most of the time their climaxes detonated in equal measure, each woman hating the other for having such a violent, sexual effect on her topless form.

		

		Chelsea’s heart raced frantically in her chest, her powerful legs quivering violently beneath her as orgasm after orgasm was forced from her body. She had hoped that by making her enemy come, that by forcing Jessy’s gorgeous body to climax, that her enemy would eventually begin to yield; but as her fingers forced the other woman’s pussy to explode in pleasure again and again, Jessy showed no signs of stopping. Chelsea could once more feel fear creeping up inside of her, could feel her entire body quaking with such violent desire that she could feel herself losing control. She struggled to hold on to the hate, struggled to focus on crushing back her gorgeous rival, but as her pussy came again and again she could feel her desperate lust beginning to take control. She began to want to come, began to desire her enemy’s fingers forcing her to climax after desperate climax, and she knew if she continued this she would lose. She could hardly believe how much the other woman’s incredible body was affecting her, secretly wondered if this was exactly how her mother had lost against Jessy. She knew if she continued on like this she would desire nothing more than to let her enemy’s fingers drive her to heaven again and again, would make her enjoy the bitter sensations of a hated rival violating her form; and with a wild screech Chelsea tore her hand from her enemy’s pussy, shoving Jessy away so violently that the two women stumbled away from each other, nearly gasping a sigh of relief as their topless bodies finally parted.

		

		The two women were panting heavily, glaring hatefully into each other’s glistening eyes as they struggled to catch their breath. The tears streaked down their cheeks caused the two gorgeous brunettes to look even more beautiful, their hearts racing as Jessy and Chelsea fought to not succumb to one another’s beauty. Their topless bodies were glistening with sweat, their vicious titfight making their nipples so hard and strong that they nearly hurt. Their bodies were shaking from the weight of their orgasms, their panties so soaked from their orgasms that it’s wetness was a constant reminder of how horny the two of them truly were.

		

		Chelsea could hardly believe what had just happened, could hardly believe the lustful, frantic war she had just locked herself into with this other brunette whore. She had never come so many times so quickly, and the desperate pleasure that had seared through her body had made her pussy sore. As she glared into her enemy’s eyes she thought the two of them were about to give up, that they were about to accept this little catfight as a draw; but then she felt a thrill of excitement and fear as she watched the other woman stand up straight once more, her slender, cum-stained fingers reaching towards the bottom of her dress.

		

		Jessy gave her gorgeous enemy a haughty, filthy grin as she removed her dress and soaking panties; and as she stood in only her cherry-red heels, she fixed the other brunette with a hateful, challenging grin. She loved the way Chelsea’s eyes traced the curves of her body, knew that the other woman was awestruck by her beauty; and she knew if she could get the other woman to drown in her beauty, this other little whore wouldn’t stand a chance.

		

		Chelsea could hardly believe how gorgeous Jessy’s naked body truly was, could hardly believe the frantic swirling of emotions surging through her form. Her heart raced violently in her chest as she glanced across the other woman’s incredible form. Her eyes traced the other woman’s slender hips, her sexual, shaven legs, and for a moment Chelsea was lost in the other woman’s beauty. Her pussy throbbed with lust as she glanced across the other woman’s form, the desperate pulse from her cunt driving her mind back to the challenge at hand. Her entire body was shaking as she reached towards her own skirt and panties, slipping them down her own sexy legs until she too was standing only in her heels; and as the two women regarded each other with a mixture of lust and mirrored hatred, she realized she didn’t know what to expect. She had never bared her naked body to another woman before, especially not in the midst of an altercation...but nothing else she had done that evening had been familiar with her either, and she knew she couldn’t back down.

		

		Jessy’s heart raced as Chelsea bared her completely nude form; her slender shoulders shaping down into a perfect waist, accented by hips that most men would die for. The other brunette’s long, muscular legs seemed almost equal to her own, and that fact seemed to drive Jessy completely wild. She knew Chelsea was sexy, but she hadn’t expected such lavish beauty; and Jessy knew she had to snuff out that beauty as fast and as cruelly as she could. She glanced across the other woman’s shaven pussy, glistening with cum just like her own cunt; and she knew exactly how to shut this other bitch up for good.

		

		A haughty, malicious smile spread across Jessy’s plush, girl-lips as she lowered her naked body to the ground, spreading her legs wide as she glared up into her enemy’s gorgeous eyes. Chelsea’s heart raced as she glanced across her enemy’s shaven, glistening pussy, so perfect that Chelsea began to wonder if her own pussy was even comparably pretty; but she wildly shook the doubts from her head. Chelsea’s heart raced as she lowered her body to the ground as well, spreading her legs in the same manner as her gorgeous rival. Her body trembled as she waited for Jessy to act, as she waited for the other woman to make a move so she could follow her lead. She had no idea what was happening before her, had no idea what new territory she was about to be locked up into; but she knew that no matter what it was, she could never back down.

		

		Jessy was so ravenous, so ready to put this little whore in her place, that she closed the distance between their bodies in seconds. She grabbed her rival’s muscular, shaven thighs roughly, forcing her left leg beneath Chelsea’s right while lacing her right leg over her enemy’s left. She glared into her rival’s eyes with hatred and lust as their pussies grew closer and closer together, her heart racing as she realized this other whore had never done something like this before; and she was already imagining the orgasmic screams from Chelsea’s lips as she pleaded with her to stop. The smells of sweat and sex were swirling around their forms wildly now, driving the two women even hornier; and before the other woman could react Jessy sent her open palm hatefully against Chelsea’s tender cheek. She heard her enemy cry out in pain as her gorgeous face was driven to the side; and before the other brunette could retaliate Jessy slammed her naked pussy against Chelsea’s with reckless abandon, her attack rewarded almost immediately as Chelsea screamed in shocked pleasure.

		

		Chelsea could hardly believe what was happening as she screamed in lust and disgust, her cheeks growing red from the other woman’s hateful slap even as she felt her naked pussy throbbing. The explosive sensations of naked pussy against naked pussy were so incredible that she was nearly forced into orgasm then and there; but somehow she managed to hold on. With tears in her eyes she fought through the pleasure, fought through the new sensations scorching violently through her body to fight back. She screamed in anger as she sent her own palm against Jessy’s cheek just as violently, loving the way the other woman cried out in pain; and as hatred and lust filled their bodies the two brunettes began slamming their naked pussies against each other as hard as they could, slapping each other over and over as the two women began their desperate fuckwar.

		

		Chelsea fought back as hard as she could, her attacks wild and frantic as she tried to gain an advantage in this new war she had found herself in. Never in her wildest dreams had she ever thought she would actually have sex with another woman; and to have her first time be a desperate fuckfight for attrition was so outside of her league that she knew she would have a long fight ahead of her. The sensations exploding from her form felt so filthy, felt so right, made her feel like a dirty little slut; but she knew she couldn’t back down until she had the little whore fighting against her crying. She slammed her pussy against Jessy’s with all of her might, sobbing as she drove her pussy forward; and as Jessy followed suit, crushing back against her pussy with everything she had, the two women settled their soaking cunts into a fierce, wet grind, moaning in lust as they felt their pussy lips spreading wide against each other like gaping mouths.

		

		“You like it!?” Jessy screamed, her voice gasping in pain every time the other woman’s open palm slapped hatefully against her precious cheek. “You fucking like this you little fucking whore!? How does it fucking feel slut!? Tell me how it fucking feels to have another woman’s pussy fucking your pathetic little cunt!”

		

		“My pussy is going to be the one fucking yours, you weak little whore!” Chelsea cried back, feigning confidence as she fought back against her desperate rival as hard as she could. Every time Jessy’s open palm connected with her cheek she returned the favor, slapping her enemy back, neither woman even trying to defend herself from the other’s hateful attack. “I’m going to destroy your fucking pussy, cunt! I’m going to make you come so many times, you’ll be begging me to stop!” With a wild shriek she embraced the hateful lust surrounding them, taking her enemy violently by her hair and forcing Jessy’s plush girl-lips against her own. “I’m going to make you pay for tearing my family apart!” With a muffled moan Chelsea forced her tongue frantically inside of Jessy’s mouth, her heart racing wildly in her chest as she felt Jessy’s tongue drive into her own; and immediately the two women began moaning inside each other’s mouth as their tongues finally began to duel with reckless abandon, twisting and corkscrewing against each other like hateful lovers. Chelsea felt so filthy for driving her tongue into Jessy’s mouth, for fully accepting this desperate kiss; but she knew that she would have to do everything she could, would have to use all weapons at her disposal, if she wanted to even stand a chance against Jessy’s experienced assault. She felt Jessy’s fingers tangle through her disheveled tresses just as her own fingers were tangled in her rival’s curtains; and she knew she was in for a fight that she would never forget.

		

		Jessy’s entire body was quivering as she and the other brunette whore began to fuck each other wildly, their naked pussies crushing and grinding against each other with such frantic lust that it seemed like the two women were trying to drive their cunts into a single being. Chelsea’s attacks were wild and untamed, but even through her pussy’s erratic assault she could feel incredible pleasure searing through her form. She knew even greater pleasure was searing through Chelsea’s body, knew her experience was giving her an incredible advantage; but as she felt her own pussy squealing, struggling against Chelsea’s with reckless abandon, she knew she couldn’t let up.

		

		Jessy felt Chelsea’s pussy pulsing wildly, uncontrollably, practically begging for more; and with a muffled cry Jessy clenched her pussy as hard as she could against her enemy’s, loving the way Chelsea squealed in pleasure. Jessy was ravenous, insatiable in her attack as she felt the other woman struggling vainly against her. She heard Chelsea’s screams growing louder, felt the other woman’s body tremble with desperate pleasure as Jessy felt the other woman’s pussy lips being pulled into her own cunt; and Jessy screamed in desperate triumph as she felt Chelsea’s body wildly jerk, exploding into such a desperate orgasm that tears streamed from her glistening eyes.

		

		Chelsea sobbed into her rival’s mouth as Jessy’s pussy literally sucked the orgasm from her body. Her naked form quaked as she felt her cum explode from her cunt, felt her juices shoot from her tender pussy into her enemy’s; and she was immediately filled with disgusted rage as she heard Jessy’s sensual moan, knowing her enemy loved the feeling of her cum inside her pussy. Tears streamed down her face as she fought through the violent pleasure assaulting her form, her body trembling with fear and hate as she felt her pussy being devoured by Jessy’s; and she knew she would be consumed if she didn’t act fast.

		

		Even as every fiber in her being practically screamed for rest, even as her orgasm was still detonating through her form, Chelsea struggled to fight the little bitch before her with all her might. She sobbed as she drove her tongue deeper into Jessy’s mouth, moaned as she took the other woman’s disheveled tresses even tighter to force their faces against each other harder. With every ounce of strength she could muster, she clenched her pussy muscles against Jessy’s, fighting to pull her pussy lips outside of her rival’s. She had never tried to command her pussy this way, and she nearly sobbed as at first she felt no change, nearly accepting her fate; and then with a frantic thrill of hope Chelsea felt their pussies quivering against each other, felt the advancements of Jessy’s pussy against her own slow; and then after what felt like full minutes she felt the pull of Jessy’s pussy against her own come to a painful stop, their tender cunts quivering in a desperate stalemate as their pulsing sexes found equal ground.

		

		Chelsea clenched her pussy again, tears streaming down her precious cheeks as the strain was causing her body to ache; and she gave a moan of victory and relief as she felt the tide of their clenched pussies finally reverse. She loved the way Jessy’s moans mixed with her own, loved the sensations of the other woman’s tender pussy lips being pulled inside of her; and her heart began to race frantically in her chest as she felt the other woman’s pussy explode into orgasm as well, filling Chelsea’s cunt with her enemy’s hot cream.

		

		Jessy sobbed in violent hatred, in passionate rage, as she felt her body explode into a violent orgasm, her entire body trembling from the ecstatic pleasure searing through her form. Tears streamed hot down her cheeks, mirroring Chelsea’s as she felt the other woman’s cum, the cum she had fought so hard to steal, flow back into her rival’s pussy along with her own wave of violent arousal. Their cum was mixing between their tender, soaking pussies now, a complete declaration of war as they felt the juices inside of them flowing; and she fought back as hard as she could to keep her pussy from being devoured by her gorgeous, naked rival’s. The two women sobbed from the strain as their cunts once more became locked in a quivering stalemate; and then Chelsea’s moan of rage and despair echoed between them as once more Jessy forced the flow between their pussies back her way.

		

		Chelsea screamed in passionate rage as she felt their mixed cum being pulled from her body back into Jessy’s; and as she felt her tender pussy lips folding back inside her enemy’s cunt she exploded into another frantic orgasm, her entire body shaking and weak from the incredible climaxes spewing from her form. She watched Jessy’s gorgeous face glow as Chelsea added even more fuel to their pooled cum, and she used that hateful glare to fight back as hard as she could. With every muscle in her body tensed she clenched her pussy even tighter, tears filling her eyes as once more their pussies were forced into a quivering stalemate; and when Jessy’s tender cunt came again, exploding even more hot cum into their flowing river, she felt the other woman’s pussy folding inside of hers once more.

		

		Back and forth Jessy and Chelsea waged their desperate war, their shrill shrieks and horny moans growing hotter and more sexual with every second their fuckfight waged. Tears were streaming down their cheeks in rivers now, the frantic flow of their cum as they struggled for their mixing cream was practically fucking the two women from the inside. With every pulse, every clench, every jerk of their naked, powerful bodies the two women hated each other even more, driving their warring pussies even more tender; and still the two women refused to relent. Their orgasms were coming hot and fast now, their panting sobs echoing in almost constant cadence as their bitter climaxes were coming just seconds away from each other now. With every climax the pool inside their clenched vaginas grew, adding even more girth to the liquid toy they fucked each other with. They kept their glistening eyes locked, glaring into each other’s sparkling orbs with so much hate that even their gazes seemed to cause the brunettes physical pain; but still they fought on.

		

		Chelsea forced her tongue even deeper into Jessy’s delicious mouth, her heart racing as her gorgeous, naked enemy followed suit. She was running completely on instinct now, fully allowing her dirty, filthy desires to flow, knowing her enemy was doing the same. She hated how much she loved the other woman’s taste, hated the fact that her lust was building higher than it had ever been before; but the passionate moans echoing from the other woman’s mouth, mixing with her own, told her that Jessy was melting into the same hateful lust that she was. She never remembered being this horny, this ravenous, this turned on before in her entire life; and despite the hateful, desperate emotions swirling inside of her, despite her violent will to completely destroy Jessy for breaking her family apart, the incredible sensations exploding from her form were so great that she almost never wanted them to end.

		

		Just as they fought each other wildly for the mixing cum inside of them, Jessy and Chelsea warred over their mixing, delicious spit. Tongue to tongue they dueled, twisting and corkscrewing around each other frantically, each woman struggling to crush back the other’s powerful, delicious tongue with her own. They used their holds on each other’s long, disheveled tresses to drive their faces against each other even tighter, their tongues struggling between their gaping mouths with such desperate ferocity that their mixing spit began to glisten across their plush, girl-lips, dripping from their mouths and down their chins.

		

		Their bodies trembled with violent lust as their pussies locked in a quivering stalemate once more, the hot cum between them quivering in the median of their fused lips; and with frantic shrieks each woman took her other hand and threw it around her enemy’s naked body, crushing their breasts against each other painfully in an effort to break each other’s concentration. The painful pressure between their breasts, the stabbing of each other’s hard, tender nipples driving into each other’s tits like knives, only drove the two women to clench their pussies even tighter against each other; and their muffled howls echoed around them in desperate cadence as the two brunettes forced each other to climax at exactly the same time, their exploding pussies mixing their cum so violently between them that their suctioned pussies were forced apart, spraying the hot cum that had been locked between them for what felt like hours violently across their hot, shaven thighs; and the sensation of their mixing arousal across their skin drove their hatred for each other deeper than they had ever known before.

		

		In a violent fit of rage Chelsea and Jessy began slamming their tender, soaking pussies against each other once more, every impact causing the two women to scream in pain and pleasure, their cries mixing between their gaping mouths as still the two brunettes tonguefucked each other with reckless abandon. They could feel their mixing arousal spreading across their skin, the hot wetness driving their rage for each other further. Tears streamed down their precious cheeks as they forced each other to orgasm after desperate orgasm, their pussies quickly becoming sore from wave after wave of explosive pleasure; but still they fought. Their hearts raced in their chests, their glistening eyes locked with passionate hate, each woman despising the other’s reckless defiance as neither woman seemed able to gain an advantage.

		

		Jessy could hardly believe the power behind Chelsea’s pussy, could hardly believe the reckless defiance the other woman fought with. Every single muscle in her body was strained against the other brunette, and as tears streamed down her precious cheeks she couldn’t help but admire Chelsea’s incredible ferocity. When they first locked up she thought she would be able to score an easy victory, that Chelsea’s gorgeous body wouldn’t stand a chance against her own; but as the minutes of their fuckwar ticked by without a conclusion, she realized how devastating her enemy truly was. Chelsea made up for her inexperience with incredible passion...and as Jessy’s mind flashed back to her sexfight with Chelsea’s mother, she knew she would have to use everything she knew against Chelsea in order to truly reign her in.

		

		With a violent scream Jessy crushed her body against Chelsea’s as hard as she could, the violent pressure between their bodies causing both brunettes to scream into each other’s delicious mouth. She pressed forward against her enemy with all her might, screaming in triumph as their struggling, naked bodies toppled over. Chelsea’s back slammed against the floor of the office, and Jessy’s naked form crushed on top of hers with such a force that it nearly drove the breath from their lungs; but even as bright, violent colors filled Jessy’s vision she fought through the desperate confusion, driving her naked pussy down against Chelsea’s as hard as she could, loving the way the other brunette whore screamed and cried as her pussy was forced to orgasm immediately.

		

		Chelsea sobbed as another wave of pleasure exploded from her form, driving her tender pussy even more sore as she sprayed hot cum across Jessy’s incredible cunt; but even as tears streamed down her cheeks from the painful pleasure, she refused to give in. She fought through her desires, fought through her frantic orgasm to slam her pussy upwards against Jessy’s with reckless abandon. She continued to drive her tongue deep into her desperate rival’s mouth, continued to drive her tender nipples against Jessy’s even as her fantastic rival fought back, their moans and howls mixing between their lips as their naked bodies crushed against each other like violent lovers. Desperate upward pulses were met with frantic downward strikes as the two women continued to fuck, continued to fight, spreading their cum across each other’s body even more with every collision. In the middle of their desperate fucking Chelsea would feel an even more incredible, pleasurable jolt as her clit collided with something maddening that Jessy’s pussy contained. It crushed against her clit, flicking and bending against it, sending waves of pleasure exploding across her form that she had never known before. With a gasp she realized that sensation was Jessy’s clit fighting against her own, that their direct centers of pleasure were trying to drive each other over the edge, and such a realization nearly caused her to break away from their fuckwar once more...but she held fast to her violent hatred and attacked.

		

		In a frantic act of defiance Chelsea aimed her cunt so that her sensitive clit would collide with Jessy’s, so that even their most direct centers of pleasure would fight each other like whores; and as their sexhorns collided with a spray of primal fury Jessy’s screams grew even more frantic, the impact forcing her own orgasm to detonate through her tender sex; and as the climax drove her concentration away for a brief second Chelsea focused her strength on their desperately locked bodies, reversing their positions on the ground; and she nearly cackled as Jessy’s naked body was forced beneath her own. Chelsea shoved her tongue even farther into Jessy’s mouth as she began to fuck downward on her enemy’s cunt, howling as Jessy’s pussy began to fuck upwards.

		

		Jessy cried as her pussy was being crushed by Chelsea’s downward strikes, but even as her pussy continued to explode with pleasure she knew she couldn’t relent. She fucked upwards against Chelsea’s cunt frantically, the desperate moans echoing from the other brunette whore telling her that her enemy was dangerously close to another orgasm. Almost as soon as Jessy’s fantastic climax ended, Chelsea’s pussy exploded into another frantic wave of pleasure; and with mixing cries their positions were reversed once more.

		

		Back and forth the two women rolled, their muffled moans and orgasmic screams echoing wildly around them as Jessy and Chelsea traded the top position again and again. Their orgasms were coming so hot and heavy now that nearly every second of their desperate war saw one or both of them spraying their incredible juices across each other’s tender pussies and shaven thighs. Their climaxes were becoming more and more painful the longer they struggled; but even as hot tears streamed down their precious cheeks, the two women refused to submit. Their tongues twisted and corkscrewed around each other frantically, each woman devouring the other’s delicious saliva in a lustful rage. Their hard, sensitive nipples crushed against each other again and again, each woman howling into the other’s ravenous mouth as they felt their rods bending and springing past each other with reckless abandon. They were so hot right now, so desperately horny that they almost never wanted this wild hatefuck to end; but as orgasm after crippling orgasm exploded through their beautiful, naked forms, they didn’t know how much longer they would be able to last.

		

		Jessy sobbed into her gorgeous rival’s mouth as the other woman forced countless climaxes from her trembling form. The hot tears streaming down her face were mirrored by Chelsea’s as Jessy’s pussy forced her to innumerable orgasms as well. The way their tongues struggled, their incredible tits fought, their vicious wills urged them to destroy each other, everything about this violent war was sending Jessy over the edge. Her entire body trembled, her muscles ached from the strain; but she knew she couldn’t give in. If she lost here, that would be the end of it. It would be the end of her career, the end of her reign as the agency, the end of everything she had fought so hard to obtain; and as the fear of losing everything seared through her mind, she knew she had to act. She could feel her body weakening, could feel her tender pussy becoming more and more sore with every desperate explosion that detonated through her form; and she knew if she didn’t take control now, she would be powerless against the other brunette’s incredible attack; and she would drown in their lustful war until she could no longer fight.

		

		With a rapacious scream Jessy forced Chelsea’s body beneath her own once more. She fucked downward hard, moaning while her enemy fucked upwards, their naked pussies clashing again and again in a frantic battle of attrition, their hot cum mixing between their bodies as they fucked each other like violent lovers. Jessy could feel her own orgasm building inside of her once more, tears streaming down her cheeks knowing the other woman was about to make her come for what felt like the hundredth time; but she knew this desperate rotation between their bodies couldn’t continue any longer. Her entire body shook violently as she fought through the pleasure, fought through the pain, tearing her tongue from Chelsea’s delicious mouth with a hateful, almost reluctant moan.

		

		Chelsea felt Jessy’s hands release their crushing embrace, release the holds on her disheveled tresses, and for a moment she thought she had won. She felt a thrill of victory scorch through her body, nearly laughing at her enemy’s weakness; but before she could react she felt Jessy’s powerful, slender hands wrap tightly around her wrists, felt the other brunette pull her arms away from her enemy’s body; and then she screamed in panicked rage as Jessy’s hands pinned hers to the ground, their naked bodies now completely open to each other. No matter how hard she fought, no matter how desperately she struggled, Chelsea couldn’t force their bodies around again. The other woman’s hold had weakened Chelsea’s strength so much that she no longer had the leverage to force Jessy’s body below her own; and she sobbed in agonizing pleasure as even when Jessy’s pussy exploded into another orgasm, the explosions only seemed to make Jessy thrust her pussy downward against her own with even more desperate ferocity. She struggled to slam her pussy upwards against her enemy’s with equal measure, fought to drive against Jessy’s soaking cunt with every ounce of strength she had; but as another violent orgasm detonated from her sore, tender pussy, she could feel herself slipping away.

		

		Even as her own orgasm was exploding violently through her tender, soaking sex, Jessy fought against Chelsea’s sensitive cunt with everything she had, fighting through the pleasurable, painful collisions to drive her pussy harder and harder against Chelsea’s, practically trying to crush the other woman’s gorgeous, naked body into the floor. Their bodies were beaded with sweat, their forms so sore from their violent fuckwar, but still the two women fought on. The intoxicating scents of sex and sensual sweat swirled around their forms, combining into such an orgasmic entity that it was turning Jessy on more than she ever remembered her body being; but she knew she couldn’t stop. She knew she could never stop. She glared down into Chelsea’s gorgeous, glistening eyes, her heart racing as she saw the perfect tears streaming down her rival’s precious cheeks; and she knew she had to end her rival now before her own form collapsed from exhaustion.

		

		Harder and harder Jessy fucked her gorgeous, insatiable rival, slamming her naked pussy against her enemy’s rapidly, their screams and moans echoing and swirling around them as their cunts continued to fight. Their heavy breasts swayed violently in time with their desperate collisions, their entire bodies trembled as orgasm after desperate orgasm assaulted their forms; but even as Jessy heard Chelsea’s passionate screams growing louder, felt the other woman’s retaliation growing weaker, she refused to relent. Chelsea’s powerful, upward thrusts against her own downward strikes were driving Jessy wild, were forcing her sexual desires higher and higher with every second their mixing screams swirled around them. She couldn’t help but admire Chelsea’s will, could hardly believe the incredible determination and stamina exploding from the other woman’s body as the two of them fucked each other like whores; but she could tell her enemy was quickly losing control.

		

		“You like it!?” Jessy screamed, her voice shaking as orgasm after desperate orgasm exploded through her form. “You fucking like it you filthy fucking whore!?” She fought through the manic pleasure, slamming her cunt against her enemy’s as hard as she could, the violent, broken screams echoing from her rival’s gaping, panting mouth driving her to continue fighting. She loved the tears streaming down Chelsea’s cheeks, loved the choked sobs breaking the air as Chelsea’s defiant fucking grew weaker and weaker. “I’m going to fuck you just like I fucked your pathetic mother! As long as I’m here, you’ll never fucking be the model you want to be!”

		

		Chelsea’s lips were open in wild, passionate sobs, her incredible body quaking in almost constant orgasms now as she felt her body beginning to surrender. “Fuck you Jessy!” she screamed, struggling desperately against the other woman’s grip, fighting vainly to get away from Jessy’s powerful grasp. “Fuck you! Fuck you!!! FUCK YOU!!!!!” She fought desperately against Jessy’s incredible pussy, struggled urgently to not drown in the sea of crippling orgasms exploding through her form, but it was no use. Every single second of their violent fucking felt like hell, every single moment saw the gap between their experience growing. She fought back wildly, frantically, crushing her pussy against Jessy’s with all her might; but it was all in vain. Her pussy was forced to multiple orgasms, her entire body quaking with violent lust, bright colors filling her vision as her form grew desperately weak; and with a violent shriek she felt her determination breaking down, felt her willpower leaving her as Jessy’s sex pounded against her own again and again.

		

		“It hurts!” Chelsea screamed, crying violently as their desperate sexwar caused her pussy to throb with pain. Her sex was so violently tender, the painful explosions causing her entire body to quake. “My pussy hurts you filthy fuck whore! Let me go! Fucking let me go you pathetic slut, or I’ll fucking tell my father to never let you work here again!”

		

		“No you won’t you pitiful slut!” Jessy screamed, her heart racing in her chest as she listened to her rival’s pained, desperate cries. “Your mother was too pathetic to do anything after she fucking screamed my name, and so are you!” She crushed her pussy as hard as she could against Chelsea’s, driving the other woman’s naked ass against the cold floor of her office, grinding her sex against the other woman’s with reckless abandon. Their squealing clits sliced against each other again and again, driving the painful pleasure exploding through their forms higher and higher.

		

		Tears streamed down Chelsea’s cheeks as Jessy fucked her, the violent explosions of pleasure coming so hot right now that she could hardly remember anything else. She begged her opponent to stop, pleaded with Jessy to release her; but her enemy continued to fuck her. She tried to close off her legs, tried to stop Jessy’s attack; but her enemy’s powerful hands only forced her thighs open wider. She glared into Jessy’s eyes, fought desperately to fuck the other brunette whore back; but as orgasm after crippling orgasm detonated from her form, it was all she could do to hold onto consciousness.

		

		“Say it!” Jessy screamed, her naked body trembling violently as Chelsea’s pussy delivered wave after wave of hot cum. Her own pussy was trembling, exploding into lust as well; but she fought through the painful pleasure to drive her pussy even harder against her rival’s with reckless abandon. “Fucking say it, slut! Who’s the better whore you pathetic fuck!? Who’s the better fucking whore!?”

		

		“You...are...” Chelsea whimpered, despising the words even as they came out of her mouth. She had fought so hard, had fucked Jessy for so long, that admitting defeat now tasted like poison in her mouth; but right now all she wanted was for Jessy’s attacks to stop. Her entire body ached, her pussy felt like it was being destroyed by the passion in Jessy’s attack; and all she wanted now was to make it stop.

		

		Jessy cackled with glee as she felt another incredible orgasm shaking her form, as she felt a desperate victory climax exploding from her pussy. With tears of triumphant joy Jessy rode the other brunette slut through her orgasm, making the other bitch come again and again until she felt her own climaxes finally slowing; and her entire body trembled under the weight of her victory as she finally stood, glaring down upon her naked rival with a wild, malicious grin.

		

		“Good girl...” Jessy panted, spitting onto the form of her beaten rival. “What a good little whore...just like her mother...” Her heart raced as she saw the hatred in her gorgeous enemy’s eyes, loving the way the other woman’s piercing stare met her own; and then when she saw a trickle of defiance shine in Chelsea’s glistening eyes, she was overcome once more by a wild, bitter rage. That defiance needed to be snuffed out immediately; and with a wild, almost animalistic growl Jessy took the other woman violently by her long, disheveled tresses, practically forcing her gorgeous enemy into her desk chair by her hair.

		

		Chelsea cried and sobbed as Jessy spread her legs wide, but the CEO’s pet didn’t care. She slammed her pussy against Chelsea’s again and again, fucking the defiance from her body, showing the other woman exactly why she should not be defied. “You’re the one that challenged me, you filthy slut!” Jessy screamed, tears of pleasurable domination streaming down her cheeks as she fucked the other woman with all her might. “You thought you could outfuck me! And now I’m going to show you what happens to defiant little sluts when they challenge me at my own game!”

		

		Chelsea screamed and cried, begging Jessy to stop; but her screams only seemed to drive the other woman on. Harder and harder Jessy fucked her, until Chelsea could see violent colors flashing through her vision; and even then she could still feel the pounding of Jessy’s pussy against her own, fucking her until her ravenous appetite was satisfied.

		

	
		Chapter 2

		

		Chelsea was crying in her room, the tears still streaming down her cheeks from Jessy’s sexual domination. Her entire body ached, her pussy was violently sore. The countless orgasms the other brunette had been able to force from her form had made her sex so sensitive that even the breeze from the air conditioner sent a raw pain through her cunt. She could still feel the phantom sensations of Jessy’s naked pussy crushing and pounding against her own, and she hoped the same feelings were scorching through Jessy’s twat as well; but she knew she had gotten the worst of their desperate fuckfight.

		

		Despite the pain, despite the agony and embarrassment of her humiliating loss, in a way she was feeling revived. It was an odd undertone that clashed so wildly against the other negative feelings swirling inside of her; but she knew she could use this loss to her advantage. She now knew how models fought, now knew exactly what she needed to learn in order to claw her way to the top. She could tell Jessy had engaged in sexual warfare before, perhaps many times over; and she knew she would have to learn to do the same if she wanted to rule to modeling world. She glanced towards the mirror; and even through the tears shining on her face she saw the visage of a sexual goddess. She shook the tears from her eyes and stood from the bed, struggling to steel her resolve. Thoughts of revenge began to fill her mind, of making Jessy’s gorgeous form pay over and over as Chelsea made her enemy explode again and again. She knew she’d had a devastating impact on Jessy’s form despite her loss...and if she was able to make the other woman cry without any experience at all, she began to wonder just how devastating she could make herself if she trained herself in this new, violently sexual art.

		

		Over the next few days she nursed her sore pussy, thoughts of sweet revenge filling her lustful mind. She knew she wanted to fight Jessy again, knew she needed to in order to heal her broken pride. During her recovery she researched as much as she could about sexfighting, watching videos, taking mental notes on what seemed to give other women the most pleasure when they were lustfully jealous. She simulated as many as she could on her own body as well, seeing how her own form would react, training herself to endure all manner of sexual stimulation. Her heart raced as she practically sexfought herself, trying desperately to bring herself to orgasm while simultaneously fighting against her own self-pleasure to last as long as she could without coming. Her heart would race with pride as the days began to drive on, and she saw the time it took to force herself to orgasm growing longer with every passing trial. She knew those extra seconds were extremely precious in sexual warfare, that those seconds could completely be the difference between victory and defeat; and she felt herself becoming better at holding her orgasms in despite the fact that her tactics were giving her even more incredible waves of pleasure day by day. She felt her body getting better and stronger in the sexual arts night after night; and by the end of the week she was brimming with newfound confidence, already trembling in anticipation for the next violent struggle with Jessy.

		

		At the beginning of the following week, Chelsea was brimming with pride, her newfound expertise in the art making her feel like she was on top of the world. Her heart raced in her chest as she stormed up the steps towards Jessy’s office, not even bothering to wait until the rest of the agency had left this time. She almost wanted to be caught, almost wanted the rest of the agency see her fuck Jessy into submission; but when she reached Jessy’s office, her heart dropped...the door to the office was locked. She felt rage burning inside of her as she saw Jessy’s silhouette through the window, but no matter how much she knocked or how loud she shouted through the door, Jessy never responded. She knew the other brunette wasn’t hiding from her; Jessy had been so quick to escalate their spat into a violent sexfight that she knew Jessy would face any challenge pussy to pussy in an instant. She knew the agency was being overcome with work, that the schedule of upcoming photoshoots was brutal; and she felt even angrier as she realized Jessy thought work was worth more than taking time for Chelsea’s revenge.

		

		Chelsea stormed through the rest of the studio, her heart racing in her chest as anger and rage filled her body. She lashed out at anyone she saw, at anyone who even looked her way, her body trembling as if hoping for a fight. She had been so ready to fuck Jessy into submission, had been so ready to feel the other woman’s pussy slamming against her own in a bitter fuckwar that she desperately needed a release for her anger. Her vision was practically red as her emotions got the better of her, and without even fully realizing her movements she began storming towards the rooftop; but as she got closer to the door she began to hear shrill grunts and moans. The cries of two horny females mixing through the air seemed to bring Chelsea’s mind back to the present; and as she silently opened the door to the rooftops, the passionate sounds growing desperately louder, she followed the sexual music. Her heart raced as she spied the forms of two gorgeous woman pressed tightly against each other, their bodies moving together in lustful grinding, and she hid behind some boxes to watch the gorgeous scene unfolding before her.

		

		Chelsea had to stifle a gasp as she realized the two women were fucking each other, their bodies entwined tightly as they grinded their incredible, clothed forms against each other with violent lust; and her body practically trembled as she realized they weren’t fucking out of love...they were fucking out of pure hatred and rage. Their hands were buried tightly in each other’s disheveled tresses as they fucked each other pussy to pussy on the concrete, their clothed breasts bulging painfully against each other as tears streamed down their precious cheeks. Chelsea could only imagine the passion and fury filling their bodies as they slammed cunt to cunt through their skirts, their violent screams echoing so desperately that she knew neither woman had any panties beneath. She recognized the two women almost immediately; Aurelia and Elaine. She had heard rumors about their rivalry, about how much the two of them hated each other; but she had no idea it was this personal. They whispered something to each other through their cries, their hisses too quiet for Chelsea to see as their faces were filled with even more hateful rage; and their moans became muffled as they forced their tongues deep inside each other’s mouth, stifling their orgasmic cries as she watched their bodies trembling violently.

		

		Chelsea’s heart raced as she watched Aurelia and Elaine fuck each other like wild, frantic whores, their muffled growls echoing wildly around them as they slammed their pussies against each other again and again. Tears of passionate lust and hatred were streaming down their precious cheeks, and Chelsea could tell by the pitch of their muffled cries that both women were coming; but even through their mutual explosions the two women fought on. The battle was so even, so without a clear advantage, completely unlike her fuckfight with Jessy; she could tell these women had fought each other like this many times before.

		

		When Aurelia and Elaine finished their mutual orgasm they tore their tongues from each other’s mouth, their mixing spit dripping down their plush, girl-lips onto their clothed, warring breasts below them. They crushed their tits against each other even harder, their beautiful cleavage growing even wider through their shirts as their breasts bulged against each other violently while still remaining taut and strong. They were panting heavily in each other’s face, hissing vile, dirty insults, driving their hatred for each other even hotter. They screamed at each other in rage, one hand still crushing their incredible bodies together spitefully while they sent the palms of their other hand against each other’s tender cheek again and again. Chelsea could tell the two women were tired, that their desperate fuck had made them exhausted; and she wondered how long the two women had been at it. Even through their exhaustion they continued to fight, continued to fuck, their mouths opening in pained screams every time one woman’s palm slapped violently against the other’s cheek.

		

		Just watching the frantic war between Aurelia and Elaine was making Chelsea tremble, was making her so hot and horny that she could hardly stand it. With a silent, drawn-out moan she moved her hand slowly down her body, forcing her slender fingers inside her skirt, trembling as she remembered she hadn’t worn any panties either, massaging her throbbing pussy to the incredible sight before her. She wanted to cry out in pleasure as she dug her fingers deep inside her cunt, but she knew she had to remain quiet; this bitter war before her was too good of a show to interrupt. Her pussy was so tender from lust, so desperate to find its own sexual enemy; and Chelsea began to imagine it was her body they were fighting against, struggling frantically to bring herself to orgasm while simultaneously fighting to endure the pleasure for as long as she could.

		

		Just moments after the devastating orgasm Chelsea witnessed, the two women came again, and then again, their violent shrieks echoing around them wildly as Aurelia and Elaine forced each other to orgasm after painful orgasm. Their climaxes were almost completely even, neither woman able to gain even a second of advantage as their pussies collided like wild, frantic whores. Their mouths were opened in panting gasps, their hot breaths mixing between their faces, driving the two women even more wild. Chelsea’s mouth was open in her own silent cries as her fingers drove her closer and closer to the edge, and as she fought to control herself her soaking pussy lips bit and sucked at her slender fingers ravenously, practically pulling them in even further. She imagined they were Jessy’s fingers, imagined that it was the brunette whore that had destroyed her family fingering her desperately, and her hatred allowed her to endure her own self-pleasure.

		

		She watched the two women fucking each other violently on the concrete, their clothed bodies intent on driving each other over the edge; and then their frantic, hellacious cries mixed violently around them as the two women forced each other to devastating multiple orgasms. Their passionate climaxes were so incredible, so crippling, that with violent shrieks the two women released each other’s body in violent hatred, shoving each other roughly to the ground; and with tears streaming down their precious cheeks Aurelia and Elaine could do nothing more than lay on their backs like whores, struggling to remain conscious as their multiple climaxes exploded through their forms, threatening to force them practically comatose.

		

		The sight of Aurelia and Elaine forcing such incredible orgasms from their form, the sight of the two gorgeous whores fucking each other to a hateful stalemate, was so fantastic that it nearly sent Chelsea to her own climax, and she had to tear her fingers from her pussy in order to not succumb to her own incredible, self-pleasure. She was panting already from her masturbation, hardly able to believe the incredible scene before her. Aurelia and Elaine still lay pussy to pussy, their perfect breasts rising and falling in unison as they struggled to catch their breath. As their climaxes finally slowed the two women raised themselves on their elbows, glaring into each other’s eyes with passionate hatred, and for a moment Chelsea thought the two of them were going to continue; but with hateful grows the two women sent their palms against each other’s tender cheek once more, then broke their sexes away from each other. The two women stumbled to their feet, their incredible legs shaking unsteadily as they glared into each other’s glistening eyes; then with frantic hisses the two women turned from each other, leaving the desolate rooftop in opposite directions. Chelsea gasped as she saw the cum dripping down Aurelia’s thighs as she passed by her hiding spot, and when Aurelia stopped she feared she had been discovered; but as the seconds of silence elapsed Aurelia resumed her unsteady stride, leaving the rooftop from the door Chelsea had entered from, leaving Chelsea to her ferocious thoughts.

		

		Chelsea took a deep breath and held it in order to slow her rapidly racing heart. Her pussy was soaked now from her own self-stimulation, practically throbbing as the images of Aurelia and Elaine fucking each other wildly spun around in her dirty, filthy mind. She had watched many videos of women fighting like this since she had begun her training; but nothing she had watched could even come close to seeing the real thing up close. She was about to push her fingers back inside her pussy, to finish herself off to the images swirling uncontrollably through her mind; but as she heard the sound of quiet footsteps behind her Chelsea stood and turned swiftly towards the sound. As the form of a gorgeous redhead approached her Chelsea realized she had never been alone in the first place. She recognized the woman as Natalie, though the two of them had only met briefly; and she began to wonder if Natalie had seen even more than what she had.

		

		“Can you believe those pathetic brunettes?” Natalie hissed, stepping towards Chelsea’s incredible body, glancing across her form up and down as if sizing her up. “Fucking each other like horny sluts...it’s almost pitiful.”

		

		Chelsea was taken aback, and for a moment she almost believed that everything she thought about how models fight was wrong. “What do you mean?” Chelsea asked, her heart racing as she eyed the redhead’s body, already imagining their forms entwined like writhing, lustful enemies. “You’ve never engaged in a fuckfight to try and break another woman down?”

		

		“Of course I have!” Natalie smirked; and the tone in the redhead’s voice immediately caused Chelsea’s anger to rise. “But my fuckfight with that little whore Mia lasted hours longer than their pathetic pussywar. She and I fucked each other all night long...and if that scared little cunt didn’t escape, I would have continued fucking her until she begged me for mercy!”

		

		“So you won?” Chelsea asked. She had heard of the rivalry between Natalie and Mia as well, had heard of what the two of them had done to each other; and hearing the words from Natalie’s mouth made Chelsea even more ravenous to test out everything she had learned. She wanted to see if Natalie would be a threat, wanted to know whether or not the redhead would be an obstacle to her rule; and as Chelsea glared into Natalie’s eyes, she couldn’t stop her imagination from pitting the redhead’s pussy against her own.

		

		“Me and that little whore passed out together...” Natalie growled; and Chelsea could tell by the tone of her voice that Natalie hated Mia more than she had ever hated anyone...just as she did with Jessy. Chelsea felt her heart begin racing in her chest as she realized Natalie and Mia had fucked each other unconscious, and she immediately knew that Natalie was a ravenous, insatiable woman, capable of incredible sexual destruction; but as she glanced down towards the redhead’s thighs, seeing the cum dripping down Natalie’s legs, she knew the other woman had come several times at the sight of Aurelia and Elaine. She felt a thrill of hope as Chelsea realized Natalie’s pussy was weakened...and she knew she might stand a chance.

		

		“When that slut woke up, she left instead of waiting for me to regain consciousness too.” Natalie continued. “She knew that if I woke up with her still around that I would continue our frantic fuckwar...and like a coward she left.” She glared into Chelsea’s eyes with passionate rage. “I’m going to fuck Mia senseless, and then I’m going to fuck my way to the top.” Natalie stepped in front of Chelsea, their bodies so close that their tits nearly brushed up against each other. “You’d better stay out of my way Chelsea...or I’ll make sure to destroy you too!”

		

		Chelsea heard Natalie’s challenging words, and as anger shot through her form once more at being ignored by Jessy, she knew she had her chance to satiate her ravenous desires. She was so horny from watching Aurelia and Elaine fuck each other, was so ready for a violent sexfight, that she knew she wouldn’t be able to handle it if she didn’t get her chance; and before the redhead could turn around Chelsea’s open palm snapped hatefully against Natalie’s cheek. Natalie cried out in pain and surprise as Chelsea’s slap drove her face painfully to the side; and as hateful tears welled in her eyes she glared into Chelsea’s orbs in violent rage.

		

		“You’re the one who’d better stay out of my way!” Chelsea growled, loving the hateful way Natalie’s eyes were glaring into hers. Her pussy was pulsing, practically throbbing with desire, itching for a bitter fuckfight. “I’m the one who’s going to rule this agency Natalie!” Chelsea growled, raising her skirt with her slender fingers in direct challenge. Her heart raced even faster as she saw Natalie glance down, watched the redhead’s eyes tracing across her wet, shaven pussy. She could see Natalie’s eyes glistening, could tell by the arousal dripping down the redhead’s legs, could tell by the other woman’s ravenous stare, that she too was violently horny. “And I’ll fuck anyone who gets in my way!”

		

		Natalie could hardly believe how beautiful Chelsea’s pussy was, how perfect it seemed dripping from arousal. She had watched the brunette masturbating frantically to the sight of Aurelia and Elaine fucking each other like sluts, had watched Chelsea engage in the same desperate, self-stimulation that she had. She could smell Chelsea’s perfume mixing with her own, combining into such a sexually erotic scent that she wanted violently to know what their other scents would smell like combining with each other in desperate war. She knew Chelsea wanted it, she wanted it bad; and as she glared back into Chelsea’s eyes, she couldn’t help but realize she wanted release from another woman just as much. Chelsea’s pussy seemed perfect, seemed so incredibly beautiful...but she knew her own pussy was gorgeous as well.

		

		“Ohhhh...I can tell you’re a horny little bitch, aren’t you?” Natalie hissed, her body trembling as her mind was already flooded with images of their bodies tangling together...of the sensation of a new woman’s pussy competing with her own. “Your pussy’s gorgeous, girl...but my pussy’s better!” Her own slender fingers slipped towards her skirt, raising it up so her own soaking, shaven pussy could be seen; and this time it was Chelsea’s eyes that sparkled with desire as the brunette looked down towards the redhead’s incredible cunt. So succulent, so juicy, already dripping with cum from the orgasms caused by her own self-stimulation; but she knew there was so much more to come.

		

		Chelsea couldn’t help but utter a heavy breath of lust as she glanced across Natalie’s shaven pussy, glistening with arousal, so perfect in almost every single way. She glanced across the redhead’s hot, muscular thighs, thighs that could rival her own; and just seeing Natalie’s naked pussy beneath her skirt made her own tremble. “Your pussy’s so beautiful...” Chelsea moaned, nearly losing her determination in the midst of the splendor of the redhead’s pussy; but as she felt her own cunt throb again, she steeled her resolve to glare back into Natalie’s stunning eyes. “But I know that mine’s better!”

		

		For several long, challenging seconds the brunette and the redhead stood glaring at each other, their skirts raised, each woman allowing her pussy to glare at the other’s succulent cunt. They could feel their hearts racing, could feel their bitter emotions rising high as the two women glared up and down each other’s incredible body. Natalie knew both of them were horny for a violent fuck, knew that she had to snuff this new spark of a woman out soon before she became a sexual blaze...but her mind was on another desperate whore now. She smirked as she let her skirt drop, turning away from Chelsea before her emotions could get the better of her. “I can tell you’ll be fun you little slut!” the redhead stated, flipping her hair behind her shoulders as she started for the door leading away from the rooftop. “Fuck you later!”

		

		Chelsea immediately felt an angry fire blaze up inside of her, breaking her self-control. She was so hot, so horny, so ready for a fight, yet she was being ignored; first by Jessy, then by this little redheaded whore Natalie even after the two of them stood across from each other, their pussies aimed directly towards one another in a violent challenge. Her entire body shook in rage, her pussy throbbed in sexual desire. She needed release, she needed a fight; and she needed it now. “Where the fuck do you think you’re going, slut!?” Chelsea screamed, her entire body quaking with rage. With a violent scream she lunged towards Natalie before the redheaded bitch was out of her reach, taking the other woman violently by her tresses to drag her body back. Natalie screamed in surprise, pain and rage, her body whirling around wildly to face her brunette attacker with a violent snarl; and as soon as the redhead had turned around Chelsea released the other woman’s tresses, sending both of her hands against the other woman’s incredible breasts and pinching her rival’s hard, erect nipples with her thumb and forefinger through Natalie’s blouse. Chelsea saw the glare of outrage fill the other woman’s face, felt Natalie’s fingers against her own tits in retaliation; and as pain shot through her tender breasts as Natalie’s fingers pinched her own tender nipples, she knew she just might get the fight she was waiting for.

		

		“Oh, your nipples are so hard cunt!” Chelsea screamed, her heart racing as pain and pleasure seared through her form from Natalie’s retaliation. “Oh, your nipples are so fucking hard! I know you’re excited slut, I know you’re fucking excited!”

		

		“Your nipples are hard too cunt, your nipples are fucking hard too!” Natalie shrieked back, her hatred for this little brunette bitch blazing hot inside of her. “My nipples are fucking harder though! I’m excited cunt, but it isn’t because of your pathetic little body!”

		

		“My body is better than yours, you little redheaded slut!” Chelsea moaned, her body twisting and writhing as the redhead’s fingers pinched and twisted her tender rocks mercilessly; but as she heard the pained whimpers coming from Natalie’s mouth as her own fingers attacked her enemy’s nipples, she knew her enemy was feeling the exact same sensations.

		

		“Your fucking body is weak, cunt!” Natalie cried back, tears welling in her eyes just as the same tears welled in Chelsea’s. “I’ve never fucking heard of you slut! You disgusting little whore, I’m going to fucking destroy you!”

		

		Tears welled in the eyes of the brunette and the redhead as their fingers crushed each other’s nipples with reckless abandon, their plush, girl-lips opened in pained gasps as their bodies quivered on the rooftop. Their eyes were locked in manic rage as each woman’s fingers sent pain searing through the other’s tender breasts, their bodies twisting and writhing against one another’s unforgiving grip; but neither woman was willing to relent. They screamed at each other in rage, volleying insults as they punished each other’s erect nipples through their clothes; and when the pain become too much for them to bear the two beautiful girls shoved each other away, their chests rising and falling as they massaged their sensitive breasts, each woman trying to rub away the pain caused by the other’s violent pinching.

		

		“What the fuck do you want you little whore!?” Natalie screamed, her body quaking in rage as she glared across the other woman’s incredible form. “Do you just want to be fucked into the ground!?”

		

		“You know what I fucking want, slut!” Chelsea shouted back, her form trembling violently as the exhilaration of their brief catfight scorched through her form. She reached down towards her skirt once more, raising it up so her enemy could see her perfect, naked pussy. “Fucking prove to me your pussy is better, slut! What’s the matter Natalie!? Are you fucking afraid!?”

		

		Natalie could hardly stand the confidence brimming from the little brunette whore in front of her, could hardly stand this other woman for getting in her way. Her nipples ached from Chelsea’s violent pinching, and her pride swelled with anger as she heard the brunette’s words. She knew that now wasn’t the right time, that she had better things to do than fuck this little whore; but Chelsea had attacked her body, and now her words were trying to attack her pride. Her heart raced with anger as she realized she needed to end this little whore’s defiance here and now; and she growled in violent hatred as her own slender fingers raised her skirt just as Chelsea was doing, revealing her perfect pussy, challenging Chelsea to back up her filthy, bitter words.

		

		Their hot breaths mixed between their plush, girl-lips, their breasts rising and falling in unison as they fought to catch their breaths. Each woman could feel her pussy throbbing, as if her womanhood could sense the presence of the other woman’s sex. Their hearts raced in their chests as they let the lust and desire swirl around them, as they allowed their gorgeous, sensual forms to size each other up. Each woman knew the other was horny, that she wanted it, that neither woman would be able to walk away satisfied unless they tested each other’s stamina. Each woman’s pussy was incredible, gorgeous, perfect in almost every way...but who’s pussy was better? As their gorgeous, glistening eyes locked, they knew they had to find out; and with a silent, challenging hiss Chelsea and Natalie stepped towards each other, closing the distance between their incredible bodies. They kept their skirts raised, kept their shaven, naked pussies aimed directly at each other; and when Chelsea’s sex met Natalie’s the two gorgeous models couldn’t stifle their horny moans as they felt the touch of one another’s soaking pussy against her own. They held their pussies against each other lightly, their angry gazes desperately locked, each woman giving the other a chance to back down; and when it was clear that neither woman would the two of them pressed in tighter, their hot breaths growing immediately heavy as they felt the fronts of their perfect pussies beginning to grind against each other in challenge.

		

		The reaction between their naked pussies was immediate; the two women had been so horny watching Elaine and Aurelia fighting, their pussies had been so ravenous as Natalie and Chelsea had dug their fingers inside their pussies, that just the sensation of another naked cunt against her own made their clits come out; and as each woman felt the other’s clit slice against her own the two women gasped, their eyes glaring hate into each other as they felt their direct centers of pleasure make contact. Their bodies trembled with lust, quaking from the contact, and for a second the redhead and the brunette considered pulling away; but their locked, hateful gazes only made the two women focus on their clits, their breathing tinged with lustful moans as Chelsea and Natalie let their tender sexhorns duel.

		

		“I can feel your clit Chelsea!” Natalie hissed, struggling to keep the lust from her voice. “You’re really that fucking horny already!?”

		

		“I can feel your clit too Natalie!” Chelsea growled back, glaring into the other woman’s eyes with bitter challenge. “You’re just as fucking horny as I am!”

		

		“You really want to do this you little brunette slut!?” Natalie sneered, her heart racing as she saw the determination in her enemy’s glistening eyes.

		

		“Oh fuck yeah bitch, let’s fucking fight!” Chelsea moaned, her body desperately horny for the bitter fuckfight that was to come; but when the redhead crushed her pussy forward even tighter, their tender clits springing past each other in a wild frenzy, Chelsea was almost immediately overcome with pleasure. The violent, pleasurable shocks of Natalie’s sexhorn battling against her own almost sent her spiraling down a fantastic road of lust; but before she was overcome her mouth opened in a cry of pain. Tears welled in her eyes as she felt Natalie’s fingers lace hatefully through her gorgeous raven tresses with her left hand, and she gasped in surprise as the redhead’s right palm slapped hatefully against her cheek. Immediately Chelsea was overcome with rage, the pain of the other woman’s attack helping her to remember that this was a fight; and when she latched onto her enemy’s crimson tresses as well, slapping the other bitch in retaliation, Natalie and Chelsea knew there was no turning back now.

		

		The brunette and the redhead stumbled around wildly on the roof as they tore at each other’s hair, trading slaps again and again as each woman felt her cheek growing hot from the blows. Their panting breath was tinged with pained cries and pleasurable moans as even through their violent slaps the two women crushed their hot, clothed bodies against each other tighter and tighter, grinding their tender sexhorns against each other with reckless abandon. Shock after shock of violent pleasure seared through their forms as Chelsea and Natalie fought to overpower each other, neither woman even trying to defend herself from the other’s manic attacks as they forced each other to the spot where Aurelia and Elaine had waged their bitter war. Their heavy breasts were crushed against each other painfully, bulging up against each other while still remaining taut and strong. Even through their clothes the two women could feel each other’s hard, sensitive nipples stabbing against her own, each woman driven even hornier by the realization that her enemy wasn’t wearing a bra; and as their bodies finally quivered against each other in a desperate stalemate in the same exact area Elaine and Aurelia had been just a few minutes before, they were ravenous to feel the full of each other’s sex against her own.

		

		They were already panting, their hot breaths mixing between their gorgeous, snarling faces. Natalie and Chelsea could already hear the lust in each other’s breath, could feel the pulsing of each other’s wet, shaven pussy, each woman practically begging the other to fuck her violently. They were already both so hot, so horny; and just glaring into each other’s glistening, pleading eyes was driving them wild.

		

		With one hand still laced through each other’s disheveled tresses, Chelsea and Natalie latched onto each other’s tight, succulent ass with the other, their holds driving their hips and clits against each other even harder. They could feel their cheeks growing hot from their traded slaps just moments before, could feel the hot tears streaming down their cheeks as their incredible bodies trembled against each other in a wild test of strength. The fronts of their pussies grinded against each other even harder, their clits growing more and more tender as the redhead and the brunette grew desperately horny. Each woman could tell the other wanted it. They both wanted this violent fuck badly...and as their scents began to swirl around them, they knew there was nothing that would stop them now.

		

		“I can feel your fucking pussy throbbing, cunt!” Natalie growled, her heart racing in her chest as she struggled to keep the lust from her voice. “I can feel your pussy practically begging for mine! You want me to fuck you hard, don’t you little brunette slut!? You want me to fuck you hard!”

		

		“I’m going to be the one fucking you, bitch!” Chelsea snarled back, her entire body trembling with excitement as she and the redhead quivered against each other. “Your pussy is so wet right now whore! Your pussy is pulsing, already begging to be devoured by mine!”

		

		“My pussy is stronger than yours will ever be, dyke!” Natalie spat, her hot breath mixing with Chelsea’s as the two gorgeous women panted hatefully into each other’s face. “Your pussy’s going to fucking whither, cunt!”

		

		“Fucking prove it!” Chelsea breathed, her cunt so hungry to feel Natalie’s fully that she could hardly stand it. “Get down you little redheaded slut, and we’ll see who’s the better fuck!”

		

		“You get down, whore!” Natalie shot back, pulling violently on Chelsea’s disheveled tresses. She winced as the brunette did the same, each woman forcing the other onto the concrete. They spread their legs wide, hissing their wordless insults, their glistening eyes locked in bitter challenge. They knew they would fuck each other hard, knew that even though the two of them didn’t know each other, they would be bitter rival whores by the end of it. They were panting in each other’s face, brunette and redhead lacing their right legs over each other’s left; and they could practically feel the lust burning from each other’s hot, sensual body as they began to line their pussies up for war.

		

		Chelsea could hardly believe the ferocity in her own voice, could hardly believe the confidence brimming from her gorgeous body. She had trained herself frantically over the past week; but this would be her first sexfight since her shameful loss against Jessy. She shook the doubt from her mind, knew she had to defeat this little redheaded slut here and now if she was to regain her pride. She glared into Natalie’s glistening eyes, knew that the little redheaded slut before her would be just as ravenous to win. She knew she had to do everything she could to make her rival come, knew she would have to use everything she had learned in order to stand a chance against Natalie’s experience; and as she felt her body practically trembling with excitement, she knew she was ready. She pulled violently on Natalie’s tresses once more, forcing their faces against each other with wild, lustful snarls; and as their plush, girl-lips opened wide, each woman forcing her tongue desperately into the other’s mouth, she crushed her naked pussy violently against the redhead’s. Naked pussy clashed against naked pussy beneath their skirts, each woman ravenous as she felt the other’s wetness upon her tender sex; and as the two women uttered a ravenous, irresistible moan, their cries mixing between their mouths as their delicious spit began to mix, they could already feel their orgasms beginning to build desperately inside of them.

		

		Natalie and Chelsea fought through the violent pleasure to crush their sexes against each other even harder, moaning around their desperately warring tongues as the frantic sensations of their full, naked pussies writhing against each other made the gorgeous women want to come almost immediately. They could feel their juices mixing as they fought, could feel the cum and arousal from their self-stimulation spreading across their wet, shaven pussies in a sexual display of power and determination.

		

		The redhead and the brunette began to lose themselves in their tight, wet grind, each woman loving and hating the incredible sensations of the other’s wet, naked pussy crushing against her own. Their eyes remained locked in challenging hate as they felt their pussy lips pulling on each other, biting and sucking, practically urging each other to fuck harder. They could feel a wetness spreading across their tight asses as the two women fought, their excitement growing even higher as they realized the sensations were the wet cum of Aurelia and Elaine spread across the concrete. They were fighting each other in exactly the same spot that the two brunettes had struggled previously, in the same exact area that Aurelia and Elaine had forced each other to orgasm again and again. The sensations caused the two women to fight harder, to fuck each other even more violently, each woman determined to make the other desecrate the concrete with even further sexual explosions.

		

		Chelsea and Natalie sliced their swollen clits against each other again and again as their pussies grinded, sending violent shocks of pleasurable pain through their forms every time their tender sexhorns made contact. Their moans escaped their locked mouths in unison every time they felt their direct centers of pleasure come together, their cries practically pleading with each other to give them the release their bodies so desperately wanted. Their tongues continued to twist and corkscrew wildly inside their delicious mouths, continued to swap and mix their incredible spit, continued to try and steal each other’s saliva. The holds they had on each other’s long, disheveled tresses forced their faces against each other even harder, while they sank their claws into each other’s succulent ass even deeper with their other hand, driving their pussies against each other even tighter, each woman ensuring that the other could not escape. They could tell by the fire burning inside their eyes, could tell by their desperately locked glares that neither woman could even think of running; and as their hatred and lust continued to build, their bodies straining against each other like violent whores, they could feel their pussies pulsing with desire.

		

		Chelsea’s entire body was practically quaking with excitement as she and Natalie grinded their tender, shaven pussies against each other with reckless abandon, their ravenous cunt lips and throbbing clits battling it out between their gorgeous bodies. She could hardly believe how delicious Natalie’s mouth was, how incredible the other woman’s spit tasted against her own. She had trained herself every single day since her humiliating loss to Jessy, had done everything she could in order to prepare for the next bitter sexfight she would find herself locked into; but no amount of self-stimulation could prepare herself for the real thing. No amount of preparation could fully train herself to stand against the dripping pussy of another gorgeous woman; but as she listened to the ravenous moans of her redheaded rival, as she felt the tender sex of the woman she fought so desperately against growing wetter by the second, she knew her own pussy was having a devastating effect. She felt her own orgasms building inside of her, felt her own tender pussy growing wetter and wetter as well; and she hoped her cunt was doing as much to please Natalie’s as the redhead’s cunt was doing to please hers.

		

		Natalie could feel her body growing incredibly hot as she fought against the sensations of this new woman’s pussy against her own, each woman vying desperately for control. She could feel their pussy lips were ravenous, battling against each other frantically, each woman just as hungry as the other to make her enemy squeal. She could feel their cunt lips quaking against each other almost evenly, struggling wildly to devour each other. At times their pussies would spread wide against each other desperately, and others she would feel their cunt lips locking together like the lips of mouths. Each time she felt their pussies becoming locked she would clench her sex tightly, hoping that by clamping her pussy lips against her rival’s that Chelsea would retreat; but every single time she felt the brunette clenching her pussy as well, biting at hers while her own bit at Chelsea’s, neither woman willing to submit. Tears of painful lust were welling in their eyes as the brunette and the redhead fought, as they felt their orgasms building, as every second the two of them waged their sexual war brought them closer and closer to ecstasy. They glared into each other’s eyes, their glistening orbs locked in violent challenge, each woman knowing that the exact same question was burning through their minds. They were both so ravenous, so desperately horny, so ready to scream in pleasure...but who would be the first to come, to fill her enemy’s pussy with her hot, sexual cream? They continued to grind their cunts against each other, continued to twist their tongues, continued to fight to make each other explode...they knew there was only one way to find out.

		

		Harder and harder Natalie and Chelsea grinded their tender pussies, faster and faster they twisted their tongues, their bodies quaking more and more as they felt their forms practically begging for release. Their moans were coming out fast and shrill now, their tears beginning to stream down their cheeks, each woman wanting desperately to come but even more wanting to force her rival to orgasm. Their heavy breasts heaved and swayed as they fucked, their nipples poking out through their clothes as the two women became even more violently excited; and with moans of passionate lust the two women crushed their heavy tits against each other as well, crying out as their breasts bulged against each other while still remaining taut and strong. Each woman felt the other’s hard, tender nipples stab deep into her clothed breasts through their tops, sending shocks of pain searing through their gorgeous forms, driving their hatred for each other even deeper. With violent moans Chelsea and Natalie began grinding their breasts against each other wildly, engaging their nipples against each other almost as frantically as their violently throbbing clits; and as tears streamed down their precious cheeks in waves of hatred and lust the two women came like violent whores, filling each other’s soaking pussy with their cream and spraying the inside of their skirts with their orgasmic juices.

		

		Chelsea and Natalie tore their tongues from each other’s mouths, their mixing spit sparkling across their lips as they screamed each other’s name to the open sky. They were sobbing in pleasure as their pussies forced each other to orgasm, each woman trembling violently as she felt the other’s hot splash, spraying each other’s pussy and thighs with their orgasmic juices. They were so ravenous now, so desperately horny that they knew one orgasm would never satisfy them. They continued to crush and grind their tender pussies against each other, spreading their mixing juices across each other’s skin, riding each other’s tender sex out through their mutual climaxes. Their heavy breasts crushed against each other even harder, the redhead and the brunette struggling to hold onto their hatred as they used the pain their tits were causing each other to drive their rage even deeper. They continued to twist their clothed nipples around each other, continued to drive their hard, erect rods against each other again and again, squealing in painful pleasure every time their nipples bent and sliced past each other. They fought through their crippling orgasms to glare into each other’s eyes once more, their violently locked glares showing each other that there would be no mercy; and when at last they felt their orgasms subside the two women pulled their hips back with angry snarls, then sent them forward as hard as they could, squealing as naked pussy slammed violently against naked pussy beneath their wet skirts once more.

		

		“Chelsea you whore!” Natalie shrieked. “You filthy fucking whore!” Tears streaming down her cheeks as she slammed her pussy against the brunette’s, fucking the other woman as hard as she could. Her entire body quaked as Chelsea fucked her back, neither woman willing to submit, sobbing as their violent hatefuck began to take them over.

		

		“Natalie you slut!” Chelsea cried back. “I fucking hate you, you dirty fucking slut!” She was sobbing now, her pussy throbbing from the desperate orgasm that had quaked through her form. Every muscle in her body was clenched, fighting against the redhead with every ounce of strength she could. She could feel the power behind Natalie’s pussy, could feel the confidence and experience behind every violent thrust; but she knew she had to continue. She was ravenous now, so desperately horny that even after her orgasm she wanted more, wanted to keep fucking and fighting this other little slut until both of them were practically drenched in each other’s cum.

		

		“Don’t you dare stop Natalie!” Chelsea screamed, her entire body trembling as it practically begged for more. “Don’t you dare fucking stop you little redheaded slut!”

		

		“Don’t you stop either Chelsea!” Natalie cried back, her pussy pulsing as she and the brunette continued to crush naked sex to naked sex as violently as they could. “I’m going to fuck you into the ground whore! When I fucking destroy you, I want you to have no excuses for your loss! Fight me as hard as you fucking can, cunt; and my pussy will make yours fucking whither!”

		

		Chelsea felt so dirty right now, so filthy for loving every single second of it; but she could tell by the moans and screams coming from Natalie’s lips that the redhead was loving it too. She felt so confident right now, so fulfilled at having forced the redhead’s climax at the same time Natalie had forced her own; it was just beginning, and she was already feeling so much more comfortable than she had when she struggled against Jessy. The feeling of the redhead’s cum upon her pussy made her know she was doing something good; and that reassurance spurred her on, gave her the courage to continue slamming cunt to cunt with this other gorgeous whore even as she felt another climax already begging to burst forth.

		

		Chelsea’s nipples were writhing desperately with Natalie’s in the midst of their desperate fuckfight, bending and twisting against each other relentlessly through their tops. Their nipples were so hard now, so violently tender as the two women fought, each woman fighting to crush back the other’s tender rods with her own. Their moans of pain were tinged with pleasure, their frantic screams of hatred tinged with lustful desire. Chelsea was so hot right now, so consumed by the violent antics of their gorgeous bodies; and she knew she wanted more. She wanted an even tighter embrace, wanted an even hotter catfight; and with a quivering moan she released the redhead’s disheveled tresses, wrapping her arm around Natalie’s incredible body, squeezing her enemy’s luscious form against her own even harder; and as she felt the redhead follow suit, felt Natalie’s violent, squeezing embrace to bring the tension between their gorgeous bodies back onto equal ground, she moaned in pain and ecstasy, tears welling even hotter in both women’s eyes as they felt their strong, hard nipples bury deep into each other’s dense, clothed titflesh.

		

		The two women were practically sobbing as they fought and fucked each other like violent whores, crushing and grinding their heavy breasts against each other while they slammed their cunts together as hard as they could. They could feel their clits fighting, could feel the violent tinges of pleasurable pain as every impact caused their sexhorns to collide. Chelsea and Natalie pressed in forehead to forehead, glaring into each other’s glistening eyes through their tears. They needed more. They needed so much more. With one arm still crushing their hot bodies against each other the two women sank the nails of their other hand even deeper into each other’s tight, succulent ass, using their holds to crush each other’s naked pussy even harder against her own. They could feel their tender pussy lips opening wide against each other, interlocking, biting and sucking, struggling to devour each other. Their hot cum was still wet upon their cunts, smearing across their sexes as their pussy lips locked for brief seconds before Chelsea and Natalie pulled their pussies away from each other, only to collide violently again just moments later. The two women opened their mouths in loud, raspy moans as they felt their pussies fighting, felt their cunts literally trying to pull another orgasm from each other; and as the two women exploded into ecstasy once more they crushed their plush girl-lips against each other, moaning and screaming as they fought to stifle each other’s orgasmic cries with their desperately writhing tongues.

		

		“Fuck you Chelsea!” Natalie screamed, her words muffled by the brunette’s delicious tongue writhing desperately against her own. “Fuck you, you little brunette fucking whore! You’ll never fucking be better than me, you pretentious little slut!”

		

		“Fucking prove it then, you pathetic clit-licking whore!” Chelsea cried back, every single fiber inside her gorgeous body struggling against the redhead’s perfect form. “Fucking prove it! The only way you’re ever going to fucking beat me you little redheaded slut, is if you fuck me into submission!”

		

		“I hope you’re ready to cry, cunt!” Natalie shot back, their bitter verbal exchange causing their delicious saliva to coat their lips and drip down their chins. “Because I’m going to fuck you senseless!”

		

		Chelsea and Natalie forced their tongues even deeper into each other’s gaping mouth, stifling any more words the two women could utter as they sealed their lips tight around each other, neither woman allowing the other’s delicious tongue to escape. Their breasts continued to crush and grind, quivering against each other violently, each woman moaning into the other’s mouth as the two women felt each other’s hard, tender nipples stab even deeper into one another’s dense, firm titflesh. They were ravenous now, insatiable, practically sobbing as they fought and fucked. With tears in their eyes the two women forced their cunts into another fierce, wet grind, slicing their clits against each other with reckless abandon, neither woman even caring about the frantic, pleasurable pain exploding from their sexhorns as long as her opponent suffered the exact same fate. With their hands still latched tightly onto each other’s asses they reached their legs around each other’s waist, clenching down, using their powerful thighs to drive their cunts even harder against each other. Their pussies were so tender now, so sensitive to each other’s sexual attack; but still the two women kept fighting.

		

		Bitter moans and lustful screams echoed between their desperately sealed lips as Chelsea and Natalie fought and fucked, their tender, soaking pussies crushing and grinding against each other so desperately that it seemed the two women were trying to force their pussies into each other. Every time their sensitive clits sliced against each other sent the two women spiraling deeper and deeper into their ravenous lust, making the two gorgeous girls hate each other even more. Their spit was mixing desperately inside their mouths as the two women fought to devour each other’s saliva, their combining tastes making the two women moan even louder. They were spreading their cum across each other’s pussy, across their violently locked thighs, each woman feeling like a dirty, filthy whore for loving the sensations that scorched through their incredible, sexual bodies. Their glistening eyes were locked in bitter hatred, each woman glaring into the other’s orbs through her burning tears, each woman showing the other that there would be no mercy. Their muscles strained against each other violently, their bodies quivering against each other ravenously, each woman fighting to drive the other’s body away with her own; but no matter how hard they tried, neither woman seemed to gain an advantage. With every second their frustration grew, with every moment the brunette and the redhead became even more determined to destroy each other; and as their tight, wet grind forced another mutual orgasm exploding through their devastating forms, the two women only forced their pussies even harder against each other.

		

		Their bodies crushed and grinded, twisted and writhed, each woman fighting her gorgeous, desperate rival as hard as she could. Their pussies were so tender right now, so sore from their bitter explosions, but still the two women refused to relent. Another climax detonated from their forms, and then another, causing Chelsea and Natalie to scream and cry into each other’s delicious mouth like horny sluts, but they knew they couldn’t surrender. They knew they could never give in, knew they could never let themselves be devoured; otherwise their bitter prides would be completely shattered. To lose this bitter sexfight to a stranger, to be dominated by a new rival they had just met, would wound their spirits beyond repair; and as they glared even more hatefully into each other’s eyes through their searing tears, each woman knew the only way to win would be to fuck her enemy to exhaustion, completely dominating her in every single way. They were ravenous sluts, horny bitches in heat; and each woman knew the other was just as voracious as she was to win.

		

		Chelsea’s heart raced in her chest as she and Natalie fucked each other desperately, pain and pleasure searing through her incredible form as she crushed her body tighter and tighter against the redhead bitch that threatened her womanhood. She felt ecstatic as she struggled against Natalie, loving every single second of their bitter, desperate war. She felt her pride swell inside of her as she fought, her confidence rising with every single climax she forced from her rival; but as every single orgasm from Natalie was met by one of her own, she knew she couldn’t relent. Even through her excitement, even through the pleasure she was getting by fucking this other bitter whore, she could feel her rage and hatred for the redhead growing with every passing second. With her arm still crushing Natalie’s body against her own she reached her hand around to her enemy’s long, crimson tresses, lacing her fingers through the redhead’s hair, pulling on it violently to cause her enemy pain; but her own moans were soon mixing with Natalie’s as she felt the other woman’s slender fingers bury themselves in her own raven tresses, pulling just as violently, unwilling to relent.

		

		Natalie’s body quivered wildly as she and the gorgeous brunette whore crushed their bodies against each other, their hateful glares locked in a bitter test of eyes and willpower. They mashed their perfect breasts against each other, tore at each other’s tresses, tonguefucked each other like sluts, fucked each other pussy to pussy with such a tight, wet grind that the two women felt like they were melting into one. She was furious at the other woman’s power, filled with rage at Chelsea’s determination. She had thought this bitter fuckfight would be an easy win, that she would have the brunette sobbing in a matter of minutes; but no matter how hard she tried, Chelsea would not give in. She hated how much she loved the sensation of the other woman’s gorgeous body crushed up against her own, felt filthy for loving Chelsea’s delicious tongue, the sensation of their mixing cum spreading across their pussies and thighs as they grinded their cunts furiously was filling her with bitter anger. She drove her tongue in deeper, grinded her clit against Chelsea’s even faster; but as the other woman followed suit immediately the two models forced each other to another bitter orgasm, their cream filling each other’s pussy in wet, desperate sprays. She hated Chelsea, hated her with every fiber in her being; and she could tell by the brunette’s spiteful glare that the other woman hated her just as much.

		

		Chelsea and Natalie pulled down on each other’s tresses even harder, as if the two women were trying to force each other’s face away from her own; but the redhead and the brunette fought through the pain to crush their lips against each other even harder. Tears were streaming down their precious cheeks as they fought, their moans and screams growing louder and louder as their bitter war continued on. They were sobbing now, crying as the pain and pleasure began to overload their gorgeous forms, but neither woman was willing to quit. Even as their orgasms were almost constant now, filling their bodies with agonizing pleasure again and again, the two women refused to relent. Sometimes Chelsea came first, sometimes Natalie; but neither woman’s explosion was ever without the other’s as even when one woman forced the other to come, her own orgasm exploded from her pussy before her rival’s ended. Their clits were grinding and slicing against each other desperately, causing violent shocks of pleasurable pain scorching through their bodies, their nipples slicing past each other again and again through their tops, and as the two women filled each other’s pussy with their orgasmic juices again and again Natalie and Chelsea felt like they would be fighting and fucking forever; but then the sound of their phones rang out over their mixing cries, buzzing at exactly the same time from inside their shirts.

		

		For a moment the two women paused; they were about to continue their bitter fuckfight, the pain and pleasure the two of them had caused to each other was too great to simply give in now; but as the ringing persisted, breaking the concentration of their sexwar, the two women pulled their tongues reluctantly from each other’s delicious mouth, releasing each other’s disheveled tresses with moans of relief. They kept their pussies and tits crushed up against each other, both women showing they had not accepted each other as equals; and with a wordless hiss the two women reached for each other’s phone, plunging their hand deep into each other’s shirt. Their fingers pinched at each other’s nipples and groped one another’s heavy breasts as they searched for each other’s phone; and when they finally found them they answered the call, each woman holding the phone to her rival’s ear.

		

		Immediately Chelsea and Natalie were filled with violent excitement as loud moans of desperate, sexual warfare echoed over the speakers, and their eyes widened in surprise as each woman heard the moans coming from the other’s phone. The exact same cries, the exact same shrill screams of bitter war; and as they realized the two women over their phones were fucking each other like desperate whores the brunette and the redhead resumed their desperate grinding, making each other moan just as loudly. For several seconds the only sounds going through the phone were the desperate cries of bitter fucking, as if each pair of women was struggling to outdo the other pairs’ frantic howls; then their hearts raced even faster as Chelsea recognized Jessy’s screams and Natalie recognized Mia’s.

		

		“What the fuck do you want?” Chelsea moaned, fighting through the pleasure and the pain to answer Jessy’s call.

		

		“I think you know what I want, you pretentious little slut!” Jessy growled back, her voice just as shrill as Chelsea’s as she continued to fight Mia. “Meet me at my office in an hour! You and I have some unfinished business we need to fucking deal with!”

		

		Chelsea’s body was so hot right now, so sore from her desperate fuckfight with Natalie; but she could tell by the moans and screams echoing from the other side of the phone that Jessy would be just as pained. She couldn’t hear what Natalie and Mia were talking about, their venomous, whispered hisses too low for her to fully make out; but by the rage that seemed to be shadowing the redhead’s face, she could only imagine the same challenges were being made. With violent threats Chelsea and Natalie ended their calls, then tossed each other’s phone to the concrete beside them.

		

		Tears were streaked down their precious cheeks, their glistening eyes locked in bitter hate. Their pussies were still crushed up against each other, throbbing violently, practically begging for more. Each woman could tell the other would have to leave, that their calls would force each other apart before they had truly settled their differences. They were both so hot, so horny, on the verge of orgasm once more; and with a violent cry the two women pulled their hips back before slamming their tender cunts against each other one last time. The impact caused the two women to cry out in pain, the sensations of their naked sexes spreading against each other wide sent them both over the edge; and as the most powerful climax of their bitter war exploded from their pussies the two women collapsed on their backs in exhaustion, howling each other’s name to the sky as they struggled to hold on through their last mutual orgasm. They could hardly move, were practically paralyzed from the fantastic explosions detonating through their forms; and as they sobbed and cried, the only thing they could do was hold on, each woman hating the fantastic sensations of their locked pussies spraying each other with their cream.

		

		When at last the final drops of their hot cum forced their way between each other’s pussy lips the two women stood, hissing at each other wordlessly as their incredible clothed bodies trembled. Their legs shook unsteadily beneath them, and for a few moments longer the redhead and the brunette had to lean into each other for support. They rested their heads on each other’s shoulder as they struggled to regain their strength, their lips pressed up against each other’s ear; and as Chelsea heard Natalie’s words, she knew this would not be the last time they fought.

		

		“This isn’t over, Chelsea...” Natalie whispered, fighting the urge to bite her rival’s sensual, exposed neck. “I’ve got some business that I need to take care of...but mark my words, this will not be the last time your pussy feels mine!”

		

		“I’ll be looking forward to it, Natalie!” Chelsea hissed back, her heart racing in her chest. “I have something I need to take care of too...but the next time we meet, there will be nothing stopping us!”

		

		Their breasts rose and fell in unison as they panted, compressing and releasing each other as the two women leaned back to glare into each other’s eyes once more. As if by some wordless agreement the two women spat into each other’s face, grimacing as the wet saliva sprayed across their cheeks, each woman practically daring the other to begin fighting once more; and then after several seconds of bitter silence the two women spun away from each other, leaving the rooftop through opposite doorways.

		

		Chelsea’s heart raced in her chest as she realized what was in store for her. She wondered if Mia had been the reason Jessy hadn’t answered her door...but Jessy was apparently ready to fight now. She felt a pang of fear shock through her body as she realized how sore she was...but judging by the sounds echoing on the other end of the phone, Jessy’s body would be just as sore as her own. Chelsea took the elevator down to her room so she could clean up and rest...she had to be as refreshed as she possibly could be if she wanted any chance of destroying Jessy’s body once and for all.

		

	
		Chapter 3

		

		Chelsea’s body ached as she made her way back to her room, but her heart and mind were racing frantically as she thought about what was to come. She knew exactly what Jessy wanted, knew that the other brunette’s body would be aching as well, judging by what she had heard over the phone. She was still so hot, still so horny from her bitter fucking with Natalie, and her body was still practically begging for more. She could hardly stifle a moan as she thought about all the dirty, filthy, hateful things that she and Jessy would do to each other once they were within arm’s reach...and she was ready.

		

		When she entered her room she noticed a note on the inside of the door, and a small, brown envelope was taped beneath it. At first she thought the maids were giving away complementary items from the hotel, and was about to disregard it altogether; but the elegant scrawl across the note gave her pause. “I’ll see you in my studio, bitch!” the note read; and immediately Chelsea knew it was from Jessy. She tore the small package apart with trembling hands, her heart racing as she revealed a small, silver thumb-drive inside. Her excitement, confusion, and rage grew immediately as she inserted the drive into her laptop; and as she opened the only available file, she couldn’t stifle her audible gasp.

		

		Frantic, panting moans echoed loudly over the speakers as the video began to play out, her heart racing as she watched the forms of two gorgeous, sexual woman writhing against each other on the rooftops. They had their fingers buried in each other’s hair, their tongues writhing desperately between their gaping lips as their pussies crushed and grinded against each other from under their skirts...the video showed the desperate war between she and Natalie, the rivalry that had exploded just moments before; and Chelsea knew even more than before that she needed answers...she needed to settle her differences with Jessy as soon as she could.

		

		Her mind raced with frantic images, with lust and confusion, as she stepped into the shower. She knew she had to look her best, feel her best, if she wanted any chance to defeat Jessy. She ran her hands along her gorgeous body, spreading the soap across her skin as the shower’s spray washed away the sweat and sex that clung to her body. As she dug her fingers into her pussy, cleaning the inside of her cunt, she could hardly stay her frantic imagination. She imagined they were Jessy’s, imagined the face of the beautiful brunette bitch that had torn her family apart glaring into her eyes, and she had to fight not to immediately masturbate to her wild thoughts. “You’ll get your chance soon enough.” Chelsea whispered to herself, already panting and begging for more. “In less than an hour, you and that other brunette whore will be fighting and fucking each other like never before...and this time, Jessy will be the one begging you to stop!”

		

		Chelsea breathed deeply, trying to slow her rapidly beating heart. She focused on the warm water running through her deep cleavage, focused on the sound of her own breath, trying to calm her nerves. Despite her confidence, despite her training, she was nervous. Images of the last time she and Jessy clashed spun through her mind, of how Jessy’s incredible pussy had made her feel like a dirty slut, and she swore up and down that wouldn’t happen again. She knew she was in for the fight of her life, that she would need to use any and every ounce of strength and newfound ability in order to win. “I’m going to make you scream my name you filthy whore...” Chelsea promised, her eyes practically blazing with confidence as she turned off the water. “I’m never going to give in to your slutty ass ever again!”

		

		Chelsea looked her gorgeous, sexual form up and down as she stepped from the shower. Her naked body was dripping with water, its droplets running down her perfect skin, tracing her sensual curves almost perfectly. Her legs and pussy were completely bare, shaven to perfection, ready to lock up with Jessy’s, fucking and fighting until one or both of them completely collapsed. She was a sexual goddess, and she knew it; and as she glanced towards the clock on the wall, she knew it was time to make Jessy realize it as well. She quickly dried herself off, her entire form quivering in anticipation for what she knew would be the most frantic night she had ever had in her entire life.

		

		When her body was dry Chelsea strode towards her bed-side dresser, her hips shaking back and forth with pride. She bent down low to open up the bottom drawer, pulling out a luxurious, emerald-green lingerie set, complete with a matching garter belt that would make any man or woman tremble. She slipped them on sensually, knowing in the back of her mind that they would soon be ripped to shreds by Jessy’s sharpened claws; but she hoped that maybe her sexual demeanor would give herself a psychological edge. She completed the outfit with high-heels of the same color; then wrapped her form with a thin overcoat and left, her heart racing as she strode up the stairs towards Jessy’s study once more. Just like before it was after-hours, and she met nobody on her way...she knew that she and Jessy would be able to tear each other apart in secret, fucking and fighting without anyone to disturb them.

		

		When Chelsea stepped onto the landing, the door to the office was already open; and in the doorway stood Jessy in all her sexual glory. Her incredible body was covered only in her lingerie, lace the color of roses that matched Chelsea’s in every single possible way. Chelsea had to hold in her gasp as she eyed the incredible form of her hateful rival...but she knew her own body was just as gorgeous. She locked eyes with the other brunette, pulling off her overcoat and tossing it to the floor as she stepped towards Jessy; and she was immediately filled with a sense of pride as she saw Jessy’s glistening eyes sparkle with lust. Memories of her agonizing loss filled Chelsea’s mind, and for a second she was about to back down; but even as her heart raced in her chest she steeled her nerves and continued her approach, her breasts thrust forward with pride. Jessy thrust out her own incredible rack as well, each woman showing off her fantastic assets with insurmountable pride; and as they eyed each other’s lingerie-clad tits the two women aimed their breasts directly towards each other, both brunettes stifling a gasp as their sexual bodies came together in the middle of the doorway.

		

		Immediately the two gorgeous brunettes pressed in tighter, each woman already beginning to breathe heavily as they felt their fantastic breasts bulging against each other while still remaining taut and strong. They could already feel each other’s nipples lengthening beneath their lace bras, challenging each other, playing against each other tightly as Jessy and Chelsea glared at each other with fire in their eyes. They could feel their hot, sweet breaths mixing between their plush, girl-lips as their eyes locked in violent rage, their perfumes swirling around their bodies, combining into such a sexually erotic scent that it was driving the two women wild. Their bodies were practically quivering against each other in the entryway to the studio, each woman straining against the other tightly, as if Jessy was trying to force Chelsea’s body out while Chelsea struggled to force herself inside. They were already wild with lust, trembling with hate, each woman daring the other to back down; but as the seconds of tense, burning silence passed by, each woman knew the other wouldn’t quit until they had fucked each other to exhaustion.

		

		“I’m glad you finally decided to show up!” Jessy hissed, her body straining against Chelsea’s as the two brunettes challenged each other for control. “I was worried your pathetic little ass was going to back down!”

		

		“Of course I showed up you little slut!” Chelsea growled back, every fiber of her being screaming at her claws to violently scratch the other brunette’s incredible form. “You want to fucking explain what that video you sent me was about!?”

		

		A wry, malicious smile spread across Jessy’s plush, sensual lips. “Incentive.” she replied. “You and I have something to settle between us, little girl. The only way to end this is with an all-out sexfight...neither of us leaves until one of us screams for mercy. If you refuse, that video of you and Natalie goes online...and then even your father will see what a dirty little slut you truly are!”

		

		“I’m going to fuck you dry, you filthy fucking whore!” Chelsea snarled, her entire body shaking with rage. “I’m going to make you come so many fucking times, you’ll never be able to have another orgasm without thinking of my pussy destroying yours!”

		

		“I was hoping you would say that...” Jessy whispered, her hot breath mixing even more with Chelsea’s as the two brunettes pressed in tighter. “If I win, you’re going to be my sex slave for an entire month!”

		

		“Only if you’re going to be my sex slave if I win!” Chelsea shot back, already imagining all the dirty, filthy things she would make Jessy do when she made this little whore before her kneel.

		

		“Then get in here, you dirty little slut!” Jessy challenged, her heart racing in her chest at the prospect of making Chelsea eat her out again and again. “Let’s see how good you really fucking are!”

		

		Chelsea pushed forward roughly until the two women were inside, her body trembling as she watched Jessy turn back to the door. The other woman’s slender fingers reached for the key, locking the two women into the studio so that neither woman could escape. The two brunettes turned towards each other as soon as the lock’s click rang out across the room, their eyes locked in passionate hate. Their pussies practically throbbed with lust as they glared across each other’s form, every second of silence feeling like an hour as they sized each other up; and then as if by some desperate cue the tension between them shattered like glass. Their mouths opened up in passionate screams of hate, each woman lunging violently at the other with her claws outstretched; and as their bodies clashed in a spray of sexual fury their hands immediately tangled in each other’s hair, each woman crying out in pain as they violently pulled.

		

		Jessy and Chelsea ripped and tore at each other’s long, dark hair like wild animals, screaming and crying as they stumbled wildly around the room. Tears welled in their eyes from the pain immediately as the two women fought, knocking pictures and papers from Jessy’s desk as the two brunettes thrashed violently around the room. They were wild in their attacks, frantically trying to gain an early advantage, slamming their lingerie-clad bodies against each other again and again. Grunts and moans echoed around the room as they felt their breasts crushing against each other, felt their pussies grinding through their lace panties, their hot breaths mixing between their plush, girl-lips as they glared at each other through their blistering tears. They had been waiting for this moment for so long, had been so desiring their frantic, hateful rematch; and they knew that once they had torn away each other’s lingerie, the air would be filled with orgasmic cries as they fucked each other with every ounce of strength they had.

		

		With the fingers of one hand still laced tightly through each other’s raven tresses the two women began to slap and scratch at each other with the other. Their hateful screams mixed around them as the two women struggled for dominance, hitting and clawing at each other’s thighs, each other’s breasts, anything the two women could get their hands on. Nothing was safe from their manic attacks as Jessy and Chelsea unleashed all their hatred and anger into their blows, neither woman even bothering to try and defend from each other’s assault. Their claws raked across each other’s succulent ass, driving their nails deep into each other’s tight flesh through their panties, forcing their lace to grind against each other wildly as their holds crushed their hips against each other.

		

		They were already panting, already gasping, already becoming aroused and horny just feeling their bodies struggling against each other like whores. They could hear the arousal in each other’s moans, could feel the sexual heat from each other’s panting breath. As their pussies grinded the two women drove their tongues deep into each other’s mouth, twisting and corkscrewing them around each other wildly, each woman fighting to devour the other’s delicious saliva. Their eyes were filled with tears as their glares drove hate into each other’s spirit, showing each other there would be no mercy. Bitter anger and desperate lust filled their bodies, making their hearts race as they kissed and grinded against each other violently, each woman hating how much she loved the other’s spit, how horny she was already becoming just grinding against her filthy counterpart in a hatful battle of wills. With wild screams they tore their tongues from each other’s mouth, spit sparkling across their plush girl-lips as they released each other’s succulent ass. They panted heavily, almost relieved that their brief, desperate grinding had stopped; but their relief was immediately shattered by pain and rage as they sent their palms against each other’s precious cheek, sending each other’s snarling, tear-stained face to the side again and again with sharp, open-handed slaps.

		

		“You like it!?” Jessy screamed, tears streaming down her cheeks as she glared into the eyes of the little brunette bitch that threatened her reign. Her mouth opened in a pained cry as again Chelsea’s palm snapped against her cheek, but the other brunette’s pained scream met her own as she retaliated with equal fury. “You fucking like me treating you like a little slut!?”

		

		“You’re the slut!” Chelsea screamed, enduring Jessy’s violent slap to return the favor once more. “You’re the filthy fucking slut Jessy!” She could hardly believe how hot her body was already becoming, how ready to match this filthy little bitch cunt to cunt she truly was. As she felt Jessy’s palm slap against her cheek again, as she returned the favor again, she knew their bitter, violent fucking would come. Right now they had to hurt each other, to show each other that no matter how aroused they may become, the two of them would never consider each other equals; and each woman wanted desperately to make the other bow down to her will.

		

		Again neither woman even tried to defend against the other’s violent attacks, focusing almost completely on making each other cry out in pain again and again. It was as if Jessy and Chelsea were willing to endure anything they had to in order to make each other suffer the same exact fate. They could feel their cheeks growing hot from the blows, could see each other’s skin growing scarlet from the painful, agonizing slaps they were delivering to each other again and again. They loved the tears streaming down each other’s cheeks, hated the fact that her own cheeks were mirroring her gorgeous, hateful rival’s, their screams growing louder and louder as their painful slaps were making their cheeks more and more tender. Every slap was harder than the last, each woman using her hatred and fury to fuel the next blow. They were crying now, sobbing at the pain, neither woman wanting to give in; and when the pain became too much for either woman to bear they began to rake their claws against each other’s skin once more, driving their nails against each other’s bra, loving the sound of tearing fabric echoing around them as they tore each other’s incredible breasts bare.

		

		Immediately as the two brunettes tore each other’s bra away they slammed their heavy breasts against each other with all their might, screaming as their perfect tits bulged against each other while still remaining taut and strong. They felt their hard, tender nipples bury deep into each other’s sensitive titflesh like knives, their hearts racing as they felt the lust and hatred between them spike to a level they had never known before. Tears streamed down their cheeks as they pulled their breasts away from each other before slamming them forward again and again, each woman determined to destroy the other’s perfect tits with her own.

		

		Screams echoed around the gorgeous brunettes with very collision, their hot breaths mixing between their open mouths as their tits crushed against each other again and again. The sounds of their moans, the sounds of their pained cries mixing and swirling around their struggling, topless bodies was so erotic, so sexual, that even through the pain the two women could feel their pussies tingling with arousal. They were so bitter, so wild, so frantic with hatred and desire that the two women knew they were in for the longest, most painful war they had ever known; and they were willing to endure anything they had to in order to make each other beg for mercy.

		

		They screamed and cried, moaned and fought, neither woman willing to give in to the whore that threatened everything she had fought so hard to obtain. Their violent titfight caused even more pain than their vicious slaps, each woman practically sobbing as she slammed her breasts against her gorgeous rival’s again and again. Their bodies were already beginning to bead with sweat, and their muscles were starting to ache; but they fought through the pain, each woman knowing that their bitter war was just beginning. They could hear the arousal in their moans, could hear the horny, pleading cries in the midst of the pain of their bitter titfight. Hot tears streamed down their face, tears of hatred and frustration as no matter how hard they tried, neither woman could gain an advantage. They spat in each other’s face angrily, their saliva slapping wetly across each other’s cheeks and into their open, panting mouths, driving their hatred for each other hotter with every passing second; and as their hatred for each other grew almost unbearable, so did their passionate lust.

		

		“My tits are better!” Jessy growled, fighting through the pain so her words could be heard. “My tits are fucking better you pathetic little whore!”

		

		“Shut the fuck up, slut!” Chelsea hissed back, her body quaking with pain despite her words of bitter confidence. “My tits are fucking crushing yours, you pitiful little cunt! My tits are better, and we both fucking know it! Just fucking give up already!”

		

		“You give up, bitch!” Jessy moaned, fighting through the pain to continue their mutual assault. “Give up so I can make you treat me like a fucking queen!”

		

		“I’ll never give up!” Chelsea sobbed, every fiber in her body screaming for the respite she knew she wouldn’t get. “Not until I’ve heard you scream my name like a filthy fucking slut!”

		

		Chelsea and Jessy loved the tears streaming down each other’s precious cheeks, loved the sound of pain in each other’s agonized howls. They knew they could keep this violent titfight alive, could continue slamming their heavy, pained breasts against each other again and again and solve this little war in a matter of minutes; but as they glared deep into each other’s eyes, the two brunettes knew their rivalry deserved so much more. They wanted this fight to last for hours, days if it had to, in order for one of them to prove that every inch of her body was more powerful than her rival’s. They wanted to make each other suffer, wanted to etch this bitter war into their minds for the rest of their lives; and as if by some unspoken agreement the two women broke their violent pattern, lining up their nipples side by side as if to compare them. Their hot breaths were tinged with horny moans as they began pressing their hard, sensitive rods against each other, bending each other back, their eyes focused on their nipples as they struggled to see whose nipples were harder and stronger. They willed their rods to remain erect, willed them to crush her rival’s nipples away. They moaned even louder as this bitter stalemate drove on, as they watched their nipples bending against each other in equal measure; and as their hard, tender rods flicked past each other, both women feeling their milk-holes grind against each other in the process, the two women moaned loudly with lust and hatred, their eyes once again locking in a bitter gaze as their arousal made both of them feel like filthy sluts.

		

		Again and again the two brunettes flicked their nipples past each other, their sensual fighting driving the two women hotter and hotter with every passing second. Angry hisses mixed between their plush, girl-lips as they struggled to bend each other’s nipples back with her own again and again. Chelsea and Jessy argued vehemently about who’s nipples were stronger, argued over who’s nipples were dominating who’s, every single pass driving the two women to hate each other more and more. With every second their nipples grew harder, with every moment this bitter stimulating caused their rods to become more erect; but no matter how hard they tried, neither woman seemed able to bend her rival’s rods back any more than her own nipples were giving. Their moans of pleasure grew louder, the lust swirling around them grew hotter; and with wild, frantic screams the two women threw their arms around each other’s topless body, howling as they crushed their forms against each other with every ounce of strength they had.

		

		Chelsea and Jessy sobbed as they crushed their topless bodies against each other as hard as they could, their panting cries mixing desperately between their beautiful, snarling faces as they felt their tits bulge against each other violently, quivering between their forms, struggling to crush each other flat. Their entire bodies quaked as they felt each other’s nipples stabbing painfully into her dense titflesh, felt each other trying to pierce through their perfect tits, causing the two devastating brunette rivals to scream each other’s name in violent hatred. The bitter tears streaming down their faces began to mix as the two women pressed in cheek to cheek, glaring so hatefully into each other’s eyes that they knew this violent war wouldn’t be solved for hours.

		

		Each woman’s nipples were causing so much pain to the other’s tender breasts that they hated each other’s rods violently, hated them more than they had ever hated the nipples of another woman before. With passionate moans of pleasure and pain the two women began to grind their heavy tits against each other left and right, up and down, frantically and mercilessly grating their tender, rock-hard nipples against each other again and again as if the two women were trying to slice each other’s rods off with her own. Every single pass brought them agonizing pleasure, every single time they felt their nipples coming together they would bend and twist them around and around, struggling and writhing against each other’s unforgiving grip, fighting to bend each other’s rods back with her own. With every pass their mouths opened wider in passionate sobs, every collision between their nipples saw their rods bend against each other in equal measure, every quivering stalemate bringing them closer and closer to complete sexual hatred. They hated how much they loved the violent sensations, hated how much they enjoyed the bitter feeling of bending each other’s rods back again and again. Shock after violent shock spread across their tits, pleasure and pain mixing inside their bodies, making the two women feel like gorgeous, filthy whores as they struggled desperately to destroy each other’s breasts; and they absolutely loved it.

		

		The two brunettes could see it in each other’s eyes; the violent twisting of their perfect, tender nipples was filling the two women with so much lust that they could hardly stand it. Each woman knew the other was horny, knew that her enemy was so frantically horny that she could explode at any second. Their war was focused completely on their incredible tits, but during the frantic twisting of their topless bodies their panties clashed and rubbed against each other again and again. Each woman could feel how wet the other’s lace was, could feel her enemy’s panties growing wetter by the second. Chelsea and Jessy continued their bitter titfight, continued driving each other closer and closer to the edge, each woman knowing that the other’s incredible wetness was caused almost solely by their crushing, quivering tits. They could feel their pussies pulsing with desire, could feel them trembling more and more violently with every single second the two brunettes kept their erect nipples struggling and writhing; and as the two gorgeous girls lined their nipples up tip to tip, crushing them against each other with all their might, their mouths opened in violent, orgasmic screams as they could contain their excitement no longer.

		

		Hot tears streamed violently down their precious cheeks as the two brunettes came, filling their panties with so much cream that it began to drip around the thin lace and down their powerful thighs. Their mutual orgasm was so powerful, so pleasurable, that their naked backs arched wildly, driving their tender breasts against each other even harder, driving their milk-holes to widen and seal against each other in a violent stalemate as the two women practically fought to drive their nipples inside of each other, to pierce each other’s rods with her own, crushing against each other so tightly that Chelsea and Jessy felt like they were inside each other. They sobbed into each other’s gaping mouth, their hot breaths mixing between their plush girl-lips as they slammed their clothed pussies against each other again and again, their hearts racing as they realized their bitter titfight alone had sent them to a raging climax. Their legs quaked beneath the weight of their orgasm, threatening to sink the two rivals to their knees, and Chelsea and Jessy had to use each other’s topless body for leverage to keep from collapsing. The heat from their sexual forms swirled around them, beads of sweat forming upon their perfect skin as they felt the final seconds of their climaxes elapse; and when their orgasms finally subsided the two women spat hatefully into each other’s face, showing one another there would never be any mercy.

		

		The erotic sensations of their nipples piercing inside each other were so incredible, so powerful, that the two women almost never wanted it to end. With reluctant, agonizing moans of pleasure and pain the two women pulled their breasts away from each other, trembling violently as they felt their sealed milk-holes pull tight before popping away from each other with a sound that echoed challengingly around them. The two women gave a sharp gasp as they glared across each other’s tender rods; thin strings of clear liquid connected Chelsea’s milk-holes with Jessy’s, almost as if even their breasts had come; and wild, wordless hisses echoed around them as the two brunettes glared hatefully into each other’s eyes once more, their topless bodies trembling desperately for the next round as the two women panted venomously into each other’s gorgeous, snarling face.

		

		Chelsea and Jessy pressed their naked breasts against each other once more, softer this time. They hissed wordless insults between their plush, girl-lips as they twisted their nipples against each other lightly, making the two brunettes tremble, making the two desperate rivals feel like filthy sluts for coming solely from their vicious, painful titfight. Their hearts raced in their chests as once more they felt pleasurable shocks across their breasts, each woman daring the other to press against her harder. They loved the tears glistening in each other’s eyes, loved how their glares reflected against each other’s sexual pleasure and pain. Their breasts rose and fell in unison, compressing together every time the two women took a breath. They hated each other, hated each other so desperately that they wanted to make each other wither...but they knew this was only the beginning.

		

		“I hate your tits, you dirty slut...” Chelsea moaned, struggling to keep her voice from cracking as she and Jessy twisted their nipples against each other once more, reminding them of their bitter, mutual orgasm they had just shared. “I hate your filthy fucking tits!”

		

		“I hate your tits too you pathetic cunt!” Jessy growled back, her pussy still pulsing and throbbing from the devastating climax that rocked her form. She knew the orgasm had an equal effect on her gorgeous rival, knew that her enemy’s pussy was throbbing just like her own; and she knew they both wanted so much more. “Your tits are fucking weak, cunt! Just rubbing them against mine made you come like a filthy fucking whore!”

		

		“You came too, you pitiful cunt!” Chelsea hissed back, her entire body trembling with rage as just glaring into the other woman’s eyes made her blood practically boil. She could feel the heat emanating off their bodies, could feel their auras clashing violently around their forms, as if their very spirits were waging desperate war. She wrapped her left arm around Jessy’s naked back slowly, letting her gorgeous rival follow suit, pressing their naked tits against each other harder and harder with every passing second. “And I know you want more!” Her right hand forced its way between Jessy’s powerful thighs, loving how absolutely wet the other brunette’s lace was against her palm. Jessy’s lustful moans met Chelsea’s ears as her fingertips began to lightly caress her enemy’s clothed pussy in challenge, daring her enemy to follow suit; and as she felt Jessy’s fingers against her tender sex, felt the other woman’s fingertips massaging her pussy through her own lace, she knew the other brunette wasn’t giving in. “I know you want more Jessy...and I’m going to make you come again and again, until you scream my name in surrender!”

		

		“Then I guess we’ll be coming forever, Chelsea, because I’m never going to give in to a filthy little whore like you!” Jessy snarled, her lust and hatred for the other woman so devastating and violent that she shoved her fingers deep inside Chelsea’s pussy through the lace, driving Chelsea’s panties into her sex as she began to violently finger her gorgeous, desperate enemy. She loved the way Chelsea screamed, loved the way her bitter rival howled in pleasurable pain as her fingers expertly violated the other woman’s twat; but soon her own screams were mixing with her enemy’s as she felt Chelsea’s fingers bury just as deep into her own pussy, causing hot tears to stream down her cheeks just as her own fingers were forcing Chelsea to sob. They pumped and twisted their fingers inside each other’s pussy rapidly, their violent screams mixing around them into the most sexually erotic sound either woman had ever heard. They hated each other, were violently trying to make each other come; but they knew the soaking lace that kept their pussies clothed was only slowing them down. Ravenous cries escaped their lips as the two women gripped each other’s panties, the sound of ripping fabric sounding like the bell for their next violent round. The two women tore each other’s panties away in seconds, each woman standing completely naked against the other as their shaven pussies were finally exposed; and as soon as Chelsea and Jessy realized that nothing could hold them back the two brunettes set into each other like wild whores, their screams echoing around them louder than they ever had before as they fingerfucked each other with reckless abandon.

		

		They screamed and cried, twisted and writhed, neither woman willing to give in to the other as they pumped and twisted their fingers inside of each other’s tender pussy like violent whores. Neither woman could believe how wet her rival was, how much her enemy had come just from their pleasurable, painful titfight. Even now they could feel their tits crushing against each other, could feel their nipples bending and stabbing against each other like knives, pain and pleasure mixing together inside their bodies. They loved and hated the sound of each other’s moans, loved and hated the sound of each other’s bitter cries as they violated each other’s sex with every ounce of strength they could. Their screams grew louder as two fingers turned into three, tears streaming down their cheeks as they felt the lust and hatred between them growing with every passing second. They wanted to make each other suffer, wanted to make each other sob as they forced each other to orgasm again and again. They knew this war would last for hours, would last for days if it had to, in order for one woman to come out on top.

		

		“I hate you slut!” Jessy screamed, her pussy pulsing wildly as Chelsea drove her fingers inside again and again. “I’m the better whore Chelsea! I’m the better fucking whore!”

		

		“Shut the fuck up cunt!” Chelsea howled back, her pussy practically biting at Jessy’s fingers as her rival penetrated her pussy again and again. “Shut the fuck up you filthy fucking whore!”

		

		“Why don’t you fucking make me!?” Jessy snarled back, opening her mouth wide. She nearly choked as Chelsea shoved her tongue deep inside her mouth, but she shoved her own tongue in as well; and as soon as the two women tasted their mixing saliva they felt their eyes fluttering, their moans mixing violently between their lips as their tongues twisted and writhed against each other with reckless abandon. They hated each other so much, hated how much they loved each other’s taste; and as they struggled to devour each other’s spit, struggled to drive each other to orgasm before her rival could do the same, the two women had to fight to not give in to the pleasurable, sexual sensations.

		

		Jessy and Chelsea pumped and twisted their fingers wildly inside each other’s soaking, tender cunt, tears streaming down their precious cheeks as they struggled to get each other off. They moaned and sobbed into each other’s mouth, hating how much they loved each other’s cruel violations. Their violent penetrations were sending such unbelievable pleasure, such incredible ecstasy through their naked bodies that they didn’t know how much longer they could last before they exploded into another agonizing orgasm. Their tongues struggled desperately inside their mouths, twisting and writhing against each other with reckless abandon, struggling to devour each other’s delicious spit. Their saliva mixed frantically inside their mouths, combining into such an incredible taste that the two brunettes nearly melted inside each other’s mouth, and they had to use every ounce of rage they had in order to remember that this was a fight.

		

		With one hand still wildly pumping each other’s soaking, ravenous cunt the two brunettes crushed their bodies even harder against each other with the other. They sobbed in painful pleasure as their naked breasts bulged violently against each other, their nipples burying into each other’s dense titflesh deeper and deeper, causing their manic cries to mix inside their hungry mouths. Tears streamed down their precious cheeks as they fought, their naked bodies crushing and grinding against each other violently in opposite directions even as they drove their fingers desperately inside each other again and again. They squealed in pain, moaned in pleasure as their tender nipples sliced against each other again and again, the shocks of their tits combining with the pulsing of their soaking pussies to drive their pleasure higher and higher. They glared into each other’s eyes as they kissed, as they fought, as they fingered each other closer and closer to the edge, each woman fighting a losing battle not to come.

		

		They could feel their pussies pulsing, could feel their sex lips biting and sucking on each other’s fingers, driving them in deeper. They sobbed as they fought, neither woman sure how much longer she would be able to last. Their hearts raced in their chests, their panting gasps echoing in muffled cadence around their twisting tongues as each woman felt like she could come at any second; and then Chelsea’s body nearly collapsed as she felt her entire body quake with violent ecstasy, her tender pussy exploding with so much cum that it coated Jessy’s slender fingers, dripping down her hand as Chelsea tore her tongue from her enemy’s mouth in a frantic, orgasmic scream.

		

		“You bitch!” Chelsea screamed, her entire body quaking as her violent orgasm detonated from her body. “You filthy fucking whore! I hate you Jessy, I fucking hate you! Fuck you bitch, Fuck you!” Every single inch of her body was trembling from the weight of her powerful orgasm, practically begging to escape from the other woman’s grip and finish her orgasm in peace. She held on desperately, kept the pressure between their naked bodies strong, practically using the other woman’s naked form to keep from sinking to the floor. “Fuck!”

		

		“That’s it whore, come!” Jessy cackled, loving the way her enemy struggled and writhed against her merciless fingers, her powerful tits. Their tongues had been forced from each other’s mouths so violently that their lips glistened with each other’s spit, dripping down their chins. “Fucking come you filthy fucking whore! I know you like it Chelsea, I know you fucking like it! Ooohhh, I can feel your fucking cum dripping down my fingers slut! So hot and thick, I know you fucking like it!” Jessy fought through the pleasure, fought through the pain, admiring Chelsea’s determination and stamina as her rival continued to finger back, continued to crush and grind naked tits to naked tits against her. “Your mother fucking liked it too you bitter little whore! You should never have tried to disobey me, cunt! I’m going to make you come again and again, and when you scream my name in surrender I’m going to make you my fucking sex-slave! I’m going to make you do so many filthy things to me that you’ll never be able to look me in the eye ever again! I’m going to make you bow down to me, whore...just like I made your mother submit to my will!”

		

		“I’m going to make you...fucking pay...for what you did to my mother!” Chelsea sobbed, fighting through her violent orgasms to bring her enemy down. Every fiber of her being begged her to quit, every second of her desperate climax made her pussy want to wilt; but she knew she could never give in to Jessy no matter how much pleasure and pain assaulted her naked form. She knew Jessy was close, knew the other brunette whore was about to explode in just as much pleasure as she had. She could feel Jessy’s arousal coating her fingers as they twisted and writhed inside of her, could feel how ravenously her enemy’s cunt was biting at her fingers; and she forced her gaze to remain locked with Jessy’s even as the other brunette continued to fingerfuck her with reckless abandon. She could feel the other woman trembling against her, could hear the other woman’s screams growing even more shrill as the seconds drove on; and she felt a thrill of ravenous pride as Jessy’s mouth opened in a violent, orgasmic scream of her own, the tears streaming down her rival’s cheeks growing even hotter as an explosion of cum coated her fingers just as her own climax had coated Jessy’s.

		

		With fingers still twisting inside each other’s soaking, tender cunt the two brunettes took each other to the ground, their naked bodies still violently quaking as their orgasms detonated through their forms. Tears streamed down their cheeks as they struggled for the top position, rolling across each other again and again on the floor of Jessy’s office. Their bitter, hateful screams surrounded their struggling forms as their sweating, naked bodies trades positions again and again. When at last the two desperate brunettes could feel the last seconds of their orgasms beginning to fade they tore their fingers from each other’s tender sex, scratching and clawing at every inch of skin they could, spreading each other’s cum across their bodies as they bitterly struggled for dominance.

		

		They were wild in their attacks, frantic in their desperate struggle, abandoning all tactics for untamed, reckless exchanges. When they felt their lips brushing against each other in the midst of their desperate catfight Jessy and Chelsea would drive their tongues deep into each other’s mouth, twisting and corkscrewing against each other in wild, hateful lust before their faces were torn away from each other once more. When they felt their mouths brushing up against each other’s naked flesh they would bite, lick, and suck at each other’s perfect skin, causing pain and pleasure to mix upon their gorgeous, naked bodies. They bit at each other’s arms, ran their tongues ravenously through each other’s cleavage, sucked so hard on each other’s nipples that the two brunettes felt like they would give milk. They hated each other desperately, hated how much they loved each other’s taste; and as the smells of sweat and sex swirled around them, the two women began to wonder if even greater taste waited between each other’s powerful thighs.

		

		As the two women bit, licked, and sucked at each other’s skin Jessy and Chelsea found their bodies perfect for a bitter sixty-nine, each woman glaring at the other’s soaking, dripping pussy with a hateful, ravenous lust. The scents of their bitter orgasms were driving them wild, were making the two rivals so hot and horny that they couldn’t wait to taste each other. They could feel their bodies trembling, could feel their quivering moans echoing around them as the two women took in each other’s intoxicating scents; and as if by some desperate, unspoken cue the two women sank their nails into each other’s thighs, spreading them open wide before burying their faces between each other’s powerful thighs. Immediately the air around them was filled with muffled screams of pleasure and disgust as the two bitter enemies began eating each other out like frantic whores.

		

		Chelsea and Jessy quivered violently at the sensation of each other’s tongue violating their pussies, frantically tracing the lines of each other’s cunt, desperately licking the cum that coated their skin. Tears streamed down their faces, mixing with the sweat on each other’s thighs as they twisted and writhed, squirming against the pleasure of each other’s antics. Their tongues devoured each other’s cum in seconds, the bittersweet taste coating their lips, filling their mouths, making the two women want more and more. They hated each other so much, hated how much they loved the taste of each other’s cream, hated how even when they had finished off the last drops of each other’s arousal that they wanted another taste. They could feel each other’s pussy pulsing against her tongue, begging to be devoured; and their screams and cries of bitter lust grew even louder as they forced their tongues inside each other’s tight, ravenous pussy, driving inside each other again and again as they fought to make each other explode in another violent, orgasmic wave.

		

		“Gonna...make you come...you little fucking whore!” Jessy moaned, her words muffled by her desperate rival’s pussy as she wildly tongued Chelsea’s delicious cunt. “Gonna...make you scream...like a fucking slut!”

		

		“Gonna...make you come first...you fucking skank!” Chelsea hissed back, barely able to make her words understood as she ravenously tongued her enemy’s quivering sex. Just like when she had fingered her desperate rival she could feel Jessy’s pussy lips biting at her tongue, quivering at her intrusion, leaking arousal as she brought the other woman closer and closer to climax. She could feel her enemy’s tongue writhing inside her frantically, licking the inside of her vagina with ravenous intensity; and the hateful intrusion made her want to come again and again at the incredible sensations scorching through her body. She could tell by the way Jessy moaned, could tell by the way her gorgeous rival trembled harder and harder with every second her tongue writhed inside of her, that her enemy was feeling the exact same shocks of violent pleasure; but no matter how much they enjoyed it, she knew that the two of them could never find peace. This was a fight, a bitter test of sexual expertise and willpower; and neither woman was willing to quit until the other couldn’t take it anymore.

		

		Jessy could hardly believe how incredible Chelsea’s tongue felt inside of her, could hardly believe how much she loved the desperate sensations of Chelsea eating her out like a ravenous whore. Her pussy was already so tender, so wet and sensitive as she felt her rival’s tongue driving deeper and deeper inside of her. Jessy’s heart raced in her chest as she felt her body beginning to give in, as she felt her sex being driven closer and closer to another violent, quivering climax. She had expected an easy victory, had expected to already have the bitter little dyke begging her for mercy, especially after her little sexfight with Natalie. Their first fuckfight had been so easy, so one-sided. It had been so simple to bring Chelsea to her knees, to make the other slut submit to her will; but this time it was so much different. Chelsea no longer hesitated, no longer seemed afraid to match her enemies in any way they saw fit. It was is if her rival was a completely different woman now; and as Jessy felt her body being driven towards the edge, felt her desire to come nearly at a point where she could hold on no longer, she knew she had to act fast in order to bring her enemy under her control.

		

		With a ravenous scream Jessy tore her tongue from her enemy’s pussy, strings of arousal connecting Chelsea’s sex with her tongue. She heard Chelsea give a sigh of relief, knew her rival almost expected her to give up; but with a menacing snarl Jessy brought her lips around her enemy’s squealing clit, sucking as hard as she could. Her heart raced as she heard Chelsea’s cry of absolute pleasure, felt her enemy’s pussy lips quivering, almost exploding in another wave of cum; but she felt a sharp stab of anger as somehow her enemy was able to hold on. She crushed her tongue against her enemy’s sexhorn, teasing it wildly while sucking on it like candy; and as her enemy began to tremble violently from her attack, she knew Chelsea wouldn’t be able to hold onto her climax much longer.

		

		Tears welled hot in Chelsea’s eyes as she felt Jessy’s lips surround her clit, as she felt her desperate rival licking and sucking on her direct center of pleasure in an attack that nearly sent her spiraling over the edge. She fought through the agonizing pleasure not to come, using every ounce of self-control she had to keep fighting. The pleasure was so incredible, was so frantic, that it drove her to sob into Jessy’s delicious pussy; but she knew she had to fight her rival on equal ground. She pulled her tongue from inside her enemy’s soaking pussy lips, ravenously attacking Jessy’s clit just like her hateful enemy was attacking hers. She felt a thrill of pride as she heard her rival’s bitter cries growing in volume, as she felt Jessy’s naked body shake violently against her own. She knew her enemy wanted to come, knew her rival was so close to the edge that a few more seconds could send Jessy to another powerful explosion; but as Jessy’s tongue violently assaulted her clit, bitterly attacked her sexhorn, she knew her own body was just as close.

		

		Jessy and Chelsea ate each other out like frantic whores, neither woman willing to submit even as they felt the seconds to their violent orgasms ticking down. They wanted so violently to come, wanted so desperately to detonate their delicious juices across each other’s face, but they knew they couldn’t give in to the violent pleasure they were giving to each other, knew they had to keep fighting in order to drive each other over the edge. With tears in their eyes the two gorgeous girls drove their fingers deep into each other’s ravenous pussy once more, fingering each other desperately even as they licked and sucked each other’s clit like hungry sluts. Tears streamed hotter down their precious cheeks, their naked bodies trembling and quaking violently against each other as they struggled to drive each other to the brink of sexual destruction. They knew they couldn’t submit, knew they couldn’t give in to each other, knew they had to keep fighting. They clenched their pussies tightly, driving each other’s fingers in even deeper, struggling desperately to hold in the climaxes threatening to detonate from their incredible forms. They hated each other so much, despised each other for their violent defiance, struggled in vain to keep from surrendering to each other’s frantic attacks; and with violent cries of orgasmic rage the two women exploded into the most agonizing orgasm of the night, coating each other’s face with their hot cream and filling each other’s mouths with their delicious cum.

		

		“Lick my pussy!” Jessy screamed, tears streaming down her cheeks as Chelsea’s hot cum sprayed violently across her face. “Like the cum from my fucking pussy you filthy dyke, I know you fucking like how it tastes!”

		

		“You fucking like my taste too, you dirty little slut!” Chelsea howled, hating how good Jessy’s juices tasted inside her ravenous mouth. She hated how she had come from Jessy’s expert tongue, but she was filled with pride as she realized she had made the other brunette bitch come at exactly the same time. With a raspy moan Chelsea forced her tongue against Jessy’s trembling cunt, unable to stifle a moan as she licked the other woman’s delicious cum from her skin. She hated Jessy so much, but she loved her taste, loved how sweet Jessy’s juices were upon her tongue. Her entire body quaked as she felt her bitter enemy doing the same, felt her gorgeous sexual rival cleansing her pussy of her orgasmic secretions. Her heart raced as she realized there was so much more, realized that the two of them had only just begun. She could feel her pussy throbbing, practically begging for more. She could sense how much her pussy hated Jessy’s, knew that Jessy’s pussy hated her own just as much. They wanted to fight each other, wanted to fuck each other violently and make each other come again and again. Each woman thought her pussy was prettier, was stronger, was better than her rival’s; and she could tell by the way they were moaning, by the way the two of them were trembling with hatred and lust, that the only way they could truly decide which one of them was the better woman was to match their perfect cunts against each other and fuck with all their might.

		

		The two gorgeous brunettes cleaned each other’s skin in seconds, their hearts racing as the taste of each other’s delicious cum was strong in their mouths; but the two women had to know whose juices were truly sweeter. Hungry growls escaped their mouths as Jessy and Chelsea twisted around each other, coming face to face once more as bitter waves of hateful lust spread through their forms like sexual fire. They glared across one another’s beautiful, snarling face, each woman’s cum glistening upon the other’s precious cheeks. As if by some desperate cue the two ravenous warriors crushed their tongues against each other’s face, moaning in lust and disgust as Jessy and Chelsea began licking each other’s face like bitter whores. The taste of their own cum mixed with the taste of their rival’s, their arousal practically battling it out inside their mouths, their sweetness struggling to overcome each other in a frantic stalemate; and as their cum mixed and combined upon their tongues, swirling into an unbelievably delicious taste, they realized it was nearly impossible to tell whose cum truly had the better taste.

		

		Their tongues writhed against each other desperately, clashing and tangling again and again as Jessy and Chelsea licked each other’s face wildly. Their hot breaths mixed between their plush, girl-lips as they struggled, each woman panting and begging for more. They glared into each other’s glistening eyes with passionate hatred as the heat surrounding their bodies swirled around them, the sound of their ravenous panting making them so hot and horny that they could hardly stand it. Their tits crushed and grinded between their incredible bodies, their nipples twisting and bending against each other again and again, growing harder and harder, sending such desperate pleasure searing through their sweating naked forms that they knew they just had to fuck. This was a violent power struggle, a bitter sexwar between gorgeous rivals; and only one of them could win.

		

		Wild screams echoed around them as Chelsea and Jessy forced their tongues even deeper inside each other’s mouth, their cries immediately turning into lustful moans as their spit began to violently mix even further. The fingers of their right hands twisted painfully through each other’s disheveled tresses, pulling hatefully, driving their snarling faces against each other even harder. They threw their left arms around each other’s naked back, groaning in pain as their holds drove their voluptuous breasts even tighter against each other, burying their nipples deep inside each other’s dense titflesh. Still the two brunettes grinded their perfect tits against each other, slicing their rods together again and again through their breastmeat, as if each woman was determined to cut the other’s tits with her powerful nipples.

		

		In a manic twisting of limbs Chelsea and Jessy forced their naked bodies to a sitting position, bitterly lacing right leg over left to lock their pussies in a cage where neither woman could escape. Tears streamed down their precious cheeks as they slammed cunt to cunt, howling in bitter rage as their naked, tender sexes began to bite and suck ravenously at each other. Immediately they could feel their lust building, could feel an orgasm growing inside of them as the two women began to fuck pussy to pussy like ravenous whores. The two brunettes settled into a fierce, wet grind almost immediately, slicing clit to clit in a desperate effort to drive each other over the edge. Every time their sexhorns collided, it drove such agonizing pleasure through their forms that it felt like they would explode. Images of their first bitter fuckfight immediately flooded through them, lustful emotions washing over them like a tidal wave; and each woman was determined to make the other feel like such a dirty slut that she would never want to defy her ever again.

		

		“You think your pussy is better!?” Jessy growled, struggling to make her words heard through their frantically dueling tongues. “You think your fucking pussy is better than mine!?”

		

		“I know it is bitch, I know it fucking is!” Chelsea snarled back, her words barely understandable as she twisted and corkscrewed her tongue against Jessy’s with all her might. “My pussy’s gonna fucking wreck yours, Jessy!”

		

		“I’m going to make your fucking pussy scream!” Jessy snarled, every inch of her body clenched against every inch of Chelsea’s. “I’m going to make your fucking pussy beg for mercy, just like I made your mother’s!”

		

		“I’m going to fuck your pussy dry, cunt!” Chelsea growled back, tears of passionate hatred streaming down her face. “I’m going to wreck your pussy so badly, you’ll never be able to fuck anyone ever again!”

		

		Clit sliced violently against clit, pussy lips bit and sucked at pussy lips, each woman practically begging the other to fight her harder as their cunts waged war between their gorgeous, naked bodies. Tears streamed down their precious cheeks as the two women fucked and fought, every inch of their bodies clenched against each other in a painful, pleasurable duel for sexual dominance. Their tongues twisted and corkscrewed between their gaping lips, each woman panting heavily into the other’s mouth as their delicious spit mixed, each woman devouring the other’s saliva like a ravenous whore. Their skin was coated in sweat, their sexual scents swirled and mixed around them, combining into a bitterly erotic scent. Jessy and Chelsea kept their glistening eyes locked in violent hatred, each woman showing the other there would be no mercy, that they wouldn’t quit until one or both of them had completely collapsed, until one of them could no longer continue. The two women had no idea how long they had been fighting, how long their incredible bodies had been locked in vicious competition; but as their pussies began to throb, their cunts pulsing in unison, they knew this bitter fuckwar would continue on longer than either of them had first anticipated.

		

		Chelsea and Jessy screamed in passionate lust as their pussies exploded in unison, tearing their tongues from each other’s mouth as they filled one another’s soaking cunt with their cream. They could feel their hearts racing, could feel each other’s hot cum spraying across her skin, mixing with her own arousal, their juices practically fighting each other between them as they came. Their bodies were immediately overcome with a wild, unbridled lust, thrashing and spasming against each other wildly, each woman nearly losing complete control as more pleasure than either woman had ever experienced before exploded from their bodies. They screamed and cried, their faces arched towards the ceiling in passionate moans of orgasmic pleasure, Jessy and Chelsea screaming each other’s name to the heavens as the pleasure within them built higher and higher. The methodical, wet grinding of their cunts was immediately exchanged for violent, passionate thrusts, each brunette pulling her hips back quickly before slamming her pussy against the other’s, their screams growing louder and louder as again and again their naked sexes clashed.

		

		The two desperate warriors pulled even harder on each other’s disheveled, raven hair, arching each other’s body against her own even harder. They sobbed in pleasurable pain, crying as the two women fucked each other like passionate whores, the wet slaps of naked pussy against naked pussy echoing around them like a violent drum beat of sexual warfare. Jessy and Chelsea reached towards each other’s ass with the arm thrown around each other’s naked back, both woman crying out in pain as they sank their nails deep into each other’s tight, voluptuous ass. They used their holds to slam each other’s cunt even harder against her own, driving the pressure between them even harder and more painful, their moans and screams growing louder and shriller with every single violent collision. The two women had never felt so much hatred, so much pleasurable pain, and with every time their pussies clashed they could feel their emotions exploding out of control. They were prepared to come more times than they could count, were prepared to fill each other’s naked sex with their juices again and again, were ready to fight and fuck for hours, even days if they had to, in order to win. Jessy knew that if she lost, she would lose everything she had worked so hard to achieve...and Chelsea knew that if she succumbed to Jessy’s incredible cunt, she would never be able to look her rival, or her mother, in the eye ever again.

		

		“I hate you Jessy!” Chelsea screamed, her voice shaking violently as her entire body quaked with pleasurable ecstasy. “I fucking hate you, you filthy fucking whore!”

		

		“I hate you too Chelsea!” Jessy howled back, her voice cracking with passionate pleasure as she slammed her cunt against the other brunette’s again and again. “I hate you more than I’ve ever fucking hated anyone!”

		

		The two brunettes fought through the pleasure, fought through the pain, to drive their pussies against each other as hard as they could. They screamed and cried, moaned and fought, neither woman willing to give in to the other’s power until one or both of them could no longer fight. In a fit of rage the two women brought their perfect tits against each other again and again, slamming their breasts together as hard as they could. They sobbed as they felt their rock-hard nipples stabbing into their dense titflesh over and over, causing such pleasurable pain to sear through their naked bodies that they wanted nothing more than to completely and utterly destroy each other, until her rival would never again defy her rule. In seconds their breasts were slamming against each other as hard as their pussies, each woman struggling to use everything she had in order to make the other cry out in pain. They fought against each other’s hold on their tresses to bring them both face to face once more, to allow them to glare hatefully into each other’s eyes. They began to spit into each other’s face again and again, moaning in lust and disgust as they felt each other’s saliva slap wetly against their cheeks. With every few exchanges Jessy and Chelsea would crush their tongues against each other’s face, frantically licking the spit from each other’s skin, allowing their tongues to clash desperately again and again before pulling away and beginning anew, each woman feeling like a dirty, filthy whore for enjoying her enemy’s sexual antics.

		

		Again and again Jessy and Chelsea forced each other to orgasm, their hot cum colliding violently between their soaking, tender pussies, spraying across one another’s sex and thighs in passionate waves. They shared and traded orgasms as if they were fuel, howling and screaming frantically with every single climax. They were ravenous as they fought, wild as they fucked, slamming cunt to cunt so hard that every single impact shook them to the core. Their bodies screamed for rest, their pussies cried out for relief, but still the two brunettes continued. It was as if the only thing that mattered to them now was destroying each other, was to cause each other so much pleasurable pain that they would never forget this bitter, frantic war. They began to crush and grind their sensitive cunts against each other every time the two of them came in unison, forcing each other’s pussy open wide, filling each other’s sex with their incredible cream, their cum practically fighting in between their struggling cunts to force each other back inside; and when their explosions finally ceased, when the two women finally had a second to focus before their next impending climax they would break their cunts apart, only to continue slamming them together as violently as they could once more.

		

		Chelsea and Jessy fucked each other like this for over an hour, neither woman willing to surrender no matter how many times her naked body was forced to explode in ecstasy. Tears, spit, sweat and cum mixed upon their bodies, coated their skin, each woman feeling more and more like a dirty, filthy whore with every single climax her enemy was able to force out of her. They were panting heavily now, their bodies almost completely exhausted, their muscles ached from straining against each other so violently for so long. They were sobbing in the middle of their desperate sexual warfare, each woman hating the other more than she had ever hated anyone. They were fighting and fucking each other as hard as they could, but no matter what the two women did to each other neither woman was willing to surrender. Their visions were beginning to flash in bright, violent colors, this frantic test of sexual endurance sapping them of their strengths that they had to concentrate every ounce of energy they had just to bring their hips against each other once more. They could feel another orgasm building painfully inside of them, could feel the most powerful climax they had ever experienced threatening to burst from their pained pussies. Immediately the two women began to fear that this orgasm would wreck them, that as soon as this climax exploded from their bodies that they would be paralyzed from the exhausting pleasure...and her enemy would be free to do anything she wanted to her until she regained control. The two brunettes looked deep into each other’s eyes, each woman realizing that her enemy could feel the same exact orgasm building inside of her as well. They had to know whose pussy was stronger, had to know who the better whore truly was. They knew that no matter the potential consequences the two of them couldn’t quit until this bitter sexual war was settled; and with screams of lustful exhaustion the two women settled their tender pussies into a fierce, wet grind once more.

		

		Clit sliced painfully against clit, pussy lips bit and sucked at pussy lips, tears streamed down the brunettes’ precious cheeks as they fucked each other with every ounce of strength they could muster. They sobbed and cried, each woman hating and loving the sound of her enemy’s squeals. They opened their mouths wide, each woman driving her face against her rival’s, crushing their plush, girl-lips against each other as they drove their tongues deep inside each other’s mouth. Immediately their cries became muffled as Jessy and Chelsea locked their lips together angrily, furiously making out as they struggled to drive each other over the edge. Their faces pressed against each other as their tongues desperately dueled, smearing and mixing the tears upon their cheeks. Harder and harder they fought, faster and faster they grinded, each woman struggling to drive her enemy to orgasm before her rival could force her pussy to explode in ecstasy. They were so horny, so vicious, so desperate to drive each other over the edge that they could hardly even remember why they were fighting; but it barely mattered now. The only thing that either woman cared about now was the gorgeous whore pressed up against her, was the violent battle between their naked bodies, was the frantic struggle between their tender pussies as they fucked and fought like the bitter sluts they were. They fucked each other as hard as their exhausted bodies could, each woman fighting wildly to be the first to force her enemy to her resounding climax; but as their bodies gave in at exactly the same time, each woman’s pussy forcing hot cum into the other’s tender cunt, they knew that their bitter fuckfight was still without end.

		

		After what felt like full minutes their climactic explosions finally relented; and as soon as their mutual orgasms finally subsided the two women collapsed on their backs, quietly sobbing as all strength was drained from their incredible bodies. They were so exhausted that they could hardly move. It was all the two gorgeous brunettes could do not to pass out then and there, and they had to focus to not succumb to sleep. They panted heavily, chests heaving in unison. They could still feel their pussies pressed up against each other between their powerful thighs, but they didn’t have the strength to continue fighting or break away from each other; and the sensation of naked pussy against naked pussy without the pain of desperate struggle was maddening.

		

		It took nearly five minutes for the two beautiful brunettes to even have the strength to raise themselves on their elbows. They loved the way tears were streaked down their precious cheeks, the way their eyes were filled with so much passionate hate that it felt like they could kill each other. They glared hatefully across each other’s naked body, their forms still pressed pussy to pussy as their legs remained entwined. They gasped for air in silence, the sound of their labored, horny breaths showing them that they still were unwilling to quit. The two of them still wanted to fight, still wanted to fuck, but right now it was all they could do to not collapse on their backs once more; and it took another five minutes for Jessy and Chelsea to have the strength to speak.

		

		“Are you...ready to...give up...whore!?” Jessy panted. Every single muscle in her body ached, every inch of her form screamed for rest. Her naked pussy was so sore from fighting and fucking Chelsea’s that she could hardly imagine fighting through more punishment; but she could tell by the way her enemy moaned, could tell by the way the tears sparkled on her cheeks, that Chelsea’s sex was just as pained. “You ready to...admit I’m the better whore...and submit to my rule!? I want you...as my fucking...sex slave...Chelsea!”

		

		“I’ll never...give in...to you slut!” Chelsea sobbed. Her entire body trembled in exhaustion, her form so weak and fatigued that just glaring into Jessy’s glistening eyes nearly sapped her of her strength. She could feel her naked twat quivering, practically begging her to end this fuckwar; but she knew she couldn’t submit until Jessy had screamed her name in surrender. She wondered if this was as hard as her mother had fought, wondered if her mother had been as strong or as venomous in her sexfight against Jessy. She knew she had to avenge her mother, knew she had to beat Jessy’s pussy down again and again until the other brunette whore could never look her in the eyes. She knew she had to turn her enemy into her obedient sex-slave...and when she did, she knew she could invite her mother to take her turn on Jessy’s body and begin to avenge herself.

		

		Their naked pussies, coated in their mixing cum, were still pressed hatefully against each other. They were quivering together as one, biting and sucking on each other weakly, as if each woman’s pussy knew the other couldn’t submit. Chelsea’s mouth opened in a pained sob, tears welling in her eyes once more, and she built up all of her strength in her pussy to deliver a weak thrust against Jessy’s. Jessy cried out in lustful pain as she felt the light fucking motion pulse against her cunt, and she grit her teeth in order to return the favor. She felt Chelsea’s responding motion again, harder this time; and Jessy returned, each woman screaming in agony as they struggled to continue the fight. Harder and harder the two women moved against each other, until the two women were fucking each other full-force once more. Their mouths were open in violent screams as their pussies resumed their bitter war, their clits slicing against each other again and again as they settled into a fierce, wet grind; but within seconds Jessy and Chelsea were coming again, spraying their juices across each other’s thighs, draining each other of their energy; and with sobs of sexual agony the two brunettes collapsed on their backs once more, crying as each woman fought to recover her energy in order to continue.

		

		“I fucking...hate you bitch...” Chelsea panted, her words barely able to echo over the sound of their mixing, panting moans. “I hate...your fucking pussy...so fucking much Jessy!”

		

		“I hate...your fucking pussy...even more slut!” Jessy whimpered back, her entire body quaking from the strain of their bitter fuckwar. “And my pussy...fucking hates yours...even more than yours...hates mine!”

		

		“Just fucking...give up whore!” Chelsea responded, fighting through the aching of her muscles to raise herself on her elbows and glare into the other brunette’s eyes once more. As Jessy did the same, the two women were again on equal ground; but they knew if they continued fucking each other like they had been, they would simply collapse in seconds. “My pussy...is better...than your fucking cunt will ever be!”

		

		“You really...fucking think...your pussy has what it takes to control mine!?” Jessy shot back, allowing the anger to help regain her energy. She could feel her body slowly replenishing its strength as she glared into the other brunette’s glistening eyes; but as she saw Chelsea’s trembling gradually beginning to lessen, she knew their locked glares were giving her enemy strength as well. “You really think...your pussy...can keep fucking longer than mine can!?”

		

		“God damn right...whore! My pussy...won’t give in...until your pussy...begs mine to stop!”

		

		“I’ll slam my pussy...against yours...all fucking night...if I have to...cunt! But I have...a better idea...to test the strength of our pussies...unless you’re...fucking scared!”

		

		“Bring it on...bitch! My fucking pussy...can take anything...yours can!”

		

		With trembling hands Jessy reached beneath the rug the two of them were fucking on, her fingers fumbling with the latch of a small lockbox inside the floorboards that Chelsea hadn’t even know was there. She saw Jessy’s slender fingers grasp something beneath the rug; and her heart began to race desperately in her chest as she saw what was clenched inside the other brunette’s hand. Jessy’s fingers were wrapped tightly around a large, double-ended dildo, sparkling in the dim light of Jessy’s office almost as if it was filled with jell. Her eyes locked with Jessy’s once more; and behind the tears she saw her rival’s eyes glinting with a wicked, devilish sheen that made Chelsea practically tremble with lustful excitement.

		

		“I bought this specifically for us...” Jessy panted, struggling to regain her strength. She saw the excitement in Chelsea’s eyes, knew that the other woman would never back down until one or both of them fully collapsed from exhaustion, unable to continue their bitter sexwar any longer. “Don’t worry slut, it’s never been used by anyone else...except for you and I, here and now. You think your fucking pussy is stronger then mine, then fucking prove it! Clench your side with your fucking pussy, and I’ll clench my side with mine! After we’re sure our holds on it are secure, the only way we can force it deeper into each other, the only way we can keep each other from forcing it deeper inside ourselves, is by the strength of our bitter cunts! We can use our hands for anything else; pulling hair, slapping and clawing, crushing and grinding...but if either of us touches the dildo with our hands after we’ve been penetrated, she is automatically the loser! Besides that, you and I will fuck each other until the last of our strength, no matter how long it fucking takes! This little fuckwar ends here and now bitch! One of us will leave this room triumphant...and the other will submit as a sex slave for the rest of the month!”

		

		“Bring it on, you filthy fucking whore!” Chelsea accepted, flashing the other brunette with her own malicious grin. “I can’t wait to have you writhing on the floor in fucking agony! I’m going to fuck you so hard, you won’t even be able to stand! I’m going to make you scream in surrender, and then I’m going to sit on your face and force you to fucking eat me out like the horny little slut you are!”

		

		“You’re going to be the one eating me out, skank!” Jessy growled. “I’m going to make you scream my name just like I had your mother, begging me to stop while I forced her to lick my cunt again and again!”

		

		“Shut your fucking mouth, bitch!” Chelsea cried, her form filling with just as much hate for Jessy as she knew the other brunette had for her. “Let’s see how big you fucking talk when I have this toy shoved deep into your pussy!”

		

		The two brunettes parted their pussies just wide enough for the full length of the toy to fit between them. As Jessy held the middle of the toy with her slender fingers Chelsea wrapped her hand around her rival’s, evening out the pressure between them as the two women glared into each other’s spirits with bitter rage. They knew that no matter what else happened, this part of the fight would be the last. This sexual weapon would decide who the better whore truly was...only the stronger pussy would be able to withstand the other’s sexual might, and each woman was determined to win. Their hot breaths clashed between their faces as the two women opened their mouths wide. Their tongues lashed out of their mouths briefly, twisting and corkscrewing against each other with reckless abandon, as if this hateful kiss signed their agreement that only one of them could truly be the winner. When they felt their lustful tongues had fully sealed their sex-pact they pulled their faces away from each other, a thin string of spit connecting their lips as they panted like sexual animals. They spat into each other’s face in hate, growling in violent rage as each woman’s saliva slapped wetly against the other’s cheek; and then with bitter moans they focused completely on the toy between them, the sexual weapon they would use to destroy each other once and for all.

		

		Chelsea and Jessy had tears in their eyes as they gripped the double-dildo tightly, positioning the toy directly between their tender, soaking pussies. They knew that what they were about to do to each other would hurt; their violent, bitter fuckfight had made their cunts more tender than they had ever been before. They knew that every second of this bitter, mutual war would be agony; but they had come too far to turn back now. With furious, hateful snarls the two women glared into each other’s glistening eyes, their gazes locked through curtains of disheveled raven hair, each girl showing her desperate rival that there would be no mercy. They would force this toy into each other deeply, violently; and they would continue to fuck each other with it until one or both of them completely collapsed from absolute sexual exhaustion.

		

		Their eyes were puffy and red from crying during their brutal, bitter sexfight; but they knew their tears were not finished falling just yet. Each woman gave the other a few more moments to back out, letting their burning glares fuel the desperate, hateful rivalry between them; and with a quick, silent nod the two brunettes told each other they were willing to continue this violent sexwar until the end. Their plush lips opened in pained, sexual gasps as they pushed their naked, aching bodies forward. Tears began to fall as the two women began forcing the shaft into each other’s tender pussy, each woman moaning in agony as she felt her sensitive pussy lips beginning to open around the tip, widening as they spread around the end of the shaft. Each woman was practically sobbing as she continued to press forward, even as her body practically begged her to stop. Their hands were trembling as they gripped the shaft even tighter, each woman helping the other keep her end steady as they began to penetrate each other’s sex with the incredible toy the two brunettes were using as their mutual, sexual weapon.

		

		As they forced the dildo in deeper and deeper, ensuring the two women would have no problem holding onto it with only her cunt, they could feel their pussies quivering. Despite the sexual pain, despite everything the two women had done to each other, despite how much their naked bodies were practically begging them to quit, they could feel their naked sexes beginning to bite and suck at the shaft that was held firmly between them. It was as if their cunts realized there would be no escape, that there would be no way out until one of them completely gave in, that this bitter duel would be to a violent, orgasmic finish...and that acceptance made each brunette’s womanhood ready to fight the other’s until the bitter end. The two women screamed as they gave one final push, burying the toy deep enough that they could take hold of the dildo tightly with only the strength of their pussies; and then their cries died down into a silent whimper as Jessy and Chelsea released their hands from the toy, using nothing more than the strength of their cunts to keep it buried inside each other.

		

		Jessy and Chelsea were panting and moaning quickly now as they struggled to grow accustomed to the vicious sensations of the dildo penetrating them, filling their tender cunts, sending shocks of agonizing pleasure radiating from inside them. They twisted and turned their naked bodies, pulling and pushing gently, ensuring the holds their pussies had on the sexual weapon between them were secure. The pressure from inside their cunts was so incredible, their sexes so tender, that just holding the shaft in place nearly made the two desperate rivals explode with orgasmic cream. They had to grit their teeth in order to keep from coming immediately, their hearts racing as they steeled themselves for battle. Tears began to stream down their precious cheeks once more, each woman glaring into the other’s glistening eyes with blurred vision, daring each other to make the first move; and before Chelsea could react Jessy clenched her pussy around the toy as hard as she could, squeezing with all her might...and she nearly cackled in a filthy fit of glee as Chelsea’s mouth opened in the most beautiful scream she had ever heard.

		

		Chelsea’s entire body quaked with violent, painful pleasure as she felt the toy inside of her swell with violent pulses, filling her pussy so full that she was hardly able to force her sweet, girl-cum from her twat as she immediately came. She cried and sobbed as her entire body rocked with orgasmic explosions, the sensations so violent that they almost made her surrender right then and there; but somehow her hatred helped her to remain in the fight. For nearly a full minute the model could do nothing but hold onto consciousness as her naked from exploded in ecstasy; and even when at last she finally felt her violent climaxes subside, she couldn’t believe what just happened.

		

		“How about now, slut!?” Jessy growled, stroking the other brunette’s body softly as Chelsea’s form collapsed on the ground. “Are you ready to fucking give up now!?”

		

		“What...the fuck...is this!?” Chelsea panted, fear and confusion filling her body just as the dildo was filling her tender pussy.

		

		“Oh yeah, I forgot to tell you...” Jessy began, her grin growing even wider as she watched her hated rival quivering on the ground. “When one end of the dildo is clenched, the other expands! It’s a fantastic feature, don’t you think? Now we truly get to see whose pussy is stronger...unless that tiny little orgasm of yours is enough to make you give up!” Jessy’s pussy began to ache with the continued clench around her end of the dildo, and with a sigh of satisfaction she released the pressure, listening to Chelsea sob in a mixture of pain and relief as her end deflated back to its original size. “Just give in, Chelsea...there’s no way your weak little pussy will be able to win...”

		

		“Fuck...you...Jessy...” Chelsea moaned, her entire body aching from the violent, devastating orgasm that had just exploded across her form. The sensation of the dildo completely filling her pussy had been so crippling that she knew almost every pulse would send her to climax. Her hatred was beginning to ebb into fear; she was scared that if she continued this filthy, brutal war that there would be no way she could recover; but as she glared into Jessy’s glistening eyes, she knew she couldn’t give in until her enemy lay defeated before her, or until her own body couldn’t take anymore and she fully collapsed. She mustered every ounce of strength she could, collected every single shred of determination she could find; and with a quivering moan she clenched her pussy as hard as she could, fighting through the pleasure and agony as her cunt practically screamed in defiance. At once she was filled with an unknown energy as she felt Jessy’s naked body jerk violently, her confidence and determination returning to her almost immediately as Jessy screamed just as loudly as she had done just moments before; and as the toy swelled inside of her enemy, forcing the other brunette to just as violent an orgasm as she had just endured, she knew the two of them were still on equal ground.

		

		“Oh my fucking god!” Jessy screamed, her entire body jerking wildly as her powerful orgasm slammed her back against the ground. Tears streamed from her eyes in rivers as the most incredible orgasm of the night rocked her gorgeous, naked form. Her back arched wildly, her nails digging into the rug beneath her as her body twisted and writhed, her mouth open in wild, panting screams as she struggled to hold on to consciousness. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh Jesus FUCK!”

		

		“That’s it bitch, that’s it!” Chelsea growled, loving every single second her enemy screamed in agonizing pleasure. “Fucking come like the horny little slut you are!” She leaned forward quickly, grabbing Jessy’s breasts with a ravenous force, squeezing the other brunette’s succulent breastmeat, pinching at her hard, erect nipples, groping, teasing, and clawing at the other woman’s tits while she was powerless to stop her. “Why don’t you fucking give up Jessy!? Just admit I’m the better whore and submit to me!”

		

		“I’ll never fucking—“ Jessy began; but as she felt Chelsea’s clenched pussy shove the dildo even further into her tender, naked cunt, all she could do was scream in agonizing pleasure. “Oh God! Oh fuck bitch, I hate you! I fucking hate you, you pathetic fucking slut!”

		

		“I hate you more you pitiful little skank!” Chelsea spat back, loving how desperately her enemy was writhing in front of her. “You started this bitter little fuckwar, but I’m going to be the one to end it!” Her pussy began to tremble from the strain of constantly clenching around the incredible sex toy, began to ache from the pressure, and as she watched Jessy writhing in sexual agony, as she felt the other woman’s hot cum spraying against her pussy from around the dildo, she released her clenched hold with a moan of relief; but immediately her moans were replaced by frantic, hellacious cries as Jessy took advantage of Chelsea’s release, fighting through the pleasure scorching through her body to clench her trembling pussy around the dildo, filling Chelsea’s sensitive cunt once more. Chelsea struggled to hold on, to fight against Jessy’s bitter pressure, but it was no use; and in seconds Chelsea’s naked back slammed against the rug beneath them as well, clawing at the carpet as she struggled to survive the pleasurable orgasms detonating through her sexual form.

		

		Jessy fought through the pleasure, fought through the pain, to force her body to a sitting position once more. Even as her powerful orgasm continued to pulse through her she sank her claws into Chelsea’s tender breasts, punishing the gorgeous model while she remained at the height of her orgasmic weakness. “You like that!?” Jessy moaned, her own voice shrill as the final seconds of her climax elapsed. “You fucking like that don’t you, you little model slut!? I’m going to make you fucking beg for mercy Chelsea! I’m going to make you scream my name in surrender, and when you’ve bowed down to me I’m going to make you do so many wonderful, sinful things that you’ll never defy me again!”

		

		Jessy clawed at Chelsea’s tender breasts until she felt the other brunette’s orgasms beginning to slow; then with a bitter, hateful cry she took her enemy violently by her disheveled tresses, tangling her fingers in Chelsea’s hair and pulling as hard as she could. “Get up here Chelsea!” she screamed, determined to make her gorgeous rival pay even as her own tears were streaming down her precious cheeks. “Get the fuck up here you gorgeous, filthy little bitch! Fuck me face to face! I want to look you in your fucking eyes as I make you beg me to stop!”

		

		“I’m never going to fucking give in to you Jessy!” Chelsea sobbed, her hands flying towards her hateful rival with painful slaps before lacing her fingers just as violently through the other woman’s disheveled raven tresses. “I’ll fight you forever if I fucking have to cunt! I’m the better whore you slut, and I’ll do everything I have to in order to make you my bitch!”

		

		The two women screamed in pain and rage as they pulled on each other’s hair as hard as they could, both women using their holds on each other’s disheveled tresses to force Chelsea to a sitting position, tears streaming down their precious cheeks in rivers. Their hot, sweet breaths clashed between their plush girl-lips as they panted and sobbed, crying even as the two beautiful brunettes knew they couldn’t surrender. Bitter moans escaped their mouths as they thrusted their hips forward again and again, their screams growing louder and louder as they buried the toy deeper and deeper into each other’s tender, soaking twat. Panicked screams echoed around them as they felt the touch of pussy lips against pussy lips, trembling like virgin whores as they felt their clits come together as one; but their locked glares were filled with so much spite that they knew they couldn’t give in to each other no matter how much it hurt.

		

		In another cry of manic rage Chelsea and Jessy crushed their pussies against each other as hard as they could, fully forcing the dildo inside of each other, sealing their tender, soaking cunts around the full of their desperate, sexual weapon; and as they clenched their pussies against each other with every ounce of strength they had, struggling to overcome each other’s incredible sexual prowess, they knew they couldn’t show any mercy until one or both of them were unable to continue their bitter, violent sexwar.

		

		Screams and moans erupted from their mouths, surrounding their desperately struggling forms, each woman’s naked body quivering against the other’s as pain and pleasure swirled around them, each woman clenching the dildo between them as violently as their pussies would allow. Their cunts would ache violently, would feel weak from the desperate strain of fighting to inflate the toy inside her rival while the other brunette tried to do exactly the same. They would glare into each other’s eyes as their naked pussies began to hurt, daring each other to surrender, urging each other to fight even harder, until one of them felt so devasted that she had to release her pussy’s grip; but as soon as she did, her entire pussy would be violently filled by the explosive toy, immediately sending her to another crippling orgasm, completely at the mercy of the other’s bitter antics until her climaxes finally began to slow. She would scream and writhe while her pussy exploded with cum, unable to defender herself as her rival slapped and clawed at her body, licked and violated her lips and cheeks; and when the pleasurable pulses diminished after what felt like hours the victor would release her hold, bringing the two women on equal standings once more. They would clench the toy again, bitterly trying to crush through each other’s pressure; and then the winner of the last round would be unable to keep up the pressure, detonating into another agonizing orgasm as her rival made her suffer the same pleasurable agony.

		

		Chelsea and Jessy shared and traded orgasms as if they were fuel, their bodies growing stronger and stronger with hatred and rage even as their pussies detonated with pleasure again and again. Tears streamed down their precious cheeks, moans and screams surrounding their bitter fuckwar as harder and harder the two women struggled. Their hot, sweet breaths clashed violently between them, driving the two brunettes to even greater heights of horny desperation, every second making the two rivals desperately want to force their tongues deep inside each other’s mouth and kiss like frantic whores.

		

		The two brunettes clenched their pussies harder and harder against each other, their desperate power struggles before one of them came taking them longer and longer as the time before one of them was able to fill the other’s incredible sex with the inflatable toy continued to increase. Their bodies were coated in sweat now, their entire forms aching as the two desperate beauties struggled to destroy each other once and for all. Their moans and pants swirled around them, mixing into one of the most incredible, sexual sounds either woman had ever heard. Their eyes were practically glazed over with tears, their bodies growing more and more ravenous even as their desperate war continued to take a toll on their gorgeous, naked forms. Even as their cunts continued to grow stronger and stronger with hatred and rage, the two women began to feel incredibly exhausted; but still they fought on. Neither woman knew how long they had been fighting, how long they had been fucking; but the sunset that had been streaming in through the windows was long gone; the only lights illuminating their bitter fuckwar now was the dim glow of the lamp on Jessy’s desk and the streaming moonlight that feel upon their naked, sweating forms, casting the two fucking brunettes in a ravenous, almost angelic glow.

		

		It began to take a full minute until one woman was able to crush past the other’s incredible pussy, then two, until it was taking nearly five minutes until one woman was able to fill the other’s sex with their bitter, mutual weapon. They glared into each other’s eyes through their manic tears, each woman’s snarling face blurred as they fought each other as desperately as they could. Their pussies were aching now, pulsing with such violent strain that it felt like they were destroying each other’s cunt by fighting each other in this way. Their bodies twisted and writhed against each other, Chelsea and Jessy fucking each other pussy to pussy even around their toy. They matched their squealing clits against each other again and again, fighting each other’s center of pleasure with her own, the violent duel between their tender sexhorns sending such agonizing shocks through their bodies that the two rivals were forcing desperate, mini-orgasms from each other’s forms even as their pussyfight seemed locked in a bitter stalemate. They cried and sobbed, moaned and fought as the minutes continued to drive on without either woman gaining an advantage; and even as the two women couldn’t help but admire each other’s determination, they hated each other deeper and deeper for their gorgeous, sexual defiance.

		

		Every fiber in Chelsea’s body urged her to fight, urged her to never quit no matter how much their bitter war hurt. Everything Jessy had said, everything Jessy had done, made her realize that no matter what happened, she could never allow herself to quit. Jessy had torn apart her family, had made her mother scream and cry like a whore...and this little brunette bitch had to pay for everything she had done. Even as they fought, even as they fucked, the two women still had their fingers laced tightly through each other’s disheveled tresses; and as Chelsea clenched her pussy as hard as she could, fighting against Jessy’s incredible cunt, she continued to pull violently on her enemy’s hair, her heart racing as the other woman’s pained sobs echoed within her bitter, sexual moans.

		

		Jessy’s entire body screamed at her to keep fighting, to never let up no matter how incredible her beautiful, desperate rival was. She was filled with such bitter, manic rage that she could hardly see straight, absolutely hating everything about Chelsea’s gorgeous body to the point where she knew she had to make the other brunette pay for defying her. She could hardly believe how much Chelsea had improved in such a short time, how much more ferocious and determined she was. Their first fight had been so easy. It had been so simple to make the other brunette scream like a whore, cry like a filthy slut, make her beg for mercy; but now it seemed like no matter what she did, it wasn’t enough to have the other woman crying in surrender. Their perfect breasts had fought each other almost to a standstill, their tongues had met each other at every single twist and turn. Their bitter pussy fight had ended with both of them almost completely collapsing to the ground; and even now, with the new toy she had been so sure would send Chelsea spiraling out of control, the two of them were seemingly on equal ground. They screamed and cried, moaned and fought, each woman using every ounce of strength she had in order to drive the other to orgasm; but their strengths seemed almost equal. Her entire body ached, her pussy throbbed, practically begging her rival’s cunt to give in, but it never did. She had no idea how long the two of them had remained locked in such a bitter stalemate, their naked pussies clenching the toy between them so tightly that they were almost numb. She could feel her pussy beginning to give in, could feel her cunt practically crying as it struggled to keep Chelsea’s sex from filling her pussy once more; and she knew she would have to do something now, or risk becoming the other slut’s desperate sex-slave for so long that she would never be able to confront Chelsea again.

		

		Without warning Jessy released her holds on the other brunette’s disheveled tresses, her hands flying to Chelsea’s voluptuous breasts in a fit of desperate rage. She took her enemy’s nipples with her thumb and forefinger, pinching the other woman’s stiff rods as hard as she could. She watched the tears stream down Chelsea’s precious cheeks as the vicious assault caused pleasurable pain shocking through her breasts; and Jessy gave a scream of relief as the shock finally forced Chelsea’s pussy to release it’s hold on her end of the toy. Jessy cackled with glee as Chelsea’s sex was filled once more with the incredible toy, the model’s mouth opening in the most frantic orgasmic cry she had ever heard. The model’s naked back slammed against the rug once more as her nude body was thrown into violent spasms, her climaxes so incredibly powerful that hot cum began to spray across Jessy’s naked, tender pussy even from around the dildo forced deep into their powerful, mating cunts. She continued to pinch and twist Chelsea’s nipples with reckless abandon, punishing the other brunette while she clawed and slapped at the ground, doing everything she could to remain conscious as the most powerful orgasm she had ever felt rocked her gorgeous, naked form.

		

		“That’s it bitch, come!” Jessy screamed, loving the way her gorgeous, naked rival squirmed as her violent orgasm assaulted her form. “Fucking come you little fucking slut! Just give in Chelsea! Scream my name like a filthy fucking slut, and I’ll even let you recover for the rest of the night before I force you to pleasure my form again and again!”

		

		“Fuck...you...” Chelsea panted, struggling to control her violent orgasms. Her vision flashed with violent colors as her climaxes rocked her form, every single second the dildo remained inflated inside her pussy was a second closer to unconsciousness. She screamed and panted, sobbed and moaned as she felt Jessy crushing and grinding her pussy against her own, sending her body into a frenzied panic as she realized a few more seconds of her enemy’s abuse could make her collapse. With clenched teeth Chelsea fought through the pleasure, fought through the pain, to lunge towards Jessy’s naked body with every ounce of strength she could muster. Their heavy breasts clashed between them with a violent impact, the collision so powerful that it sent the two women sprawling to the floor in a mass of tangled limbs.

		

		Jessy screamed in surprise as her naked back slammed into the rug beneath them, moaning as Chelsea’s naked body landed on top of her own. The attack was so unexpected that Jessy’s pussy released her grip on the dildo in shock; and as Chelsea’s pussy clenched back down as hard as she could Jessy exploded into her own crippling orgasm, howling in pleasurable agony as she sprayed hot cum onto Chelsea’s naked sex from around the toy.

		

		Jessy screamed and cried in agony as her pussy forced another violent wave of cum around the dildo, forcing itself out of her pussy and onto Chelsea’s naked sex. Violent shades of bright reds and yellows filled her vision as she struggled to remain conscious, her entire body quaking as an orgasm just as powerful as her rival’s wrecked her body. She glared into Chelsea’s eyes as the model glared into hers, each woman screaming and crying as they violently came. Tears streamed down their cheeks as the two women cried, fighting through their powerful orgasms in order to drive each other over the edge again and again. They threw their arms around each other’s naked back, crushing their tits together as hard as they could, each woman using the other’s naked body for leverage as they struggled not to be overwhelmed by the desperate climaxes exploding from their naked, sweating forms. Their mouths were open in passionate, orgasmic screams, neither woman even trying to hide the violent pleasure that was exploding across their gorgeous bodies. Each woman loved the sound of the other’s passionate cries, hating how her own sobs were mixing with her rival’s; and with desperate resentment the two women forced their tongues deep into each other’s mouth, muffling their mutual howls as they locked their tongues into battle by two pairs of plush, girl-lips.

		

		Over and over the two desperate brunettes rolled, trading the top position rapidly again and again. Tears, sweat, spit, and cum mixed upon their gorgeous, naked bodies as they fucked, sobbing and crying into each other’s mouth as they traded juices again and again. Their tongues twisted and corkscrewed frantically in a wild fury of hateful lust, stealing each other’s spit, allowing their saliva to mix inside their mouths, hating how much they loved their combined taste. Their breasts crushed and grinded together between their naked bodies as they rolled, their nipples grating past each other again and again as if each woman was trying to cut off the other’s erect, solid rods with their own. Their frantic, sexual weapon remained deep inside their struggling cunts, adding desperate fuel to the fire of their bitter, hateful lust even as they drove their tender clits against each other again and again.

		

		There were no words anymore that could truly describe how much the two desperate rivals hated each other; only the frantic moans, the desperate grunts, the pained cries and violent grinding of their bodies could communicate their rage. Every time one woman would find herself on top she would clench her pussy as hard as she could, filling the other’s cunt with the dildo, forcing her bitter rival to orgasm; but even before their orgasms would be complete the woman on bottom would force her way on top, clenching back, bringing her enemy’s climaxes to even greater heights of desperation. They fought each other as violently as they could, each woman struggling to wreck the other’s pussy before her enemy could wreck hers. The pain and pleasure that exploded through their forms was more than either woman had ever felt before, each woman fighting a desperate battle to survive this frantic fuckwar; but as their visions began to grow darker and darker with every climax, the two brunettes were quickly overcome by a desperate, prideful fear.

		

		Darker and darker their visions became, neither woman able to see her gorgeous rival clearly as they fucked and fought each other with every ounce of strength they had. Their naked bodies slammed violently against Jessy’s desk, knocking over the desk lamp, shattering the bulb; and when the two desperate, naked rivals once more settled into the streaming moonlight, its brilliant luminance shone against the sweat, tears and cum that lay upon their writhing bodies, making Jessy and Chelsea seem almost angelic even in the middle of their violent, hellish war.

		

		The two women were coming constantly now, sending each other to wave after wave of multiple orgasms even before the previous waves had ended. With every climax the two women grew weaker and weaker, until they had no more energy left to trade positions; and when the two women finally lay clenched on their sides, they knew these last few seconds could decide their bitter, desperate fuckfight. Back and forth the two women fought, taking turns clenching the incredible dildo between them, filling each other’s pussy again and again, forcing each other to climax after desperate climax. They continued to fight, continued to fuck, even as their visions drove on to complete darkness. They wanted so desperately to destroy each other, so desperately to force each other unconscious and remain standing as the victor. They hated each other, hated each other so much that they knew no matter what happened, they would fight each other again and again. As Jessy and Chelsea clenched the toy in a mutual stalemate once again they forced their clits head to head, sending such a violent shock through their forms that the most powerful, pleasurable orgasm either woman had felt detonated through their struggling, naked forms; and at the height of their sexual pleasure the two women forced each other unconscious, their naked forms finishing out the final seconds of their climaxes while the two rivals were forced into sleep.

		

	
		Epilogue

		

		Jessy and Chelsea lay naked against each other on the carpet for hours, their bodies still clasped tightly together even as they slept. The double-dildo was still trapped deeply inside their naked pussies, coated in their cum, still sending shocks of pleasure through their hot, unconscious bodies. Every few minutes their pussies would clench around the toy lightly, as if still aware of each other’s presence, expanding the sexual weapon inside each other gently, making each other moan and squirm even as their bodies remained at rest. It was never enough to force an orgasm, to wake the two beautiful brunettes from slumber; but the bitter defiance still caused the gorgeous girls to moan each other’s name in sleep. Their arms remained wrapped around each other’s naked form, their heavy tits compressing between them; and when the pulses inside their pussies caused the two bitter, unconscious rivals to squirm, their nipples would bend and flick past each other in unison, as if even their tits weren’t ready to accept each other as equals.

		

		Even in their dreams Chelsea and Jessy were fighting, struggling against each other in a bitter, naked war that seemed to have no end. “Bitch...” one woman would moan silently as their tits waged violent war in their dreams. “Slut...” the other would reply as naked cunt slammed against naked cunt in the midst of their unconscious fantasies. Their tongues were still buried in each other’s mouth, muddling their words as the two women fought each other in their dreams; but the contact of tongue against tongue throughout their slumber only seemed to tie their dreams together even further, both women locked together in a bitter stalemate just as they had been when they were awake.

		

		The moonlight shone across their naked, unconscious forms for longer than what seemed natural, as if even the night was reluctant to leave the gorgeous sight of Jessy and Chelsea laying together on the rug; but eventually the moon retreated behind the horizon, allowing the daylight to partake in the glorious vision. The dim morning light began to filter into the room, glistening across their gorgeous, sweaty bodies, teasing across their skin as the two women remained locked pussy to pussy. It traced the curves of their naked bodies, caressing their flesh as it moved its way upwards. It played along their heavy breasts, still pressed tightly together, both pairs still remaining taut and strong; then finally making its way to their gorgeous faces, shining across their closed, flickering orbs; and when the light finally caressed their faces, Jessy and Chelsea began to stir.

		

		At first the two women were peaceful, moving only slightly as if they were simply waking up to another morning; but as their eyes fluttered open, each woman’s vision was immediately filled by the gorgeous face of her bitter, hateful rival. Their hearts immediately began to race as their glistening eyes locked, as they felt each other’s naked body clenched tightly against her own, as they felt the sensation of their tongues inside each other’s mouth. With bitter hatred the two women slammed their tender, naked pussies against each other, as if both women were willing to resume immediately where they left off; but as clit crushed against clit, sending such incredible shocks through their forms that Jessy and Chelsea were immediately forced into orgasm, the brunettes collapsed. Quiet sobs echoed from their plush, trembling lips as their climaxes exploded from their forms, their tongues moving against each other almost in slow-motion as they struggled not to be driven unconscious once more from the painful pleasure; and when the two women finally felt their orgasms diminishing, they knew they had no more strength to fight.

		

		For several moments longer Chelsea and Jessy lay against each other in silence, their bodies still pressed together like horny sluts. Their eyes remained locked in hateful glares, each woman letting the other know they would never accept each other as equals. They focused on the sensation of their heavy tits, each woman’s erect nipples bending against the other’s, each woman defiant even as they knew this bitter fuckwar had come to an end. Their tongues moved gently inside each other’s mouths, hating how much they loved the taste of their delicious, mixing saliva. Their hot, panting breaths mixed between their gorgeous faces as the two women struggled for breath. The sensation of the double-dildo still penetrating them deeply was maddening, almost unbearable; and when the two women finally began to break away from each other, they realized just how tender and sore their gorgeous, naked bodies truly were.

		

		The two brunettes were almost reluctant to pull their tongues from each other’s mouth as their faces began to part. They had become so used to the desperate sensations of their tongues twisting wildly against each other that it seemed almost like something was missing. Jessy and Chelsea moaned in silent, mutual relief as their arms finally released each other, their heavy tits practically peeling away from each other as the two women finally allowed each other room to breathe. They forced their bodies slowly to a sitting position, every single muscle in their forms aching painfully as their bodies moved upright. Tears streamed down their gorgeous, snarling faces as they began to pull their pussies away from each other, their mouths opening wide in quivering gasps as they began to pull the toy from their tender, soaking cunts. They could hardly believe how much they had come, could hardly believe how thick their incredible, sexual juices were as the arousal stained across the toy glinted in the morning light. The two women gripped the toy between them, holding it in place as they inched their pussies away, nearly screaming in relief as the desperate pressure inside of them finally began to relent.

		

		They could feel how wet the toy was between their fingers, could see how much cum was speckled across each other’s naked pussy. They were so filled with rage, so filled with bitter hatred as they pulled the toy from their pussies that they wanted to fight each other’s grip, to shove the toy deep inside each other once more and punish each other for their mutual defiance; but each woman knew that the other would immediately retaliate, that they would once again be locked in a bitter, desperate war. They wanted to keep fighting, wanted to keep making each other scream and cry until one of them would never defy the other again; but they didn’t have the strength. Even if they did, the sunlight filtering through the window told them it was morning; the building would soon be filled with models and clients, and their bitter war would be interrupted before either of them could come out on top.

		

		Moans of pain echoed around the two gorgeous, naked rivals as they struggled to stand. Their legs quivered weakly beneath them, threatening to send Jessy and Chelsea to their knees, and the two bitter rivals had to use each other’s naked body in order not to collapse once more onto the rug. The two brunettes leaned against each other heavily as they struggled to regain their footing, resting their chins on each other’s shoulder and panting into each other’s ear as they waited for their strengths to return. They whispered heated insults to each other as they rested, calling each other bitches and sluts and whores, swearing they would have destroyed each other if they’d had more time. They told each other again and again how each woman thought her body was better, how they would never accept each other as equals; and each woman knew that she could never rest until she had beaten her gorgeous rival’s body with her own once and for all.

		

		When at last Chelsea and Jessy felt like they could stand on their own the two women shoved each other away. They glared across each other’s naked, sweaty body, each woman hating how beautiful the other’s form looked even after such a bitter, hellacious war. Their eyes locked in bitter glares of rage, each woman feeling the anger rising in her chest at how their bitter war had ended in a draw, and the longer they glared into each other’s eyes the more they wanted to take each other to the ground once more and begin fucking; but as they heard the sounds of vehicles slowly pulling into the parking lot, they knew it wouldn’t be long before they were interrupted.

		

		The two women bent low to collect what remained of their clothing; their bitter catfight had torn their clothes enough that large parts of their beautiful bodies were revealed; but it would be enough to cover them for now, at least until they had retreated home. They whispered and spat hateful obscenities as the two women quickly dressed, each woman hoping to tear the other down with her bitter, hateful words. When the two women were clothed once more they turned towards each other fully, stepping forward until they were tit to tit once more, glaring into each other’s eyes with passionate hatred.

		

		“I’m going to fuck your pussy dry the next time we fight...” Chelsea moaned, her entire body trembling as it felt the presence of Jessy’s equally gorgeous form.

		

		“Shut your fucking mouth, whore!” Jessy growled back. Even when they were so exhausted they almost collapsed, the two women could never accept each other as equals. She could tell Chelsea wanted to take her to the ground and resume their fuckwar...and the same exact desires were flowing through her own body as well.

		

		“Why don’t you shut it for me, slut!” Chelsea hissed back; and the two women moaned in desperate lust as they shoved their tongues deep inside each other’s mouths once more, wrapping their arms tightly around each other’s body, crushing their faces against each other ravenously as they sealed their tongues behind two pairs of plush, girl-lips.

		

		The two brunettes moaned as they tonguefucked each other like desperate whores, their spits mixing violently between their mouths as Chelsea and Jessy fought to devour as much of each other’s saliva as they could. With their clothed bodies pressing against each other in heated defiance the two women stumbled towards the door, nearly splintering the wood from its hinges as they slammed heavily against it. The two women fumbled with the lock with moans of frustration, finally stumbling into the hall as they managed to force it open. Their eyes were locked in bitter glares of hate, their tits crushed and grinded against each other wildly as they awkwardly made their way towards the elevators at the end.

		

		Every few seconds the two women exchanged bitter slaps as if they were daring each other to resume their bitter fuckwar, neither woman’s tongue leaving the other’s mouth even as their palms snapped hatefully against each other’s tender cheek. It seemed to take hours before they finally made their way to the end of the hall, before they finally stumbled towards the two large elevators that would take them towards home. They struggled against each other even harder as they pressed the buttons for their respective elevators, as if fighting desperately to score a victory before the trolley arrived; but still the two women remained at a bitter stalemate. A loud bing echoed through the silent halls as their elevators arrived at exactly the same time, and even as the doors opened the two devastating brunettes were reluctant to let each other go. Their eyes flashed with bitter, prideful glares, each woman toying with the idea of following her rival into her elevator and continuing this bitter, hateful fuckwar; but the two women were so exhausted that they knew if they resumed, it would be minutes before one or both of them collapsed into unconsciousness once more. With throaty growls the two of them released each other, spitting into each other’s face as a reminder they still had everything to settle between them. They snarled at each other in wordless rage, each woman despising the other for being so gorgeous even after their hellacious night; and then the two women spun wordlessly around, entering their respective elevators and escaping to mend their sexual wounds.

		

		Jessy’s body was filled with manic hatred as she took the elevator down to her room, her mind racing with desperate, frantic thoughts as she replayed the events of her bitter fuckwar with Chelsea over and over. She despised everything about the other raven-headed whore, was practically overflowing with confused rage as she remembered how the two of them had fought each other nearly orgasm for orgasm. Their first sexfight had been so easy, so simple; it had taken her almost no time at all in reigning the other brunette in, had still been nearly at the peak of her sexual powers when she had forced Chelsea to scream her name in surrender; but somehow the other woman had grown so strong in the week between that what should have been an easy victory had turned into the most hellacious sexwar of her entire life. She had thought her body to be the most gorgeous, had thought herself to be the most undefeatable woman to ever exist; and even as she struggled to shake the doubt from her mind, she was no longer sure.

		

		“I’ll make you fucking pay...” Jessy moaned over and over even after the elevator door opened. She didn’t care who heard her, didn’t care if anyone fantasized about what she was saying. “I’m going to make you pay Chelsea, you stupid little brunette slut! I’m going to tear the clothes from your fucking body! I’m going to slam my pussy against yours, make you come again and again until your cum fills my fucking pussy to the brim! I’m going to have you sobbing slut! I’m going to make you scream my fucking name again and again, and even when you beg me for surrender I’m going to keep fucking you until I’ve drained you dry! Your body is mine you pathetic slut! No one stands in my way and leaves unscathed! You’re going to pay the price, slut! And when you’ve finally admitted I’m the better whore, I’m going to fucking throw you away, broken and naked...just like I did with your pathetic mother!” She trembled as she finally opened the door to her hotel room. “I’m going to make you fucking pay...”

		

		Jessy slammed the door behind her in anger; but that bitter act of rage nearly sapped her of her remaining strength. Her legs trembled beneath her as she stumbled to the bed, not even bothering to take off her heels as she collapsed onto the silken sheets. Her entire body ached, her pussy throbbed with almost every single movement; a constant reminder of the bitter, desperate fuckwar that had ended in an orgasmic stalemate.

		

		It took nearly a full minute for Jessy to regain enough strength for her to stand. Her entire body trembled with exhaustion as she removed the dress from her body, wincing as she bent down to remove her heels. She didn’t even want to bother with a shower as she collapsed back onto the soft mattress beneath her, closing her eyes as her head hit the pillow; but the visions still swimming violently through her mind kept her from sleep. She could still feel Chelsea’s pussy slamming against her own, could still feel the other brunette’s tongue twisting wildly against her own; and the phantom sensations were so real that her body quivered and tossed as if still fighting her gorgeous, hateful rival.

		

		Just as Jessy was about to give up on sleep, the screen on her bedside table began to flash. It was the recorder that led to the camera on the rooftop, telling her that something was amiss. Sometimes the motion-detector was set off by a bird or a stray cat, and she was about to dismiss it entirely; but as the screen continued to flash, almost as if its excitement was growing, she reached for the screen and turned it on. Immediately the brunette felt her pussy beginning to throb as the video began to fill the screen; and she nearly giggled with glee as the forms of two gorgeous women filled her vision.

		

		Aurelia and Elaine were pressed face to face in the center of the rooftop, their tongues twisting and corkscrewing desperately against each other like lesbian whores; but their furious glares locked bitterly in challenge told her everything she needed to know. Their clothed bodies were crushed tit to tit, their breasts bulging against each other while still remaining taut and strong. Their forms were quivering against each other hatefully, each woman struggling to violently crush the other back. Jessy could practically feel the burning hatred emanating from their incredible bodies, could sense the flaming desire the two models always had to destroy each other once and for all. She could see the tears welling in their eyes as the two women began to struggle, each woman hating how equal their forms truly were; and as the spit began to glisten upon their plush, girl-lips the two women latched onto each other’s perfect tresses with bitter fury, pulling on each other’s hair so hard that the two rivals forced each other to the ground.

		

		Jessy could hear their bitter, muffled screams through the camera’s tiny microphone, filled with so much hate and bitter rage that even Jessy began to tremble. As soon as their forms tumbled to the concrete in a twisting of limbs each woman wrapped her free arm around the other’s back tightly, crushing their forms against each other even harder. With their fingers still laced through each other’s tresses the two women began rolling wildly across the rooftop, struggling viciously for the top position of their bitter, sexual mass. As the two gorgeous girls rolled across each other’s body Jessy could see the tension building higher, could practically feel the pain they wanted to cause each other as they fought for control.

		

		Their tongues were still driving deep into each other’s delicious mouth, were wrestling almost as desperately as their incredible forms. Jessy could already tell the two vicious rivals were growing horny, could already see their clothed pussies beginning to seek each other out. Jessy loved the way Elaine and Aurelia were already grinding against each other, turning their screams into bitter, lustful moans. The two models hated each other so desperately that they felt like they could kill each other; but every time they fought, the two models grew horny so very quickly. They wanted to fight, wanted to fuck each other again and again; never out of love, but out of a bitter, desperate will to destroy each other so decisively that one of them would be forced to admit the other was the better woman. The two of them had met each other on the fields of sexual battle more times than even Jessy could count; but no matter how hard they tried, neither woman was ever able to make the other scream in surrender.

		

		Slower and slower the two women rolled, each girl focusing more and more on seeking out the other’s clothed pussy with her own. They were practically sobbing now, already moaning with desire; and as they pulled their tongues from each other’s mouth, their mixing saliva dripping from their lips and down their chins, Jessy knew what the two of them were about to do. She could see their lips moving, their whispered hisses to quiet for the microphone to hear; but the way their bodies shivered told Jessy all she needed.

		

		With frantic lust Aurelia and Elaine released each other’s form, their clothed bodies twisting around each other wildly until the two women were situated on their asses, each woman aiming her clothed pussy at the other’s hidden cunt, neither woman even bothering to strip the other’s panties form her form. Without hesitation the two brunettes laced their right legs over one another’s left, each woman placing her hands firmly against the concrete behind her to steady themselves. With strangled screams the two models slammed their clothed pussies against each other, crushing forward as hard as they could; and even through their skirts and panties Jessy could tell how maddening the sensations flowing between their pussies truly were.

		

		Their mouths opened in passionate, pleasurable screams as each woman felt the other’s cunt slamming against her own through their clothes, both women so horny that even through the fabric it felt like they were already about to come. Tears streamed down their precious cheeks as the two women refused to relent, pulling their hips back before slamming sex to sex again and again. Each impact grew harder than the last as their rage and hatred burned hotter and hotter, until the two women were crushing their pussies against each other with every ounce of strength they had. Their lustful moans were tinged with cries of pain, and Jessy could tell that the violent impacts were beginning to hurt; but still the two women fought. Jessy knew that Aurelia and Elaine wouldn’t have their fights any other way. When pain and pleasure mix during a desperate sexfight, it’s the perfect balance of hatred and lust; two women that want to fuck each other and hurt each other in unison are destined to be eternal rivals. Jessy felt her body growing hotter and hornier as she watched the gorgeous brunettes fucking each other with all their might; Aurelia and Elaine were her perfect products of war.

		

		Jessy couldn’t help the wry smile spreading across her face as she watched the two brunette whores slamming pussy to pussy as hard as they could, fighting through the painful pleasure to drive each other over the edge. She had set their rivalry in motion months ago; and everything was turning out even better than she had hoped. Over and over Aurelia and Elaine waged sexual war, fighting so desperately to prove their sexual dominance that unless interrupted, the two of them would fight until they were both practically comatose with exhaustion. With every fuckfight their bodies grew stronger, their hatred more intense, their wills to fight and fuck until one of them screamed for mercy growing so violent that the two of them locked together at almost every chance they got. Aurelia’s and Elaine’s beauty threatened Jessy’s rule; and in retaliation she knew she had to continue fueling their bitter rivalry until it destroyed them both. They would fight and fuck desperately, bitterly struggling against each other for power, fucking each other for control; and only when one of them had finally clawed her way to victory would she cast them both out...a warning to anyone threatening to overthrow her reign.

		

		With one hand still placed firmly behind their desperately fucking bodies, Elaine and Aurelia reached across their forms towards each other’s hair once more, wordless snarls echoing between them as they laced their fingers tight. Tears streamed down their cheeks as the two gorgeous women began to pull hard, each girl using her grip to drive her pussy even harder against her enemy’s. The sight of the two models fucking each other through their skirts and panties seemed almost even more erotic than if the two of them were going at it naked; as if the hatred and rage between them was so great that stripping each other down would waste valuable time that they could use to fight. Their heavy breasts bounced upon their chests as they fucked each other violently, their nipples poking through their tops like a bitter declaration that neither of them was wearing a bra. Jessy couldn’t see past their skirts; but she knew that their panties must quickly becoming wet with arousal.

		

		Jessy moaned as she watched the gorgeous models fighting harder and harder; and as her pussy began to throb with lust, she knew she wouldn’t be able to hold back any longer. Her entire body quaked as she began to tease her swollen clit with her middle finger, forcing her index finger inside her soaking pussy at the same time with almost ravenous intensity. She winced as she fingered herself deeply, her pussy still violently sore from her bitter fuckfight with Chelsea; but watching the two gorgeous brunettes fighting had made her so horny that she knew she wouldn’t be satisfied without release.

		

		Jessy began to finger and massage herself frantically as she watched Aurelia and Elaine fucking each other like bitter whores, the pleasurable pain shocking so intensely through her form that she could hardly control herself. Almost as if the two women were aware of Jessy’s gaze Aurelia and Elaine drove their bodies against each other as hard as they could, settling their clothed, tender pussies into such a fierce, wet grind that the friction between their panties nearly tore holes in the thin, sexual lace. With vicious snarls they threw their arms around each other once more, forcing each other’s body to a sitting position, crushing their heavy tits violently between their naked bodies so they could fuck each other face to face. Jessy could hear their moans and screams growing more and more shrill, their bitter grinding forcing the two women so close to the edge that it took every ounce of strength they had to not explode then and there. Each woman loved the sound of the other’s cries, hated how her own screams were mixing with her rival’s; and with bitter, lustful groans Elaine and Aurelia drove their tongues into each other’s mouth once more, muffling the sounds of their lustful war between two pairs of plush, girl-lips.

		

		Harder and harder the two models fought, faster and faster Jessy fingered, until her screams of passionate lust were mixing with the sound of the two fucking brunettes. Jessy could tell her body was dangerously close to orgasm, could feel how frantically her soaking pussy lips were biting at her slender fingers. She could tell by the way the models were fighting, could tell by the way their muffled screams continued to grow, that they were close as well. She absolutely loved the way their glares were locked with such bitter hatred, and the knowledge that she was the one that had set their incredible rivalry in motion made her so giddy with delight. In her final moments Jessy imagined it was Chelsea’s fingers that were buried deep inside of her, imagined that it was Chelsea’s pussy that her own fingers were driving so desperately inside. Her fantasies were so vivid that she could almost smell the other woman’s intoxicating scents, could almost feel the heat of the other woman’s body as the two of them fingered each other frantically within the confines of her mind. She began to grind the palm of her hand against her clit, began to force three fingers inside her soaking cunt; and within seconds Jessy’s mouth was open in frantic, orgasmic screams as her pussy exploded in ecstasy, coating her fingers with her incredible girl-cum. Long before her climax had ended she heard the cries of Aurelia and Elaine as their tore their tongues from each other’s mouth, howling one another’s name in bitter, hateful rage as their bodies exploded into almost crippling climaxes. Their forms rocked back and forth so violently as the two rivals came that their bodies toppled over once more; and as the two brunettes struggled to hold on through their bitter orgasms their forms began to roll over and over once more, both women tearing at each other’s hair and clawing at each other’s body as they struggled for the top position.

		

		Immediately as Jessy’s orgasm finished her body collapsed, the explosion of ecstasy driving the last of her strength from her form. Her head fell heavily against the pillow as her climax forced her to sleep; but the sounds that still echoed through the screen drove her dreams towards hellish, sexual fantasies. Even in her slumber she could still hear Aurelia and Elaine screaming and crying, fighting and fucking, their bitter sexwar being recorded for Jessy to fantasize to again and again; just as all of them were. The moans of the two brunettes fighting each other on the rooftops continued to fuel her desperate desires even in sleep; and as she and Chelsea crushed their bodies against each other in the confines of her mind, driving their tongues into each other’s mouths while their fingers penetrated each other’s pussy with ravenous force, she knew she had to keep fighting...until either she or Chelsea lay completely broken, begging for mercy.

		

		Chelsea stumbled clumsily from the elevator, practically having to use the wall for support. Her legs were weak beneath her as she made her way to the parking lot, her entire body so exhausted that just opening the glass doors in front of her nearly sank her to her knees. With small, quivering steps she made her way to her vehicle, the length of the sidewalk feeling like miles as she finally made her way to the driver’s side door. The hot sun coupled with her own exhaustion made the inside of the vehicle feel like an unbearable sauna, and with almost panting gasps she turned the key, rolling the windows down and blasting the air-conditioning on high.

		

		Her mind was still reeling from her desperate sexfight with Jessy, the sensations of the other woman’s body crushing against her own still coursing through her form even though the two of them were no longer struggling for supremacy; but she knew this wouldn’t be the last time the two of them locked with each other in sexual combat. She was disappointed that she wasn’t able to crush the other brunette into submission; but even so she felt a thrill of pride filling her gorgeous, aching form. Images of their bitter, desperate fuckfight still raced through her mind, and every time Jessy cried out in orgasmic pleasure in the fabrics of her mind, her smile grew wider. She felt like she had learned so much in such a short time; and even though their bitter fuckwar had ended in a draw, she could feel her confidence swelling inside of her.

		

		Muffled cries and moans of bitter, desperate women met her ears, and for a second Chelsea thought they were simply the products of her own desperate fantasies; but when she turned to look out her window, her heart began to violently race. The forms of two gorgeous, desperately struggling women immediately filled her vision, violently writhing against each other in the back seat of a dark-blue SUV she hadn’t even noticed parked just a few spots away. The door was still open, as if their hatred and rage for each other had been so great that they could think of nothing else but destroying each other. They were fighting each other so violently that the vehicle was rocking from the movements of their painful war, tears streaming down their cheeks as they slammed tit to tit, painful screams mixing with pleasurable moans as their hands buried themselves deep inside one another’s lace panties. Their blouses had been rippled open, allowing their naked tits to crush and grind against each other bitterly; and Chelsea almost gasped as she recognized the woman from the rooftops.

		

		Natalie had her fingers buried deep in the cunt of a gorgeous brunette, her own disheveled crimson hair falling in messy curtains across her face. Her beautiful rival looked just as wild, just as ravenous and horny as the two women glared into each other’s eyes with manic hate. Chelsea had seen the other brunette only once, but she already knew who it was; Mia, the gorgeous upstart that had begun her career as a makeup artist. She had heard nasty rumors about Natalie and Mia, about how much the two women despised each other; but as she watched how desperately they were fighting, how frantically they were struggling in the back of the SUV, she realized the stories didn’t even come close to doing their bitter rivalry justice.

		

		Chelsea could hear them moaning, could hear them sobbing as pain and pleasure scorched through their gorgeous forms. They were slamming their perfect, heavy tits against each other harder and harder with every second, the violent collisions so furious that every single impact nearly made Chelsea wince. The tears streaming down their precious cheeks were obvious signs that their titfight was agonizing; but the way their bodies trembled with violent lust told her just how hot and horny their desperate fingering was making them. The hatred and lust the two women held for each other was so incredible that Chelsea could almost feel the heat transferring between their gorgeous bodies. Their mouths were open in a mixture of pained screams and panting moans, their hot breaths clashing between their plush, girl-lips. At first Chelsea worried that the two desperate warriors would see her staring; but as the moments drove on, she realized the two bitter women had eyes only for each other.

		

		Chelsea could feel her pussy pulsing as she watched the gorgeous, hellacious sight, and as her heart raced in her chest she knew she had to pleasure herself to the incredible show the redhead and the brunette were giving her. She winced as she dug her fingers in deep, her womanhood still painfully tender from her bitter sexwar with Jessy; but she fought through the pain and began twisting and pumping her fingers rapidly inside her soaking, trembling sex. As if Mia and Natalie could sense their audience the two women began fighting each other even harder, crushing their heavy breasts against each other with all their might and grinding them back and forth with reckless abandon. Chelsea nearly screamed as she saw their hard, erect nipples bending and twisting against each other with ravenous intensity, her entire body quaking as she heard their moans growing louder and louder. She knew the violent sensations were sending indescribable shocks through their forms; just by watching how the two of them trembled she knew their tits were incredibly tender.

		

		With a quivering moan Chelsea crushed her palm against her clit as she continued to finger herself wildly, the sensation against her direct center of pleasure sending such incredible shocks through her form that she felt like she would come then and there. She could tell Mia and Natalie were also desperately close to orgasm, could see it in the way their fingers seemed to drive into each other’s cunt even more ferociously. Their panting gasps and sobbing moans grew louder and louder with every second, mixing and combining into such a sexually erotic sound that Chelsea knew its melody would fuel her sexual fantasy for weeks. Mia’s tongue began to lash against Natalie’s between their gaping mouths, the redhead’s tongue fighting against the brunette’s just as wildly, each woman hating how much she loved the taste of the other’s delicious spit.

		

		“I know you want to come bitch!” Chelsea heard Natalie scream, her voice muffled as her tongue began to twist harder and harder against Mia’s. “I know you want to fucking come!”

		

		“You’re the one who wants to come, slut!” Mia panted back, the tears streaming down her cheeks mirroring the tears that flowed from Natalie’s. “I’m going to make you scream my name you pathetic cunt!”

		

		“Filthy bitch!”

		

		“Fucking whore!”

		

		Natalie and Mia spat hatefully in each other’s face, snarling in lustful rage as their wet saliva sprayed across their cheeks. Frantic screams of rage exploded form their plush, girl-lips as they crushed their faces against each other once more, driving their tongues so deep inside each other’s mouths that they nearly choked. Their tongues began twisting and corkscrewing wildly between their gaping lips, each woman howling as they struggled to force each other out while forcing themselves in even deeper. Their lips began to glisten with their mixing spit, dripping down their chins and onto their warring breasts. Even when their lips sealed bitterly, muffling their screams inside their warring mouths, Chelsea could still hear the ravenous hatred they had for each other. Harder and harder she fingered herself, faster and faster Mia and Natalie fingered each other, Chelsea’s moans mixing with the cries of the two desperately struggling rivals, until all three of them seemed to be fingering as fast as they could. Tears began to stream down Chelsea’s cheeks, mirroring the tears of the two bitter rivals she watched, struggling to hold onto her orgasm as she watched Mia and Natalie driving each other closer and closer to the edge.

		

		The redhead and the brunette screamed frantically into each other’s mouth, howls so ravenous that Chelsea knew the two of them were attacking each other’s clit with reckless abandon. Their warring breasts, their struggling tongues, the desperate fingering she was witnessing, everything about the bitter war she was watching was too much for Chelsea to bear, and with a quivering gasp she felt her pussy exploding in ecstasy, filling her already soaking panties and coating her slender fingers in her own cum. Her heart raced with manic lust as she heard the screams of the two warriors growing frantic, watched them latch onto each other’s hair with both hands and crush their bodies against each other as hard as they could; and by the violent thrashing of their incredible, sexual bodies, she knew Mia and Natalie had sent each other to orgasm as well.

		

		Chelsea’s orgasm seemed to last for hours, her entire body thrashing wildly as wave after wave of girl-cum exploded from her pussy. She grinded her cunt uncontrollably against the palm of her hand, pleasuring her swollen clit, sending such desperate shocks through her body that she felt like she would collapse. Even when her orgasm had ended and she pulled her fingers away from her pussy she was gasping, her heavy chest thrusting up and down as she struggled for breath. Through the blurring of her tears she watched Mia and Natalie finishing their orgasms upon each other’s fingers, sobbing into each other’s mouth as they cried; but Chelsea could tell by the way their bitter glares remained locked that this little hatefuck was far from over.

		

		The sound of vehicles pulling into the parking lot began to sound through the air, and for a moment Chelsea thought that Mia and Natalie were going to stop their fuckfight; but the hatred between the two of them was too great for either woman to let her rival leave this early. The redhead and the brunette continued to grind their breasts against each other as they reached for the handle of the door, one of them closing it behind them while the other’s fingers fumbled with the lock; and when Chelsea could no longer see the two bitter rivals she couldn’t help but utter a sigh of sexual pleasure. She could still see the vehicle rocking violently, knew the two rivals were already going at it hard once again; but the windows of the SUV were so dark that no one would be able to see their bitter war as they fucked each other for sexual control.

		

		When Chelsea had finally recovered from her incredible climax she put her vehicle in reverse, pulling out of the parking lot and heading for home. She’d had plans for modeling today; but she was so exhausted right now that she knew they had to wait. Frantic images still swirled in her mind as she drove, not only images of Mia and Natalie, but of herself and Jessy. Woman against woman, body against body, tits and pussy against tits and pussy, fighting and fucking desperately for dominance. She knew that Mia and Natalie would probably fuck each other to a desperate stalemate, just as she and Jessy had; and knew that their rivalry would burn hotter and hotter with every passing day. She could feel her pussy still throbbing, could feel her heart racing, as she made her way home. She knew she would have to eventually fuck them all for control; she realized now that this was how models fought, and if she truly wanted to make her way to the top she would have to fuck and fight against any woman that stood in her way. She knew she would get a taste of them all...but for now, only one woman drew her undivided attention. “I’m going to make you fucking pay, Jessy...” Chelsea moaned, allowing the rhythmic hum of her vehicle to soothe her racing heart. “I’m going to fuck you until you’re fucking crying...and then I’ll make sure you never stand against me ever again!”
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