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		Chelsea’s heart raced in her chest as the flashing lights and eyes of the press were upon her. She had been invited to a promotional conference alongside Aurelia, one of the last gatherings before the end of the competition. Votes were coming in from all over the world, proving the organization’s models had fans from all corners of the globe. There were only a few days left before the final tally, before the final models were drawn into Jessy’s “secret” contest.

		

		The lower positions were constantly changing as the late votes came through, but the top six positions seemed almost secure. Chelsea, Aurelia, Mia, Elaine, Natalie and Jessy all stood at the forefront, so far ahead of the rest of the competition their victories were practically assured. Just thinking about it nearly made Chelsea tremble, how the six of them would soon be vying for the fame and glory such promotional promise would bring. She knew it would be a war to end all wars, a bitter contest until only one of them could still continue and crown herself the champion. Chelsea was the youngest and the least experienced…but she had proven herself time and time again behind closed doors that she could fuck with the best.

		

		Even through her desperate fuckfights, even through her own fame and her father’s power within the organization, the flashing lights and the press still seemed so foreign and exciting. She sat beside Aurelia, the woman who many considered to be the top model of the Organization…but Chelsea was determined to take away that crown by any means necessary. She could hear Elaine’s cries in the back of her mind, could practically feel the heat of the other woman’s body and wetness of her cream as for a second she allowed her memories to flow. She knew Elaine was Aurelia’s bitter eternal rival, knew their powers must be brutally equal if their sexual conflicts had waged so long without either admitting the other was her superior. Beside the veteran model she felt right at home; she knew if Aurelia challenged her here she would make her scream just like she had fucked Elaine to tears.

		

		Another camera flash forced Chelsea back into focus, and she fixed the cameras with a confident, sexual smile. She knew the viewers were eating her up, the votes spoke for themselves. Despite her sexual confidence Chelsea had worried she would fall behind, was concerned that even through the bitter sexfights she had engaged in that the other models would pull ahead, but seeing herself among the top caused her pride to swell. She turned her eyes directly towards the camera on her left, winking as she caused her heavy, succulent tits to sway with a shake of her shoulders. She saw the lust shining in the eyes of the reporter behind, knew he had caught sight of her movement, and she turned towards him and winked again. She wanted to direct the attention of the press away from her counterpart, wanted to steal as much of the focus as she could. She felt Aurelia’s movement beside her, could feel the other brunette thrusting her tits out slightly to the journalist on the right; the other model was pandering as well.

		

		“The end of the competition is almost here!” a female reporter spoke, causing both Aurelia and Chelsea to focus immediately on the middle journalist. She was a gorgeous blonde woman who seemed about Aurelia’s age, and had a poise that suggested she had been seduced by the runway before becoming a journalist. “The final six spots seem almost secure! How do you both feel about your chances of remaining in the top for Jessy’s final contest?”

		

		Chelsea was about to open her mouth to speak, but Aurelia’s voice cut her off before she could declare her confidence. “All the women here are incredible…” the veteran model began, playing the supportive lead even though Chelsea knew Aurelia would rid the organization of all models besides herself if she could. “But at this point I don’t see any way I could fall! The final six may fluctuate, but I’ve been keeping an eye on the numbers, and my lead even at the front seems to constantly grow!” Chelsea’s hand was tensed in anger at the other woman’s confidence, the sly insult towards her own progress in front of the cameras causing her body to grow hot. She and Aurelia sat behind a large table with a long, thick cloth draped over, perfectly hiding all but their upper bodies, and Chelsea was glad the audience couldn’t see the way Aurelia’s comment made her fist clench. “I know what the viewers want!” Aurelia winked, and the confidence made even Chelsea’s body grow hot; Aurelia was trying to sway the indecisive voters.

		

		“I’m extremely proud of myself for being so desired by fans, especially with me being one of the newest models in the Organization!” Chelsea stated as the eyes of the press turned towards her. Her thoughts from before had made her nipples hard with excitement, knew her rods were visible through her shirt; and she allowed the most frantic memories to shock through her, willing her nipples even harder for the audience. “I look around at the other incredible models of the industry, at the older models like Aurelia who are still here after many years competing, and I can’t help but feel a great sense of pride for how far I’ve come in such a short amount of time!” The rest of the press didn’t seem to sense the insult hidden behind her compliment towards Aurelia, but she grinned as she felt the veteran model’s body tense in anger. “It’s exhilarating knowing at the end of this I’m going to be the model still standing!” she continued, practically declaring her victory before the true test had even begun. Her heart raced as she felt the tension between she and Aurelia growing like a mist around them; she loved how they weren’t even truly speaking to each other and they already felt on the verge of war.

		

		“And what are your thoughts on Jessy’s unprecedented return to the spotlight?” the next reporter asked, unaware of the burning anger already flaring between the women before her. “She was the center of her attention during her rise to power, and then disappeared into the background to run the Organization behind the scenes. Do you feel any pressure having such a decorated model returning to join her own competition?”

		

		Aurelia felt a kindling inside of her at the question, felt a flicker of anger light up in her breast at the thought of Jessy’s involvement. Jessy herself was the creator of the competition, and for the secretary to put herself in her own contest felt riddled with cunning and deceit. To add such a generous prize and then not only set herself as the final judge but compete as well…Aurelia knew the CEO’s pet was prepared to rig the competition in any way she had to in order to come out on top. Aurelia knew what the “secret” competition would be, knew that even if someone else came out on top Jessy would be able to skew the end result however she wanted. The only way to ensure that didn’t happen, the only way to ensure Jessy wouldn’t cheat was to fuck her so violently, so deeply into surrender that the embarrassment would be too much. Aurelia knew with Jessy’s power, with the other models who would be locked along with her in the final vicious orgy, it would take every ounce of her power to win; and as she fought away the memories of Mia’s tongue violating her clit she knew she had to show her confidence no matter what.

		

		“No, I really don’t think—” Aurelia began, but the very next instant Chelsea’s voice rose above her own, cutting off her words and driving her into an angry silence.

		

		“Jessy’s never been able to scare me!” Chelsea declared, forcing her confidence to the audience despite the memories scorching through her. She allowed her disdain for Jessy to emanate from her voice, wanted the audience to feel the burning anger she had for the hatefully gorgeous secretary. “Jessy always flaunts herself like she’s a sexual goddess, and in the views of the audience she may seem like an angel…but I know the truth!” She felt her heart racing as she heard a murmur shake through the crowd, knew she had the attention of the audience. “That filthy little bitch has had to fuck her way to the top! If she’d had to do all of this by herself, she wouldn’t have gotten near as far! My father—”

		

		Aurelia kicked sideways towards the younger model’s leg, catching her in the shin and causing her to squeal in pain. The attack caused Chelsea to cry out mid-sentence, stopping the other woman’s monologue in her tracks. She watched the anger flush in the other woman’s cheeks, knew Chelsea was fighting against the urge to lunge towards her right then and there. Aurelia had no love for Jessy, but she felt Chelsea has only gotten into the business because of her father’s power as well. She hated hypocrisy; Aurelia had to fight and fuck for everything she had gotten, and to hear the CEO’s daughter bitching about Jessy’s rise to power as if Chelsea’s father hadn’t boosted her into the Organization was insulting.

		

		“Jessy’s not much of a threat.” Aurelia interjected, cutting Chelsea off before the younger model could speak again. “Jessy’s pretty, but she’s been away from the camera for so long I don’t know if she still has what it takes to fully compete!” She knew Jessy’s power was incredible, had felt it in the countless times she and the secretary had fucked it out, but after Jessy’s insults and threats outside the sauna after her fight with Mia she wanted to instill doubt about Jessy into the audience. “She’s pretty of course, but compared to my beauty I don’t see how anyone can—”

		

		Chelsea’s foot caught Aurelia’s shin in a sharp kick that caught the veteran model off-guard, causing her to cry out in pain before she could finish her sentence. Anger rose in her chest just like Chelsea, knew the other woman was also brimming with rage. She hated how she was already horny, could feel the familiar tension and sense the other woman’s faint pheromones. The confusion in the eyes of the journalists was apparent, but before anyone could ask what was going on the door to the left swung open loudly. The organization’s director stepped into the conference room tall and proud, his silver hair and dark suit accenting each other perfectly, and the eyes and cameras of the press were immediately upon him. Aurelia and Chelsea saw their chance as the attention was diverted away from them, and with menacing hisses they turned to each other with fire in their eyes.

		

		Without any attention the two beautiful bitches pressed in forehead to forehead, glaring so deep into each other’s eyes that their searing glares almost caused them physical pain. Each woman placed her hand upon the other’s upper thigh, their fingers slipping slightly beneath each other’s skirt almost like a threat. As their hot breaths clashed for a moment between their open lips they wanted to drive inside each other’s mouth urgently, staying their desires only because they didn’t want to cut their promotional meeting short. Neither whore cared about fighting in front of an audience; Chelsea would have taken Mia to the ground in front of everyone in the club if she hadn’t thought they would be thrown out, and Aurelia had locked herself in a desperate fingerfuck in front of the cameras of her contract signing. They wanted so desperately to tear each other apart for the world, but this was one of the last times they would have any further promotion before the final votes were tallied. They needed to enjoy the full of this spotlight without fear of cutting it short. Aurelia knew Jessy would simply chop the footage again, and Chelsea knew there was a chance her father would watch the reruns; she wanted to keep her fuckfight secrets from him as long as she could.

		

		“What the fuck are you doing, bitch!?” Aurelia hissed, forcing her voice so low that no one else could hear but Chelsea. “You trying to fucking start something!? This is my fucking conference, not yours! I’m the model in the lead you little whore…I’m the one everyone wants to fucking see!” She spread her fingers across the full of her rival’s powerful, shaven thigh, squeezing tightly in challenge, hating how she loved the warmth of the other woman’s skin. “Don’t forget who runs the show here you little bitch…or I’ll show you what happens to those who cross me!”

		

		“Mmmm…don’t make promises you can’t fucking keep!” Chelsea moaned back, her voice so low that it echoed barely over their clashing breaths. She was practically trembling as she felt the other woman’s fingers spread across her thigh, and the glistening in the other woman’s eyes revealed immediately what the other whore was threatening. “You act like you fucking own this place, but without my father’s input, you’d be fucking nothing!” She spread her own fingers just as wide across the other brunette’s thigh as well, squeezed just as tightly, showing the other woman she wouldn’t be intimidated. “I’m the bitch who runs the show here! Make sure you’re on my good side when I take over this place…or I’ll kick you to the curb at the earliest chance I fucking get!”

		

		“You always fucking talk about your father, as if his power somehow makes you better than the rest of us…” Aurelia hissed, feeling the anger rising in her chest. “I’m so fucking sick of hearing you talk about your father. He may have done great things for this organization…but you’re using his position like a fucking parasite!” She loved the rage beginning to burn in the younger woman’s eyes, could feel Chelsea’s body trembling as Aurelia moved her fingers closer to the other model’s panties. “You haven’t done anything to prove yourself, bitch! You haven’t fucking done anything to prove you really belong here! You fucking scream and cry and come like everyone else here! You’re an insult to the rest of us who’ve had to work for what we have…and you’d better fucking back down now or I’ll show you just how much a woman can fucking squirt!”

		

		“You’re the slut who’ll be fucking squirting if you don’t back down…” Chelsea snarled, hating how much the words hurt. Her father’s position was something she always took pride in, and to hear it thrown back in her face drove so much rage through her form that it took every ounce of control she had not to lace the fingers of her other hand through Aurelia’s tresses right then and there. “You talk as if you’re some fucking goddess, but I feel your body growing hot just from fucking looking at me!” She slid her hand towards the other woman’s panties as well, her heart racing as even just their silent advancements were causing their pheromones to clash. “I’ll have you begging on your knees to fucking let you taste me after I’m done with you!”

		

		Just glaring into each other’s eyes was filling Aurelia and Chelsea with vicious anger, and the sensation of each other’s fingers inching towards one another’s clothed pussy was already making their sexes tremble in lust. Their hot breaths were growing harder and more lustful as they felt each other’s desire, as their erotic pheromones and horny scents began to clash like only two hateful lovers could. The way their breaths clashed as they traded threats and insults forced the urge to drive their tongues against each other almost unbearable. They were so hot, so horny and filled with angry lust that they nearly threw away their inhibitions and drove their tongues inside each other’s mouth right in front of the crowd…but just before their control shattered they felt the cameras turn towards them once more. As if they had simply glanced towards each other to discuss the questions of the press they turned back around to face the cameras, their cheeks blushing silently as they wondered if they had been caught. They watched the eyes of the crowd, realized the journalists hadn’t been aware of their lustful exchange; and as they readied themselves for further questions Aurelia and Chelsea ran their fingers along the inside of each other’s thighs.

		

		“Rumors of a desperate internal struggle within the organization have recently surfaced.” One of the reporters spoke up, running her fingers through her long, golden hair. Her words made Aurelia silently tremble as she recognized the journalist from her contract signing. “Whispers that all models within are driven to physical, and even sexual, competitions. Are these rumors simply speculation? Of course there has to be some form of jealous rivalry, it’s only natural in a business filled with such incredible women, but does that rivalry only stem between certain people? Or has such fighting become the way to the top?”

		

		Aurelia felt her heart racing as for a brief moment the eyes of the reporter locked with her own. Aurelia could sense a small smile playing about her lips, knew she had been present to watch she and Mia finger each other like desperate sluts at her contract signing. The journalist had heard them argue, had seen them pull each other’s hair, drive their tongues deep inside each other’s mouth and force their hands between each other’s thighs. She had watched them force each other to orgasm in front of the cameras, had watched them sink to their knees in climactic ecstasy for the world to see. Aurelia knew that many people had tuned in to watch the live broadcast, that even though Jessy had forced the production companies to cut the recordings before sending it out into the world that a great many people had seen the first moments of their brief, sexual struggle. The reporter was good, digging deeper into a juicy story that had been mysteriously cut from the film…she wanted to know more.

		

		“Everyone has that one model she hates, that one woman she despises more than all others…” Chelsea began, cutting her companion off again before the veteran model could speak. “Normally the rivalries here are fought through photosets, each woman competing against the other for the best shot, the most attentive audience…but there is only so much that can be proven through still images.” She could feel her body growing hot simply from her own simplification of the tension between the models. She had to make it vague, had to leave some to the imagination of the viewers. “Sometimes those rivalries burn too hot for the numbers to be enough, and the only way to truly vent that rage is to meet in person.”

		

		Chelsea could feel herself trembling as the sexfights she’d engaged in between nearly every model here flooded her mind. She made it sound as if boiling rivalries were rare; in truth, nearly every model who stayed at the organization waged war against every other. Friendships were rare within the organization; and even when a bond was formed, such comradery was almost always shattered after the two women began to wonder who the most beautiful truly was. “When two models who hate each other are standing face to face, their voices clashing in anger as they argue and scream who the better model is, it’s almost impossible to keep such insults so words…and if our claws tear away each other’s clothes it opens up even new avenues for us to fight…” She loved how enraptured the audience was at her words, practically squirting as the way the cameras were focused on her seemed to unlock some wild desire for fame she hadn’t truly realized until now. “And when naked skin begins to grind along naked skin, even hate might not be enough to override our most basic desires…”

		

		Aurelia’s anger flared in an instant, furiously wanting to drive her fingers deep into the other woman’s long tresses and punish the younger model for her arrogance…but she knew there were more desperate ways she could embarrass Chelsea than simply pulling her hair. She forced her hand fully between her enemy’s thighs, nearly gasping as her fingers made contact with the other woman’s lace panties. They were already damp, as if the bitter tension and hissed words between them had already made the younger model violently horny and wet. She had known their hissed insults and threats had made Chelsea excited, but the dampness upon the other brunette’s panties caught her so off guard she couldn’t keep a sexual chill from shocking through her form. The other woman’s wetness felt incredible, already filling her mind with images of making the other model scream her name. The images were so powerful, the other woman’s wetness so commanding, that before she even knew the urges were shocking through her Aurelia’s pussy squirted slightly. With a silent moan she felt her juices soaking into her lace, and desire and disgust filled her form as the next second Chelsea’s fingers buried between her thighs in retaliation.

		

		They kept their eyes forward, but even without looking they could feel the pressure of their fingers upon each other’s pussy insulting their common wetness. The seconds felt like full minutes as they simply took in the dampness of each other’s panties, the bitter tension and teasing contact causing both whores to squirt again despite the hatred burning between them. They could feel each other’s full pussy lips through the fabric, each woman practically trembling as their sexual touches dared each other to back down. They began to rub each other’s pussy, teasing between each other’s sex lips through the lace, each woman’s legs opening wide for each other’s touch; no matter what they did, each woman knew she could never back down.

		

		Aurelia began to squirm slightly in her seat, desperately trying to ignore the fingers caressing her pussy lips through her panties as the journalist turned to her for answers. She knew the blonde was waiting for a response, could see the sparkling in the reporter’s eyes. She’d gotten a front-row seat to the bitter fingering between she and Mia, and knew the reporter was waiting to see if Aurelia would try to excuse the spat in front of the cameras. The blonde might not yet know it…but she was getting a close look at the secret battle between she and Chelsea as well.

		

		“Let’s face it, having these feelings of jealous rivalry spark out of control is a natural reaction.” Aurelia stated, struggling to keep her voice level as Chelsea’s fingers began to rub faster. She began to increase her own speed as well, felt Chelsea beginning to tremble just as she was. Their lower bodies, still hidden beneath the cloth, began to move uncontrollably to the rhythm of each other’s fingers. “We dress in sexually arousing clothes, compete for the attention of the audience…it’s only natural for us to want to test our bodies, to strip away the cloth and challenge each other’s true beauty!”

		

		Aurelia hated how much she loved the sensation of Chelsea’s fingers rubbing her pussy through her panties, loved the wetness of her rival’s lace as her own fingers did the same. She could feel her clit beginning to swell from the erotic sensations, and as Chelsea’s middle finger began to focus her attack Aurelia’s mouth opened in a silent cry of pleasure. She squirted again almost immediately from Chelsea’s expert touch, soaking her panties with arousal, driving her almost fearful the other whore had her at an immediate disadvantage…but in the next instant she could feel Chelsea’s sexhorn swelling as well. “To survive in this business you have to believe you’re the best, the most sexual and gorgeous woman to ever exist!” She could feel the trembling beginning to creep into her voice even as she fought against it, but as she began to grind her finger against Chelsea’s clit she felt a surge of confidence as the other woman’s splash soaked even further into the lace. “Matching beauty against beauty can only get you so far though. True sexuality is what drives the views; and sometimes the only way to put another in her place is to match even the most tender parts of our bodies against each other until only one of us is still willing to continue!”

		

		Aurelia and Chelsea may not have been facing each other as they spoke, but their words were obvious challenges to the two beautiful brunettes fingering each other beneath the table. They violated each other’s squealing sexhorn through their soaking panties, every second driving them wetter as they struggled to hold their composure. Even through the lace the two women squirmed, rocking back and forth uncontrollably against each other’s touch as they struggled to keep the violent quaking from their voices and answer further questions. They talked about the organization, about the rivalries that burned between the models within. They never revealed too much, suggesting that some normalcy existed behind closed doors…but as the blonde reporter’s smile seemed to grow wider, the two brunettes wondered if she suspected the battle that was waging beneath the cloth.

		

		Chelsea and Aurelia fought to keep their upper bodies still, fought to seclude their battle as best they could, but as the two brunettes drove each other more and more excited they could feel their bodies trembling in their seats. Their voices began to crack and stammer as they talked, forcing their answers shorter as more and more of their attention was directed towards not screaming in pleasured ecstasy. They could feel their nipples growing harder in anticipation, their rods poking through their shirts in silent mockery of each other as their nipples practically begged to be played with. Had they not been trying to hide their hateful arousal the two brunettes would have immediately lashed towards each other’s breasts; even now the two models considered dropping their sinful façade and pinching each other’s nipples in front of the press as hard as they could.

		

		Their bodies were growing desperately hot, their pussies growing wetter and wetter as they continued to massage each other’s sex. They felt each other squirt again in unison, harder this time, the new wave of sexual warmth soaking through their panties nearly making Aurelia and Chelsea audibly moan. The wetter their lace became the more the two brunettes practically begged for it in their clashing pheromones. Their scents were beginning to fight fully between them as they squirted again, faint aromas that were driving them so wild they could hardly stand it. They could feel each other’s pussy practically pulsing with ravenous desire to be violated, each woman’s lust to fight so powerful that again they thought of throwing away their secrecy and driving their tongues deep into each other’s mouth in front of the cameras.

		

		Their mouths opened in silent rage and ecstasy as each woman drove her index finger deep into the other’s pussy through her panties, the lace glove around their fingers causing the desperate penetration to hurt and feel so violently good at the same time. Their voices broke in unison as they twisted inside each other desperately, each woman still driving her middle finger against the other’s squealing clit, neither model surrendering the attack on her enemy’s incredible sexhorn. They were so close to coming already as they forced their words out in panting breaths, as they wanted so furiously to pull each other’s hair and squeeze each other’s heavy tits until they sobbed.

		

		Each woman’s other hand pushed towards her rival’s, their fingers interlocking frantically, squeezing so tightly that their nails began to dig into the skin between each other’s knuckles. Violently they began fighting to bend each other’s wrist back, struggling to overpower each other in their mutual show of strength. They winced as the tension caused their hands to burn, as their strengths remained so equal they could feel their knuckles turning white. Still they faced the camera, the pain of their finger-locked power struggle helping them focus; and as they grinded palm to palm their voices grew level once more.

		

		The burning in their fingers balanced out the pleasure searing across their pussies, nearly locking them in a stalemate they felt could last forever, and the thought drove them practically wild with the desperate rage of unrealized conquest. They had to make each other scream, had to drive each other to orgasm in front of the cameras, had to embarrass each other in front of the entire world. The thought of leaving this conference without having forced each other to climax in front of the audience filled them with such rage they could hardly stand it. They continued to crush and grind against each other’s clit, fighting each other through the lace until the director turned to leave. The cameras and journalist turned to watch his exit, and in the moment of distraction the two women pulled their hands away from each other’s lace with cries of attrition. In the second of calm they felt like they could hang on, felt like they could outlast each other as they turned face to face with fire in their eyes. They grinded forehead to forehead in the erotic hatred only filthy whores who despised each other could, and as their violent glares dared each other to back down Aurelia and Chelsea plunged their hand deep into each other’s soaking panties beneath their skirts.

		

		Tears of ecstatic rage immediately filled the eyes of the gorgeous brunettes, their blistering glares so locked with frantic hate that for a moment they saw only each other. Their hot, panting breaths clashed as each woman’s hand crushed against the other’s naked sex, the sensation so incredible that it nearly send them to orgasm right then and there. They tried desperately to focus on the pain their interlocked fingers were causing each other, fought to focus on the burning sensation in their wrists to remain focused but it was no use. They practically sobbed as Chelsea and Aurelia forced two fingers inside each other, and a third grinded so frantically against each other’s sexhorn that immediately they felt each other lose control.

		

		They heard the gasps of the crowd, felt the cameras upon them once more, but they didn’t care. They screamed at each other in hate as they curved their fingers inside each other, as they twisted and pumped inside one another’s pussy with reckless abandon. They were so warm, so wet, so incredible and arousing that just the sensation of each other’s horny wetness drove them further over the edge. They felt their pussy lips biting at each other’s fingers with ravenous ecstasy, felt the most erotic shock scorch through their bodies as they lost control; and an instant later they came, pulsing so much of their sweet girl-cum across each other’s fingers that they knew their seats would hold traces of their incredible scents for days to come.

		

		“You…fucking…bitch!” Chelsea and Jessy screamed as one, their hot breaths clashing so violently between their open lips that they could contain themselves no longer. With shrieks of ecstasy they drove their tongues violently into each other’s mouth, making out like frantic whores as they screamed each other’s name in muffled desire. They forced a third finger violently into each other’s sex, penetrating each other so furiously that the pleasure of their mutual climaxes grew almost unbearable. They sobbed into each other’s mouth as their tongues twisted wildly, their hearts racing as they felt the eyes of the world upon them, and the shocked tension of the reporters before them caused the two whores to open their mouths even wider so the cameras could fully see their furiously struggling tongues.

		

		Aurelia and Chelsea released the painful finger-lock with sobs of attrition, each woman burying her fingers deep into the other’s long, dark tresses. Furiously they pulled each other’s hair like rival college schoolgirls, each woman driving the other’s face even more deliberately against her own, both women sobbing as their tongues made violent love. As they penetrated each other’s warm, soaking pussy with everything they had they began to grind their palms against each other’s clit, punishing each other’s sexhorn as the pain and tension and hate drove their pleasure higher than they had ever thought possible from such awkward fingering.

		

		They realized they loved the lights and cameras upon them, loved the pain of their pulled hair and the desperate taste of each other’s spit as their tongues struggled between their open lips. They wanted so violently to destroy each other like this in front of the cameras, wanted so viciously to tear each other naked and fuck right here and now for the entire world to see. Their glistening eyes glared such frantic hate into each other that they practically dared each other to surrender to their desires, to stand from the table and show the world how deeply and violently they were fingering each other. They were coming so hard, so powerfully, that they could feel each other’s cum pulsing around their fingers, through the lace and staining their powerful thighs.

		

		They wanted so urgently to reveal everything, to force each other onto the table and lock sex to sex right here and now…but they didn’t know if the world was truly ready for what was happening. Aurelia knew she was already skirting the line, knew any further desperation would cause Jessy to cut the film once more; and Chelsea again wanted to keep her father as ignorant of her secrets as possible. She knew he was busy, that he wouldn’t have time to watch the entire interview and would turn the reruns off before the detonations of her fingerfuck with Aurelia…but if word got around that she and the veteran model had climbed onto the table and fucked it out in front of the cameras there would be no avoiding her exposure.

		

		Their muffled screams grew violently shrill as they tore their hands away from each other’s pussy, their fingers coated with each other’s orgasmic arousal. They forced their tongues as deep into each other’s mouth as they could, sealing their cries inside their violently struggling lips as their cum-streaked hands drove against each other’s cheek with wild fury. They sobbed in lust and disgust as each slut felt her own cum streak across her skin, their hate replacing lust as their orgasmic ecstasy began to wane. Again and again they slapped each other’s pretty bitch face, loving the way they cried out in pain, both whores still tonguefighting like vicious lovers as their mixing spit made them ravenous. Their grips on each other’s hair, the pressure of each woman forcing the other’s ravenous mouth against her own, kept their lips and tongues in constant struggle even as they felt their cum-streaked cheeks growing red from their bitter slaps.

		

		Their gorgeous forms continued to thrash in their seats as the final seconds of their orgasmic pleasure elapsed, eventually settling into silence as the final drops of their creams soaked into their lace. In the stunned quiet that followed the two brunettes pulled their tongues from each other’s mouth reluctantly, the final slap driving their faces painfully to the side as their plush lips released each other. As they turned to face each other with fire in their eyes they allowed the bitter silence to follow, allowed the audience to take in the spectacle that had just ensued. The fingers of their other hand remained entwined deeply in each other’s hair, challenging each other to begin again, letting the audience know that even through what had just transpired the two brunettes still held nothing but hate.

		

		Their hot, panting breaths clashed between their open mouths as the tension continued to build, each woman’s lips sparkling with the other’s spit from their bitter tonguefight. They watched the tears well further in each other’s eyes as the sting of their mutual slaps began to sink in, but the shocks caused so much adrenaline coursing through their veins the two models felt like they could fight each other forever. “That was amazing…” they heard the blonde reporter whisper, the awe in her voice apparent as her words became the first to shatter the tense silence. “You two bitches are so fucking horny for each other…but you hate each other so much!”

		

		Their cheeks were already red from their stinging slaps, but hearing the words of the journalist immediately caused them to flush scarlet from embarrassment. In an instant the two beautiful brunettes became painfully aware of the spit upon their lips, of the way their clashing moans were filled with lust as they practically begged for more. They were aware of how hard their nipples were, how their rods were so erect and tender they were poking through their shirts, erotically obvious to the entire world as the cameras focused. More than anything they were aware of the way their soaking panties clung to their tender pussies, how the warm, sexual wetness was spread across the inside of their powerful thighs. The world could not yet see the sparkling cum upon their skin, but they knew their orgasmic proof would be revealed as soon as they stood from the table. The skirts they wore would not cover up the power of their climaxes, and as they realized the proof of their orgasms would be revealed as soon as they moved their bodies grew hot with shameful lust.

		

		Chelsea’s heart raced in her chest as she glared into the eyes of the veteran model, felt her cheeks growing hotter and more flushed as silent muttering washed through the crowd. She could hardly believe what had just happened, could hardly believe she had broken so frantically in front of the cameras. When she had challenged Aurelia like this she thought she would be able to contain her pleasure, but Aurelia’s fingers had so expertly violated her sex that the detonation had been more powerful than she had ever thought possible. The cum soaked into her panties and sparkling on the inside of her thighs was unavoidable, unerasable; the proof of her lesbianic climax would be captured for the world to see as soon as she stood up from her seat. The warm wetness of her hateful climactic pleasure nearly sent her sobbing in embarrassment.

		

		Despite her words, despite the confidence she had felt moments before, she wanted to disappear. She wanted to vanish from the view of the cameras, wanted to pretend her fingering sexfight with Aurelia never happened. She knew the tears in her eyes betrayed her embarrassment, knew she couldn’t hide her furious shame from the woman who had sent her to such incredible sexual pleasure. She watched the other woman’s eyes silently gloating, watched Aurelia’s glare dare her to back down, to run away, to disappear and never turn back; and for a moment Chelsea’s embarrassment nearly made her bow down to the other beautiful brunette right then and there.

		

		Aurelia could see the embarrassment in the other whore’s glistening eyes, could practically feel Chelsea’s want to disappear in the heat and trembling of her gorgeous form. She felt so dirty, so filthy for being forced to climax from the younger model’s touch, the warm wetness upon her shaven thighs making her practically quiver. Their incredible scents wafted around them fully now, their intoxicating aromas clashing so furiously that she knew the blonde reporter could sense their sexual pheromones. She could feel the journalist’s eyes upon them, got the impression the blonde was no stranger to the sexual competition that had just transpired between she and Chelsea. She could feel the woman who clenched her hair trembling violently, wanted to drive the other brunette’s embarrassment as deep as she could into her psyche in front of the cameras; she had to take advantage of Chelsea’s shame as quickly as she could.

		

		“Fuck you came so fucking much Chelsea!” Aurelia snarled, further tightening her hold on the other woman’s long, dark tresses, forcing the other brunette’s forehead hatefully against her own. She exaggerated her moans, allowed her voice to practically drip with eroticism, giving the cameras the auditory show she knew they wanted. “You coated my fingers with so much arousal bitch, squirted so fucking much that your panties are fucking soaked!” Her heart raced in her chest as even through the embarrassment she felt Chelsea’s fingers tighten through her own tresses as well, felt the younger model force the tension equal from her pull. “I can fucking smell you bitch, your orgasms smell so fucking good! I love your fucking wetness, slut! I’ll bet your panties couldn’t even soak it all up bitch, your thighs are practically coated with your filthy cream!”

		

		“You came too bitch, you fucking came too!” Chelsea sobbed back, her voice trembling violently as every single word Aurelia spoke made her feel dirtier. She wanted so urgently to vanish, was afraid to stand up and reveal to the world how furiously she had squirted. The audience could see nothing past the cloth draped over the table, and she felt almost safe behind its shroud. She wanted to hide behind it forever…but she forced her eyes to remain locked with Aurelia’s as their panting breaths clashed between them. “You came like a filthy slut from my fingers bitch! You fucking loved the way I drove inside of you again and again!”

		

		“You loved the way I violated your filthy little clit!” Aurelia shot back, trying to override the younger woman’s cries with her own. “Your weak, dirty little sexhorn practically begged for the way I fucking grinded against it!” She struggled to drive her hate, drive her insults deep into the enemy’s spirit, hating how she admired the other woman’s bravery. Still Chelsea was arguing with her, was unwilling to back down even when she could tell every fiber in Chelsea’s spirit begged her to surrender. “You look so fucking filthy with your own cum streaked across your cheek bitch, I fucking love it! Tell the audience how much you fucking loved the way my fingers fucked you, or I’ll make sure they know what a weak little whore you really are!”

		

		“You act like you fucking won something, bitch!” Chelsea snarled, forcing the trembling from her voice. She felt the eyes of the world upon her, knew there was a chance her mother could be watching this conference; and as the sight of how bravely her mother had fought against Jessy shocked through her she knew she couldn’t back down. “You act like you fucking dominated me, but you came just as hard and fast as I did!” She forced her tits against Aurelia’s as she spoke, moaning as the other model increased the pressure immediately, each whore driving her nipples against each other in a show of force that made both of them violently horny. “You fucking coated my hand, filled your panties, streaked your thighs with your filthy orgasms! Your fucking pussy was practically biting at my fingers as I penetrated your weak little pussy! You’re the bitch who should fucking back down, or I’ll make you fucking surrender in front of the whole world!”

		

		Aurelia practically trembled as she heard the confidence beginning to return to the younger model’s voice. When she had felt how Chelsea trembled Aurelia had hoped for an easy victory…but the chance of sexual war made her even more excited. “You sound brave hiding that pretty pussy behind this cloth bitch, but let’s see how brave you really are when there’s nothing to hide how much you fucking came from my fingers!” She loved the awed silence from the crowd, loved how she saw the uncertainty flash in her rival’s eyes; this would be the true test to see if Chelsea had what it took to stay here. “Stand up you filthy little slut, and let’s show everyone whose cum is streaked more upon her thighs!”

		

		Still clenching each other’s long, dark tresses tightly the two women began to rise from their seats, their eyes never leaving their blistering glares as the crowd waited with bated breath. Their forced orgasms had been so powerful, so pleasurable, that their legs shook beneath them as they rose. They drove their tits against each other heavily as the two brunettes leaned on each other for support, each woman panting desperately into her enemy’s face as their nipples bent against each other painfully. Standing made them even more aware of how desperately wet their panties were, could feel the warmth of their cum spreading further across their skin. As their clothed pussies finally came into view over the low table they could hear the crowd gasp, felt the blonde journalist’s spirit practically quiver in erotic delight; they knew they looked absolutely stunning in their glistening orgasmic proof.

		

		Their panting grew even more desperate as the stunned silence drove on, each woman pulling away from the other slightly as their legs grew steadier. As their breasts parted enough for their nipples to force themselves erect once more the two brunettes nearly gasped from the relief, holding the tension tip to tip for several seconds longer before breaking their tits away from each other fully. Their rods were so tender, so hard and erect that they ached without any stimulation, driving the two women even more furious as their bodies practically begged for them to break down and punish each other’s rods with reckless abandon. They could already feel their pussies pleading for the same; they were now violent rivals until the end.

		

		Aurelia and Chelsea cried out in pain as they pulled each other’s hair violently, tears welling in their eyes as their violent holds forced each other’s gaze down. They trembled in furious lesbian hate as each woman forced the other to look upon their shaven thighs, as they forced each other to compare the wetness upon their skin and lace. They hated each other with such burning passion that they wanted the world to look upon each other’s orgasmic weakness, wanted each other to feel the violent embarrassment of being such filthy whores in front of the camera. Each woman spread her thighs wider so the camera could compare the cum upon their skin without mystery, hating how horny the sight of each other’s wetness was making them. The fingers of each woman’s other hand reached toward her enemy’s skirt, gripping the fabric tightly, pulling upwards in order to reveal each other’s soaking panties for the viewers to see.

		

		“Oh fuck bitch, look how fucking much you came!” Aurelia snarled, her eyes practically sparkling with lust as she glared across the wetness of the younger model’s skin. “Look how much you fucking came bitch, fuck look at how fucking wet you are!” She pulled violently on her enemy’s hair as she spoke, cruelly shaking the other model’s head like a disobedient whore. “Fucking look at how much you loved my fingers you weak little slut!”

		

		“You came even more than me bitch, fucking look at all that cum!” Chelsea snarled back, tears beginning to stream down her cheeks as her head was jerked left and right. She felt like such a filthy whore looking upon her own cum-streaked thighs. “Fuck bitch, you came like I fucked you all night long!” She pulled her enemy’s hair left and right just as violently, loving how Aurelia’s pained cries clashed with her own. “I can’t believe how horny you fucking smell bitch, god your filthy fucking pussy just can’t get enough! Your panties are practically dripping with cum, slut!”

		

		“Your panties are even fucking wetter bitch, look how they fucking stick to that weak little pussy of yours!” Aurelia snarled, her heart racing as she and Chelsea treated each other like filthy little whores. “And I can smell your pathetic scents too bitch, trying so desperately to fight against mine; and mine are fucking winning!”

		

		“Fuck you bitch, my incredible aromas are overpowering your filthy stench!” Chelsea cried, barely able to contain her excitement as she and Aurelia screamed at each other in rage. “My scents are stronger and sweeter than yours slut! My aromas drive any bitch fucking wild, and I know just my scents alone make you want to fucking come again!” She could feel her own pussy throbbing as her words rang true for herself as well. The violent hairpulling she and Aurelia were locked into, coupled with the incredible scents of the other woman’s orgasmic pussy was turning her on more than she had thought possible. She pretended she hated Aurelia’s scents, but clashing against her own they became some of the sweetest aromas she had ever known.

		

		“Fuck you bitch, my scents are fucking sweeter!” Aurelia declared, her body practically quivering as even through her words she wasn’t so sure. Had they not been struggling in vicious anger she would have begged to bury her face in the younger model’s pussy. “My incredible aromas are what fucking drive everyone wild, not yours!”

		

		“Tell us, blondie!” Chelsea snarled, directing her aggression towards the golden-haired reporter watching them argue with wordless awe. “Fucking tell us whose scents are stronger and sweeter! Tell this filthy little whore how much more incredible my scents are than hers! I’m gonna be running this organization, so if you want to get a front row seat to my reign you’ll fucking tell this filthy little slut the truth!”

		

		“Yeah, fucking tell me the truth about how much sweeter my fucking scents are!” Aurelia snarled back, hating how much she loved the bitter tension burning between them. “Don’t forget who’s been here the longest, who’s survived all the rivalries and still remains on top!” She and Chelsea pulled hard on each other’s long, disheveled tresses again, forcing each other’s face back up so they could glare into each other’s eyes once more. “Make sure you’re on the winning side when I destroy this bitch for good!”

		

		The blonde practically trembled as the voices of the models demanded her decision, the lust of their words making her desperately wish she could watch them fight to the bitter end. She had felt a pang of anger from the disrespectful way Chelsea had addressed her, but she forced the anger from her mind. She realized she had never given her name, had worn no nametag for anyone to read. Besides, the eyes of the world were upon them; if Annalise was anything more than an impartial judge, she knew it would be impossible for her to hide it.

		

		Annalise stood from her seat as she ran her fingers through her long, blonde tresses, acting nervous for the cameras…but in truth she was no stranger to such sexual competitions. She breathed deeply as she leaned across the table, taking in the intoxicating scents of the two beautiful brunettes before her. She eyed their soaking panties and sparkling thighs hungrily as she absorbed their struggling scents; such conflict brought back so many powerful, filthy memories.

		

		The blonde moaned loudly as she struggled to determine whose scents she enjoyed more, as their powerful aromas fought for her attention. They were both so different, and yet they complimented each other so well in their clashing sexual fury. “Mmm…you both smell so fucking good…” Annalise moaned, her voice trembling with the ecstasy of a virgin slut as two college whores fought over her innocence in their dorm. “I love your scents so equally…but they smell even better fighting for my attention!”

		

		Annalise nearly cackled as she saw the brunettes tremble in hate and desire, could practically feel the heat and rage emanating from their bodies. She loved how much they hated being told their orgasmic scents were better together, knew such a declaration alone would drive them reckless with anger. “I guess the only way to truly settle this is by who came more…isn’t it!?” Annalise suggested. “You both look so equally wet…but which one of you is fucking wetter!?”

		

		“She is!” the two brunettes screamed, the hate and distress so apparent in their voices that it drove Annalise wild. Their clashing screams were tinged with pain as their violent grips on each other’s long, dark hair forced their foreheads painfully against each other. The blonde nearly came herself as the brunettes grinded their foreheads against each other in hate, as they glared so furiously into each other’s eyes that the only thing keeping them from taking each other to the ground was the prayer that Annalise would declare her favorite. “Feel our wetness for yourself if you have to!” the two brunettes screamed as one, their hate practically connecting their minds through orgasmic lust. “Tell this filthy little slut who the hornier bitch really is!”

		

		Annalise forced her hands to tremble for the camera, feigning her shyness as she moved her fingers towards the soaking panties of the whores that glared into each other’s eyes. She pretended to be scared…but in truth she had been practically begging to feel their climactic wetness firsthand. Before she even touched the lace she could feel the sexual heat emanating from their incredible, horny forms; and the clashing auras made the blonde’s pussy pulse behind her own wet panties.

		

		The fingers of Annalise’s left hand made contact with Aurelia’s lace at exactly the same time the fingers of her right brushed against Chelsea’s, and immediately at her touch the brunettes cried out in lust. Before the blonde even knew the extent of her own violent desires she squirted, her heart racing as her body surrendered a trickle of arousal without any stimulation. In an instant the cum upon the brunettes’ panties began to coat her fingers, and as the models practically cried into each other’s mouth Annalise wondered if they were squirting again. Her own pussy throbbed as she felt the quivering of the models’ cunts, and as the wetness seemed to grow warmer the blonde’s cries echoed along with the gorgeous, hateful models’.

		

		“Oohhhh…you both are so fucking wet!” Annalise moaned, ensuring her horny trembling was heard by the cameras without fail. “You both are so fucking wet it’s almost impossible to tell which one of you came more!” She allowed a malicious grin to spread across her lips as she began to rub, driven nearly crazy with lust as her own erotic scents began to clash with the brunettes’. “Ooohhh, fuck your pussy lips are so tender and full, so swollen with your desperate arousal!” She began to tease between each woman’s sex lips, loving how the two whores practically screamed as she pushed through the lace. “Oh fuck you gorgeous whores, I can practically feel your filthy, horny sexes biting at my fingers while I rub! Coating my fingers with arousal as you fucking squirm!”

		

		Annalise knew she was getting off-track, was getting lost in the moment, but she didn’t care. The bitter tension, the horny cries, the clashing scents of vicious lesbian hate, everything about the two beautiful bitches before her were driving her wild. Desperate memories of violent sexual warfare from the time she too worked at the Organization shocked uncontrollably through her. She felt the pain of hours of fucking, saw the flash of raven hair and the snarling face of a brunette bitch as they drove each other to countless climaxes while others fucked around them. Even now she still remembered the bitch’s name…

		

		A strangled cry shattered the memories of the blonde, forcing her back to the present as Chelsea and Aurelia drove their tongues violently inside each other’s mouth. As if by some vicious cue each brunette placed a foot furiously upon the table between them and the blonde, opening their clothed pussies wide to the journalist comparing their sexual wetness. “Then fucking make us come, you gorgeous blonde!” Aurelia and Chelsea screamed as one, their words barely understandable around their struggling tongues. “Fucking drive us to orgasm and tell the world which one of us fucking comes more!”

		

		Before Annalise could even accept their filthy proposal Chelsea and Aurelia released each other’s skirt, instead grabbing ahold of each other’s soaking panties and pulling them away so violently that the soaking fabric was torn in seconds. The blonde journalist nearly came right then and there as the brunettes tore each other’s cunt naked, as two of the prettiest pussies Annalise had ever seen were revealed for the world’s pleasure. They were completely shaven, void of any blemishes, coated in the cum of their forced fingering. Their glistening perfections rivaled each other in every single way; and as they dropped each other’s panties upon the table Annalise allowed herself to lose control.

		

		With no cloth to stand in her way Annalise drove the middle finger of each hand deep into the pussies of the two brunette bitches before her, the muffled screams of the models rising so furiously from her penetration she thought they were already coming. Immediately their soaking pussies began biting at her fingers, begging to be violated deeper, and as the blonde began pumping inside of them with violent obsession she could already feel new arousal coating her fingers.

		

		“Oh my fucking god you bitches are so soft, so warm, so wet!” Annalise moaned, her own sex begging to be violated just the same. She knew this penetration was turning the conference into a filthy orgasmic display, but the violent sexual heat made her no longer care. She worked for herself, could film however the hell she wanted to…but journalism was only a means to the revenge she had always dreamed of. She drove a second finger violently inside the whores who begged her to, crushing and grinding her palm against their squealing clits with such reckless abandon she could feel their bodies violently quaking in pleasure. Annalise had just barely begun, and already the two brunettes were on the verge of another crippling climax.

		

		“I know you fucking love this!” Aurelia challenged, tears streaming down her cheeks as the blonde reporter penetrated her like a filthy whore. “I know you fucking love how my tongue violates yours while this beautiful blonde bitch drives inside of us!” Even as she spoke she continued to force her tongue inside the other brunette’s mouth, continued to sob as the other woman’s tongue drove inside her own just as frantically. “I know you love being treated like a whore Chelsea, I can hear you fucking beg for it bitch! I know you’re gonna fucking come!”

		

		“You’re gonna come first bitch, you’re gonna come fucking first!” Chelsea sobbed back, her body thrashing wildly from the violent pleasure. She continued to drive spit down the throat of the other model as Aurelia did the same, tears streaming down her cheeks as even through the hatred she realized she loved it. She could already feel herself losing control, her hips thrusting against the blonde’s hand as the journalist penetrated her with reckless abandon. She knew she had to prove her hatred, knew she had to break Aurelia before Aurelia broke her. Through blistering tears she could see the other model’s nipples poking through her shirt, so hard and erect and tender that they practically begged to be punished; and before she could stop herself Chelsea’s free hand crushed against the tits of her rival, taking Aurelia’s right nipple between her thumb and forefinger and pinching down as hard as she could.

		

		Aurelia’s cry of erotic pain echoed viciously inside their furiously locked mouths, the shock of her enemy’s attack nearly driving her to orgasm right then and there. Even through her shirt the sensation was maddening, and as further tears welled in her eyes she could see her enemy’s glare begging for the same. Without hesitation the veteran model returned the furious pinch, Chelsea’s cries clashing with her own around their struggling tongues. Through blurred vision Aurelia watched Chelsea’s tears mirror her own…and in their painful rage the two gorgeous brunettes drove their tongues deeper into each other’s mouth.

		

		Harder and faster Aurelia and Chelsea humped the fingers of the blonde, the frantic movements of their hips driving the fingers of the journalist even deeper into their tender, soaking cunts. They struggled to control the violent desires raging inside of them, fought to hide how urgently they wanted to come, but as they sobbed in frantic ecstasy they only revealed it more.

		

		Their ravenous cunts bit and sucked on the journalist’s fingers, their forms so close to coming that they were coating the reporter’s fingers with new arousal. Their nipples were so hard and tender, holding strong even as they punished each other’s rods with ravenous passion. They hated the strength in each other’s nipples, hated one another’s defiance, and in their anger they began to twist and pull on each other’s rods in the midst of their cruel pinching. Their screams clashed between their lips as their tongues made violent love, each woman hating how much she adored the other’s taste as Chelsea and Aurelia drove spit down each other’s throat. Their lips sparkled with the lust of their kiss as their tongues fought it out, twisting and corkscrewing with such reckless abandon they almost choked.

		

		Chelsea felt so dirty fighting like this in front of the cameras, felt so filthy letting the journalist finger her while she and Aurelia fought tongue to tongue and punished each other’s tender nipples. She knew she should feel ashamed for liking this filthy struggle, but locked in the heat of the moment she realized she didn’t care. She planned on exacting her revenge, on taking over the organization, upon the foundation of sexual warfare. As she felt the floodgates beginning to open, as she felt her legs violently shake beneath her from the pleasure, she realized she loved it; and as she felt the burning lust of the crowd around her she swore to herself she would never again feel ashamed of the sexual struggles she loved so much.

		

		Aurelia and Chelsea tore their tongues from each other’s mouth in manic ecstasy, throwing their faces to the ceiling as the blonde curved her fingers inside them, penetrating them so frantically they were immediately sent to climax. Their legs shook so violently beneath them that they nearly collapsed against each other for support, each woman pulling her hand away from the other’s rods and throwing her arm around the other’s back. Their screams grew even louder as they refused to let each other’s tender breasts rest, driving their perfect nipples head to head as their tits bulged violently against each other. They hated holding onto each other for support, hated how even through the tension between their breasts the clashing heat of their bodies gave them comfort; each brunette desperately wanted to drag the blonde fully into the fray and see how good she really was.

		

		Annalise’s gorgeous body violently quaked as the two brunettes came, her own ecstatic cries mixing with the models’ as they coated her fingers with their sweet girl-cum. Their sexes clenched so tightly around her fingers that it nearly hurt, her own pussy so horny and wet from the fight that she wanted to tear her own clothes away and fuck them both. They were so warm and wet, so gorgeous clutching each other tightly and screaming each other’s name. It felt so good bringing such incredible sluts to climax, felt so erotic knowing the desperate art was still alive and well even after she had been fucked off the force. She had been worried that when she finally pushed her way back into the Organization that the art would have been lost; the bitches before her were proof it burned as brightly as ever.

		

		As she felt the orgasms of the brunettes reach their peak Annalise tore her fingers away from their ravenous pussies, loving the violent anger flaring in their gorgeous orbs. Their orgasmic pulses coated their inner thighs, squirting upon the table, spitting on each other in the process as the power of their detonations grew violent. She refused to pleasure them through the most desperate waves, wanted them to end this climax so unsatisfied they would just have to break down and fuck. Their throbbing pussies looked so gorgeous in their orgasmic glory; even detonating in ecstasy she couldn’t tell whose sex was more beautiful.

		

		Wordless screams of desperate ecstasy escaped the lips of the two brunette bitches, their bodies quivering in such violent passion they could hardly think. Tears of pain and reckless desire streamed down their cheeks as they pulled each other’s hair even harder, forcing each other face to face while they came. They loved the way they cried, loved the way they sobbed so violently that even lips to lips they didn’t have enough control to drive their tongues against each other. To be fingered so expertly by another whore while they fought had been so incredible…but the way the blonde had pulled away at the exact moment they needed her stimulation the most left them so violently angry they knew they had to continue.

		

		Chelsea and Aurelia glared into each other’s eyes as they refused to help finish each other off, as they allowed the dissatisfied rage to boil inside of them. They knew they had to fuck it out, wanted to ensure when they finally locked together in unbridled lesbian hate that they would both be ravenous to come. They sobbed as the final seconds of their orgasms elapsed, their tongues lashing out in anger as they finally regained control, swiping hatefully against each other in a final show they proved they would never surrender; and as they pulled each other’s face backwards so they could fully take in each other’s tear-stained beauty, they knew this war was just beginning.

		

		“Who…came more…bitch!?” Aurelia and Chelsea demanded, their glistening eyes remaining locked in burning anger as they waited for the blonde’s response. They wanted to watch each other’s spirit wilt, wanted to see the despair in each other’s eyes as the journalist claimed her winner. Their pussies and thighs were now coated in their orgasmic cum, their scents clashing so desperately they would drive anyone wild. They knew the cloth they had been fingered over was soaked in their cream; and they could tell by the silence around them that the crowd would be clamoring to steal it. They waited through the blonde’s silence, anger burning inside of them as the seconds drove on; and in another fit of rage they shoved each other away, their chests heaving in their panting breaths as their forms fully disengaged.

		

		Annalise knew the beautiful bitches wouldn’t give in to each other even if she did decide between them; and she wanted to drive their hatred for each other as deep as she could. “Mmmm…you both came so fucking much you gorgeous whores, it’s so impossible to tell! Your scents are so incredible and intoxicating, I love them! And your perfect, shaven pussies are two of the prettiest I’ve ever seen, so equally perfect that I just can’t decide!” She leaned closer to them, reaching up to each brunette’s long, disheveled tresses with her cum-stained fingers, loving how neither flinched as she laced her fingers through. With gentle but commanding tension she pulled their faces towards each other, forced their bodies to close the distance just after they had broken away. She commanded the two beautiful models to glare into each other’s eyes, guiding them forehead to forehead as she spoke her final words.

		

		“But you don’t want me to solve this anyway…do you?” Annalise whispered, placing her lips nearly against their skin. “Two powerful brunette whores such as yourselves…you have to settle this woman to woman! Those powerful thighs, relentless tongues, heavy breasts, perfect pussies…even I know the only way to prove who’s better is to fuck!” She breathed in deeply, moaning loudly for the cameras as she tightened her fingers through their tresses, loving how the tension between the two sexual sluts spiked even further from her command.

		

		The blonde opened her mouth slightly, moving first to Chelsea’s earlobe, biting gently before doing the same to Aurelia. In an instant their moans clashed again, and she saw their burning hatred for each other flare as if now they were fighting over her. She wanted them both to remember her even after the hellacious fuckwar she knew would ensue behind closed doors; and she again felt her own pussy tremble as she thought of taking them both right now and fucking them to violent tears. “Room 3-C will be completely open for several hours, and has a lock from the inside so no one can interrupt you…” Annalise moaned, her words so low that no one but the two brunette bitches could hear. “Fuck until tears stream down your precious cheeks…and then keep fucking!”

		

		Aurelia and Chelsea nearly sank to their knees from the eroticism of Annalise’s words, but as their throbbing pussies begged for desperate war the two brunettes realized that’s exactly what they wanted to do. Each woman’s right hand trembled as she reached towards her enemy’s glistening pussy, their thoughts nearly connected through their lustful hate. They knew this war deserved to be settled in private…but they wanted to leave the cameras with a final, burning image before they disappeared. Still forehead to forehead the two models practically screamed as they felt each other’s touch, as their fingers rubbed each other’s pussy with challenging lust. Their mouths opened in silent cries as each woman shoved her middle finger deep into the other’s sex, a single thrust so powerful they nearly came again immediately from each other’s penetration. As each woman pulled her finger from the other’s tender sex she could feel her rival’s pussy practically biting at her exit, nearly begging her not to leave as their sweet girl-cum coated each other’s finger like a glove. They moaned like filthy sluts as they pulled their faces back slightly, each woman watching with lustful hate as her enemy licked the arousal from her skin.

		

		Immediately the two rivals cried in disgusted lust, each woman’s taste like liquid sugar in the other’s mouth. They struggled to pretend they hated each other’s cum, but they knew the enjoyment was obvious in their muffled cries. They would have loved to disappear between each other’s thighs had they not just declared their bodies eternal rivals. Each woman’s middle finger held erect as she devoured her enemy’s ecstasy, both an obvious insult and an orgasmic threat; and when they had cleaned the cum from their fingers they spun wordlessly down the hall, walking swiftly towards the room Annalise had practically begged them to fuck in.

		

		Annalise’s heart raced as she watched the brunettes disappear around the corner, as the crews scrambled to pack away their equipment so they could pursue the sexual rivals…but the blonde knew they’d never make it in time. The room was almost hidden unless you knew where to look, and the models had gotten such a head start they would almost surely be fighting even before the crews had turned the right corner. She waited until the others were out of sight, until she stood alone in the conference room; and then the blonde brought her fingers to her lips.

		

		Her hands were coated in their climactic wetness, so warm and erotic that she could feel her own desires for sexual combat beginning to rekindle. She tasted Chelsea’s cream first, savoring it like liquid sugar, committing the taste to memory. As she moved to her other hand, wrapping her lips around the fingers coated with Aurelia’s cream she nearly melted, struggling to decide whose taste she truly enjoyed more. They both tasted so sweet and full, each woman incredible in her own orgasmic way. Even when her fingers were completely clean she couldn’t make up her mind. The warmth still coated her palms, and as each woman’s sweetness still lingered upon her tongue she knew there was only one possible way she could decide.

		

		Annalise trembled as she brought both palms to her lips, the scents of their creams clashing so frantically in front of her that she imagined the brunettes were already fucking it out cunt to cunt. She ran her tongue along her hands ravenously, collecting the creams of both enemies like a sex-starved whore. She nearly collapsed to her knees as their tastes began to fight inside her mouth, as even their creams refused to surrender the attention of the blonde. It was such a fantastic battle that immediately as she cleansed her hands Annalise plunged them both inside her jeans, driving the fingers of one hand deep into her throbbing sex while her other hand began to ravage her tender, squealing clit.

		

		She moaned their names again and again as they pulled each other’s hair while fucking, screaming as the very first clash in her imagination sent the two models to orgasm. They came deep into each other’s pussy like desperate sluts, screaming at each other with such orgasmic passion that the vision caused Annalise to cry out in ecstasy. Tears streamed down the blonde’s cheeks as wave after wave of climactic cream coated her hand; and unlike the way she had fingered the brunettes, Annalise penetrated herself with even more reckless abandon when the strongest waves of her climax began to detonate from her perfect, shaven sex.

		

		The blonde heard footsteps halt in the hallway behind her, and with a distressed anger she forced her cries silent; but she never slowed her frantic masturbation. She was so lost in the moment, so overcome by her frenzied imagination that she refused to stop the incredible visions of Aurelia and Chelsea squirting each other in orgasmic hate again and again. As Annalise coated her hand and filled her panties with her cream she sobbed in manic lust; she wondered if her masturbation had caused her to come even more than the brunettes. After what felt like full minutes Annalise’s pleasure finally began to slow, her pussy still throbbing for more even as the ecstasy caused the blonde’s legs to tremble beneath her. She practically begged for another round, but she realized the footsteps behind her had never moved on. She pulled her hand from her soaking panties, not even bothering to hide the sweet girl-cum upon her fingers as she turned around; and as her eyes locked with the woman behind her she felt her heart beginning to race.

		

		A gorgeous brunette bitch stood alone in the hallway; her long, raven tresses flowed down to the small of her back, and she held the same haughty poise Annalise had hated even before the two of them had fucked each other for possession of the Organization. Jessy…the name still tasted like poison in her mouth. In an instant she was transported back to the locked room she and Jessy had fucked each other in, felt the same agonizing pleasure they had driven each other to in the center of the circle. Her soaking panties, her throbbing clit, the cum coating her fingers, everything about her masturbatory self-pleasure reminded her of how Jessy had made her come more times than she could count; and she knew Jessy was reliving the same hellish memories.

		

		Even from across the hall Annalise could feel her glare and Jessy’s burning into each other with the lust and hate only two eternal rivals could hold. Her heart raced in her chest as she watched Jessy’s hands sneak inside her pants, felt the lustful, disgraceful desire as even in hate she couldn’t keep a moan from echoing from her lips. Alone with the brunette Annalise forced her own hands back into her jeans, inside her soaking panties as she and Jessy began to finger themselves to the memories scorching through their minds. Not a single word was said as they watched each other masturbate, but they could hear every trembling breath as each woman drove her fingers desperately inside her pussy.

		

		Even after all these years their pussies desired each other passionately, hated each other desperately. As their eyes remained locked they could feel their minds fighting, could feel their spirits making violent love, neither woman even trying to control how frantically she was fingering herself. In less than a minute Annalise’s incredible fingers had driven her to orgasmic ecstasy, tears streaming down her cheeks as she leaned heavily against the table. She felt so filthy for coming again so quickly, feared she would look weak and slutty for being driven to such urgent climax from her memories…but through her own panting cries she could hear Jessy sobbing as well. Through the blistering tears she saw Jessy collapse against the wall, watched the brunette’s gorgeous body wildly thrashing to the movements of her hands; Jessy had driven herself to climax at the exact same time.

		

		Through nearly a full minute of orgasmic ecstasy the blonde and the brunette glared across each other’s form, coating their fingers with cream and rekindling the hateful rivalry in the passion of their cries. Each woman hated how much she loved the other’s orgasmic sight, hated how beautiful she thought the other woman looked thrashing in the passion of their hate. They were so hot, so horny, so violently desperate that they both wanted so much more. As the final moments of their mutual pleasure died down they stood upon shaking legs, pulling their hands from their pants with trembling moans. Each woman brought her fingers to her lips, the heat of their forms growing even more desperate as they watched each other lick the cum from their hands. They despised how enraptured they were by each other’s presence, almost overwhelmed with disbelief at finally seeing each other after so many years. Still they held the same erotic hatred, and were about to step towards each other and see if they still commanded the same sexual fire…but before they could take more than a step the ding of the elevator shattered the sexual world Jessy and Annalise had been alone in.

		

		As the elevator door opened and a couple of the newer models filed through Annalise and Jessy could feel their anger beginning to boil. After so many years they had been reunited; they had given each other just enough to rekindle the sexual hatred burning between them only to have their reunion halted before it had even fully begun. As the new recruits disappeared around the corner the brunette and the blonde wished desperately to clash like the wild whores they were…but they knew if they began again here they would almost certainly be interrupted. Annalise was about to challenge the brunette to a fuck she couldn’t refuse, was about to demand the brunette bitch fight her here and now in the conference room where everyone could see who the better whore truly was…but before the blonde could speak Jessy disappeared into the elevator. Rage filled Annalise’s body as the door closed behind Jessy, as it became too late for her to give chase. She could feel a filthy excitement burning inside of her along with the anger; her enemy knew she was here.

		

		Annalise turned back around towards the hallway Chelsea and Aurelia had disappeared down, feeling a filthy sense of accomplishment filling her breast. Her sexual whims had enticed the brunettes to fight in front of the cameras; and although she knew Jessy would legally ban any further reruns, the sight for the live audience had already done the sexual damage. Two conferences had been contaminated by sexual struggle; it wouldn’t be long until the secretary could no longer deny the fuckfight foundation her company had been built upon. She began to move down the hallway Chelsea and Aurelia had disappeared down, knew no matter who won she would be able to score a private interview that was untouchable by the hateful secretary. She could tell neither model held any love for Jessy; all Annalise would have to do would be to mention the damage such exposure could cause the secretary and either whore would practically beg on her knees to be part of the downfall.

		

		Chelsea and Aurelia screamed in orgasmic rage, tears streaming down their cheeks as their topless bodies slammed heavily against the wall. Their breasts grinded passionately against each other in bitter rage as Chelsea drove her rival’s form against the stone, as the older model’s resistance fought to force herself free. Each woman’s right hand was buried deep in the other’s disheveled tresses, pulling hard in lesbian anger. The fingers of their other hand pumped each other’s pussy with reckless abandon, driving so deep inside each other that the pleasure was tinged with pain. They were coating each other’s fingers with sweet girl-cum already, their squirting climaxes soaking into the skirts they still had yet to tear away. The shredded remains of their shirts lay scattered around them, and with their panties still lying torn in the conference room there was nothing to hide their flawless skin from one another’s attacks.

		

		“Gonna fucking milk you, bitch!” Chelsea snarled, driving her heavy breasts against Aurelia’s as hard as she could. “Gonna fucking milk your ugly fucking pathetic tits!” She sobbed as the older model fought back violently, as Aurelia’s breasts bulged painfully against her own while still remaining taut and strong. Between vicious seconds of desperate grinding she would pull her tits back slightly before slamming them forward, every impact causing both of them to cry out in pain as Aurelia thrust forward just as violently. The other brunette’s tits might be slightly smaller, but they were so equally firm and strong that every impact shook them both to the core. “Gonna make your fucking tits beg mine to let you go, then I’m gonna make you fucking worship them!”

		

		“I’m gonna be the one milking your pathetic udders, bitch!” Aurelia cried, her breasts and Chelsea’s making such violent love she knew her tits would be sore days after they’d settled this. “I’m gonna fucking dominate your breasts slut, and then I’m gonna make you get on your knees and lick them in apology!” She hated how much she was coming from the younger model’s violent penetration, squirting so hard and fast that her legs trembled violently beneath her. “You’re fucking lucky that blonde let us hide to finish this, otherwise the world would see you begging for my body like a fuck-slave!” She drove inside the younger model’s warm, soaking cunt with just as much wild fury, moaning like a slut as Chelsea’s sex coated her hand with the same orgasmic urgency. “She knew my body would destroy yours so fucking badly that you’d collapse in front of the camera, and spared your fucking career by letting us hide!”

		

		“It’s your career she fucking saved, bitch!” Chelsea screamed, her voice practically shattering from the pleasure as the older model’s expert fingers forced her to another violent climax. “After your long career, all your fucking boasting, I would’ve had you sobbing for mercy!” Aurelia’s violent penetration felt so good inside of her, felt so incredible that even in this violent fingering fuckfight she wanted this ecstasy again and again. “That blonde bitch knew you came more! She knew my pussy was prettier and my cream sweeter! She didn’t want to fucking embarrass you in front of the cameras, so she lied about us being so equal! When I fuck you senseless I’m gonna drag you back out to her and show her how a real woman can fuck!”

		

		“A pathetic little bitch like you hasn’t even been around long enough to know what true fucking is!” Aurelia snarled, pulling her hand from the younger woman’s tresses, slapping Chelsea across the face with violent hate before burying her fingers back in the other model’s hair. She loved how the other bitch cried out in pain, and when she felt the slap break her enemy’s concentration she pulled on Chelsea’s hair as hard as she could, cackling as their positions against the wall were reversed. She spat in the other model’s face as she drove her rival against the wall, as she crushed her tits against Chelsea’s as furiously as she could. “You couldn’t even take that beautiful bitch’s fingers, slut! You screamed and sobbed as that blonde whore penetrated us, but I know she went fucking easy on you! She fingered me with all her strength, but she knew your tender, weak little pussy couldn’t take it so she eased up to make us come evenly!” Aurelia loved the tears streaming down Chelsea’s cheeks, loved the hate burning in the other model’s orbs. “I’ll be the one claiming her attention as my fucking prize, and I’ll make her scream my name while you watch!”

		

		“You really want to fight over her you filthy lesbian whore!?” Chelsea snarled, her voice trembling with lust as Aurelia’s topless form drove her back against the wall. “You really want to fucking challenge me over that gorgeous blonde, then show me what you’re fucking got!” She spat back in Aurelia’s face, hating the sensation of the other woman’s spit upon her own tear-stained cheeks. “I’ll make you fucking moan my name in front of her, and if you fucking beg for it nicely I’ll even let you eat her out…after I’ve coated her perfect pussy in my cream!” Another violent climax detonated through her form as she uttered her threats, matched immediately by the violent pulses of the older model. She hated the passion in her trembling sobs, hated how incredible it felt being fingered so furiously by the brunette she warred against. She couldn’t contain how urgently she wanted to come, couldn’t control the way her soaking pussy bit at her rival’s incredible fingers…but she knew Aurelia loved her penetration just as desperately.

		

		“I’m gonna make you fucking cry like a filthy slut in front of her!” Aurelia sobbed, hardly able to believe she felt so possessive over the blonde who had fingered them in front of the cameras. “I’ll make you fucking beg to lick her juices from my body, and I’ll force you to devour my cum again and again before I even give you a taste of hers!” She drove her heavy breasts against Chelsea’s repeatedly as she pounded the other woman into the wall, tears streaming down the cheeks of both whores as again and again their powerful nipples speared into each other’s titflesh. With every violent clash she and the younger model drove their nipples side by side, the pain of their titfight matching the pleasure of their desperate fingers as they grinded their erect rods against each other with frantic obsession. “I’m gonna make sure you fucking dream of how much I make her fucking come in front of you!”

		

		Aurelia and Chelsea were so hot, so horny, so filled with desperate rage as they argued over who would be a better fuck for the blonde, their hearts racing as again and again they brought each other to climax. Their warring tits were so powerful, so strong and firm as they struggled to destroy each other, yet in their most violent clashes they could feel the tenderness of each other’s tits as well. The violent pressure between them hurt, brought even further tears to their glistening eyes, but the clashes of their hard, sensitive nipples almost overrode the pain with incredible, unbridled ecstasy. The filthy, secret fingering they had engaged in behind the cloth had felt incredible, but after the journalist’s penetration had driven their pussies tender this furious fingerfucking sexfight made them practically beg for more.

		

		Even as their gorgeous cunts bit at each other’s fingers the two models could feel their sexes challenging each other, could practically feel the warmth and hate their pussies had for each other before they had even met. They could see the blaze of furious rage inside their locked glares, could feel each other practically screaming for them to collapse to the ground and truly drive this sexual rivalry home. They spat in each other’s face again like angry lovers, their salivas colliding against each other and forcing specks of each woman’s spit against her own precious cheeks. In hate their gorgeous faces clashed in lustful disgust, their tongues lashing against each other’s tear-stained cheeks, each brunette licking the other’s face like a desperate slut.

		

		Even as the two gorgeous brunettes treated each other like filthy whores they could feel themselves growing hotter and hornier; they loved this vicious, hateful sex, and as they pulled each other’s hair in a desperate effort to control each other’s movements they truly realized how much they liked it rough. They forced one another’s gorgeous, snarling face left and right as they licked each other like disobedient whores, their tongues clashing again and again in their manic war. They loved the taste of each other’s spit, loved the power in each other’s tongue. They moaned furiously as their tongues crushed flat against each other between their chins, each whore grinding her tongue against the other’s, their hearts racing as they felt their strengths fully clashing.

		

		Even in hate it felt so good to tear each other apart like this, so good to drive and twist and pump each other’s pussy without any need to hide how ferociously they loved it. They would have loved to fight and fuck to bitter stalemates again and again, would have loved to test every single aspect of their bodies against each other in duels that would last for hours each…but the inclusion of the blonde in their desperate, clashing fantasies added such an urgency to their war that such a drawn-out struggle was unacceptable. They knew the blonde might wait around for them, even for a couple hours, but a journalist so sexy and arousing would almost certainly move on if it took too long for Aurelia and Chelsea to settle their frantic rivalry.

		

		The two ravenous sluts fought each other harder and harder as the blonde urged them to hurry in their minds, begging them to settle this so she too could find orgasmic release at the hands of the winner. Their tongues drove against each other harder, their heavy tits beginning to clash so violently that the impacts began causing tremors through their entire bodies, but still they refused to surrender. They curved their fingers inside each other’s sex, adding even further girth to their wild penetration, each woman squirting again as even in orgasmic ecstasy the two lesbian sexfighters refused to submit. They could feel each other’s trembling cunt begging for more desperate punishment, could feel each other’s squealing clit practically pleading to join the fray; and with reckless sobs Aurelia and Chelsea crushed their palms against each other’s throbbing sexhorn, their violent glares practically pleading for the mutual destruction only two sluts at the height of their powers could give.

		

		In an instant the attacks on their squealing clits forced Aurelia and Chelsea to multiple climaxes, the pleasure so crippling that immediately they were forced to their knees. Again and again they slammed their perfect tits against each other on the way down, their descent slow and exaggerated as their topless bodies used the wall for support. Every impact caused the two brunette beauties to cry out in pain, the sound of their fighting breasts echoing like the drums of war. They continued to finger each other as Chelsea and Aurelia forced their right thighs between each other’s legs, the pressure driving their fingers even more mercilessly inside one another’s soaking cunt. The pleasure and hate was so unbelievable that they couldn’t even control their powerful thrusts, couldn’t control the way they grinded their pussies against each other’s thigh, moving with each other’s fingers, despising how good it felt even locked in this bitter hatefuck. They were coming so hard and fast that they coated each other’s thigh in seconds, squirting with such ravenous intensity they could feel their pussies spitting on each other around their fingers in their mutual orgasmic hate. They felt so dirty and filthy, so horny and enraged; they loved their mixing orgasmic warmth.

		

		The orgasmic thrusts of their hips grew violent as they sank fully to their knees, each whore practically sitting in the other’s lap as they matched the rhythm of their hips with the beat of their struggling tits. The skirts they had refused to tear away were soaked with their climactic ecstasy, would hold their struggling scents long after the sobs of sexual combat had petered into silence. Tears streamed down their cheeks as the pleasure grew hotter and more powerful, as every inch of their bodies burned with sexual fire. They grinded their foreheads against each other as they came, as they felt each other’s ravenous sex biting at their fingers, burning their hate violently into each other’s spirit as they watched each other come. Their orgasmic cries were tinged with pain; the vicious impacts of their gorgeous bodies had made their pussies and tits sore, but the two brunettes refused to quit.

		

		Chelsea sobbed as again and again Aurelia’s powerful tits crushed against her own, as over and over her naked back slammed against the wall behind her. She fought back as desperately as she could, driving her own tits forward, making the brunette bitch she fought against cry out in pain with every impact. She watched the tears of the other woman mirror her own, felt the violent collisions shock through Aurelia’s form with just as much intensity…but she could feel herself losing. She could practically hear the other woman gloating as Aurelia threatened to grind her into the wall; and she hated how arousing the other woman’s confidence truly was.

		

		When she had forced the other woman against the wall, when she had crushed and grinded her heavy tits against the other woman’s slightly smaller rack, she had felt invincible. She had listened to the veteran model scream and cry as she milked Aurelia’s gorgeous tits, had felt like there was nothing that could stop her from taking what was hers, but just like everything else her advantage seemed to disappear in the blink of an eye. As another impact from Aurelia’s incredible body forced her back to slam painfully into the wall once more Chelsea knew she had to do something, knew she had to break herself away from the stone or she would be dominated like a whore.

		

		Chelsea braced her back against the wall, sobbing as Aurelia crushed her tits forward against her own. She fought back the urge to drive against the pressure, biding her time for the perfect opportunity to break away. She sobbed as the older model grinded her against the wall, trembling as Aurelia’s tits bulged against her own painfully. Still the two whores were coming as their nipples waged furious war, the fight between their tender rods driving their climaxes to even higher levels of destruction. With tears streaming down her cheeks Chelsea waited until she felt Aurelia’s tits break away from her own, until the older model pulled her hips back in preparation for another violent thrust; and then the younger model drove her entire body forward with all of her strength.

		

		The two brunette lesbian sluts screamed in pain as Chelsea’s body collided with Aurelia’s, the impact so violent that it sent them sprawling to the floor. The breath was nearly forced from their lungs as Aurelia’s back jolted against the floor, as the younger model landed on top of her face to face and tits to tits. For a moment they choked for breath, recovering from the violent shock as they felt their nipples spear against each other head to head. They felt the pain of their warring, sensitive rods as they buried themselves between their heavy breasts, holding erect as if trying to spear through each other’s milk-holes. The pain of their nipples caused the pleasure of their climaxes to violently peak, caused them to scream each other’s name to the heavens; and at the sound of their clashing sobs their instincts for sexual survival kicked in.

		

		In a manic twisting of limbs Aurelia and Chelsea tore their fingers from each other’s sex, each whore still coming as she laced her cum-stained fingers across the other’s tight, succulent ass. Their eyes blazed with manic lust as each woman felt her own cum spreading across her skin, both whores wincing as they sank their claws into each other’s ass. They pulled hard on each other’s disheveled tresses as they began to roll, trading the top position again and again, panting as even the struggle for control drove them wild. The clashing sprays of their relentless orgasms were proof of their lesbianic lust even through their hatred, each woman driving her scents into the other’s skin. They clenched their thighs against each other with even more frantic anger, each woman trapping her enemy and forcing them to fight body to body. Their mixing wetness felt so erotic, accenting the intoxication of their struggling aromas; they loved how their orgasmic pheromones clashed on the field of sexual warfare.

		

		Aurelia and Chelsea settled on their sides as the exhaustion of their rolling began to set in. They loved the tears glistening in each other’s eyes, loved the way their trembling cries clashed between their gorgeous, snarling faces. With bitter sobs the two brunettes lashed their tongues against each other, crushing between their plush girl-lips as their cries of ecstasy became muffled. For bitter seconds their tongues grinded in a desperate stalemate before driving inside each other’s mouth, swapping spit like whores as closer and closer they drove each other to the edge.

		

		Their bodies thrashed wildly as again and again the two models drove their hips against each other’s powerful thigh, their tits clashing again and again as in the midst of their vicious humping they still fought breast to breast. They still burned hate deep into each other’s spirit, still wanted to hurt each other in their bitter fighting as they crushed and grinded nipples to nipples in between violent jolts. Every time their rods bent against each other made them cry, every bitter slice practically making them squirt. They could feel their orgasmic wetness mixing upon their thighs as their pussies began to surrender, as they felt their tender cunt lips biting at each other’s taut skin in pleading disgust. They raised their thighs higher against each other’s sex, nearly screaming as they felt the hard knot of each other’s squealing clit; and as they forced their nipples tip to tip the two women came again, screaming each other’s name in horny rage as they coated each other’s thigh with wave after wave of their sweet girl-cum.

		

		Aurelia and Chelsea tore their tongues from each other’s delicious mouth with hateful cries, their bodies thrashing so wildly against each other in climactic bliss that the walls practically shook. In a violent clench of manic hate each woman tore her right hand from the other’s disheveled tresses, tore her left hand from her enemy’s tight, succulent ass, moving both to the small of each other’s back and squeezing as hard as they could. Forehead to forehead they glared into each other’s eyes, sobbing as their violent bearhug practically crushed their naked tits flat against each other. They despised each other’s tits, wanted nothing more than to destroy each other’s powerful breasts as even through the desperate tension they grinded their tender tits left and right with reckless abandon. They matched their nipples against each other in violent wars of attrition, neither woman’s rods ever fully leaving the touch of her rival’s even when they bent and twisted past each other in pleasurable agony. Each woman could see her own hatred reflected in the other’s tears; they wanted nothing more than to destroy each other in their violent lesbian hate.

		

		“She’s mine Chelsea! That blonde is fucking mine you weak, filthy little whore!” Aurelia sobbed, practically ravenous to keep hold of the journalist even when she knew she couldn’t be owned. “She’s mine slut, and I’ll never let you have her! I’m gonna crush your pathetic fucking tits, fuck your weak cunt until you’re fucking begging me to stop!” She was practically trying to grind the other woman’s nipples off with her own, could tell by the ecstatic fury clashing against her own that Chelsea was trying to do the same. Their naked, sweating bodies were clenched so tightly together that it was difficult to tell where one whore ended and the other began. The hate blazing in their eyes proved it didn’t matter as they rolled back and forth in their orgasmic destruction; they would fight until one of them was consumed if they had to in order to claim the blonde that had fingered them in front of the cameras.

		

		“That gorgeous bitch belongs to me!” Chelsea sobbed back, her tears mixing with Aurelia’s as their faces practically grinded against each other while they argued. “You sound so brave talking about what you’re gonna do to my perfect pussy, but you haven’t even been brave enough to challenge my cunt with yours!” With a strained scream Chelsea forced Aurelia’s body beneath her own once more, grinding down on the other woman’s gorgeous form in the seconds of her advantage. She released her enemy from the violent bearhug, reaching towards her enemy’s long hair with her right hand while clawing at her enemy’s ass with the other. She screamed as she felt the other woman mirror the holds they had before they had collapsed to the ground, and as she used her hold on the other woman’s tresses to force their lips against each other Chelsea spat into her enemy’s mouth like a whore. “You know my gorgeous sex would make your fucking flower wither, and so this filthy little fingering is the only way you can fight me!” She loved how Aurelia moaned from her spit, loved how even when the other brunette practically choked on her sweetness Aurelia’s lips never retreated from her own. If anything the pressure grew even harder, each woman’s mouth open wide to drive her lust past her enemy’s plush, sensitive lips.

		

		“You want to fuck for real, then let’s fucking go!” Aurelia challenged, hating how much she loved Chelsea’s spit. Even in her wild, frantic hate she admired how the younger model could treat her like a slut so expertly. “Your filthy little cunt against mine until only one of us can still fuck! I’m gonna ram my cunt against yours again and again until I have you fucking screaming my name! I’m gonna fuck you until we’re both fucking sore, and then I’m gonna keep fucking!” She spat into Chelsea’s mouth just like the other bitch had done to her, nearly coming again just from listening to the other bitch moan in choked ecstasy. She loved the flare of desire in the other woman’s eyes, loved how the younger model couldn’t hide the frantic lust blazing inside of her; and she knew her own eyes betrayed the same violent admiration.

		

		“Let’s see how tough you fucking act when my perfect pussy lips are devouring your pathetic little sex!” Chelsea sobbed back, nearly choking on the sweetness of the other woman’s saliva. She hated how delicious the other woman’s spit was, would have loved to sit mouth to mouth for hours and trade volleys if she thought she had the time. “I’m gonna grind my pussy against yours so fucking hard that our tender pussy lips will open wide against each other! I’m gonna make you fucking come inside me again and again bitch, and then I’m gonna clench my cunt so hard against yours that your pathetic pussy lips are gonna fold inside mine!” Still she and Aurelia were coming, squirting across one another’s thighs so powerfully that it felt like they were struggling in a puddle. “I’m gonna make you fill my pussy with your cream, and then I’m gonna force it back inside you when I fuck you to my victory orgasm!”

		

		“I’m gonna be the one fucking you as you scream in defeat, pulsing your own fucking cum back into your cunt as I fuck you to my own pleasure!” Aurelia screamed back, the erotic rage burning between them so incredible that she wanted to hold onto the feeling forever. “I’m gonna destroy your pathetic clit with my incredible sexhorn! I’m gonna grind your filthy center of pleasure into nothing, until my clit is the only one left for that blonde whore to pleasure!” She could see the fire blazing in Chelsea’s eyes, knew the other filthy lesbian whore was just as ready for this violent fuck as she was. She loved the climactic wetness spreading across her thigh…but she knew there was so much more to come.

		

		With a furious scream Aurelia shoved Chelsea off, each woman panting in furious lust as the younger model landed on her back across from Aurelia. The fingers of one hand were torn from each other’s tresses, strands of one another’s hair still entwined tightly through their slender fingers. The violent, clawed holds they had on each other’s ass were forced to release as well, each woman nearly whimpering as the pain began to subside. The two gorgeous brunettes raised themselves onto their elbows, glaring into each other’s eyes from across their sweating, topless bodies. Tears were streaked down their precious cheeks from their desperate fighting, their tender breasts heaving in unison as they panted with lust hand hate. Their violent titfighting had made their powerful breasts so sore, but still their heavy tits seemed absolutely perfect. Their hard nipples were held erect in erotic excitement, defiant of each other’s strength, practically begging for more even when the fight that had just ensued caused them to throb.

		

		Still the two brunettes were coming, their perfect, shaven pussies squirting their orgasmic cream upon the ground. Each slut hated how gorgeous she thought the other’s pussy was, how incredible she thought her rival’s cunt looked detonating in frantic ecstasy. In an instant they were overcome with hate, their bodies burning with such reckless anger that they couldn’t even wait until they had finished coming to bring this filthy little fuckwar to the edge of sexual madness. They fought against the wild pleasure of their orgasmic explosions to focus, opening their legs wide so the cunts they were so proud of could finally wage their desperate war. Through blurred tears they saw each other’s skirt as each woman laced her right leg over her enemy’s left, both so frantic to fuck it out cunt to cunt that they were willing to do anything they had to in order to haste the clash of their perfect, pretty pussies.

		

		With trembling screams each woman forced her body forward with her left hand placed firmly behind her body, the fingers of her right lashing forward and gripping the soaking fabric of her enemy’s skirt, pulling as hard as she could. Aurelia and Chelsea clashed sex to sex with so much force that they nearly lost their balance, each woman throwing her face to the ceiling as she came immediately from the clash. Tears streamed down their cheeks in rivers as they forced their bodies forward, as their perfect, naked sexes spread wide against each other, as their clits clashed so desperately that violent colors immediately scattered across their blurred visions.

		

		The pleasure was so powerful that their bodies practically screamed for rest, the sensations so excruciating that their pussies pleaded to break away from each other and live to fight another day, but the hate and pride blazing inside of them forced them to continue. Fighting against the pleasure the two brunettes forced their faces level once more, each woman forcing herself to glare into her enemy’s eyes while they fucked. They had to settle this, no matter what the cost; in their fantasies, the attention of the blonde hanged in the balance.

		

		They sobbed to the heavens as they filled each other’s pussy with their orgasmic cream, squirting so violently that their clashing juices felt like they were fucking each other from the inside. In their colliding pulses each slut forced waves of the other’s cum back into her body, only to have those pulses forced back inside her at the very next instant. Shock after violent shock seared through their tender clits, their sexhorns making such violent love they never wanted the excruciating pleasure to end. Their cries were coming in short, fervent squeals as the sexual fire scorched across their mating pussies, but in the wake of their fantasies the two brunettes could almost hear the blonde urging them to fight, begging them to fuck it out until one of them had proved she deserved the journalist’s touch.

		

		Each whore loved the tears streaming down the other’s cheeks, loved the sound of her rival’s filthy cries as their cum began to fight inside of them. They forced themselves to glare into each other’s eyes, forced themselves to watch each other come even when they wanted to close their eyes against the pleasurable pain. Every second felt like an hour as their soaking cunts waged desperate war, as their incredible screams struggled to destroy each other in their orgasmic ecstasy. They sobbed as their pussies began to clench against each other, the two sluts crying and thrashing so wildly that the walls around them practically shook from the fury of their lesbian rivalry.

		

		They held the agonizing tension between their tender sexes constant for moments that felt like days, each woman listening to the other’s trembling whimpers as the pleasure of their desperate stalemate grew higher and higher. They felt their prides screaming at each other to surrender, felt their pussies fighting in such sensitive rage that their cunts practically begged for Aurelia and Chelsea to pull away from each other. Their frantic fingering, the initial clash of their sexes, everything they had done to each other had made them so sore they would feel the effects for days to come. As the clash of their cries echoed around them they wondered who would be the first to break; and as they felt each other’s grip tighten further on their soaking skirts they knew the only way to find out was to fuck.

		

		With screams overridden with sexual ecstasy the two brunettes pulled hard on each other’s skirt, each woman driving the other’s soaking twat so hard against her own that they felt like their clits were melting into one. In an instant Aurelia and Chelsea began to grind with all their might, began to sob and scream as the sudden burst of fury sent them to a second orgasm even before the first had ended. Tears streamed in frantic rivers down their cheeks as even through the pleasurable agony they refused to let each other escape, tugging on each other’s skirt with such rampant fury that the pleasure was laced with pain. They wanted to hurt each other in their bitter fuck, wanted to make each other come so much that even the lightest touch of tenderness would cause them to wince days afterwards. The blonde screamed for them to keep fighting in their minds, saying again and again how arousing it was watching them struggle in orgasmic hate. Even when the winner was crowned, Aurelia and Chelsea were determined to make sure nothing but pain could come from the blonde’s expert touch.

		

		They braced themselves with the other hand as they fucked, each woman forcing her body forward with screams of hate, the grinding of their perfect pussies so violent that at times their asses would rise from the ground. Their clashing, soaking wetness, the hunger of their pussies when each woman’s sex realized the other would not let her escape, the agonizing pleasure and throbbing pain, everything about this desperate fuck made it feel like their sexes were melting into one. After all their words, all their challenges, the countless orgasms they had sent each other to even before they had met pussy to pussy pushed the two brunettes past the edge of no return. Freedom would only come when one of them had completely surrendered to the other’s gorgeous form; and each slut was willing to fuck to the edge of consciousness and beyond if she had to in order to make the other beg on her knees.

		

		“Oh fuck yeah bitch, fill my fucking pussy with your cream!” Chelsea cried, tears streaming down her cheeks as Aurelia’s sex grinded against her own with violent obsession. “Fucking come inside me like the filthy fucking slut you are!” She clenched her pussy against the other brunette’s hard, practically screaming as she felt her enemy’s pussy lips beginning to fold inside her own. “Fucking give me that pathetic cum of yours and tell me how much stronger my pussy is!”

		

		“My pussy’s stronger bitch, my pussy’s fucking stronger!” Aurelia cried, panic shocking violently across her gorgeous body as she felt Chelsea’s pussy lips devouring her own. The tears of passionate hate streaming down the younger model’s cheeks were mirrored by her own, each woman burning so much hate into the other’s spirit that their locked glares nearly caused them physical pain. “My pussy hates yours so fucking much bitch, I’ll never fucking give in to you!” Even as she spoke she could feel the other woman’s cunt pulling her in deeper, punishing her sex like a disobedient whore, bringing her to another orgasm so violently that she could hardly see the other brunette through the tears. “I know a disgusting whore like you loves the sensation of my fuck-juices penetrating you bitch! When I’m fucking finished with you I’ll have you fucking begging on your knees!”

		

		“You keep talking about the power your filthy little pussy is supposed to have, but I’m still fucking waiting!” Chelsea snarled, her heart racing as Aurelia’s panicked cries sounded like music in her ears. “The only fucking power I feel is how quickly you come like a whore! You’re coming so fucking much bitch, you love the way I fucking dominate you!” Tears streamed down her cheeks as Aurelia’s orgasmic cream pulsed inside of her again and again, as the violent squirting of her enemy felt as incredible as any fingers she’d ever had buried inside of her. She loved the penetrating pulses of the other woman’s cream, wanted the violent sensations again and again as she felt her own arousal mixing and fighting with the older model’s inside of her. Tighter she clenched her pussy around the other woman’s folding sex lips, claiming the other bitch’s cunt as her own, loving how desperately Aurelia was crying from her advantage. “Fucking give me that little blonde bitch, or I’m gonna wreck that pussy of yours so fucking hard that even thinking about me is gonna cause you to wince!”

		

		Aurelia tried to open her mouth to return Chelsea’s threats, but as the younger model’s merciless cunt clenched even harder against her own she could do nothing but scream in wordless ecstasy. Again and again she came inside Chelsea’s powerful twat, squirting so hard and fast that not a single moment was without her violent orgasmic cries. She practically clawed at the other woman’s soaking skirt, clawed at the floor beneath her, fighting to grasp ahold of anything that could help her endure the bitter, orgasmic punishment. She sobbed as Chelsea’s cruel violations grew harder and more violent, as the clench and orgasmic cream made her tender pussy lips feel as if they were melting into her enemy’s. She was so desperately sore from this passionate rivalry, pain beginning to overtake pleasure as again and again she came. She felt powerless against her enemy’s sexual hate, violent colors taking over her vision as she struggled to fight back. Through blistering tears she glared into Chelsea’s eyes, their faces partially shrouded in curtains of dark, disheveled hair; and she knew if she didn’t find something else to grab onto she would collapse like a whore and be at the mercy of the slut that fought her for the blonde’s incredible form.

		

		With a scream of manic attrition Aurelia forced her body forward, the frantic increase in pressure so devastating that it caused the two brunettes to sob in wild agony. Blinded by tears the veteran model’s hand shot from behind her body, abandoning all control for reckless passion as she buried her fingers deep in Chelsea’s long, disheveled tresses. She continued to pull furiously on the soaking skirt gripped tightly in her other hand, forcing the younger model’s sex against her own as hard as she could. She listened to Chelsea cry out in pain from the sudden clench on her hair, the sound like music to her ears as the grip helped her focus. Her pussy was so violently sore, screaming for rest as she clenched harder against Chelsea’s twat, but as she felt the other model’s strength falter she knew the other bitch hurt too.

		

		Rage and adrenaline blazed through Chelsea’s form as the other dark-haired beauty pulled violently on her long, messy hair. The pain immediately shattered her fantasies of control, her sobs immediately escalating into panicked screams as Aurelia’s clench grew stronger. She loved having her hair pulled, loved the command it challenged, her body begging for more as the pressure was immediately coupled with the pull of her soaking skirt. Still she punished Aurelia’s pussy lips inside of her, but she could feel the pull beginning to reverse, could feel her rival beginning to escape. She was reckless to keep her advantage, pulling on the other woman’s skirt just as furiously, driving her squealing clit against the other model’s in a reckless attempt to maintain control.

		

		The violent pleasure of their dueling sexhorns immediately sent Chelsea to the edge of paradise, her heart racing as she struggled to hold on. She listened to Aurelia sob in manic ecstasy, felt the pulse of the other woman’s cum growing harder and stronger, knew the older bitch had been forced to more orgasms even before her previous climaxes had relented. For a moment she felt the battle swaying in her favor once more, felt Aurelia’s strength falter so viciously that she was nearly able to pull even her enemy’s sexhorn inside of her. It felt so good feeling the other lesbian whore’s orgasmic cream filling her pussy, felt like she was being fucked from the inside by liquid fingers. She wanted it again and again, wanted the blonde bitch to do the same once they finally met again. For a moment she allowed herself to enjoy the pleasure, closing her eyes as she imagined her victory, the voice of the reporter practically dripping with lust as she said again and again how incredible her body was. Aurelia’s furious cries became the perfect backdrop as the blonde got on her knees, bringing her face close to Chelsea’s pussy, about to reward her for her sexual victory; and then she felt the other model’s sexhorn crush against her own in retaliation for her orgasmic maneuver.

		

		In an instant Chelsea’s advantage shattered, her eyes shocking open wide in panic as the pleasure of the attack instantly became more than she could bear. Her orgasmic scream echoed so loudly around them that she feared anyone in the hall beyond could hear her cries. The pulses of cum recklessly fucking her pussy, the desperate detonations of pleasure shocking across her squealing clit, the way her enemy’s fingers pulled like a slut on her hair, sent her spiraling so far over the edge that it took every ounce of control she had not to collapse. Multiple orgasms exploded across her form before she even had time to brace herself, her violent detonations squirting so furiously from her tender sex that they overpowered Aurelia’s in an instant, forcing the other woman’s cum back into her pussy while adding so much more.

		

		Tears streamed down Chelsea’s cheeks as again and again her pussy pulsed, as over and over she surrendered wave after wave of her incredible fuck-juices. She could hardly see through her rampant passion, could hardly feel anything besides the violent pleasure of her orgasms and the expert way the other woman took advantage of her weakness. In an instant her advantage was gone, reversed in such quick response that she felt Aurelia’s powerful sex lips clamp around her own before she even knew the other woman’s cunt had pulled her in. She sobbed in wordless hate as the pleasure detonated further, as she filled the other model’s sex again and again with the cum she had been so proud to keep. Violent colors detonated across her vision, her form threatening to collapse on her back if she had to endure any more. She knew she had to act fast, knew she had to break free of the other bitch’s punishment before Aurelia’s expertise sent her to a climax she couldn’t recover from. She cried out in pain as she felt the older model pull again on her tresses, treating her like a whore for her orgasmic surrender; and she knew the only way to equalize the pressure was to fuck her lesbian enemy on equal ground.

		

		With a scream of desperation Chelsea pulled on Aurelia’s skirt as hard as she could, tears streaming down the cheeks of both whores as the pressure between their soaking pussies grew violent. With her other hand the younger model jolted her body forward, practically lunging towards the other brunette with fire in her eyes. She listened to Aurelia’s panicked ecstasy as Chelsea buried her fingers in the other brunette’s tresses, pulling on her rival’s hair with as much fury as the skirt, sobbing with the same manic lust as Aurelia’s grip tightened to match her rage. Their glares blazed into each other’s glistening orbs as they pulled each other forward by their disheveled tresses, the messy state of their manic hate only making the two brunettes even more ravenous for each other’s wild beauty.

		

		Each slut forced the other to a sitting position by her hair, driving her tongue past her rival’s screams so frantically they practically choked on each other’s delicious saliva. In an instant their desperate tongues twisted and corkscrewed like hateful lovers, each woman’s panting sobs clashing with her enemy’s as again and again they drove their spit down each other’s throats. Tears mixed upon their cheeks as their faces grinded against each other with reckless abandon, the two horny sluts forcing each other’s face back and forth with their manic kisses. Their naked, tender breasts crushed against each other with such frantic hate that the sensation of nipples spearing against nipples immediately sent the two sluts to another frantic orgasm.

		

		The collision of their filthy, passionate orgasms was so powerful that even the sensation of their creams fucking inside of them sent the pleasure of their climaxes higher. Chelsea and Aurelia clenched their pussies against each other as hard as they could, fighting through the pleasure as their naked, throbbing sexes were forced on equal ground once more. Their sobs clashed with muffled cadence as they drove their tongues deeper and deeper, as their manic tonguefight grew more and more furious. They could hardly see anything through their desperate tears as their eyes remained locked, each woman glaring defiantly into the other’s glistening eyes as they fucked. They feigned confidence as back and forth they felt their pussies pulsing, practically screaming at each other to fight harder and harder as first one whore then the other felt herself being pulled in. Their pussy lips were so tender, so wet, so sore in their equal strengths as every second felt like sexual hell, but as they pulled each other’s hair and skirt with increasing fury they showed each other they would never relent.

		

		Aurelia’s heart raced as again and again Chelsea’s incredible pussy fucked her to orgasm, every inch of her body begging her to quit even when she knew she could never surrender to the filthy whore before her. She filled the younger model’s ravenous sex with her climactic passion over and over, screaming as Chelsea’s fuck-juices pulsed inside her own cunt just as viciously. Their mixing cream flowed back and forth with the weight of their manic orgasms, growing more and more turbulent as the two brunettes lost all control. Even as her body screamed for rest she never wanted this fuckfight to end; wars like this made her feel more alive than anything else.

		

		Chelsea glared into Aurelia’s eyes as Aurelia glared back, neither woman releasing the other from her violent gaze even as their faces crushed back and forth in their violent power struggle. She hated how much she loved the other woman’s taste, how much she loved the other woman’s spit and the way Aurelia’s cries clashed with her own. The screams she had heard when she had trapped Aurelia’s pussy lips between her own, when she had punished the other woman’s filthy cunt, had been some of the most erotic she had ever heard. She had felt so powerful, so reckless in her strength, and when Aurelia had been able to return the favor the agonizing pleasure had been some of the most incredible she had ever known. She violently wanted to feel the power of punishing the older models’ pussy again, wanted almost as furiously to feel the climactic weakness of Aurelia returning the favor; even when the pleasure became agonizing she loved these violent sexual wars.

		

		The two big-titted brunettes began driving their breasts against each other with reckless abandon, sobbing as every collision shook them to the core. They despised each other’s breasts as they felt their hard, erect rods stab deep into each other’s dense titflesh again and again, the pain and pleasure only driving their frantic orgasms to even greater heights. Their perfect tits bulged against each other while still remaining taut and strong, neither whore able to determine whose tits were more powerful even when they drove them against each other as hard as they could. Each woman hated the other’s erect nipples for stabbing painfully into her tender titflesh, despised the warmth of each other’s powerful breasts as again and again each woman’s tits enveloped the other’s rods like a hateful blanket. They could hear their frenzied cries daring each other to match nipples to nipples until the bitter end, to stop avoiding the battle they’ve truly wanted since the first time they’d laid eyes on each other; and in a final thrust they drove their erect rods against each other head to head, spearing their mating nipples into each other so violently that they immediately came again from the agonizing pleasure.

		

		Their tongues went wild as Chelsea and Aurelia fucked each other nipple to nipple, their detonations so violent and reckless that as their explosions of cream clashed it forced their sealed twats to release each other in a wave of primal hate. They sobbed into each other’s mouth, choking on each other’s delicious spit as the cum they had fought so hard to claim sprayed across their thighs, spreading across the floor they fucked in. With wild screams they refused to relent, each woman pulling her pussy away from her rival’s before crushing forward again and again, the wet slaps of their tender pussies driving each woman to even more frantic tears.

		

		With every collision the soreness of their soaking cunts grew, every violent clash sending their hatred so deep they wanted nothing more than to drive each other to surrender. They matched their sexhorns against each other in frantic battles of ecstatic will, slamming them head to head, forcing their frantic centers of pleasure to grind with reckless abandon before pulling away and adding pain with another violent clash. Their cries grew louder, shriller, more desperate as they practically begged each other to surrender, neither woman willing to quit even when they could hardly see each other through their violent tears.

		

		The collisions of their cunts threatened to force their naked breasts apart, threatened to break the deadlock between their powerful rods. For what felt like the first time in hours the two models released each other’s soaking skirt, their fingers sparkling with cum as they reached around to the small of each other’s back, crushing the other’s tits so hard against her own that they screamed in pleasurable agony.

		

		Still their nipples were holding strong against each other, fucking tip to tip, so hard and powerful that even as dense titflesh bulged against dense titflesh their rods held straight. They could feel their milk-holes practically clenching together just as their mating cunts had done, forcing each other open, each woman’s nipples practically trying to penetrate her rival’s in their violent hate. Maintaining the pressure of their frantic clench each woman reached her cum-coated fingers to the other’s long tresses as well, pulling hatefully as each woman spread her enemy’s cream through her messy dark hair. In this moment they were nothing but filthy whores; and as they practically felt each other’s heartbeat through their furious titfight each slut knew the other didn’t want this any other way.

		

		Their manic sobs swirled around them in violent cadence as their bodies rocked back and forth frantically, tears streaming down their cheeks in rivers as sexual instinct drove them on. Their orgasms were coming in almost constant detonations now, the air around them never without the screams of orgasmic conquest. They coated each other’s pussy and thighs with pulse after violent pulse, coming so much it felt like they were having it out in a puddle, but still the two brunettes continued to fuck. They drove their visions of conquest deep into each other’s eyes, piercing each other’s spirit with image after frantic image of what they would do to each other once they had settled their bitter war. They could practically see the blonde pleasuring the winner in their reflected hate, felt triumph and despair wage war violently between their prides as in one second they felt in control and in the next they felt themselves breaking down.

		

		With tongues twisting, breasts mashing, hands pulling each other’s hair like violent lovers the two women fucked, driving pussy to pussy and clit to clit so hard that they knew the soreness of their cunts would last for days after their bitter war was over. Even in their defiant lust they admired each other’s disheveled beauty, orgasmic stamina and sexual bravery. The erotic fire that burned between them was so incredible they never wanted this fuckwar to end, but they could feel themselves breaking down. They loved each other’s tongue, loved each other’s spit, loved how the delicious wetness of their tonguefight rivaled the soaking war between their perfect pussies.

		

		They felt their nipples continuing to spear into each other, both brunettes sobbing as they felt like they were penetrating each other and being penetrated at the same time. Shock after violent shock coursed back and forth between their nipples so powerfully from the feeling of being inside each other that it felt like even their nipples were coming. The way they pulled each other’s hair in manic desperation as they fought, the cum upon their fingers glistening through one another’s tresses, added such desperation to their fuckfight as they struggled to control each other that both whores knew they would dream about it for weeks to come. Each whore willed her body to keep fucking, willed her spirit to continue the war until her enemy lay sobbing in defeat…but Chelsea and Aurelia could feel their forms beginning to surrender. They loved the violent war between their cunts…but the countless orgasms had driven their perfect pussies so violently sore.

		

		As if by some violent cue Chelsea and Aurelia jammed their clits against each other as hard as they could, driving forward so violently that it felt like their sexhorns were melting into one. Multiple climaxes detonated from their bodies instantly, so strong and powerful that the two brunettes were practically blinded by the agonizing pleasure cascading over them. Their basic instincts screamed at them to stop, to pull away from each other and survive the violent climaxes, but the two brunettes only crushed against each other harder.

		

		Their violent convulsions shattered the vicious connection between their erect rods, causing their gorgeous forms to slam against each other again and again with such fury that the breath was nearly driven from their lungs. They were reckless as over and over their heavy breasts drove against each other, neither whore willing to give the other’s tits any time to recover. Even as they screamed and choked from their reckless detonations the two whores filled each other’s mouth with spit and their writhing tongues, their frantic makeout session becoming the only thing keeping their cries from shaking the walls.

		

		They struggled to focus on the pain of their colliding tits, on the desperation of their violent tonguefight, on anything besides the crippling pleasure assaulting their forms but it was no use. They pulled each other’s hair desperately as they accepted their orgasmic fate, each woman driving the other’s face so hard against her own that even their tears seemed to mix upon their gorgeous faces before fully falling upon their cheeks. They forced their eyes to remain open, glaring into each other’s dazzling orbs through their blistering tears, their locked gazes so frantic that even their spirits felt trapped in a violent fuck for power. Their prides warred as they watched each other come, as they fucked each other to the edge of orgasmic consciousness. No matter who survived these crippling detonations the two sluts wanted to bun their fury into each other’s fantasy for years to come, the sexual fire blazing brighter and more desperate as the pleasure of their multiple climaxes continued to skyrocket. They forced their clits to fight, to grind, to fuck and destroy each other as wave after wave of orgasmic wetness defiled them with hateful lust; and when the two whores felt like they could take no more the most incredible scream of climactic defeat erupted around them with passion that nearly caused the walls to tremble.

		

		“Aurelia!” Chelsea screamed, her entire body thrashing so wildly in climactic agony that had it not been for their fistfuls of each other’s hair their bodies would have been forced apart. “Aurelia you…filthy…fucking…slut!” She tore her tongue from the older woman’s mouth so wildly that their mixing spits practically arched through the air, speckling across the faces of the two fucking whores, dripping down their chins in a manic display of lesbian hate. Even when she could see nothing through the tears Chelsea fought bravely, jamming her clit against Aurelia’s throbbing sexhorn so passionately that both sluts screamed each other’s name to the heavens. As their violent hair pulling forced their faces towards the ceiling it felt like Chelsea would be able to pull it back, would be able to drive their war on equal ground once more, but as Aurelia’s squealing clit crushed against her own in violent retaliation the most incredible pulses of pleasure assaulted her form.

		

		Chelsea was sent to another wave of multiple climaxes even before her first had ended, the pleasure so agonizing she couldn’t contain her panicked desire to escape. With sobbing despair the younger model tore her hands from Aurelia’s long, disheveled hair, screaming as she fought to push the other brunette away. “Let go of me!” the younger model sobbed, tears streaming violently down her precious cheeks as every inch of her body felt like it was on sexual fire. “I…fucking hate you…slut! Let me go! My fucking pussy hurts so fucking much bitch, fucking let me go!” She fought violently to pull away, to force the other woman’s fucking punishment to stop, pulling her hips back in a desperate attempt to escape, but the older model’s incredible cunt gave chase with reckless precision. “I said let me go you filthy, slutty old—” She sobbed as Aurelia’s sexhorn crushed against her own before she could even finish her insult, shattering her voice with a scream of ecstasy as the pleasure shocked even higher.

		

		“That’s it bitch, come!” Aurelia cackled, tears streaming down her cheeks as again and again Chelsea’s incredible pussy squirted across her own, drenching her sex in the orgasmic cum that practically declared her victory. “Fucking come like the filthy little bitch you really are! Tell me how much your filthy fucking pussy throbs, how dirty and weak you are for not being able to fight!” She forced her enemy’s face against her own by the other bitch’s tresses, spitting into the younger model’s mouth like a slut, loving how the other lesbian whore sobbed and choked on her saliva. “My pussy hurts too bitch, but you don’t fucking see me begging for mercy, do you cunt!?”

		

		Aurelia loved the way Chelsea’s hands were shoving furiously upon her tender breasts, trying frantically to push away, but Aurelia wasn’t about to let the filthy slut get away so easily. She continued to crush her sexhorn against Chelsea’s, continued to fuck her violently, matching her pussy lips against the younger model’s with expert precision and clenching as hard as she could. She screamed her victory to the heavens as the filthy bitch crying before her filled her pussy with frantic pulses of surrendering cream. Aurelia was coming too, was being driven to the same multiple orgasms that shocked through her enemy’s gorgeous form…but in hearing the other bitch’s sobs of panic she felt power she’d never known flowing through her veins.

		

		Over and over Chelsea came, her pussy so violently sore that every detonation felt like sexual hell. With panicked instincts the younger model began scratching and slapping at every inch of Aurelia’s body she could reach, doing everything she could to try and force the other woman to let her go. She could hardly believe how agonizing and incredible her rival’s cunt felt clenching against her own, punishing her for her loss, forcing her to fill Aurelia’s pussy again and again as her climaxes were coming in frantic pulses. She could feel the older model coming as well, could feel the other brunette’s sexual cream clashing against her own in their frantic sprays, but they only seemed to increase the ferocity of Aurelia’s expert punishment. Even trapped in their mutual orgasmic fucking the other woman refused to let her go; and it was all Chelsea could do not to collapse from the crippling pleasure.

		

		“I fucking love the way you cry, you filthy little whore!” Aurelia snarled, the tears of her enemy driving the pleasure of her own frantic detonations higher. Chelsea’s manic slaps and scratches hurt, but in their wild, uncontrollably fury they did nothing to cause her punishment to falter. She tore her hands from Chelsea’s messy hair with a cackle, slapping and scratching at the other bitch in return, mocking the other woman’s panic as even through the sounds of their hateful slaps Aurelia’s laugh echoed around them. “That’s it bitch, fucking thrash around as you beg for mercy! You’re a pathetic little whore Chelsea! Always acting tough! Always hiding behind the power of your father! Fucking get you alone in a little lesbian fuckfight and you beg for it just like everyone else! If you can’t fucking make your own way in this business then fucking leave, and stop insulting those of us who’ve had to work for everything we’ve fucking gotten!”

		

		As another wave of multiple climaxes detonated from Chelsea’s naked form Aurelia shoved her roughly to the ground, the sudden break from their sexes causing the frantic spray of their clashing orgasms to pulse violently upwards. As their colliding climaxes sprayed furiously across their gorgeous thighs Aurelia cackled in their orgasmic wetness, her heart racing as the violent climaxes drove her bitter enemy helpless from the pleasure. She launched herself forward with victorious tears streaming down her cheeks, spraying her enemy’s body with her orgasms as she forced her gorgeous, tender sex against the other whore’s mouth. Fire blazed in her eyes as Chelsea’s sobs of defeat vibrated against her naked sex, loving how the other brunette choked on her incredible climax as she filled her enemy’s mouth with her cream.

		

		“Fucking eat me, bitch!” Aurelia sobbed to the heavens, tears streaming down her cheeks as the muffled cries against her sex nearly made her come again. She grabbed the filthy bitch beneath her violently by the hair with both hands, pulling hard as she demanded the servitude of the whore that challenged her for the blonde’s attention. “Fucking lick my pussy bitch! Lick me hard and deep, eat my pussy until I fucking come, or I’ll continue to punish you like a pathetic little slut!” She glared down at the slut between her legs, her eyes locking with Chelsea’s in a glare that sent shivers down her spine. The hate boiling in Chelsea’s eyes was almost orgasmic, the anger unlike anything she had ever seen before. She still saw the burning will to fight, felt the slut beneath her tensing as if she wanted to continue this violent orgasmic war…but as she felt the other brunette’s tongue beginning to move against her soaking twat she knew the other whore was giving in.

		

		“There you go bitch, there you fucking go!” Aurelia taunted, her heart racing as Chelsea’s tongue lapped obediently at her sex. She nearly screamed as Chelsea’s tongue traced the outline of her pussy lips, lapping up every last drop that still lay upon her sex. She knew the other slut’s cum was mixed with her own upon her pussy as she heard Chelsea moan like a whore, the thought of her enemy enjoying their combined tastes making her feel so ecstatically filthy that she could hardly contain herself. She forced her orgasm beneath the surface, wanting to enjoy this reward for as long as she could. She wanted to see Chelsea crumble between her thighs in orgasmic despair…maybe then she’d stop trying to throw around the weight of her father’s power. “Fuck you’re good with your tongue, bitch! When I fucking take over this place, I’ll keep you on as my whore!” She watched the anger in Chelsea’s eyes blaze from her words, but as she yanked on her enemy’s long, dark tresses again she watched the resistance turn to obedience once more. “Fucking lick me harder bitch, really make me scream!”

		

		Chelsea sobbed into her violent enemy’s pussy, tears streaming down her cheeks as the taste of the violent whore on top of her filled her mouth. Aurelia’s position was so merciless that she couldn’t breathe, panic detonating through her gorgeous form as the bright colors of orgasmic asphyxiation began to detonate across her vision. She despised how much she loved Aurelia’s cum, hated how even when she was powerless to fight back she loved the other whore’s punishment. Her tongue licked across the edges of her enemy’s soaking pussy lips, hoping her teasing would be enough to satisfy, but as Aurelia pulled painfully on her hair she knew the bitch wouldn’t let her off easy.

		

		With a manic sob that betrayed how devastated she felt from her loss Chelsea drove her tongue deep into the other brunette’s delicious sex, her entire body thrashing as even in hate Aurelia’s pussy was the most incredible taste she had known in weeks. The colors in her vision were growing wilder, were beginning to flash as the pain of not being able to breathe began to take over. In an instant she felt a wild panic shock through her form, glaring up into the other woman’s eyes as she practically begged Aurelia to give her breath, but the malicious snarl stretched across Aurelia’s lips told her there would be no mercy. Chelsea was suddenly in a frantic race against time; she would either drive Aurelia to the orgasmic pleasure she sought, or the older model would drive her unconscious, suffocating her with the sex that had been her ultimate, orgasmic destruction.

		

		Chelsea’s tongue ravaged Aurelia’s clit with the urgency of a sex-starved whore, lashing across the other woman’s squealing sexhorn with reckless abandon before penetrating Aurelia’s pussy with as much desperate force as she could. With every thrust she felt the other woman growing wetter, felt her tongue becoming coated with more and more of the other bitch’s arousal. Her own pussy was still coming, was still spraying orgasmic cream across the floor, but the pleasure of her own detonations was becoming overridden by the frantic panic of her sexual suffocation, the edges of her vision growing dim as Aurelia grinded her sex even harder against her mouth. Aurelia rode her face like a whore as Chelsea surrendered to the other woman’s will, as in a final attempt to keep herself from falling into slumber Chelsea pursed her lips around the other model’s clit, sucking hard; and in an instant Aurelia’s frantic scream of climactic ecstasy shocked through the room.

		

		“Oh my…fucking…God!” Aurelia screamed, tossing her face to the ceiling in such a manic howl that anyone through the walls would hear her pleasure. In an instant she came harder than she had known the entire night, tears streaming down her cheeks as pleasure that should have crippled her detonated across her body. “Fuck you bitch you’re so fucking good with your tongue!” With one hand she reached behind her, grabbing the soaking skirt still laced around Chelsea’s waist for stability. Her other hand tore at the younger model’s tresses with manic distress, grinding her pussy uncontrollably against Chelsea’s tongue as she fought to hold onto consciousness. She fucked the other woman’s face with reckless abandon, practically riding her enemy’s tongue as she rewarded Chelsea for her surrender. “Fucking fill your mouth with my delicious cream bitch, devour my fucking cum and tell he how fucking sweet I am!”

		

		Chelsea cried wordlessly as her gorgeous, hateful rival came, her own body thrashing in manic, hateful ecstasy as Aurelia’s cream filled her mouth, as the power of the older model’s squirting climax forced itself down her throat. She hated how much she loved the other woman’s taste, how intoxicating the other woman’s scents were even after hours of orgasmic warfare. Had it not been for the violent colors sparking across her vision she would have wanted furiously to eat the other whore out again and again and devour Aurelia’s cream, but as her vision darkened further she began to panic. She began to scratch and claw at the other woman’s body frantically, began to do everything she could in order to break the orgasmic woman’s perch so she could breathe, but the other model kept fucking her face like a whore.

		

		“Keep going you filthy little bitch, keep fucking going!” Aurelia screeched, hardly able to believe how powerful the pleasure detonating through her body truly was. Chelsea’s tongue was so incredible, so filthy and ravenous as she felt her enemy lapping up every single drop of the climax exploding out of her. She sobbed as she felt the other woman’s tongue ravenously licking her powerful pussy lips, penetrating deep inside of her to devour even the most hidden drops, slicing across her squealing clit and driving her orgasms to even greater heights of pleasurable agony. Her pussy was so sore from the manic warfare that had just ensued, driving pain to mix with the pleasure of her victorious reward, but she refused to relent.

		

		Aurelia rode her enemy’s face as frantically as she could, the holds on Chelsea’s skirt and hair like reins as she commanded her enemy’s obedience. She was ecstatic as Chelsea began slapping and clawing at her body in hate, the stings and scratches only adding to the desperation of their frantic rivalry. She fought against her pleasure in order to glare back down at the whore between her legs, driving her hate into Chelsea’s spirit as their glistening eyes locked, promising the same filthy punishment if the younger model ever crossed her again. She yanked hard on the other woman’s messy, dark hair one last time in a show of her control, the final drops of her powerful climaxes collecting themselves upon Chelsea’s lips; and just as she felt the other whore’s panicked slaps on her body beginning to fall away Aurelia felt her orgasms subside.

		

		Aurelia launched her body backwards with the same ferocity she had forced her pussy against Chelsea’s mouth, sitting upon the breasts that had challenged her own like a throne. The sounds of Chelsea choking for breath, filling her lungs again and again with precious oxygen was almost as incredible as her enemy’s cries of defeat. Aurelia grinded her pussy against Chelsea’s powerful tits mercilessly, listening to Chelsea moan in pain as she forced the other woman’s hard nipples to duel with her equally powerful clit, sending shocks of pleasure and pain through their gorgeous bodies. She glared down at her sobbing enemy with victorious hate, spitting into her rival’s open mouth as she sealed her victory, loving how the other woman choked on her delicious saliva; and then she stood, fighting to hide the weakness of her legs as she moved away from the other brunette’s gorgeous body.

		

		Aurelia could hardly believe how much and how hard she had come, could hardly believe how incredible her fallen enemy was. Chelsea’s face and hair were splattered with girl-cum, her lips sparkling as even choking for breath the younger model’s tongue moved to lap up the juices that lay at the edges of her tongue’s reach; and despite how much she despised the other model, she couldn’t help but admire her almost otherworldly beauty. Her pussy was so sore from their bitter fuck, from the victory orgasm she had ridden her enemy’s face to. Just walking caused her to wince, but she held her head high and forced herself to move confidently towards the pile of clothes that rested at the edge of the room. She picked up both her clothes and Chelsea’s, putting on one outfit and clenching the other tightly in her hand, forcing the woman who had challenged her to walk through the door in nothing but her soaking skirt when she had found the strength to walk.

		

		“Learn to stand on your own.” Aurelia muttered. “Stop relying on the power of your father to feel a sense of accomplishment; otherwise the women here will eat you alive…” She could feel Chelsea’s eyes burning a hole in her back as she strode towards the door. The younger woman was a devastating lover, an incredible fighter. She knew if the other whore would stop flaunting her father’s authority, if the younger model would learn to revel in her own power, that she would be an almost unstoppable force. Jessy had spent her entire time in power pitting other whores against each other, had been distracting the other models with each other so she could avoid fighting as much as possible. She didn’t know why, but she knew how much Chelsea hated Jessy; and if the secretary was forced to fight more than simply when she wanted to, maybe there was a chance the balance of power could truly be toppled. She admired the other whore who had fucked her so long, but her pride would not allow her to show it; and without a backwards glance she walked out the door, turning off the lights so her gorgeous enemy could recover in darkness.

		

		As Aurelia entered the hallway between the room Chelsea lay and the main corridor she stopped dead in her tracks, her heart racing as the gorgeous blonde reporter sat against the wall. One hand was buried tightly in her own golden tresses, holding tight as if she had been pulling it like the hair of an enemy. Her other hand was plunged inside her panties, her body thrashing as the final moments of a masturbatory orgasm detonated from her form. The blonde fixed Aurelia with a misty-eyed stare that made the brunette tremble; and even with as sore as she was, she wanted more.

		

		“I heard you two fighting over me…” the blonde moaned, standing with a sinful smile that nearly made Aurelia squirt again. She began to step towards the brunette victor, one foot placed firmly in front of the other, and even in the dim light the older model could see the wet spot upon the blonde’s tight jeans. The reporter’s perfume mixed with the scents of sweat and sex that wafted around the brunette’s tender, oversexed form…but when just inches separated their gorgeous, clothed bodies the sexual scents of the blonde’s masturbatory climaxes began to clash with the brunette’s as well. The fingertips of the blonde’s left hand danced upon Aurelia’s clothed breasts while her right hand reached past her dark tresses and behind the model’s neck. “Guess I’m all yours then, aren’t I baby?”

		

		Before Aurelia even knew what was happening the blonde’s pull drove their faces together in a sexual kiss of ravenous lust, both women practically growling as the sensations of their incredible tongues mating drove them wild. Aurelia hadn’t actually believed the blonde would wait for them to finish, let alone follow through on the sexual challenges between she and Chelsea, yet here the blonde was, driving her tongue into her mouth and moaning in a tone that practically begged for more. As her tongue drove inside the other woman’s mouth in return, mirroring the sexual lust the two women stumbled slightly from the power of their kiss; and when they finally broke their lips away the shine in the blonde’s eyes drove her absolutely wild.

		

		“My name is Annalise…” the reporter moaned, breathing deep as she took in the intoxicating scents of sexual combat. “Fuck you smell so fucking good Aurelia! You both fought so bravely, so desperately over me…and now that I’m yours I can make you feel like the victorious whore you are…” With the hand that teased the other woman’s breasts Annalise played coyly with her hair, twisting a lock between her fingertips, watching the other woman tremble. “But after I reward you…I need you to do something for me…”

		

		Annalise watched the other woman nod almost immediately, her heart racing as the chance she had been waiting for seemed finally within reach. She had to play the part of the curious journalist, knew the façade would be broken if she revealed she had once been part of the Organization, and she forced her true intentions beneath the surface. “Two press conferences in a row have ended in sexual combat…both with you I might add…” Annalise whispered, her heart racing in her chest as Aurelia’s scents swirled around her. “Two releases of footage, both blocked before anything more than the live feed can reach the public! I know there’s so much more to these rivalries than what is being revealed…and I want to know the full story!” She leaned in close again, so close that her lips and Aurelia’s brushed against each other as she spoke. “You’re the most well-known, most revered and respected model in the organization! I want the full story…and only a sexual goddess like you can give it to me where the public will believe me!”

		

		Annalise’s heart raced as she watched Aurelia nod again, the erotic air of her seduction driving the brunette silent…but she knew the agreement was true. With a silent, lustful hiss the blonde began to lower herself to her knees, lashing her tongue against Aurelia’s hard, erect nipples on the way down. She nearly trembled as the brunette moaned from her antics. Even through her shirt Aurelia’s nipples were so hard, so strong! It was no wonder Chelsea fell to the might of the older model’s powerful tits… She would have loved to caress every inch of the other woman’s breasts with her tongue, help her recover from the violent titfights she knew had ensued between Aurelia and Chelsea probably many times over…but the scents below beckoned her with pleading lust.

		

		Annalise breathed deeply as she lowered herself to her knees, nearly coming as she grew eye-level with Aurelia’s incredible, naked pussy. “You smell so fucking good!” the blonde exclaimed again, drawing out her moan like a whore as she filled her senses with the intoxicating aromas. She could still smell Chelsea’s scents upon Aurelia’s form, their pheromones still clashing as if unwilling to submit even after their frantic fuckwar was over. The two brunettes had ripped away each other’s panties in the fury of what had ensued in the conference room, and with nothing besides the skirt to hide the other woman’s perfect, glistening sex Annalise marveled at how absolutely gorgeous Aurelia’s cunt truly was.

		

		Annalise loved the way Aurelia trembled as she breathed upon her sex, as the journalist brought the lips of her mouth against the lips of Aurelia’s pussy. She wrapped both hands around the brunette’s tight, succulent ass, taking her cheeks firmly as she commanded Aurelia’s stillness. She had the brunette melting as she began kissing the other woman’s pussy, softly at first, taking her time in enjoying the other woman’s warmth and wetness, in the softness and power of Aurelia’s orgasmic cunt. “I can taste that other bitch’s spit upon your pussy…” Annalise moaned, feigning anger as if she believed Aurelia’s body belonged only to her. “I heard the way you forced that whore to eat you out baby, I can feel my spit and hers fighting each other upon your skin! You’ll have to tell me whose tongue you enjoy more Aurelia! You’ll have to remember how that other whore’s tongue felt against your skin, then feel mine and tell me whose tongue you like more!” She nearly trembled as she built the narrative, knowing Aurelia would be even more willing to give her the information she needed if she truly made Aurelia feel like Annalise claimed her. “Tell me whose tongue you love better baby! I’ll tonguefuck that little whore for your pussy if I have to darling, you’re fucking mine!”

		

		Before Aurelia could even respond Annalise sealed her lips tightly over the other woman’s tight, tender pussy, driving her tongue between the brunette’s sex lips while sucking as hard as she could. In an instant she felt the model’s body violently thrash, felt Aurelia’s pussy pulse, felt the vibrations of the model’s orgasmic scream before it had even left her mouth. She nearly cried into her enemy’s tender sex as Aurelia came, as the most incredible cry she had ever heard escaped the mouth of the gorgeous brunette she devoured. Aurelia’s sweet girl-cum pulsed desperately inside her mouth, so warm and delicious that the blonde wanted this taste again and again. She fought against the frantic pulses to tongue her enemy deeper, her entire body tingling with frantic excitement as the other woman’s sex practically clenched at her tongue. She struggled against Aurelia’s orgasmic pulses to penetrate her pussy until the throbbing ecstasy overpowered her desperate intrusion, and then sliced her tongue against Aurelia’s clit with such reckless abandon that multiple climaxes detonated from the brunette’s orgasmic form before the pleasure of the first had even reached its peak.

		

		“Oh fuck, your tongue is!” Aurelia sobbed, her body convulsing so violently that it was all she could do to remain on her feet. Tears of ecstasy streamed down her precious cheeks as Annalise practically sucked the climaxes from her pussy, as even when she pulsed harder than she could ever remember the incredible blonde devoured every single drop. Her pussy was so violently sore from her bitter fuckfight with Chelsea, and the frantic orgasms detonating through her form right now were tinged with pain, but she never wanted the pleasure to stop. In an instant she had to imagine the journalist was an enemy, that Annalise was a whore threatening to bring her down; and even when her legs violently quaked beneath her from the pleasure she refused to let herself collapse. In a fit of bitchy control she buried the fingers of both hands into Annalise’s long, golden tresses, pulling hard like she would the hair of a new recruit; and as the bitch between her legs cried out she knew Annalise loved to be treated roughly like a whore.

		

		Tears welled in Annalise’s eyes as she felt Aurelia pull furiously on her tresses, her heart racing with frantic lust as the brunette fought to control her. Annalise loved having her hair pulled during sex, loved it almost as much as the sex itself. She almost needed it in order to come, and pulling her own hair during masturbation made her so hot and horny she could finger herself for hours without stopping. Feeling Aurelia pull her hair, fighting to command her, made her squirt with immediate urgency, and with one hand still latched onto the brunette’s succulent ass the other plunged deep into her panties, driving her fingers inside her own tender sex like she would the cunt of a rival.

		

		In seconds Annalise had herself coming, but even as she sobbed her masturbatory ecstasy into the other woman’s pussy her tongue didn’t slow. Even as she rewarded Aurelia for her victory over Chelsea the blonde could feel the brunette’s uncontrollable desire for sexual conflict; and as the lust and tension between them rose it became an unspoken game to see who could continue the longest. They sobbed and cried each other’s name as the orgasmic moments wore on, and even when both could feel the pleasure growing desperately beyond their control they could feel the competition burning between them. Who would be the first to break? Would the orgasmic cream fill Annalise’s mouth so furiously that the blonde would have to break away to breathe? Or would Aurelia sink to her knees from the incredible pleasure, too exhausted to endure the orgasmic reward any longer? They knew Chelsea still lay within the other room, knew the younger model would hear the sexual screams emanating from them…and as they continued long into the night they drove their screams as loud and as ravenous as they could, driving Chelsea’s defeat into her spirit until their gorgeous forms could take no more.
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