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		Chapter 1

		

		Jessy was fuming, glaring down at the competition proposal she had spent all night crafting. She had the CEO in the palm of her hand, knew there would be no issue with getting the competition approved…but as images of her defeat from the wild fuck she'd had with Chelsea scorched through her, she had half a mind to call the whole thing off. She had wanted to fuck Chelsea to tears, wanted to have the little slut screaming and crying in defeat so that her confidence would be shattered. She had wanted to destroy the other brunette so decisively that when the competition happened, the model wouldn’t even have the confidence to ask for a spot…but with Chelsea’s victory, the CEO's daughter would be demanding a spot for sure. Without Chelsea’s involvement, Jessy would have been able to sway the competition however she wanted; the involvement of the CEO's daughter almost ensured she had to play fair.

		

		She glanced across the promotional poster to her right, outlining the rules and the prizes. The border was adorned with photographs of many of the corporation’s most prominent models. She had been so sure of her victory that she hadn’t even included Chelsea’s image in the poster; and growling beneath her breath, she knew the border would have to be redesigned. The competition was for the crowning of the corporation’s top model, with a large cash prize and a massive promotional photoshoot deal that would instantly skyrocket the winner to the top. The first few rounds would be left to viewer voting, although Jessy knew who the viewer favorites truly were. Her involvement in the corporation had ensured that every woman was a powerful asset, that no model who couldn’t pull her weight survived in her business…but even so, Chelsea, Mia, Natalie, Aurelia, and Elaine remained the most requested models in every single publication. Any other model in the organization could compete as well, but Jessy knew none of them stood a chance.

		

		The final contest was to be “a secret challenge of the competition coordinator’s choosing"; although to anyone who had worked under Jessy for long, there was no secret to be had. She had built the corporation’s success, had built the strength of the models beneath her through sexfighting; anyone who knew Jessy was running the show knew exactly what the final contest would be. Jessy had amassed such an incredible, sexually ravenous group of models beneath her, and as a smile began tugging on her lips, she knew none of the models that worked under her would refuse a sexual struggle against her competitors. Jessy adjusted her gorgeous form in her chair, wincing as the aches of her sexual war with Chelsea were forced to the surface; the smile on her face disappeared once more.

		

		In truth, the competition was just a front. Jessy already knew who the finalists would be, knew the “secret competition” would be between the women who she despised most...the women who challenged her rule. She knew the prize she set in place would force the whores that threatened her reign into a furious, frantic orgy that would send every single one of them to the edge of sexual madness. Such a filthy fuckwar would leave every one of them sore, would leave even the winner too weak to fight for long in the days after; and it was then she planned on taking her revenge. In a filthy, lust-filled conquest she would take every single one of them, would drive their sore, exhausted bodies under before the days had given them a chance to recover. It was then she planned to fuck every one of them out of the organization, to defeat them so soundly and so aggressively they would never want to face her again, but Chelsea’s involvement could shatter her conquest before Jessy could even set it in motion. Again she thought of postponing her proposal, of waiting until she once more had a firm grip upon the models beneath her; and then a loud crash sounded through the room, shattering her thoughts as Elaine threw the door open wide.

		

		“I know you’re planning something, Jessy!” Elaine snarled, not even waiting for the door to close before declaring her knowledge. “I know you’re up to something bitch, and I want to know what it is!” She brushed her long, dark tresses behind her shoulders as she stormed towards Jessy’s desk, fire blazing in her eyes. Her footsteps echoed through the room as the door swung closed behind her, practically begging for a fight as Jessy stood abruptly from her desk. Her victory over Aurelia had given her strength, had made her feel like she was on top of the world. Normally trying to order Jessy around filled her with anxiety, but today she felt like there was nothing she couldn’t handle. Her eyes locked with Jessy’s from across the desk, the secretary's beautiful body nearly making her squirt just from the fury in her gaze. She allowed a wry, filthy smile to spread across her face, loving how the look drove the rage even deeper across Jessy’s face.

		

		A moment of desperate tension passed between the two gorgeous whores as they glared into each other’s dazzling orbs, their heavy, perfect breasts rising and falling in unison as their horny desires made them pant. Even just from their bitterly locked glare each woman could tell the other was horny for violent sex, was practically desperate to kiss and fuck and claw at another gorgeous whore who would do the same. They could practically smell each other’s pheromones as they glared into each other’s eyes, as they silently moaned in concealed lust; and Elaine’s gaze brightened even more as she glanced across the poster on Jessy’s desk.

		

		“You’re starting a competition without consulting me first!?” Elaine growled, loving how her words caused the fire to burn in Jessy’s eyes. “You fucking owe me, you know that bitch? You fucking owe me for keeping Aurelia off your fucking ass! I’ll bet without me to keep her at bay, you wouldn’t even fucking be here!” Elaine’s smile grew wider as she saw the secretary trembling with rage. She could feel her own body quivering in anticipation, practically begging Jessy for a fight. “You’d better make sure I fucking win you filthy cunt, or I’ll—"

		

		A violent CRACK echoed through the room as Jessy’s palm drove the words from the model’s lips. “Or what, you dirty slut!?” Jessy snarled, loving the redness already spreading across Elaine’s precious cheek. “You talk tough you pathetic model whore, but Aurelia is still fucking here! She still fucks you to tears, makes you scream like a pitiful schoolgirl who's just been given the time of her fucking life!” Jessy loved the tears welling in Elaine’s eyes from the slap, loved how the model’s hand trembled as her fingertips brushed against her reddening cheek. “You’ve fucking failed at the only reason I hired you on for! A filthy whore like you doesn’t deserve to win! Maybe I should just fucking ban you from the competition before it fucking starts, so you don’t waste any more of my time, you pitiful—"

		

		Jessy’s words were shattered by her own cry of pain as Elaine’s palm snapped across her cheek in lustful rage. Jessy’s face was driven to the side from the sharp impact, tears welling in her eyes as she felt the heat rising in her cheek. Her hand shot to her face as she turned to face the other brunette, the glares of pain, shock and hatred mirrored upon their faces. The silence surrounding them was so absolute that their echoing breaths clashed between them in lustful tension, each woman loving and hating the beautiful rage shadowed upon their faces. Just the sight of each other’s reddening cheeks, of their glistening orbs, drove the two brunettes crazy; and an instant later the two gorgeous whores lunged at each other from across Jessy’s desk, the fingers of their right hands twisting furiously through one another’s tresses.

		

		Their strangled cries echoed around them in desperate cadence as the two brunettes half-climbed, half-fell onto the desk, their frantic twisting of limbs knocking nearly everything from the table. They drove their tongues deep into each other’s mouth in order to stifle one another’s desperate cries, their muffled screams vibrating through their bodies as their delicious spits began to mix immediately. The fingers laced through each other’s tresses tightened even further as the two rivals furiously kissed, adding pain to the lust as they forced each other’s face even harder against her own. Each woman’s other hand shot towards her enemy’s perfect tits, groping and squeezing one another’s gorgeous breasts in wild fury. They could already feel one another’s nipples hardening from their mutual lust as they furiously caressed each other’s breasts. Their moans grew louder, filled with lust and pain as each woman took her enemy’s left tit and squeezed as hard as she could; even through the agony, Elaine and Jessy were growing desperately horny.

		

		They moaned and sobbed into each other’s delicious mouth, their filthy cries arguing along with their furiously locked gazes. They loved the tears streaming down one another’s cheeks, loved the pain shadowed across their gorgeous, snarling faces as they fought. Their tongues twisted and corkscrewed desperately in the midst of their furious attacks on each other’s breasts, struggling to steal their mixing spit in hateful lust even as their bodies burned with rage. They wanted to drive each other horny, wanted to drive each other filthy and ravenous, wanted to make each other practically beg to be fucked. They loved each other’s taste, loved each other’s spit, loved each other’s scents as neither woman even tried to hide her furious desires. Each woman wanted desperately to make the other cry like a whore; and if that meant she had to cry as well, then so be it.

		

		As they twisted their hands against each other’s perfect tits they allowed their claws to sink into the fabric of one another’s dresses, the filthy sound of ripping fabric echoing over their muffled cries of lust and pain. Elaine and Jessy glared deep into each other’s eyes, daring each other to back down even as the desperate fires of sexual envy burned in their spirits. They sank their claws in even further, causing tiny rips in the fabric of each other’s dress, each woman nearly coming just from feeling the cool air of the office against her bare breasts. They watched their livid gazes flare with the filthy light they loved seeing in a rival’s gaze; and immediately afterwards Jessy and Elaine began tearing at each other’s clothes in frantic rage, practically screaming in relentless fury as each woman’s luxurious dress was torn apart by furious hands.

		

		They continued to pull each other’s hair like disobedient sluts, continued to squeeze and grope and punish one another’s tits as they tore the fabric from each other’s form. They despised having their dresses torn apart by the claws of an enemy, but if it meant they could make each other scream like naked whores, it was a small price to pay. Tears mixed on their gorgeous cheeks from the pain as each woman ravenously tore the fabric from the other’s tits, their manic claws scratching across each other’s tender breastmeat. Their furious tongues never ceased their desperate struggle as they tore each other’s breasts naked in rage, driving them even deeper into each other’s mouth as the cool air of the office ran almost painfully across their naked tits.

		

		The two beautiful brunettes sobbed in ravenous lust as they realized neither of them had worn a bra, each woman pulling so hard on the other’s disheveled raven tresses that they forced each other fully onto Jessy’s desk. They were already so wet, so filthy and horny just from their furious catfight; and as Elaine and Jessy accepted the desk as their furious battleground they drove their naked tits against each other with muffled screams of jealous lust. Nipple sliced against nipple so furiously that pleasure and pain scorched through their forms, the desperate sensations immediately causing the two women to squirt beneath their dresses. Their eyes flashed with ravenous lust from their miniature detonations, the sudden release of cream causing the sexual aromas swirling around them to spike. Each woman knew the other had been driven to wet pleasure, knew her enemy smelled her own arousal soaking into the hem of her dress. Vicious cries echoed inside their desperately locked mouths as Jessy and Elaine grinded their perfect tits against each other with reckless abandon; and as their claws began stripping the fabric from the rest of their gorgeous bodies they squirted again, each woman ravenous as she realized how filthy this fight was going to be.

		

		Jessy and Elaine were already wet just from pulling each other’s hair, from kissing each other like whores, from tearing through the thin fabric of one another’s dresses; but sending their tits against each other was almost orgasmic. Tears streamed down their cheeks as they sliced their nipples against each other again and again, as they forced their perfect, erect rods to bend and twist against each other with reckless abandon. Every second of their desperate grinding caused them pleasure, every slice of their flawless nipples sent shocks of fury through their gorgeous forms. They were beautiful, filthy whores, frantic sluts that wanted nothing more than to be forced to orgasm while causing the same violent pleasure to a desperate rival; and neither woman was ever hesitant to join another on the fields of sexual warfare.

		

		In seconds the two beautiful brunettes had torn each other’s body bare, their gorgeous forms completely naked in their bitter, ravenous fight. Neither woman had worn any panties as well, allowing the scents of their ravenous lust to swirl around them unhindered. The instant they smelled their mixing pheromones in full strength it sent the two brunettes into a desperate frenzy, each woman ravenous to drive those scents to the heavens. As they tossed the final shreds of fabric to the ground the filthy brunettes felt the wetness from each other’s squirts upon their clothes, the arousal already spreading wet across their fingers. Their eyes glinted with a furious light, each woman practically begging the other to fight through their blistering tears. Their furious moans immediately erupted into passionate screams as each woman forced her hand between the other’s powerful thighs, nearly coming right then and there as they felt each other’s touch.

		

		Elaine and Jessy pulled violently on one another’s tresses, crying out in pain as each woman forced the other’s face backwards. The hateful tug on their hair forced each woman’s tongue from the other’s mouth, their spits sparkling upon their lips and dripping down their chins as they glared at each other in vicious challenge. Their panting moans nearly cracked as each woman forced her fingers against her rival’s tender sex, their bodies quivering in violent lust as they felt each other’s wetness. They hated each other, wanted nothing more than to destroy each other as they forced themselves to their knees upon the desk. They continued to pull each other’s hair, continued to glare into each other’s glistening eyes as each woman shoved her middle finger deep into her enemy’s ravenous sex. The moment they felt each other’s furious penetration Jessy and Elaine spat in each other’s face with rampant hate, crying in lust and disgust as they treated each other like whores.

		

		“You’re so wet, Jessy!” Elaine snarled, driving her middle finger deep into her enemy’s cunt. In an instant the drops that remained on her enemy’s sex from her dirty squirt were coating her palm. “You’re so fucking wet you filthy little whore, god you’re already so fucking wet!” She loved the tears and saliva sparkling upon the secretary’s cheeks, hating how the passionate filth somehow made her gorgeous rival even more beautiful. “God I can’t believe how fucking wet you are, pathetic little whore! You want me to fuck you, don’t you slut!? You want me to fuck you like a whore, make you come long and hard while I make you moan my name!”

		

		“I’m gonna make you come first, slut! I’m gonna make you come fucking first!” Jessy challenged, screaming and sobbing in lust and hatred as she and Elaine continued to pull each other’s hair like rival college schoolgirls. She hated and loved how gorgeous her rival looked crying from their sexual struggle, loved and hated how furiously their mutual fingering was turning her on. She could smell Elaine’s scents growing stronger with every passing second, could tell her own aromas were growing stronger as well. The way their scents fought against each other in the air around them, the way they mixed and collided as she and Elaine fingered each other like whores, drove her absolutely wild…but she could see the model’s eyes flashing with just as much ravenous light as her own. “I’m gonna make you come all over my fucking desk, all over my fucking office! I’m gonna make you fucking squeal like I did when I fucking hired you! When I fucking decided to waste my time on a filthy pathetic little whore like you!”

		

		“You’re the one who’s wasting my time, you pitiful fucking cunt!” Elaine sobbed back, glaring into her rival’s eyes with so much hate that their bitterly locked gazes nearly caused them physical pain. She tightened her hold on her rival’s long, dark tresses, wincing as her enemy did the same. “I should never have let you take control of me, should never have agreed to work for you! I should have fucking known you were a conniving little whore! I should have known the only reason you hired me was to keep Aurelia occupied! You’re such a pathetic little whore, so scared of those under you that you can’t even keep them in control by yourself!” She spat in Jessy’s face again, tears streaming down her cheeks as the secretary spat back with just as much wild fury. Her naked sex was practically pulsing already, her sex lips biting at Jessy’s finger in ravenous lust…but she could feel the secretary’s naked cunt biting at her own finger with just as much ravenous lust. “You’ll never fucking be able to control us! You’ll never be able to fucking control me! I’m gonna fucking tear you apart, and when you’re too weak to fuck I’m gonna take over your position and make you fucking bow down to me!”

		

		Jessy and Elaine spat in each other’s face again in ravenous hatred, each woman’s saliva colliding with the other’s between their gorgeous faces, forcing specks of their spits back onto each other’s faces. They felt like filthy little sluts, dirty whores that loved every single second of each other’s desperate punishment. They crushed their palms against each other’s clit, their mouths opening in furious screams of lust as they sobbed each other’s name to the ceiling. In an instant they sent each other to orgasm, the desperate attack on each other’s sexhorn throwing them so far over the edge that they coated each other’s middle finger with their sexual cream in seconds. They sobbed as they felt their bodies detonating in pleasure, as each woman felt her body surrendering control like a filthy virgin being taken by a desperate rival.

		

		Their eyes flashed with violent, ravenous light as each woman forced her face forward, as they struggled to shatter each other’s control with a violent, desperate headbutt. Their foreheads collided with reckless fury between them, the fierce impact immediately sending frantic colors to explode through their visions. They sobbed in pleasure, moaned in pain as the mutual attack drove the two warriors dizzy, but as they forced a second finger between each other’s soaking sex lips neither woman was willing to quit. With filthy, muffled screams Jessy and Elaine drove their tongues against each other’s skin, sobbing in disgusted lust as they began licking the spit from each other’s cheeks. They could hardly see each other through their blistering tears, through the dizziness caused by their reckless attacks. They pulled on each other’s hair as they licked each other like ravenous sluts, their visions nearly darkening completely as they fought to use the pain to remain conscious; and as their struggling, naked forms rocked, the desk they fought on toppled to the side.

		

		Their naked, entwined forms toppled onto the chair, breaking their fall as they cried out in panicked rage. As they fell from the chair onto the floor they drove their tongues deep into each other’s mouth, stifling one another’s frantic cries, their hearts racing as they realized the door behind them had never been locked. They continued to finger each other, continued to send their hard, erect nipples against each other again and again as they moaned like whores into each other’s mouth. Their glistening eyes remained locked in desperate rage even as the tears and vertigo caused their visions to violently blur, neither woman willing to show any mercy; if they were going to be found out, each woman was determined to be found making the other cry and come like a whore. Another orgasm detonated from their gorgeous, naked forms, coating their fingers with another wave of their filthy, delicious cream; and as their muffled screams became uninterrupted by anyone from outside the two brunettes drove a third finger deep into each other’s sex, screaming in sexual desperation as they stumbled awkwardly to their feet.

		

		Jessy and Elaine nearly collapsed to their knees immediately from their dizziness, sobbing into each other’s mouth as they leaned against each other heavily for support. They continued to drive their fingers desperately inside each other’s trembling sex, continued to kiss and pull each other’s hair as their hot, naked forms quivered against each other weakly. Neither woman even tried to give herself any chance to recover, focusing so desperately on driving her rival under that she was willing to endure the hellish colors surging across her blurred vision. They hated relying on each other for support, hated needing each other’s form to keep from collapsing. They pulled harder on each other’s hair, twisted their tongues against each other faster, penetrated each other’s tender, ravenous sex deeper, screaming as they showed each other their mutual dependency held nothing but hate.

		

		Jessy and Elaine stumbled awkwardly towards the door, their movements erratic as they forced the pressure between their beautiful, naked bodies even tighter. They moaned like sluts as their heavy breasts bulged between them, their tears growing hotter as they felt each other’s hard, erect rods stab deep into their mating titflesh. When they reached the door the two gorgeous whores tore their hands from each other’s disheveled tresses, strands of one another’s hair still entwined around their fingers. Their hands fought each other for possession of the lock, their claws scratching at each other, causing the two filthy sluts to wince in pain. They hated each other’s determination, despised each other’s defiance; and when the lock was finally in place Elaine and Jessy sent their palms against each other’s cheek with violent fury.

		

		The two beautiful bitches screamed each other’s name in strangled rage as they drove each other’s gorgeous, snarling face to the side. The painful impact forced their tongues from each other’s mouth, the mixing spits they had been fighting over practically arching through the air, splattering across their perfect tits as their naked forms broke apart slightly. They struggled to maintain control, struggled to remain on their feet as the bitter slaps nearly forced them to their knees once more. With tears streaming down their cheeks they fought to focus on the sensation of each other’s fingers driving into her pussy, struggled to focus on the forced pleasure caused from the other’s filthy attack. Another orgasm detonated from their forms, coating the fingers of the two rivals with even more of their incredible cream, but even as they screamed, the climactic pleasure helped them focus.

		

		“That’s it bitch, come!” Elaine snarled, her voice trembling violently as her naked sex squirted cum across the slender fingers of the gorgeous secretary. “Fucking come like a filthy fucking whore, Jessy! I know you like it bitch, I know you fucking like it!” She curved her fingers slightly inside her desperate rival’s sex, nearly squealing as she felt the other woman’s pussy lips bite even more ravenously at her fingers. She crushed her palm even more furiously against Jessy’s clit, grinding against the secretary’s engorged sexhorn, loving how her frantic enemy shrieked in pleasure. “Tell me you love it, slut! Tell me you love my fingers violating your filthy, pathetic sex! Tell me how much you love it when I finger you like a whore, when I make you come all over my fucking hand!”

		

		“Don’t flatter yourself, you dirty little back-alley slut!” Jessy snarled, tears streaming down her face as she and Elaine fingerfucked each other like desperate whores. She felt her violent detonations growing stronger, felt her climactic explosions pulsing her cum even harder across the other woman’s hand as Elaine’s fingers curved inside, as her palm grinded against her clit. “You may have me fucking coming you little whore, but I’ve got you fucking begging for it just as much!” She curved her fingers inside Elaine’s sex just like the other brunette’s fingers were curved inside her own, and as she matched the ferocity of Elaine’s grinding upon her clit she felt the violent pulses of the model spike.

		

		“You’re the one who fucking loves it slut!” Jessy continued, not even trying to hide her furious lust as she and Elaine pumped and twisted inside each other’s filthy, soaking cunt. She slapped Elaine wildly across the face again, loving the violent tears streaming down the other brunette’s precious cheeks. “Is that why Aurelia is still a fucking thorn in my side, you filthy fucking slut!? Is that why that gorgeous whore is able to match you orgasm for orgasm every fucking time you two fight!? You fucking love coming like a filthy fucking whore, don’t you!?” She spat in Elaine’s face as the other brunette turned back to face her, and as the model moaned in disgusted lust the secretary knew her words rang true. “You fucking love being treated like a filthy fucking whore! You love when another woman makes you fucking come, when she makes you scream her name, when she drives you powerless with pleasure again and again! You dirty, filthy, weak little slut! You love being fucking dominated, don’t you!? You love being dominated like a disgusting little lesbian cunt, don’t you bitch!? Don’t you!?”

		

		“And what about you, filthy, fucking, nasty little whore!?” Elaine sobbed, tears streaming down her cheeks as every word Jessy uttered drove her hatred for the secretary even deeper. “You fucking stand here talking about me being a dirty little lesbian, but you’re the one who started this fucking power struggle in the first place!” She spat back in Jessy’s face with ravenous hate, loving how the other brunette’s disgusted squeals were filled with the same frantic lust her own had been. “You fucking built this business on sexual lust between models, fucking challenged me to a desperate sexual struggle the very moment you and I met! You fucking begged me to make you come again and again in your filthy screams! You fucking beg to be devoured again and again every single time you fight any of us!” Elaine drove her palm against Jessy’s cheek with all the fury she could muster, the sound of the secretary’s pained cries nearly causing her to come again. “You’re always so ready to meet and fuck anyone who steps into your office looking for a fight! You fucking get off from the sexual thrill of another woman’s body grinding against your own! You fucking beg every gorgeous woman you come across to make you scream and cry and come like a filthy little lesbian cunt! You sit here on your fucking throne, acting like you’re better than the rest of us, but you’re a filthier skank than anyone else in this fucking business!”

		

		“Shut your filthy fucking mouth, cunt!” Jessy commanded, her entire body quaking as even through her façade, she knew she loved being forced to orgasm just as much as she loved making another whore scream. “If a filthy little slut can’t fucking make me scream, then she’s not worth my fucking time!” She slapped Elaine’s gorgeous, snarling face again, the model’s cry of distress like sexual music to her ears. “Yeah I fucking come when we fucking fight, but it isn't your fucking fingers or you pathetic body that are driving my fucking climaxes, slut!” Jessy glared into Elaine’s eyes as the model’s cheeks continues to grow red from the hateful slaps, practically begging Elaine to return the favor. “I fucking get off on dominating another woman! On making her scream and cry in defeated agony! I love the tears and sweat of a filthy defeated enemy! An enemy’s cum alone shows my fucking dominance, and my own orgasmic pleasure comes from the sounds of my enemy’s screaming surrender!”

		

		“Why don’t you fucking shut it for me, disgusting whore-house skank!?” Elaine snarled, driving her palm ravenously against Jessy’s cheek. She loved how Jessy’s hair whipped through the air as the secretary's face was driven to the side, loved how perfectly the other woman’s cries accented the sharp snap! of her palm against the cheek of the pretentious slut she fought against. “Oh that’s right, you fucking can’t! You talk like a filthy hotshot whore, but you’re too fucking weak to make any of us actually bow down!” She spat on Jessy’s perfect breasts, hating how the glistening of her spit somehow made them even more beautiful. “And what about that gorgeous whore Chelsea!? I heard that fucking upstart has made you fucking scream in surrender more than once!” Elaine’s heart raced in her chest as she saw the bitter hatred flare in Jessy’s glistening orbs, their desperate, mutual penetration causing another climax to detonate across their expert fingers. “I heard she made you fucking beg for the pleasure, made you beg for the sexual agony! I heard she made you come again and again even after your gorgeous, pathetic body surrendered like a dirty whore! That sounds like filthy lesbian lust to me, you frantic little cunt!”

		

		“Her father practically begs me not to destroy his filthy daughter!” Jessy lied, sobbing as Chelsea’s snarling face flashed through her mind. “He fucking begs me not to harm her, not to hurt his precious little whore!” The CEO was clueless to the way Jessy had risen to power, was clueless that his innocent girl was such a filthy, ravenous slut; and she knew Chelsea would never tell. “He pleads with me to fucking let her win, to build her confidence so she’s not such a scared little bitch, but my patience is wearing thin! Soon I’m gonna take his place, and then I’m gonna fuck his little whore out of the business for good!” She spat on Elaine’s tits again in furious hate, practically trembling as the other brunette spat back. The way her rival’s saliva was spread across the tits she was so proud of, defiling their beauty with her filth, made Jessy tremble with such furious hate that she was about to explode; and she could see the same jealous lust blazing in Elaine’s eyes as well. “I have to go easy on that filthy, weak little whore, but I made no such promise about you!”

		

		Frantic screams of hatred and rage echoed around the two gorgeous sluts as they crushed their naked bodies forward with strangled fury, sobbing like whores as their heavy, tender breasts clashed between them with reckless abandon. In an instant Jessy and Elaine were crying, screaming each other’s name in choked coughs as the impact drove the air from their lungs. They struggled to catch their breath, struggled to maintain composure as the desperate colors flashing through their blurred visions grew even more frantic. They trembled as they felt their breasts bulge against each other, as they felt each other’s nipples stab like knives into their dense, sensitive breastmeat. They felt so dirty, so filthy and ravenous as the spit spreading across their tits mixed from the impact; and they absolutely loved it.

		

		Even through the vicious panic the two gorgeous whores came, coating each other’s slender fingers with even more of their incredible, delicious creams. The scents swirling around them were so powerful, so pleasureful, that just the aromas caused the desire of their climaxes to drive closer to the point of sexual madness. They could practically sense their pheromones fighting around them, mixing desperately as each woman’s scents struggled to outdo her gorgeous rival’s. Even through their disgusted hatred, they loved each other’s aromas…they wanted to smell their pheromones fight again and again.

		

		The strength returned quickly to their gorgeous breasts, their perfect tits growing taut and strong in an instant as the bounce in each woman’s breasts forced the other’s naked tits away. With the sudden release of pressure the two struggling brunettes gasped for breath, filling their lungs with precious oxygen, but even as they choked the two rivals were unwilling to submit. Strangled cries echoed around them as their palms snapped against each other’s cheek, their cries of pain mixing with rageful lust as they drove each other’s face to the side. They loved the tears streaming down their cheeks, loved the way their panting cries admitted every drop of hatred and lust they held for each other. Their glistening eyes locked once more as they turned back to face each other, their long, dark tresses whipping around their faces in frantic curtains; and before either woman could regain her bearings the two gorgeous sluts crushed their naked breasts against each other again with manic hate.

		

		The model and the secretary sobbed as the impact shook them to the core, as every inch of their bodies seemed to quiver from the violent clash. Their tits ached with pain, but were so tender that even through the agony of their titfight they sobbed for more. Bitter screams shattered the air around them as Elaine and Jessy grinded their tits against each other in opposite directions, squealing as their hard, erect nipples sliced across each other like swords. Each woman felt the other’s nipples hold strong against her own, felt them bend, felt them spring past each other in desperate agony. They felt their milk-holes grind against each other, practically biting at one another in lust as they crushed tip to tip; and as each woman’s rods gave against her gorgeous rival’s the two women came again, coating each other’s hand with their orgasmic fuck-juices once more.

		

		Back and forth Elaine and Jessy stumbled around the office, screaming and crying as their manic, sexual catfight drove the hatred and lust between them hotter and hotter. They were so furious, so horny, so desperate for wild sex even as pain shocked through their forms again and again. They continued to fingerfuck each other like filthy lesbian whores, driving each other hotter and hornier and wetter with every passing second. When their bodies grew too filthy to hold on much longer, when their naked forms practically begged for release they would force their tits against each other in a tight, desperate grind. They would force their engorged nipples to fight between their taut breastmeat, would force them to bend and twist against each other until they came like filthy nineteen-year-old virgin sluts, neither woman’s orgasmic cries ever without the climactic screams of her gorgeous enemy.

		

		They would coat their fingers with each other’s cream, would tremble as their naked, ravenous sexes would bite and suck at each other’s finger. The sensations of each woman’s warm girl-cum coating her fingers, spraying across her hand and dripping down her naked thighs, only drove the two gorgeous whores to want each other’s touch more. They would crush tit to tit in a violent stalemate, would drive their tongues deep into each other’s mouth and kiss like frantic whores as their mutual orgasms detonated from their gorgeous, oversexed bodies. They would clash like lesbian sluts until the perfect pleasure ebbed from their frantic detonations; and then Elaine and Jessy would drive their palms against each other’s cheek, smearing the tears across each other’s snarling face as they returned to the filthy, hateful whores they had begun as.

		

		The sting of their slaps would drive their hatred to the forefront of their vicious war, would force the two brunette sluts to slam their naked, tender breasts against each other again and again as they cried out in pain. Between collisions they would slap each other like disobedient sluts, would spit in each other’s face, on each other’s breasts, or between each other’s lips in desperate efforts to make each other feel so filthy and disgusting that they would know they were nothing more than nasty sluts who love to come. Their hot breaths and mixing screams clashed between their gorgeous, snarling faces, each woman keeping her mouth closer and closer to her rival’s as the orgasmic urges grew more and more powerful. When they allowed their desperate slaps to no longer force their faces away Elaine and Jessy took turns spitting into each other’s mouth like desperate sluts, choking on one another’s sweetness again and again until they couldn’t take it any longer. They would drive their tongues into each other’s ravenous mouth to stifle each other’s sobs, would crush and grind their heavy breasts against each other with reckless abandon until they came; and as they coated each other’s fingers with their incredible cum, as the air around them swirled with their intoxicating scents, the cycle would resume anew.

		

		Elaine and Jessy forced each other to orgasm after desperate orgasm, tears streaming down their faces in rivers as their rage echoed between them in choked sobs. They loved watching each other cry, loved listening to each other moan and scream as they unwillingly admitted they wanted more in their orgasmic pleas. They came again and again with no signs of stopping, coating each other’s fingers with so much of their orgasmic arousal that their creams were beginning to drip to the floor, soaking into the carpet and securing their warring, sexual scents for days to come. Their naked bodies ached, their pussies desperately sore from their furious, mutual fingering and their countless, crippling orgasms, but even as their gorgeous, oversexed forms trembled, neither woman was willing to quit. Most women would have collapsed by now, but Jessy and Elaine were so blinded by their furious, orgasmic lust that the only thing either woman could think of was making the other cry. They loved their hateful titfight, loved their violent, traded slaps, loved the desperate, hateful fingerfuck they were locked into, but as climax after frantic climax detonated from their gorgeous forms, they knew they needed more.

		

		More and more frantically the two gorgeous whores stumbled, panting and sobbing as they struggled against each other harder and harder. Their painful titfight, their orgasmic fingering, their hateful slaps, their ravenous kissing and spitting, everything they were doing to each other was driving Elaine and Jessy over the edge again and again. The room was never without their climactic cries, their desperate screams, the impacts of their naked bodies and their palms against each other’s cheeks. The sounds of violent war were the perfect backdrop to their hateful struggle, sounds that would echo in their minds for days to come. They hated how much they loved each other’s naked form, how much they loved the desperate heat of their furious fight and their violent, orgasmic sex. They drove their tongues deep into each other’s mouth for what felt like the hundredth time, stifling each other’s furious, insatiable cries as they stumbled towards the wall, showing each other there would never be any mercy no matter how many times they sent each other to orgasmic paradise.

		

		Their powerful legs began to grind and lock together as they fought, as they fingered and struggled, each woman’s muscular thighs crushing and grinding against her gorgeous rival’s, adding even more hate and competitive lust to their gorgeous, sexual struggling. The rougher their legs fought, the more awkwardly entwined they became, each woman fighting to drive the other off-balance even as she felt her own form desperately begging to collapse. Their pussies were pulsing with violent ecstasy, were biting at each other’s fingers with more and more desperation, but each woman’s sex could sense the presence of the other’s gorgeous pussy. Their womanhoods wanted to fight, wanted to clash against each other in filthy rage. Each woman’s cunt could sense the other’s desperate lust, could sense the dripping, soaking, tender existence of its hated rival. Each woman could see it in the other’s gaze, could see the fires blazing behind the tears. This filthy fingering, this desperate catfight, was absolutely orgasmic…but their naked sexes desired nothing more than to match against each other and fuck, filling each other with cum again and again until one of them screamed for mercy.

		

		Filthy cries shattered the air around them as their furious power struggle forced their legs to slam against the couch against the wall, so desperately entwined that neither woman could hold her balance. They howled each other’s name in lustful panic as their naked forms toppled to the cushion, their spits trailing in an arch as each woman’s tongue was forced from her rival’s delicious mouth. In a wild tangling of limbs the two gorgeous whores fought for the top position, tossing across the couch from one side to the other and back as first Elaine, then Jessy gained the top position.

		

		Tears streamed down their faces as still they kissed and spat, each woman treating the other like a filthy whore as she forced her enemy below. The hand they used to slap each other buried themselves deep in each other’s dark, disheveled tresses, pulling hatefully as they cried out in pain. The fingers of their other hand continued to drive inside each other’s naked sex, continued to fuck each other desperately as each woman fought to drive her enemy over the edge. They glared into each other’s eyes as they struggled for supremacy, as they fought to drive each other to another quivering climax and take advantage of one another’s orgasmic weakness. Their fingers were so wet from each other’s juices, were practically coated in the essence of each woman’s countless orgasms. They could feel their pussies ravenously sucking on each other’s slender fingers, admitting the filthy lust that surrounded them even as Jessy and Elaine called each other bitches and sluts and whores between their frantic, rapacious tonguefuck.

		

		The secretary and the model were so hot, so horny, so desperately ready to fuck even as their naked sexes were growing violently tender. They crushed and grinded their tits against each other as they struggled on the couch, each woman fighting to drive the other to ecstatic pleasure before her enemy could drive her under, but it was no use. Their bodies twisted wildly, forcing both women on their asses as their gorgeous forms were forced to equality; and before either woman could gain an advantage the most incredible orgasm of the entire fight detonated from their forms at exactly the same time, their naked forms thrashing so wildly against each other that the breath was nearly driven from their lungs once more. Bitter screams of pain, pleasure and rage pierced the air around them as they tore their hand from each other’s tresses, shoving each other away in orgasmic ecstasy.

		

		Jessy and Elaine landed on their backs on opposite ends of the couch, their heads colliding with opposite armrests as they sobbed in filthy pleasure. They wanted to continue fighting, wanted to claw and slap and fuck, hating each other with every fiber of their being. They struggled to drive themselves forward, the climactic pleasure blurring their visions with tears as they raised themselves up on with their elbows. They glared into each other’s gorgeous, snarling face, their cheeks glistening with tears and sweat as even through their orgasmic detonations, neither woman was willing to quit.

		

		They glared across their gorgeous, naked forms, their bodies trembling so evenly in their filthy, sexual beauty that even through their prides, each woman knew the other’s body was a threat to her own. Just glaring into each other’s eyes seemed to drive their orgasms higher, caused them to spray the couch they lay upon with even more desperate waves of cum. Even their frantic, mixing scents were fighting between them, each woman’s cum staining the couch between them in equal measure, their juices overlapping and fighting to overtake each other in a furious test of wills.

		

		They loved the tears streaming down each other’s gorgeous face, hated the filthy defiance they still sensed in each other’s desperate, filthy gaze. They were so ravenous, so hot and horny…but they could feel their gorgeous bodies beginning to surrender as the orgasmic exhaustion quickly set in. They could see each other trembling, could hear the quaking in each other’s panting, orgasmic breath. They had to destroy each other, had to send each other to ecstatic surrender again and again before either of them could regain her strength; and with violent, strangled sobs Elaine and Jessy crushed their naked cunts against each other as hard as they could, forcing their succulent asses into the mixing cum soaking into the couch.

		

		The most violent shock either woman had felt all day immediately scorched through their gorgeous, naked forms as Elaine’s clit met with Jessy’s in a violent display of primal fury. They screamed each other’s name to the heavens before either woman could even process the furious pleasure, their naked pussies immediately detonating into violent, multiple climaxes. They sobbed in passionate ecstasy, their naked bodies convulsing so wildly that it took every ounce of control either woman had not to collapse onto her back. Wild screeches echoed around them as violent ecstasy, furious sexual pain, agonizing pleasure, and blazing rage immediately filled their bodies in a confusing, infuriating cacophony. In an instant the entire room seemed to disappear around them in a filthy, orgasmic blaze; the only thing that seemed to still exist to either woman was the filthy whore that glared into her glistening, tear-filled eyes on the couch.

		

		Wave after wave of filthy, desperate ecstasy detonated from their gorgeous, naked forms, every single pulse spraying the couch they fought on with more and more of their orgasmic wetness. With one hand placed firmly behind them the two brunettes drove their bodies violently against each other again and again, each woman sobbing as her naked pussy collided wetly with her enemy’s again and again. With every impact Jessy and Elaine sprayed each other’s tender cunt with their delicious creams, their scents combining so furiously that just their mixing pheromones alone drove the pleasure of their climactic passion higher. Each woman’s other hand shot towards the gorgeous, tear-stained face of her sexual rival with primal fury, their fingertips still coated with cum from the countless orgasms they had fingered each other to. The impact of their hateful slaps echoed around them in perfect cadence with their pained cries of disgusted rage, their mouths opening in desperate sobs as they forced each other’s face to the side.

		

		Immediately the secretary and the model were filled with more lustful hate for each other than they had ever known, the heat rising in their cheeks only causing them to be even more aware of the sweet fuck-juices they had just spread across each other’s gorgeous, snarling face. They turned to face each other with hate blazing in their eyes, each woman despising how the other’s beautiful, hateful visage seemed even more gorgeous with her own cum spread across her cheeks. Each brunette hated the sensation of her own orgasmic surrender spread across her skin, a constant reminder of how many times they had screamed at each other’s touch. They felt filthy and disgusted at having their own cums streaked across their cheeks, but in the violent tidal wave of sexual rage it felt so sinfully right.

		

		They traded slaps for nearly a full minute, crying out with every impact, struggling to use the pain to hold onto consciousness. They watched each other’s cheeks grow scarlet from the blows, watched the cum upon their fingers spread wildly across each other’s face, mixing with the tears stained upon their skin. Their gorgeous bodies continued to slam pussy to pussy, continued to tremble and quake with every violent impact of their gorgeous, shaven cunts. No matter how many times they clashed, no matter how many women either brunette fought and fucked to filthy defeat, their sexes never lost their tightness, never lost their ravenous beauty.

		

		In a filthy act of desperation, of ravenous challenge over the tightness of their gorgeous sexes, Jessy and Elaine settled into a fierce, wet grind. They sobbed as they felt their pussy lips seal against each other, as they felt one another’s gorgeous sex immediately beginning to bite at her own in ravenous lust. They clenched their pussies as hard as they could, sobbing through their mixing screams as they felt their pussy lips quivering in a ravenous stalemate. Second after precious second the two ravenous brunettes fought to pull each other in, fought to devour each other’s sex with their own. Furiously they could feel their pussy lips trading advantages, devouring and being devoured almost multiple times a second as neither woman’s soaking, ravenous cunt was willing to surrender.

		

		Their clits sliced against each other in the middle of their furious clench, immediately shattering the desperate tension with more violent waves of ecstatic pleasure. Elaine and Jessy immediately filled each other’s pussy with their desperate cream, each woman howling as her fuck-juices collided with her enemy’s between their battling cunts. They struggled to hold on, struggled to maintain the desperate clench between them, but it was no use; and just seconds after their mutual detonations the violent orgasms forced their pussies to part. The fierce release immediately sent their orgasmic sprays to arch against each other, colliding and spraying across each other’s body and powerful thighs as they screamed in sexual agony…but still neither woman was willing to quit.

		

		Elaine and Jessy were ravenous, insatiable as they fucked in their mixing wetness, the sensation of their cums beginning to coat their skin making them feel both disgusted and delighted. Their tender pussy lips spread wide against each other with every collision, each woman’s cunt practically daring the other to clench against it once more and resume their desperate fight to devour each other. With every impact their orgasmic wetness would force inside their pussies, only to be expelled moments later as another wave of violent ecstasy forced each other’s juices out. The air was almost never without their orgasmic screams, never without the cries of violent, mutual pleasure as climax after frantic climax shocked through their forms. Their naked bodies were practically coated with sweat, practically coated with each other’s sexual juices, each woman growing more and more ravenous as their perfect, insatiable bodies remained equal in their desperate, filthy war. They were so sore, so exhausted from their violent fuck, but even through the agony neither woman was willing to quit. They could feel their bodies beginning to surrender, could feel their naked forms beginning to falter as they drove each other closer and closer to the edge of sexual madness; they had to destroy each other now, or risk falling to one another’s might.

		

		“Fuck, you filthy fucking slut, you’re so fucking wet right now!” Elaine sobbed, tears streaming down her cheeks as wave after wave of violent pleasure washed over her gorgeous, naked form. “God you’re so fucking wet bitch, you’re so fucking filthy! God you come so much when we fuck, you come so fucking much you filthy little secretary whore!” Every fiber of her being practically begged her to stop, practically pleaded with her to back out and fuck another day. Her body ached from the tension of sexual war, her pussy was so sore from her countless orgasms, but she knew she couldn’t quit. “I can feel your weak, pathetic pussy breaking down, you filthy little whore! I can feel your weak little pussy fucking begging mine to let yours go!” She spat on her rival’s sex before crushing her cunt against Jessy’s with reckless abandon, the hand she used to slap her gorgeous rival throwing behind the secretary’s neck. “Fucking beg me to stop, fucking make sure I win this little contest of yours, and I’ll fucking let you go!”

		

		“Fuck yeah I’m wet, you weak little whore!” Jessy cried, her voice quivering with desperate passion as agonizing pleasure coursed through her veins again and again. “Fucking a filthy little whore like you makes me so fucking wet I can hardly fucking contain it! But you’re even fucking wetter, slut! You’re coming so fucking much, spraying again and again every time I drive your filthy body to orgasm! You pretend you fucking hate me, pretend you fucking hate my body, but your filthy fucking cum proves otherwise!” She spat on Elaine’s naked, soaking sex just as the other brunette had done to her, wrapping her hand around the back of the model’s neck as Elaine sobbed in lust and disgust. “You’re fucking coating my pussy, coating my body, coating my fucking couch with your disgusting, filthy cum! Your scents are gonna stay in these cushions for fucking days, slut! Everyone who fucking comes in my office is gonna smell your fucking scents, is gonna smell your filthy, disgusting orgasms, is gonna know I fucked your weak, pathetic body like a common tramp!”

		

		Elaine and Jessy spat in each other’s face in hate, tears streaming down their cheeks as just the wet slap of one another’s saliva caused them to come again. Their hot, sweet girl-cum sprayed across their sore, tender pussies, sprayed across their shaven, naked thighs, neither woman even trying to hide how much she loved the other’s orgasmic surrender. Their eyes flashed with violent light as they tightened their holds on one another’s neck, as their glistening eyes dared each other to back down, every fiber in their beings burning with the desire to see each other fall. As if by some violent, unspoken cue the model and the secretary pulled violently on each other’s neck, forcing their naked, ravenous forms against each other as hard as they could. They cried in violent pain as their foreheads collided desperately once more, filthy screams of pleasurable agony mixing with the pain as their clits crushed head to head at exactly the same time. Instantly the two gorgeous whores forced each other to multiple orgasms, neither woman able to stifle her vicious screams of climactic pleasure as again and again their naked, oversexed cunts sprayed each other with their filthy, orgasmic cream.

		

		Even as violent, desperate lights flashed across their visions once more, throwing them into a dizzy, lustful spiral, Jessy and Elaine refused to relent. They grinded their foreheads against each other painfully, panting and moaning as their glistening eyes remained locked in violent, desperate hate. Tears streamed down their cheeks, mixing upon their faces as they twisted and writhed in mutual rage and agonizing pain. They sliced their clits against each other again and again, driving each other to climax over and over, every single contact forcing the pleasure of their multiple orgasms higher than they had ever known before.

		

		Even when they could hardly see each other though their tears, could hardly see each other through the passionate, dizzying colors that flashed across their visions, neither woman allowed her eyes to drift from the daggers they were glaring into each other’s glistening orbs. Each woman had to stare furiously into the other’s eyes, had to drive her vision into her enemy’s psyche as she watched her fall. They had to drive each other over the edge, had to drive each other to filthy, climactic surrender, had to secure each other’s violent, hateful vision to memory as one of them forced the other to pleasure she couldn’t handle.

		

		Their heavy, sweat-slicked tits crushed and grinded against each other between them as they forced the rest of their bodies forward, as they fucked each other in a desperate sitting position. The fingers of one hand continued to clench the back of each other’s neck, continued to force each other’s forehead harder and harder against her own as they glared hatefully into each other’s spirit. Each woman’s other arm wrapped violently around her enemy’s gorgeous, naked form, tightening the pressure between their tender, naked tits. Elaine and Jessy clenched each other harder and harder as they drove their perfect, erect nipples deep into each other’s dense titflesh, sobbing as their rods stabbed into each other’s breastmeat like knives. They were so tired, so violently sore, but as each woman’s naked sex continued to spray the other’s with orgasmic cream again and again, neither woman was willing to quit.

		

		Filthy, panting sobs echoed between their gaping mouths, their hot breaths clashing between their gorgeous faces as Elaine and Jessy fucked and fought like filthy, desperate whores. Orgasm after desperate orgasm shocked through their gorgeous, naked forms, adding wave after wave of climactic wetness to their filthy, agonizing fuck. They loved each other’s frantic moans, hated how their own orgasmic cries mixed with the sobs of her rival. They loved every filthy climax they forced from each other’s gorgeous forms, wanted nothing more than to make each other feel like dirty, disgusting sluts.

		

		They wanted furiously to taste each other’s spit, to taste the essence of one another’s tongue in the midst of their furious, hellacious fuckfight, but neither woman was willing to surrender the desperate grind between their foreheads. Tears streamed down their precious cheeks as their hot, panting breaths grew even more desperate, as Jessy and Elaine began gathering the spits inside their mouths. They could see the filthy desperation blazing in their eyes, could feel each other silently pleading to drive this battle even dirtier; and as Elaine spat and Jessy returned, the two gorgeous whores took turns spitting into each other’s mouth like ravenous sluts. Their moans grew louder and louder as they shared and traded spit in furious volleys, neither woman able to hide how much she loved the other’s sweetness even as their disgusted hatred for each other drove higher.

		

		Muffled cries of pain mixed with their filthy, panting moans as the two beautiful bitches exchanged their holds on each other’s neck for handfuls of one another’s long, disheveled tresses. In an instant the filthy lust between them grew hotter than they had ever known before, each woman treating the other like a disobedient sexual servant. They loved having their hair pulled during sex, loved the filthy tension and hateful desperation even through the pain. Tears streamed down their cheeks in rivers as they fucked, as they drove each other to the edge of hellish paradise again and again. They forced their clits to grind and slice against each other with the same desperate fury as their hard, erect nipples above, every clash causing such furious shocks through their forms that every second took them higher and higher.

		

		The mixing, colliding spits inside their mouths drove them ravenous as again and again they aimed saliva between each other’s lips. The passionate tugging of one another’s tresses, the violent trembling of their heavy, perfect tits as harder and harder their naked bodies crushed together, everything added to the tension and the lust surrounding the secretary and the model. The sounds, the scents, the pain and pleasure of their violent sexual catfight drove every climax higher, drove every detonation stronger and stronger.

		

		They forced their clits against each other head to head, clenched their pussies with ravenous intensity, neither woman willing to allow the other even a single breath of relief as they fought and fucked. They glared into each other’s eyes, their glistening orbs blazing with furious hate as they felt their bodies breaking down. They were so exhausted from fighting, so turned on and sore from fucking, that even as they wanted to continue forever they could feel their naked forms hurtling towards the edge. Their cums mixed inside their naked sexes, flowing back and forth as they fought for control. Their pussy lips took turns folding inside each other again and again, every single time one woman’s advantage turned into distress causing the agonizing pleasure to scorch hotter and hotter. They sobbed between them as they fought and fucked, as they struggled and writhed, each woman desperately trying to drive the other’s naked form under her control before her own body shattered into weakness.

		

		Colors flashed brighter in their glistening visions, the corners of their sights darkening to blackness, each woman driven to a rageful panic as she felt herself succumbing to the other’s sexual domination. They crushed their clits against each other harder than they ever had before, their pussies so soaked with their ravenous cum that it felt like their sexhorns were melting into one. They sobbed as they held the pressure, as they drove their centers of pleasure against each other with furious lust. They sobbed and cried, trembled and writhed, fighting as multiple orgasms exploded form their gorgeous, naked forms. They could feel each other’s exhaustion, could feel each other’s wills beginning to falter; and just before Jessy’s gorgeous, sweating form collapsed beneath the weight of her climactic detonations, Elaine’s filthy screams of surrender shattered the air around them. The model threw her face back with tears streaming down her cheeks, sobbing Jessy’s name to the heavens; even as she struggled to remain in control, she knew it was no use.

		

		In an instant the secretary felt the model’s grip on her body weaken, felt the gorgeous whore’s fingers begin to slip from her long, disheveled tresses. With a snarl of desperate fury Jessy forced her naked body against Elaine’s as hard as she could, both women screaming as their naked bodies toppled together onto the wet, cum-soaked cushions they fucked on. As Elaine’s back collapsed against the couch she sobbed in even more frantic pleasure, the sudden disadvantage sending her to powerful, multiple orgasms. Her entire body convulsed, slapping passionately against Jessy’s again and again as she lost all control. She could hardly see the woman above her through her blistering tears, could hardly see the snarling visage of the gorgeous secretary…but she could feel every inch of the other brunette’s naked form as Jessy bore down on Elaine with merciless aggression.

		

		“That’s it bitch, come!” Jessy screeched, sobbing as even through her reckless attacks she could feel her own violent, multiple orgasms threatening to detonate from her gorgeous form. “Fucking come for me, you weak, pathetic little whore! Oh my god slut, show me what a filthy little whore you are! Spray your fucking juices across my fucking pussy, bitch! Squirt your fucking cum all over me! God I fucking love it! Oh god bitch, I love the way you fucking sob! I love the way you fucking scream! I love the way you fucking come bitch, fuck you’re such a dirty, naughty, disgusting whore!”

		

		Jessy spat in Elaine’s open mouth in bitter domination, loving how the brunette choked on its sweetness, loving how powerless the model was in her collapsed, orgasmic state. “Come in here and fucking try to tell me how to run my fucking show, and I’ll make you beg for every fucking inch of my gorgeous form! I’ll make you beg for mercy until the only fucking thing you can do is sob and cum at my whim!” She drove her palm against Elaine’s cheek, tears of victory streaming down her cheeks as she arched her body in pleasurable victory. She closed her eyes, loving how Elaine didn’t even have the strength to fight back, riding the model out with desperate, ravenous passion. “God your cum is so fucking warm! I love the way your fucking juices cover me! You’re a weak, powerless little whore, and you’ll never be able to fucking do anything to stifle my reign!”

		

		Tears of triumph streamed down Jessy’s cheeks as the model whore beneath her came again and again, the sensation of Elaine’s filthy defeat revitalizing her after her loss to Chelsea. She was so hot, so horny, so ready for sexual release as she felt the other brunette’s naked sex fill her own again and again with her sexual cream, but she held her climax with trembling sobs. She loved how even in defeat Elaine struggled to fight, but her resistance grew weaker and weaker with every passing second. After what felt like hours Jessy felt the other woman’s naked form still beneath her own; and as Jessy opened her eyes once more, glaring at the gorgeous, beaten form of Elaine, she realized their desperate fuck had forced the model unconscious. She allowed a filthy smile to stretch across her face as the whore who had challenged fell silent; and as Jessy felt her sex throb in filthy lust, begging for release, she knew she could enjoy her violent climax to its fullest pleasure.

		

		Jessy forced her right hand beneath Elaine’s leg, raising it up above her shoulder, opening the gorgeous whore beneath her as she crushed her naked sex against the model’s with desperate passion. In an instant she began to fuck her fallen rival furiously, slicing her clit against Elaine’s again and again with reckless abandon. She loved how even in slumber the model moaned like a slut, practically begging for it even unconscious. The fingers of Jessy’s other hand buried deep into her own tresses, the secretary pulling her own hair as she fucked her defeated rival as hard and as fast as she could. Her mouth opened up in desperate screams as she threw her face to the ceiling, her entire body convulsing as she fucked to her victory orgasm in seconds. She sobbed in pleasure, screamed in desperate passion as her pussy exploded in wave after wave of orgasmic ecstasy, coating the cunt of the rival below her in proof of her victory; and after what felt like hours of desperate pleasure Jessy’s climax began to ebb, trickling down until nothing but silence filled the room that had been so overrun with the screams of orgasmic fuckfighting.

		

		Jessy’s chest rose and fell in trembling breath as she panted, as her orgasmic pulses finally dissipated. She could still feel Elaine’s naked twat open wide against her own, could still feel the model’s clit practically begging for more even in her forced slumber. She could feel her own body practically pleading for another climactic release, but as much as she would have loved to ride Elaine’s naked body to climax again and again, she felt so incredibly exhausted. Another few climaxes, even of her own accord, could drive her own naked for into unconsciousness; and she still had work to do.

		

		Jessy winced as she stood from Elaine’s beaten, naked form, her entire body aching from the strain of desperate violence as the pain began to set in. Her legs shook unsteadily beneath her as she half-stumbled to the water cooler, but as the realization of her perfect victory truly began to set in, she could feel her confidence returning her strength. She filled a cup full of the ice-cold water, spitting into it like a whore; and then splashed the liquid upon the face of the slut that lay beaten on the floor of her office, nearly cackling as the sudden cold shocked Elaine awake.

		

		“If you want to fucking win this competition bitch, you’re gonna have to fucking earn it!” Jessy snarled, loving the tears still streaked across the other woman’s cheeks, loving the panic and embarrassment shadowing across the model’s gorgeous face. Before Elaine could react Jessy plunged her hands deep into the model’s long, disheveled tresses, nearly coming again as Elaine’s scream of pain shattered the air around them. She didn’t even wait for the model to regain her footing before dragging her fallen rival by her hair towards the door, loving the way Elaine thrashed like a whore against her pull. “You’re gonna have to fucking earn it!” she screamed again, tearing open the door and practically throwing the gorgeous, beaten whore naked into the hallway. They had been fucking for so long that everyone else had gone home, the room beyond completely dark as she glared across Elaine’s naked form. “And you’re gonna have to fucking overtake me in this filthy competition too you gorgeous cunt, because I’m putting myself in this filthy little contest as well! I’ll bet the fans would love a return of the woman who built this fucking company, don’t you!?”

		

		Elaine stumbled to her feet, glaring at Jessy in the doorway with tears streaming down her cheeks. She and Jessy stared rapaciously into each other’s gorgeous orbs, each woman driving hate into the other’s spirit through their glistening visions. They were coated in sweat and each other’s cum, their filthy scents mixing around them so furiously that even after everything they had done, their naked sexes still pulsed with desperate challenge. For a moment their panting breaths were the only sound that echoed in the silence, each woman wanting so urgently to continue the filthy fuckwar they had been locked into for countless hours…but Elaine knew any more fighting and she would collapse in defeat once more. Wordlessly her eyes promised revenge, swearing that Jessy would beg at her feet before all was said and done; and as tears continued to stream down her cheeks Elaine spun away with a sob, half-running towards the elevators as Jessy’s hateful, victorious grin burned into her naked back.

		

	
		Chapter 2

		

		Aurelia trembled, practically moaning in violent rage as Elaine’s naked form fucked her to orgasm again and again in the fabric of her mind, furious images flashing uncontrollably through her spirit as she struggled to control her hateful memories. She could still feel the phantom sensations of Elaine’s tongue against her clit, could still feel the phantom pain of Elaine’s gorgeous sex colliding against her own again and again. Every time she saw Elaine, she could see her eyes sparkling with a victorious light, could feel the other woman’s body and gaze taunting her. Elaine was so ecstatic about her win that even when Aurelia tried to avoid the other brunette, the other model refused to allow her to heal in peace.

		

		Even during photoshoots, even during the days their paths never crossed, Aurelia still received messages from Elaine. The other brunette would send her filthy descriptions of how her body had felt in orgasmic surrender, about how wet and filthy Elaine had been able to make her even after the two of them had known Aurelia’s naked form had been beaten. She still received videos of Elaine fingering herself to bitter climax, the other woman’s words echoing over the speaker, explaining how many times Aurelia had come like a whore in her fantasies, explaining in filthy detail how Aurelia begged for Elaine’s body in her masturbatory visions. Every second of the day seemed to be a reminder of Aurelia’s loss, and even as she argued against Elaine with filthy, challenging messages, even as she fought Elaine’s masturbatory videos with her own, explaining the same filthy scenarios with Elaine being the surrendering slut, she could tell it was taking a much greater toll on her own spirit than it was on Elaine’s. Elaine had won their latest bitter fuck; and the filthy bitch was using every chance she got to drive Aurelia’s defeat deeper and deeper into her mind.

		

		Just thinking about it made Aurelia’s pussy throb, made her so horny and angry that her body practically begged for violent release. She and Elaine had been hated rivals since the first moment they’d met, fighting and fucking for so long during their first meeting that neither woman could think of another who had made her scream and cry and come that long. Their bodies were so perfect, so equal, so even, that no matter how many times they clashed, neither woman would ever admit the other was the better whore. Victory for either was so rare the when one woman could come out on top, she used the coming days to taunt and insult and ridicule her gorgeous, hated enemy as much as she could, fighting to drive her superiority in deep. Almost always Elaine and Aurelia ended their filthy fucks in a draw, sometimes even passing out together multiple times in their more reckless sessions. Aurelia hated Elaine more and more with every single message, every single video, every single tease and taunt…but she knew she’d be doing the exact same thing to Elaine had she been the one to come out on top in their desperate fuck several days before.

		

		“Turn to the left!” a woman’s voice commanded, shattering Aurelia’s thoughts that dwelled again on her own defeat.

		

		“I’m sorry, what?” Aurelia muttered, shaking her head as the filthy images of her loss began to fade. “What would you like me to do?”

		

		“Turn to your left…” the photographer repeated, her voice slow but strained in frustration. “Turn so I can get a good look at those gorgeous tits of yours in the silhouette.”

		

		Aurelia turned halfheartedly, the hem of her dress rustling against the mattress, but as her own hair whipped through the air slightly in her vision, she immediately began to slip into her vicious memories once more. If Elaine had been glaring into her eyes she would have taken the other model’s tresses tightly in her hands, pulling until Elaine cried out in pain. She would have made her sob, would have made her beg for mercy, would have made her—

		

		“Arch your back honey!” the photographer’s voice interjected again, forcing Aurelia’s thoughts momentarily to the present once more. “Come on dear, look at the camera. I was told you were one of the best here, that you’ve done this a thousand times, but right now you’re posing like an amateur!”

		

		“I’m so sorry!” Aurelia exclaimed, shocked at her own submission. The photographer had come in from out of town for this specific photoshoot, the shots being used for the competition issue of the magazine. Every model who wanted to enter was to pose for impromptu scenes, and those entries were to be what the viewers voted for the competition. Normally having a photographer making demands from her would have sent her into a spiraling rage, would have forced her to take action to ensure the woman behind the camera knew exactly who was in charge. Her loss against Elaine had shattered her confidence despite her bravado; in this moment she was distracted, and all she wanted to do was disappear. “I’m so sorry ma’am, I’m not normally like this…”

		

		The photographer put down her camera, a huge, frustrated sigh escaping her lips. “No, it’s okay honey, I’m sorry.” She ran her fingers through her short, silver hair. “I don’t know what’s going on in your personal life, there’s obviously something happening that I don’t need to know about.” She was about to raise the camera again, was about to repeat her instructions on how to pose, then sighed again. “Let’s end the session for today, it’s obviously not the right time for you. Let’s take a break, and we’ll give you a call when we’re ready to try again with you, alright?”

		

		Aurelia nodded wordlessly, so exhausted, angry, and devastated from her loss that she didn’t even have the strength to argue. She watched the photographer leave, waited until she had closed the door behind her; and then with her right hand she pushed beneath the hem of her dress, nearly moaning as she ran her fingers across her lace panties beneath. Even through her hatred, even as memory after violent memory of her loss shocked uncontrollably through her mind again and again, the thoughts had made her so desperately wet. She waited for several seconds longer, ensuring the photographer wasn’t intending to return;, then with a strangled cry she drove her hand deep into her panties, nearly sobbing as she realized how truly wet she already was.

		

		She and Elaine waged desperate sexual war, ravenously fucking sex to sex in the fabric of her mind. As Elaine’s clit met her own in her desperate fantasies she crushed her palm against her sexhorn, throwing her head back and crying Elaine’s name quietly as she felt her desires to come spike in an instant. She felt her sex-lips biting furiously at her fingers, practically begging to be penetrated further even as the hellish fantasies inside her mind drove to a raging storm. The fingers of her other hand buried deep into her own tresses, pulling hard, simultaneously imagining it was Elaine’s tresses she pulled on while fantasizing it was her beautiful, hateful enemy whose fingers were pulling so violently on her hair.

		

		Tears streamed down Aurelia’s face as she came in seconds, as she filled her panties and coated her fingers with her orgasmic cream. Her entire body ran cold as even in her fantasies Elaine forced herself on top, the other brunette’s snarling face taunting her again and again as Aurelia came. She struggled to force herself on top, struggled to drive Elaine’s body beneath her own, but even her ravenous fantasies had submitted to Elaine’s will; and as she tore her fingers from her sex, howling in anger and shattered lust, her entire body trembled as the images slowly began to fade. The final drops of her orgasm soaked into the sheets below her, driving her intoxicating scents into the mattress. The climax had quelled her vicious, orgasmic desires, but only seemed to drive her insecurities deeper.

		

		Aurelia shook her head angrily, struggling to drive the images away. She cursed under her breath, hating how devastated her loss had made her. With trembling lips she brought her cum-stained fingers to her mouth, licking her own arousal from her skin, struggling to tell herself her cum was sweeter than Elaine’s, that her fuck-juices were more delicious than her rival’s…but the cum she had devoured from the other model’s sex when they were locked in their desperate sixty-nine had been more incredible than she could have ever remembered. She sat on the bed in silence for several seconds longer, allowing the tremble in her form to slow; and then on shaky legs she stood, walking unsteadily towards the door.

		

		“Sleep…” Aurelia muttered. “Maybe with some sleep I’ll feel better…” Her nights had been fraught with furious sexting wars with Elaine and orgasmic nightmares; the rest she had been receiving in her dreams was almost nonexistent. She could feel her body almost wanting to collapse where she stood, so exhausted from her lack of sleep and bitter emotions that she could hardly think. She ran her fingers through her long, dark tresses, disheveled from her furious hairpulling during her masturbatory fantasy, struggling to tidy herself up before opening the door. She turned towards the elevators, wanting almost nothing more than to turn off her phone and get some sleep…but the sound of quiet voices echoed out to her from the room on her right. The door was cracked, allowing their whispers to drift out to her; and as she heard the voice of the photographer, she stopped in her tracks.

		

		Aurelia slowed her breath as she got closer to the door, straining her ears as she heard the photographer arguing with a man in hushed whispers. She’d only met the man once, but she recognized the low, gruff voice as the producer for the competition photoshoots. Aurelia shook her head again, trying to drive the exhaustion from her mind. She was about to turn away, was about to heed her body’s urges for rest…but as she heard her name uttered in the whispered frustration of the photographer, her blood ran cold.

		

		“I thought you said this girl was good!” Aurelia heard the photographer hiss. “You told me she was among the best, that she was a goddess during photoshoots, but I don’t see it! She’s acting like she’s never been in a photoshoot before, needing instruction at almost every single turn!”

		

		“Aurelia is one of our best, I swear!” the producer urged. “She’s been in the business for years, is so confident and headstrong that even our most veteran models respect her!”

		

		“What you’re describing is not the woman I just had a meeting with!” the photographer growled. “You told me of her poise and confidence, but the woman I just photographed acted like a scared amateur, unsure of every single move!” There was a pause, several seconds of silence following. “I don’t know what her problem is, but she’s clearly not cut out for this shoot! Don’t you have someone, anyone else that could fill the spot?”

		

		Aurelia could feel tears welling in her eyes as another period of silence followed. It seemed like everything was falling apart around her, as if everything she had worked for was crumbling. This contest would be such a big break for her, would immediately make every trial she had fought through worth it. She had been so confident several days before, had been so sure of her own powers when she and Elaine had forced themselves into an empty room…but now she felt her self-confidence crumbling. She knew she was a powerful model, a sexual goddess who could overcome anything in her path, but it was as if her own mind didn’t believe her. She struggled to hear what the producer was about to say over the racing of her own heartbeat, holding onto the final desperate strings of hope as she prayed the producer would stick up for her once more.

		

		The man gave a long sigh, drawing out the breath while he thought. Another second of silence followed, and then the producer’s voice sounded through the quiet once more. “What about Natalie?” he uttered, and his surrender nearly made Aurelia sob. “She can take this photoshoot then, if you really don’t think Aurelia if up for it. I don’t know what’s going on, she’s normally so perfect…but you have to let Aurelia—”

		

		“Thank you.” The photographer’s stern voice uttered, not even allowing the producer finish his sentence. “Right now anyone would be better than her. I have plenty of things I could be doing with my time, Roy. You assured me these women were the best in the business; I sure hope Natalie will put on a better showing.”

		

		Aurelia’s heart raced in her chest as she heard footsteps echoing closer to the door, barely holding in her tears as she ducked into an adjacent room. Her body trembled as she listened to the photographer and the producer leave, quivering in her own thoughts. With tears in her eyes she waited until the footsteps echoed into silence, until she was sure there was no one else left in the hall; and then in a sobbing panic Aurelia half-sprinted to the elevators, taking one up to her room and immediately locking her door behind her. She practically threw herself on the bed, burying her face in her pillow as she cried. Her tears stained the pillowcase from her despair, but she didn’t even care. Again and again her own orgasmic cries echoed in her mind, the snarling face of Elaine glaring down at her as she came over and over from the other model’s prowess; and the images only slowed when her tears had finally forced her into slumber.

		

		For hours Aurelia moved in and out of slumber, her body and Elaine’s twisting and writhing against each other in fits and bursts in the midst of her restless sleep. She tossed and turned in her dreams, moaning softly as orgasms were shared and traded in her dirty fantasies. Even in slumber her filthy dreams had an effect on her body, making her gorgeous, shaven pussy glisten with arousal. Beneath the covers Aurelia’s right hand drifted between her legs while she slept, her fingertips rubbing and caressing her sex through the fabric of her dress. It was never enough to drive her to climax, but it drove her panties wetter with every second; they were soaked long before she fully awoke.

		

		In her final moments of slumber Aurelia and Elaine were locked sex to sex, their ravenous clits driving against each other painfully even as ecstasy scorched through their gorgeous forms. They were sobbing in violent lust, tears streaming down their cheeks as the fingers of both hands pulled on each other’s disheveled hair in hate. Their naked bodies rocked back and forth frantically as they fought, filling each other’s pussy with cum again and again. As her fantasies drove more and more frantic Aurelia’s fingertips grinded furiously against her sexhorn, almost desperate for passionate release. Aurelia’s moans grew panicked as she and Elaine fucked to the final climax, as they spat in each other’s face and drove their tongues deep into each other’s mouth. They clenched their pussies against each other as hard as they could, their trembling sex-lips fighting to devour each other in ravenous fury; and just as their naked forms were about to detonate into the orgasm that would settle their filthy fight Aurelia shocked awake with a scream, tearing her hand away from her sex just seconds before her unconscious masturbation would have driven her to orgasm.

		

		Aurelia was panting with panic and desire, her perfect breasts rising and falling as she struggled to catch her breath. She could smell her own pheromones wafting around her, could still feel Elaine’s clit grinding against her own, could still feel the other model’s tongue writhing inside her mouth even as the filthy fantasies were quickly fading. Aurelia sat at the edge of her bed, glancing out the window of her room; it had been midday when she had collapsed on her bed in tears, but the darkness of night was now fully present across the city skyline. Even after hours of sleep she still felt exhausted, the frantic struggling not allowing her much time for rest…but her mind seemed slightly clearer. In the nights following her devastating loss, Aurelia’s sexual nightmares always ended with Elaine’s body driving her own to filthy surrender, always closed with Aurelia screaming for mercy…but this night they had ended on equal ground. They had yet to fuck to the final orgasm, but her closing thoughts didn’t involve her own trembling defeat; she was struggling against her own thoughts, fighting to bring herself back from the brink of hopelessness.

		

		As the cool air of the hotel room made her visibly tremble, she realized how desperately hot her body truly was as a result of her desperate dreams. Her mouth opened in a silent moan as her pussy pulsed, as her woman practically begged for release. With quivering fingers Aurelia reached beneath her dress, nearly gasping as her fingertips rubbed against her soaking, lace panties; she could never remember a time she was so desperately wet, not unless she was fucking. Her entire body trembled as she ran her fingertips gently across the lace, tracing the outline of her vagina through the fabric; had anyone been in the room with her, she would have begged for a rough, desperate fuck.

		

		Aurelia trembled as she pulled her fingers away from her sex, her body almost begging for release in lustful anger. She shook her head, trying to drive the sensation away, almost afraid of seeing Elaine’s gorgeous, snarling face in her fantasies, driving her to climax after violent climax. She needed rest, but knew with her desperate, horny desires she would never find her slumber. She shook her head again, hoping that a shower would calm her mind and body, but as she stood, her form seemed to grow even more desperately ravenous.

		

		Slowly Aurelia began to strip, removing the dress and laying it carefully across the bed. She reached behind her back, unclasping her bra, realizing again how uncharacteristic it was for her to wear any undergarments at all. As she dropped the bra from her gorgeous breasts, as the cool air of the room ran across her heavy, tender tits, she couldn’t help but utter a quiet moan. The air-conditioner was on, the flow running across her naked nipples, immediately driving them erect from the cold and her own desperate visions. She nearly came just from the sensation, trembling with lust as she fought back against her own horny desires. She reached towards her panties with even more tenderness, struggling to make sure nothing brushed against her pussy as she removed them, but it was no use. The fabric, sticky with her own arousal, practically clung to her sex as she pulled it away. Trembling she removed the panties, throwing her head back in a desperate, horny moan as the cold air flowed across her ravenous clit, nearly making her squirt just from the exposure. She shook her head again, fighting a losing battle to overcome her own horny passion; every fiber in her being practically begged her to come like a whore.

		

		For a moment Aurelia stood by the bed, completely naked in all her beauty as she struggled to calm her racing heart. She breathed deeply, slow and steady as she tried to drive the heat of her body beneath the surface once more, but just the rising and falling of her own gorgeous breasts made her more and more aware of how desperately horny she truly was. Anger and frustration filled her body as she stepped towards the washroom; she was so horny that she doubted a shower would be enough to bring her raging body under control.

		

		As Aurelia stepped into the washroom her eyes darted to the mirror against the wall, glancing across her own gorgeous, naked form; and for once it seemed as if she was staring across the form of a stranger. The washroom mirror was unique, spanning the wall opposite the sink instead of above it. At first it had frustrated her, but in the weeks and months she had used this hotel it had grown on her. As she leaned her ass against the counter she stared across her own beauty, a fragile nature she had never seen in her own eyes staring back. She’d lost to Elaine before, but never a defeat so exhausting; even Aurelia didn’t know why the effects of her surrender were lingering for so long.

		

		She looked across her gorgeous face, eyes that almost always held haughty confidence now held the same fears she’d known when she first began modelling, almost afraid that any mistake could lead to ultimate failure. She looked across her gorgeous breasts, so round and firm that nearly anyone would beg to pleasure them, but the pride she felt was devastatingly marred as Elaine’s defeated them again and again in her nightmares. Her long hair, her powerful legs, everything about her gorgeous body always exhumed perfect poise, but today she seemed to tremble without reason. The longer she stood staring at her own reflection, at the stranger in the mirror, the more she became angry with herself. She wanted so desperately to return to the goddess she knew she was, wanted to return to the same devastating queen that could make everyone bow beneath her will. She wanted to slap some sense into herself, wanted to practically fight herself in order to drive the confidence she had once know back into her own form. She wanted to punish herself for her own weakness, wanted to force the confidence back into her gorgeous, naked form; and as she glanced across the glistening wetness upon her pussy, the arousal that had soaked across her panties in her vicious, desperate dreams, Aurelia knew what she had to do.

		

		Aurelia pushed her naked body gracefully onto the sink, glaring into the eyes of the woman in the mirror as she did the same. Her tears had caused the mascara to run, the dark spread under her eyes causing a desperate, primal look as she forced herself to hold her own gaze. As she pushed herself fully upon the sink Aurelia spread her legs wide, glaring across the sex of her reflection like she would the pussy of a desperate sexual rival. “Come on you bitch…” Aurelia muttered to the woman in the mirror, trembling as she watched her reflection mouthing the same insults silently. “You want to fight you little slut!? You want to fucking fight!? Your weak, pathetic pussy will fucking wither! I’m gonna make you fucking come again and again and again, until you’re fucking sobbing!”

		

		Aurelia could feel herself trembling as she spread her legs wider, placing her feet upon the sink, glaring into her own eyes as she practically challenged herself to a desperate sexfight. She could feel her two halves already warring inside of her, the part of her that wanted to shrink into the shadows and forget the world, and the part that wanted her to realize the goddess she truly was. Her eyes remained locked with her own reflection, their bleeding mascaras mirrored in their frantic, tearful glares as she and her twin each reached between her powerful legs with her right hand. Immediately as her fingertips made contact with her sensitive, ravenous sex Aurelia moaned, her entire body quaking so violently that just the touch alone nearly made her come. She glared into the eyes of her reflection, watching as the woman who looked exactly like her trembled with the same violent, horny rage. Their pussies sparkled furiously in the light of the washroom, so wet with arousal that Aurelia knew it would only take seconds for her to come…but she felt this orgasmic session was the only way she could reclaim the confidence she once held.

		

		In a frustrated cry of horny desire Aurelia shoved two fingers between her ravenous sex lips, howling as she watched her reflection follow suit with the same frantic penetration. She felt her pussy lips biting ravenously at her fingers, screamed in violent lust as she immediately forced herself to a ferocious climax. She watched the same orgasmic tears well in the eyes of her twin, watched the same filthy desires spark in the eyes of her mirrored clone, but even as she and her reflection coated their fingers with their orgasmic cream, Aurelia knew she couldn’t end with just one orgasm. She had to climax again and again, had to drive herself to orgasmic exhaustion if she were to force herself to the same glory she once knew. She forced everyone she had ever known from her mind, denying Elaine, Jessy, Mia, everyone she had ever fucked to desperate pleasure; this was a fight against herself, and herself alone. The only figure she allowed to fill her mind was her own body, was the gorgeous, snarling face of the woman that glared into her eyes through the mirror. She had to fight herself, had to fuck herself, had to drive herself to climax after violent climax until she felt she could come no longer; and then she had to show herself that she could endure the pleasurable agony even after her own body practically begged her to surrender.

		

		Long into the night Aurelia forced herself to moan, forced herself to scream and cry and cum as her filthy masturbations forced her to fight herself in the fabric of her imagination. As she glared into her own eyes, as she and her mirror image sobbed into each other’s face as they fingered and clawed and fucked, she never allowed herself any rest. She forced a third finger deep inside her sex, penetrating her own ravenous pussy harder and faster than she had ever masturbated before. With her other hand she slapped her cheeks with violent passion like she would the face of a rival, sobbing as she felt her cheeks growing as red as they would from an enemy’s violent return. When her slaps had forced herself to sob she twisted her fingers ravenously around her dark, messy hair, pulling hard as she and her clone fought like ravenous whores. Again and again she and her reflection coated the sink with their orgasmic pulses, sobbing as the masturbation drove Aurelia’s sex violently tender…but even as she panted and moaned and cried, she couldn’t let up.

		

		She crushed her palm against her tender clit, sending herself to violent multiple orgasms, but still she continued to masturbate. She and her reflection called each other bitches and sluts and whores, daring each other to back down, to surrender, to disappear into the shadows and never show her filthy, snarling, gorgeous face again. Her body thrashed wildly against her own penetration, screaming her hate as she would in the midst of a desperate, hellacious fuckwar. Tears streamed down her cheeks in rivers as she and her twin met sex to sex in the fabric of her imagination, as she met pussy to pussy with her own self in a final, desperate fuck that would leave them both sobbing in violent surrender.

		

		Aurelia tore her fingers from her own tresses with a violent cry, strands of her own hair still laced around her fingers as she drove her hand against her right breast with frantic sobs. In a manic frenzy she pinched her nipple with her thumb and forefinger as hard as she could, howling as she watched her reflection do the same, sobbing into her own face in her fantasies as Aurelia and her reflection drove each other to agonizing pleasure again and again. Her body was coated with sweat as she glared into the eyes of the woman in the mirror, as she fought herself with just as much filthy, ravenous hate as she’d ever fought another woman.

		

		Again and again she came, over and over she coated her fingers, her hand, the counter of the sink, even spraying across the floor, until orgasmic pleasure and climactic agony were the only things she could remember. She came until her naked sex grew violently sore, until the felt her vision explode with frantic colors, until Aurelia thought she wouldn’t be able to hold on much longer. She and her twin fought and fucked in the desperate fabrics of her imagination, intent on destroying the body of the woman who stood in her way. Aurelia closed her eyes against the violent colors, against the exhaustion as she and her reflection filled each other’s naked sex again and again. She could feel herself breaking down, could feel herself collapsing upon the counter, tears streaming down her cheeks as she thought she could hold on no longer…but just before she tore her fingers from her own ravenous sex, just before she succumbed to her reflection, to the whore that told her she wasn’t good enough, her reflection screamed in violent surrender in her filthy, orgasmic fantasies. With panicked sobs she heard her reflection scream her own name, felt the whore in the mirror give in, admitting how strong Aurelia was, how proud and perfect and insatiable she was, how much of a goddess she would always be. She heard every single insult her reflection called her turn to orgasmic praise, felt every ounce of pain turn to the searing pleasure of victory; and the next second the washroom that had been so filled with her trembling, orgasmic cries drove into silence, the final drops of her incredible, multiple orgasms spraying across the marble countertop and onto the tile floor beneath.

		

		Panting and sobbing, trembling and coated in sweat and sex, Aurelia opened her eyes. Tears blurred her vision as her hellacious fantasies began to fade, as her mind once again returned to the washroom where she had begun her frantic, masturbatory sexwar with her own spirit. As she blinked rapidly to clear her vision, as she once again glared into the eyes of the woman in the mirror, she finally recognized her reflection. The bleeding mascara around her eyes had run entirely down her face from her frantic sobs, but the eyes behind the makeup held the same furious confidence she had always known. Her body was glistening with sweat and cum. The countertop she sat on was so coated with her own arousal that she felt like she was sitting in a puddle…but even as her pussy throbbed, as her breasts ached, as her perfect tits rose and fell with her furious, panting breath she felt more alive than she had in days. She could feel the confidence immediately returning to her naked form, felt the strength she had always known beginning to fuel her determination once more. Her orgasmic scents swirled around her, aromas that even after hours of fucking would still drive even the most furious of enemies ravenous.

		

		Finally, after hours of her masturbatory marathon, Aurelia saw herself as a veritable goddess once more. Her plush lips opened in passionate cries as she pulled her fingers from her tender sex, nearly screaming as her sensitive pussy finally found reprieve from her own incessant penetration. Her fingers were coated with her own orgasmic cream, her eyes blazing with frantic light as she and her mirror image brought their fingers to their lips. She watched herself lick her own cum from her fingers, watched her naked form visibly tremble as the sweet nectar of sexual war coated her tongue. God she looked so incredible, so sensual and sinful licking the glistening cream from her fingers. She moaned as she praised herself for how sweet her climactic juices truly were, immediately aware of the pride beginning to flow through her body once more. When she had finished cleaning her own cream from her fingers Aurelia drew a deep breath and held it, watching as her own perfect tits seemed to swell in her powerful reflection. As she let the breath out slowly she exhaled the last of her insecurities; even in masturbatory exhaustion she felt like nothing could hold her back any longer.

		

		With a wry smile Aurelia dropped down from the counter, pride surging so furiously through her gorgeous, naked form that she couldn’t believe she had been such a wreck earlier that day. She turned the water on hot, stepping into the spray with a loud, pleasured moan as the hot water ran hungrily across her tender, naked skin. She allowed the spray to wash away the sweat and cum of her filthy masturbation. She closed her eyes in ecstasy as the warmth washed over her, as the aches and pains of her internal struggle slowly began to dissipate. “That shoot is mine, Natalie…” she whispered, practically trembling as she felt her confidence surging back through her form. “Even if I have to fucking take it from you!”

		

		Aurelia washed her naked form with tender precision, cleansing herself of every drop of her struggle against her own insecurities. She moaned as she washed her breasts and pussy, the lightest of touches alone causing her to tremble…but the soreness was proof of her perfect victory against herself. For the first moments since her fight against Elaine, no thoughts of defeat were present, and she enjoyed the peace until the water ran cold. As she stepped from the shower Aurelia felt revitalized, drying herself off quickly. She could feel her exhaustion coming on now that the adrenaline was finished coursing through her veins. She had a long day ahead of her, had to teach the little redheaded whore that threatened her photoshoot a lesson; and she had to prove to everyone she was still the sexual goddess she had always been. She didn’t even bother putting on any clothes as she collapsed into bed, allowing the cool air of her room to course across her burning, naked form. For the first moment in days she felt at peace, felt strong and on top of the world; and as her head hit the pillow she was lulled into the most restful sleep she had known in weeks, void of any panicked visions of women threatening her rule.

		

	
		Chapter 3

		

		Natalie was ecstatic, Mia’s cries of surrender still echoing in her mind even days after, the memories of her enemy’s sobs like music to her ears. She could feel her heart racing in excitement as the events surrounding her fully dawned on her, that she was waiting here for a photoshoot that was supposed to belong to Aurelia. Besides Jessy, Aurelia was always seen as the senior model, the head of the ravenous beauties that populated the organization. To steal a job from a woman she’d always heard about, to take a shoot from a woman she’d know since her introduction as the woman on top, filled her with haughty pride. She felt like she was on top of the world, like nothing could stand in her way; all she had to do was command this photoshoot like the modeling queen she knew she was, and the fame she’d always dreamed of was as good as hers.

		

		The photographer had told her to meet her in the lobby, had sounded frustrated when she had called. Natalie had no idea what Aurelia had done to fuck up the shoot, but Natalie knew she had to ensure everything was perfect. She had arrived in the lobby over two hours early, plenty of time for her to calm her nerves and plan her poses. She ran her fingers through her long auburn tresses, unable to keep the smile from spreading across her plush lips.

		

		Again she thought of Mia’s cries, of her hated rival’s tear-streaked face, and her fantasies alone nearly caused her to moan. She could feel her pussy practically pulsing from her orgasmic memories, could practically feel her body begging for release beneath her dress. She glanced up at the clock, at how early she truly was, debating on whether she should risk ducking into one of the empty rooms around the lobby to finger herself to the thoughts of Mia’s defeat…but the echo of footsteps began to echo towards her from the eastern hallway. Natalie brushed her hands against her dress, smoothing out any wrinkles, fixing the hallway with a wide smile as she anticipated the photographer’s entrance. She saw a luxurious dress, a flash of raven hair; and Natalie’s smile faltered immediately as Aurelia’s gorgeous form turned the corner.

		

		Natalie could see the fire, could feel the fury burning in the brunette model’s gaze. Natalie knew immediately why the raven-haired beauty was here, knew the other model was furious for having her photoshoot stolen…but as Mia’s cries echoed again in the fabric of her mind, she knew she couldn’t let herself be intimidated into surrendering; not even by the model most claimed was the best. As the click of Aurelia’s heels echoed against the tile Natalie stood from her seat, her eyes and Aurelia’s locking furiously from across the lobby. The clock against the wall struck its hour, almost like a bell to begin the first furious round; and as Natalie’s pussy pulsed again, as she felt her own body trembling from her furious, horny desires, she wondered if she would get the chance to have her filthy release after all.

		

		Natalie placed one foot in front of the other as she turned to face the brunette bitch headed her way, mirroring Aurelia’s steps as their furiously locked glares never released each other. The clicks of their heels echoed in unison around the otherwise silent lobby, their long tresses and perfect tits bouncing slightly as their gorgeous, sexual bodies drew closer and closer. Each woman could practically smell the other’s sexual pheromones, could practically feel the heat emanating from one another’s gorgeous form even before they had truly met. The ravishing redhead and the beautiful brunette halted their approach in the center of the lobby, their beautiful, sexual forms just inches from touching as they tested one another’s will.

		

		Several seconds of tense, challenging silence swirled around the two gorgeous whores as they fought each other with their minds, as each woman forced the other to scream and cry at her touch as they imagined each other’s defeat. Each woman could practically hear the cries in the other’s fantasies, could practically hear her own surrender in the other’s imagination. Their hot breaths clashed between their gorgeous lips as they closed the distance between them, each woman gasping slightly as the other’s perfect, tender breasts made contact with her own. They could hear the trembling in each other’s breath as they increased the pressure between them, as even through their dresses each woman could feel the other’s nipples growing harder and stronger from excitement.

		

		The bitter tension between them grew thick, each woman’s breath tinged with the lust of sexual challenge. Just seconds after meeting Aurelia and Natalie could already feel their pussies pulsing, could already feel their incredible, shaven sexes trickle with arousal. Each woman audibly moaned as the other’s scents filled her nostrils, as their sexual aromas swirled around each other in challenge. They glared even deeper into each other’s eyes as their horny pheromones clashed around them, practically fighting to overtake each other as they dared each other to back down. They were both so horny, so desperate for wild sex even just moments after finally meeting; each woman could tell the other’s body practically begged for it.

		

		Without even speaking, without even moving, Natalie and Aurelia were driving each other wild. Neither could believe how horny the other truly was, how ready they both were to fight like whores and see if the stories of one another’s prowess were true. They could see the lust in each other’s eyes, could hear it in their panting breaths; each woman wanted to drive the other’s body into orgasmic defeat. Before either woman was even aware of her own actions the pained cries of two rivals in heat echoed between them as the fingers of each woman’s right hand buried deep in the other’s gorgeous tresses.

		

		Their cries echoed again, louder in rage and excitement as their fingers pulled hard. Neither woman even tried to defend herself as her enemy’s tug forced their faces against each other, their lips opening in panting cries as they glared into each other’s glistening orbs. Their foreheads drove into each other painfully as they dared each other to back down, as each woman fought to break her rival’s confidence before they had even begun. Their hot breaths clashed between their gorgeous, snarling faces in lust and anger, in desire and rage, each woman practically begging the other’s tongue to drive inside her mouth and begin the fight they both so desperately wanted. Several moments more of the filthy silence surrounded them as they increased the pressure between their perfect tits, as their panting breaths became tinged with strain; they hadn’t even started yet, and both women already wanted to come long and hard.

		

		“You stole my fucking shoot, bitch…” Aurelia hissed, hating how horny she already was just glaring into the other woman’s glistening eyes. She despised how beautiful she thought Natalie was, struggling to hide her own desperate lust as she glared into the eyes of the woman who threatened her spot in the magazine. “I’m gonna give you one chance to back down…and then I’ll show you how real women prove their worth around here!”

		

		“Oh, I already fucking know, slut!” Natalie snarled back, her voice barely over a whisper as she and the brunette challenged each other’s gorgeous body for dominance. “Kissing, spitting, slapping, fingering, fucking…treat me like an amateur and I’ll make you squirt your juices all over the fucking ground!” She crushed her body against Aurelia’s even harder, tugged on the other woman’s tresses even more deliberately, barely able to keep the excitement from her voice as Aurelia returned the pressure without hesitation. “I’ve heard stories of your sexual expertise, of your devastating beauty, but I don’t fucking see it! You’re a pretty slut, but I’m fucking gorgeous!” She pressed her lips closer to Aurelia’s, driving her hot breath into the other model’s mouth, her tongue practically dancing in excitement behind her lips. “What’s the matter, Aurelia!? Afraid of a little competition!?”

		

		Aurelia’s eyes narrowed into slits as she glared into the glistening orbs of the gorgeous bitch in front of her, her heart racing as the other woman’s defiance nearly made her quiver with lust. She could feel the other woman’s nipples hardening beneath her dress, poking into her titflesh as their perfect breasts trembled in strain…but she could feel her own rods growing just as powerful, straining against Natalie’s breastmeat just as the redhead’s were straining against her own. “Are you saying you want this, you little redheaded whore!? Are you saying you want me to drag you to the floor, to make you scream and come like a slut as I take back what is rightfully mine!?” Aurelia forced her lips forward just as Natalie had done, her hot breath trembling in excitement as her lips and Natalie’s brushed against each other softly as they spoke. “Are you saying you want me to drive you to orgasm again and again, dominate you as I make you scream and cry and come like a whore!?”

		

		“I’m saying if you want this fucking shoot, you’re gonna have to fucking take it from me!” Natalie snarled, her emotions soaring so desperately that she no longer cared who heard. Before Aurelia could react Natalie forced the pressure between their plush lips to skyrocket, driving her tongue deep in Aurelia’s mouth in a show of desperate force. In an instant she heard Aurelia squeal in surprise, the sound echoing through her body as she drove her tongue in even deeper. Seconds later her own moans mixed with Aurelia’s as the brunette’s tongue forced itself between her own delicious lips, each woman howling in muffled lust as their tongues twisted against each other desperately.

		

		Their fingers clenched through each other’s tresses even more deliberately, the pain of their hair-pulling allowing the two gorgeous whores to focus. They began grinding their clothed tits furiously against each other in mutual distress, driving their horny cries even higher as their nipples sliced and bent against each other through the thin fabric of their dresses. Their glistening eyes remained locked in furious rage as they stumbled awkwardly in the center of the lobby, their spits mixing furiously from their challenging, hate-filled kiss. They despised how much they loved each other’s taste, how they had barely just begun and already they wanted to taste each other again and again in the middle of a furious, desperate fuck.

		

		The two gorgeous girls immediately sensed each other’s determination, sensed the desire and power behind each other’s gorgeous form. Their bodies immediately began to burn with ravenous heat, with sexual desire, with a will to fuck and be fucked. Their pussies practically pulsed beneath their dresses, squirting more droplets of arousal onto their shaven thighs, driving their scents to fight each other even harder around them. They were so filled with lust, so filled with hate, that immediately Natalie and Aurelia wanted nothing more than to tear each other apart; and just before they lost control the redhead and the brunette drove their palms against each other’s cheek with ravenous hate, the sound of their pained cries echoing around them as they drove each other’s face to the side. Droplets of their delicious saliva arched furiously between them as each woman’s tongue was forced from the other’s ravenous mouth, nearly screaming as they felt the heat rising in their tender cheeks.

		

		They turned back towards each other with fire in their eyes, each woman ravenous to lunge towards the furious whore in front of her and take her to the ground…but before they could act they realized how absolute the silence around them was. Their eyes grew wide in furious panic as they glanced around the lobby, the eyes of onlookers staring at them in horrified amazement. They had been so enraptured by each other’s gorgeous form, had been so overcome with mutual jealousy and vicious rage, that Aurelia and Natalie had completely forgotten they were still in the lobby. They could feel their faces growing red from embarrassment, their hands smoothing out their dresses and hair in embarrassment…but as they turned to face each other once more, each woman knew the other would never let this challenge go unanswered. Their eyes darted swiftly to an empty room down the western hallway, each woman fixing the other with a haughty, challenging smile; and without a word of explanation to their audience Aurelia and Natalie stormed towards the room side by side, their horny breaths echoing around them as they locked the door behind them.

		

		Natalie turned to Aurelia with fire blazing in her eyes, but before she could react the brunette lunged towards her with furious screams of rage. Natalie’s cries of pain immediately scorched through the air as Aurelia’s fingers drove deep into her flowing, auburn tresses. Immediately Aurelia’s hold forced the redhead’s face against her own, driving her tongue deep into the redhead’s open mouth in bitter retaliation for Natalie’s advancement in the lobby. Aurelia’s heart raced in her chest as she listened to Natalie’s filthy cries of surprise and pleasure, as she watched the redhead’s eyes grow wide in surprise from the brunette’s entry. Aurelia’s moans mixed with Natalie’s as the brunette drove herself in deeper, as she felt her pussy squirt just from her own dominance as her tongue frantically explored the redhead’s delicious mouth. She felt Natalie struggling to pull away, fighting to break from her grasp so she could regain her bearings, but Aurelia only pulled harder on her gorgeous tresses.

		

		Natalie sobbed as Aurelia’s tongue drove inside her mouth, as she practically choked on the brunette’s sweetness. Her entire body trembled as Aurelia returned exactly what she had tried to do in the lobby. She had hoped by driving her tongue into the mouth of her hated rival that she would have gained an early victory, that she would have scored a psychological advantage. She had wanted to pull ahead before they had even begun, but her instigation had only seemed to make Aurelia ravenous. She watched the fire blazing in the brunette’s eyes, could smell the sexual pheromones of her gorgeous rival swirling around them even more furiously; and the brunette’s command made her own pussy squirt again as well. Tears began to well in her eyes as Aurelia pulled harder on her tresses, as the desperate penetration of her tongue caused Natalie to choke; and when she couldn’t break away she knew she had to fight back with everything she had.

		

		In seconds Natalie forced Aurelia’s pained cries to mix with her own, the fingers of her right hand driving just as deep into the other woman’s raven tresses, pulling hard to equalize the pressure. The fingers of her other hand forced themselves against Aurelia’s tender tits, squeezing and caressing the other woman’s perfect breasts roughly, her entire body trembling as she heard the lust swell in Aurelia’s voice. She loved how the brunette’s nipples grew harder and stronger from her commanding antics, loved how the brunette’s tongue seemed to tremble to a halt from the immediate advancement. She smelled Aurelia’s scents even stronger from the furious massaging of the other woman’s tits, hating how her own scents were mixing with Aurelia’s with the same horny desire. As she grinded the palm of her hand against the other woman’s tender rods Aurelia’s mouth opened even wider in pleasure; and as Natalie felt the other woman’s momentary weakness she drove her tongue just as deep into Aurelia’s mouth as the brunette’s tongue had driven into her own, loving the way the raven-haired beauty moaned in ravenous pleasure.

		

		Aurelia could hardly believe how horny she was, how desperately ravenous she was for the redhead’s powerful touch. She squealed and trembled in fury and delight as the redhead’s hands roughly commanded her tits, hating how violently tender her nipples already were just from the other woman’s furious caresses. She could feel her gorgeous, shaven pussy trembling, growing wetter and wetter by the second as her sex dripped arousal down her powerful thighs. Tears welled in her eyes from pleasure that was tinged with pain, from the desperate way Natalie’s scents mixed with her own as the two gorgeous rivals drove each other desperately horny. She drove her tongue deeper into Natalie’s delicious mouth, nearly choking as the other woman did the same, their tongues struggling like frantic whores as each woman forced her spit into the other’s ravenous mouth. She could already feel her sex begging for release, could already feel an orgasm building inside of her even before the two of them had truly begun; and in a frantic attempt to even the score the brunette forced her other hand against Natalie’s tits as well, loving the way the redhead’s squeals grew even more frantic from the reciprocation.

		

		Desperate, ravenous moans echoed around the two gorgeous, struggling models as they stumbled about the room, their cries and sobs muffled by their furiously writhing tongues. Their lustful tears of filthy pleasure mixed upon their gorgeous cheeks as their faces struggled and writhed, each woman’s lips grinding recklessly with her rival’s as harder and harder they fought. They were desperate to force each other’s spit down one another’s throat in a filthy act of domination, in a show of sexual force. Their painful hairpulling caused the two enemies to stumble against each other even harder, each woman fighting to hide how much she loved having her hair pulled during wild sex. Even as enemies they were addicted to each other’s tongue, addicted to each other’s spit, each woman’s tongue twisting and corkscrewing against the other’s as hard and as frantically as she could. Their incredible cries were driving them ravenous, the fight between their tongues so desperate that the two women began to ache, but even as tongue strained against tongue in frantic tests of strength, neither woman was willing to relent.

		

		They could feel each other’s nipples growing harder and stronger though their dresses, each woman ravenous knowing the other hadn’t worn a bra. They squirted again in unison as they grinded their palms against each other nipples, as the frantic fight for control drove both women just shy of furious orgasm. Their horny pheromones mixed around them, clashing and fighting as the two women they represented struggled like ravenous whores. They could feel one another’s nipples practically bending against their palms, so hard and strong that they ached with desire. Aurelia’s eyes glistened with frantic light, mirrored by the blaze in Natalie’s gorgeous orbs; and with mutual cries of violent passion Aurelia and Natalie wrapped their thumb and forefinger around each other’s right nipple, pinching as hard as they could.

		

		Immediately Aurelia and Natalie froze against each other, their mouths open in silent cries of pain and pleasure as their mutual attack caused ferocious sensations to scorch like fire through their perfect breasts. Even their ravenous tongues trembled to a halt, held against each other at full length in quivering ecstasy. They could hear the lust in their panting sobs, could hear the pain in their trembling moans. Their horny aromas clashed even more ferociously as they glared into each other’s eyes, as their legs trembled beneath them. They were daring each other to surrender, to scream and cry, to beg each other to let go, but each woman knew the other never would.

		

		Their holds caused desperate pain scorching through their perfect tits, but the agony was overrun with violent pleasure. They were filled with rage, but their horny filth seemed to override all other sensations. They could sense each other squirting, could feel each other trembling, their gorgeous forms so close to orgasm that even through the pain Natalie and Aurelia could feel their forms rushing towards ecstasy.

		

		They twisted each other’s nipple in frantic desperation, sobbing in agonizing pleasure as they fought to break each other down. Their sexes were so wet, their pussies pulsing in orgasmic desire, each woman forcing herself to hold the other’s gaze in their filthy race against time. They struggled to hold in their pleasure, fought to contain the climaxes threatening to burst forth from their gorgeous forms. Their silent cries grew ravenous, vibrating through their forms as their sobs clashed between their open lips. They glared into each other’s eyes, daring each other to back down, fighting to hide their ravenous desires to come. Their tears streamed down their precious cheeks, neither woman able to hold her desires any longer; and just moments before Natalie and Aurelia came they shoved each other away, their panting cries of desire echoing out to each other as they struggled to drive their raging bodies under control.

		

		Strands of one another’s hair remained entwined around their fingers as they cried in horny defiance, each woman filled with vengeful arousal as her gaze pierced into her enemy’s spirit. Their nipples were so hard from their mutual molestation, were so tender from their hateful pinching that they ached even against the soft fabric of their dresses. Spit sparkled across their lips from their vicious makeout session, their hair disheveled from their painful grips. They could feel their pussies practically throbbing in desire, furious at not being driven fully to climax. As if in defiance of the rivalry between the women they belonged to, Natalie’s sex and Aurelia’s detonated into micro-orgasms that left them trembling, coating their inner thighs with arousal. The redhead and the brunette held each other’s vicious glare even as their bodies rocked from the waves of sexual fire, struggling to hide the pleasure scorching through them…but as their intoxicating aromas clashed even more angrily, each woman knew the other had been brought to the same hateful pleasure.

		

		“Uhhnn, you’re such a filthy little redheaded slut!” Aurelia moaned, struggling to keep the trembling from her voice as the micro-climaxes dissipated from her gorgeous form. She struggled to stand straight despite the final shocks of pleasure, glaring across the other woman’s gorgeous body. “What’s the matter, whore!? Why’d you fucking push me away!? Afraid I would have sent you to a fucking orgasm if we’d have continued!?”

		

		“Shut up whore!” Natalie snarled, struggling to pretend she hadn’t just been brought to squirting pleasure. “You’re the one who shoved me away!” the redhead brought her hand to her lips, furiously wiping away the spit that sparkled upon her lips. “Fuck I can smell your fucking scents from here! You’re so fucking horny, you nearly fucking came just from having your filthy little nipples pinched!” Natalie breathed deeply, uttering a horny, exaggerated moan as Aurelia’s sexual aromas filled her body. “Oh my god bitch, your scents are already so strong! Did this filthy little spat already make you squirt!? I’ll bet your own fucking arousal is already dripping down your legs, isn’t it!?”

		

		“I can smell your fucking scents too, bitch!” Aurelia growled, wiping the spit from her own lips as she glared deep into her enemy’s eyes. Her heart raced in her chest, her pussy practically throbbing as her body begged for full release. “I’ll bet your legs are coated with even more arousal! I’ll bet a filthy little redheaded slut like you would have come just from our filthy little kiss!” She spat on the floor between them with a snarl, pretending to be disgusted by the redhead’s taste…but the lust sparkling in her eyes told Natalie she had absolutely loved her tongue. “I heard you moan like a dirty little slut when I pulled your hair! You fucking love being treated like a filthy little fuck-servant, don’t you!?”

		

		“Ooohhh, you fucking loved it even more, cunt!” Natalie hissed, feigning confidence even as her gorgeous body practically burned with sexual desire. She wanted so badly to fight, to fuck, to come again and again as she and Aurelia glared into each other’s eyes. She could feel the same ravenous desires emanating from the brunette before her, knew the other woman was just as horny for a violent fuck. “You pretend to be so fucking tough, but you practically begged for it when I drove my fingers into your tresses! You’re such a desperate, filthy lesbian slut, driving your fucking tongue into my mouth like that!” Natalie spat on the floor as well, her spit and Aurelia’s practically fighting each other on the filthy ground both women knew they’d fuck on. “You act like you fucking hate my taste, but you couldn’t fucking wait to fucking kiss me, to devour my spit like a dirty whore!”

		

		“And what about you, filthy dyke!?” Aurelia whispered, her body trembling with rage and lust as every fiber of her being begged her to fuck. “You fucking kissed me in the lobby, admitting your filthy little desires in front of everybody there!” She glared across the redhead’s gorgeous body, at her beautiful, snarling face, hating how gorgeous she thought the other woman was even when she threatened her rule. “You just couldn’t fucking wait to beg me to drive you to pleasure, couldn’t even wait until we were alone to give in to your slutty desires!” She hated how ravenous she was to feel Natalie’s body against her own, to spit across the other woman’s tits while the redhead spat back, each woman driving the other’s filthy, horny desires to heaven and back again and again. “Admit you fucking want my body, little lesbian slut! Your ugly fucking auburn hair doesn’t suit this fucking agency! Let us brunettes handle the fucking jobs, or I’ll make you regret ever fucking crossing me!”

		

		“Don’t be fucking jealous of my gorgeous red hair, you disgusting brunette slut!” Natalie snarled, running her fingers through her long, flowing tresses, desperately wishing Aurelia’s fingers were violently pulling on her hair once more. Fuck she loved having her hair pulled during sex, it made the entire affair so fucking primal. “Look around this office slut, the organization is fucking full of brunettes! You think your ugly black hair makes you fucking desirable!? Fucking face it slut, it makes you just like everybody else! You act like you’re fucking better, but you just fucking blend into the background! These gorgeous, red tresses let me stand out!”

		

		“Kinda hard to stand out when your red hair is all you’ve fucking got!” Aurelia shot back, her body trembling with violent rage, practically panting as she watched Natalie’s body quivering with the same vicious anger. “Your tits felt fucking weak when my fingers danced across them! You moaned like such a filthy fucking slut as I pinched your tiny, pathetic nipples! I’ll bet the rest of your body is fucking ugly, pathetic whore!”

		

		“You moaned even louder than I did, cunt!” Natalie screamed, her entire body begging her to lunge towards the pretentious brunette slut and take her to the ground. “My gorgeous breasts are larger than your pathetic pair! Your nipples felt so fucking small and weak between my fingers slut! Is that why you’ve never fucking challenged me!? Afraid to meet me skin to skin!? Afraid for me to see how much smaller and weaker your tiny breasts and pathetic rods are!?”

		

		“My gorgeous tits would fucking crush yours!” Aurelia cried back, every fiber in her being pleading to lash out and fight. She could feel hot tears of rage welling in her eyes, could see the same vengeful tears sparkling in Natalie’s glistening orbs. “Your fucking tits may be bigger, but mine are firmer! Just groping your fucking tits made them want to fucking give in, cunt! Fucking back down now you filthy little plastic whore, before I make you beg at my fucking feet!”

		

		Immediately Natalie was filled with a violent rage as Aurelia insulted the beautiful, perfect tits she’d been so proud of ever since she turned nineteen. They were so perfect, so round and firm, so heavy and full that time and time again she’d been accused of surgery, and hearing the violent insult from a bitter, filthy woman who challenged her sent her spiraling over the edge. Tears welled in her eyes as memories of her earlier modelling days flashed through her mind, when she’d been forced to endure the accusations with a smile on her face for fear of destroying her career…but no longer. With a furious snarl she stepped towards Aurelia with fire blazing in her eyes. She’d had no surgery, no implants, no improvements; every inch of her perfect, heavy breasts were natural, and if she had to crush through Aurelia’s gorgeous form in order to prove it, then so be it.

		

		“You want to see if they’re real, slut!?” Natalie snarled, her voice practically dripping with violent anger. “You really want me to prove they’re fucking real! You really think your fucking ugly, weak tits are better than mine!?” The click of her heels sounded around the room as she closed the distance between she and Aurelia, her body begging for a fight. “Then why don’t you take that fucking dress off and prove it, ugly brunette wh—”

		

		Natalie’s words were immediately silenced by a violent, open-handed slap, a cry of pain shattering the rest of her sentence as her face was driven to the side. She felt the heat rising in her cheek, felt the primal, desperate urges surge through her form like wildfire. She turned to face Aurelia with a strangled growl, her entire body quivering in rage…but before the redhead could react the brunette’s claws sank into the front of her dress, pulling so violently that the thin fabric tore from her gorgeous form in moments. Immediately Natalie shrieked in surprise, stumbling backwards instinctually as her gorgeous form was torn completely naked. She immediately shivered as the cold air of the room ran across her gorgeous, naked skin, as every inch of her body was revealed for Aurelia to see. She had worn no bra, had worn no panties, allowing every inch of her heavy, natural breasts and sparkling pussy to be seen; and even through her ravenous hatred, she felt a thrill of pride shock through her as the brunette’s eyes widened in lust.

		

		Aurelia struggled to hold her lustful gasp as she glared across the redhead’s gorgeous body, as her eyes traced the perfect, natural curves of Natalie’s heavy breasts. She had known they were real even before her false insult, but glaring across them in all their splendor nearly made her tremble. She struggled to hide her infatuation, struggled to hide the fact she believed them to be almost as gorgeous as her own. Natalie’s nipples looked even harder and stronger than they had felt through her dress, and Aurelia’s form was practically trembling as the redhead’s breasts looked absolutely perfect even through her vicious anger. Natalie’s gorgeous body sloped down towards curvaceous hips, a succulent ass Aurelia could hardly wait to sink her claws into, and down into powerful, shaven legs that sparkled with the arousal of her micro-orgasm. As Aurelia glanced across the wetness, across the glistening beginnings of a powerful orgasm that sparkled in the light of the room, she felt a haughty, ravenous smile spreading across her plush lips. She loved Natalie’s sexual scents, but she hid her infatuation from view.

		

		“Mmmmm….just look at how fucking wet you are, bitch!” Aurelia taunted, loving the rage burning in the redhead’s gorgeous eyes. “Oh my god bitch, you’re so fucking wet! I knew you were a horny little slut, but I didn’t know you were this filthy!” Aurelia licked her lips like a sexual mistress, loving the tremble in Natalie’s gorgeous, naked body. “Ohhh…I heard you moaning when we were pinching nipples like sluts, but I had no idea you were this turned on bitch! In a business run by sexual conquest, it’s a wonder how a filthy slut like you has survived this long!”

		

		“Stop acting so fucking tough, whore!” Natalie snarled, the anger rising in her chest burning nearly as brightly as her ravenous lust. “I heard you fucking moaning too when I pinched your fucking nipples, when I drove my tongue into your fucking mouth, when I pulled your hair like a slut! I smell your fucking filthy scents bitch! I know you’re just as fucking wet as I am, even wetter!” She stepped forward again, practically trembling as Aurelia’s form never even flinched from her approach. “I saw the lust in your eyes when you tore my body naked, whore! I know you want me, know you want to beg for my body while I treat you like a fucking slut! You think you’re so fucking tough, then take that fucking dress off and let’s see if your body can even compare to mine!”

		

		Aurelia was so horny right now, so ravenous as she glared across the redhead’s beautiful, naked form. She wanted to crush her tits against Natalie’s, to sink her claws into the redhead’s ass, to make the other gorgeous woman coat her thighs with cream again and again as she made her rival wither. She wanted furiously to drive the other woman’s intoxicating scents through the roof, wanted the other woman to force her own scents to swirl around them in ravenous intensity, their aromas fighting each other as furiously as she wanted to fight Natalie…but as the clock on the wall ticked into the silence, she knew she had more important things to worry about. “Sorry honey, but I’ve got a photoshoot to star in!” Aurelia sneered, turning to the door with an added spring in her step. “Fuck you later, cunt!”

		

		Aurelia’s fingers reached for the door, but before she could grasp the handle she heard a frenzied, strangled cry echo from behind her. Before she could react she felt claws sink deep into the thin fabric of her dress, the sound of ripping fabric echoing furiously around the room as Natalie’s claws tore the dress from her body. Immediately Aurelia felt a lustful fire burning inside of her, spinning around frantically to face the gorgeous redhead that challenged her reign.

		

		“No bitch, you fuck now!” Natalie snarled, her entire body ravenous as she glared across Aurelia’s gorgeous form. Despite her furious insults, Aurelia’s body was absolutely breathtaking. The brunette’s tits were slightly smaller than her own, but they showed no weakness in their heavy, perfect glory. She could smell Aurelia’s sexual aromas mixing furiously with her own, saw the other model’s hard, erect nipples and sparkling sex practically begging to be destroyed by another gorgeous whore. “Unless you’re fucking scared, cunt!? If you’re fucking afraid that my gorgeous body is gonna destroy yours, then fucking go ahead! Walk out that door and let everyone from the lobby to the elevators see your filthy, naked body! Let them see that arousal sparkling across your filthy cunt, and let them know what a furious little whore you truly are!”

		

		Ravenous screams escaped the lips of the two gorgeous whores as they lunged towards each other with fire in their eyes, pained cries echoing between their gorgeous lips as their naked forms collided in the center of the room. The clock on the wall struck its hour as their fingers twisted through each other’s hair, as their powerful breasts crushed against each other with desperate frenzy, signaling the final hour before the photographer’s arrival. “You really want to fight, bitch!?” Aurelia howled, tears welling in her eyes as she felt Natalie’s powerful nipples drive into her dense titflesh like needles. “You really want me to make you fucking cry like a whore before I take back what’s rightfully mine!?”

		

		“Shut your fucking mouth and fight, ugly brunette slut!” Natalie snarled, her tears mirroring Aurelia’s as the dark-haired beauty’s erect rods pierced into her dense titflesh. “If you want this fucking photoshoot, then you’re gonna have to fucking take it from me!” She spat in Aurelia’s face, trembling as Aurelia spat back with ravenous hatred. “Everyone says you’re the best, but you haven’t fucking done anything to impress—”

		

		Before Natalie could finish her sentence Aurelia drove her tongue deep into the redhead’s delicious mouth, muffling the other woman’s words with furious, choked moans. In an instant the brunette’s lustful cries were mixed with the redhead’s as Natalie drove her tongue between her lips just as furiously, each woman glaring ravenously into the other’s glistening eyes as they tonguefucked each other like desperate lesbian whores. They loved the tears beginning to sparkle in each other’s ravenous orbs, absolutely adored when a gorgeous whore she fought against began to cry. Their faces glistened with each other’s saliva as their tongues twisted and corkscrewed with reckless abandon, as each woman forced her spit into the other’s mouth in a show of dominant force. They absolutely loved each other’s taste, loved the filthy sensation of their tongues writhing against each other in a battle for control. They groaned in lust and disgust as they drove their tongues in deeper, as they silenced each other’s cries, each woman pretending she hated the other’s delicious spit…but the lust in their violently locked eyes revealed the desires they tried so desperately to hide.

		

		In ravenous fury the two gorgeous whores crushed their perfect tits against each other even harder, their bitter moans growing louder and hornier from the furious pressure searing between their gorgeous, naked breasts. Each woman could feel the other’s tits bulging and quivering against her own, struggling furiously to break them down as each pair drove into the other with their hard, powerful nipples. The strength in each other’s tits, the ferocity in their piercing rods, drove the heat burning between the two gorgeous models higher than they had ever known from a stranger before. In what would normally be a slow, methodic test of strength and determination, Aurelia and Natalie were ravenous. They would have loved to challenge the body of a new enemy with perfect precision, would have loved to tear each other down slowly until they truly knew each other’s strength, but the clock ticking behind their muffled, ravenous cries forced them to remain wild. This photoshoot would be the big break they needed, would be the beginning of the conquest they both so furiously desired. They knew the photographer wouldn’t wait, that if either woman was too late they would both lose the chance; they had to grind each other to surrender before the sands of time ran out.

		

		Their mouths opened in ravenous cries as Aurelia and Natalie sliced their hard, erect rods against each other with reckless abandon, their tongues quivering in a violent stalemate as they felt their perfect nipples bend against each other, felt their milk-holes grind against each other in mutual lust. Fire scorched through their swollen rods from the contact, immediately sending furious pleasure coursing through their veins. Even in ravenous hate their nipples were so tender, were so key to their desperate love-making. Immediately the contact sent the two rivals into a frenzy, caused their pussies to squirt again from the ravenous sensations, each woman’s scents making the other woman so horny that they could hardly contain themselves. They felt each other’s trembling desires, smelled each other’s horny pheromones as the lack of clothes made their lust impossible to hide. They forced their thighs roughly between each other’s legs, moaning with disgusted lust as they realized how wet they truly were.

		

		The two ravenous models drove their tongues even deeper into each other’s mouth as they sent their nipples against each other again and again, forcing their tender, swollen rods to bend and twist around each other in furious, reckless lust. Again and again their nipples sliced against each other, crushing past each other over and over in mutual destruction. Every single slice of their rods caused their cries to grow louder, caused their pussies to grow wetter, caused Natalie and Aurelia to despise and lust for each other’s gorgeous body more and more.

		

		With one hand still laced through each other’s disheveled tresses, the fingers of the other reached around towards each other’s tight, succulent ass. Immediately the lust in their furious moans spiked as their palms snapped against each other’s tight, powerful cheeks, spanking each other like whores before spreading their fingers wide across each other’s skin. Immediately the two gorgeous sluts drove their legs even further between each other’s powerful thighs, forcing their bodies to remain stable with their tight, furious clench on each other’s ass. Moans turned into frantic screams as each woman rose her thigh against her rival’s soaking pussy, nearly coming as each woman felt her ravenous sex-lips spread wide across the other’s skin.

		

		Natalie and Aurelia were so horny and ravenous as their naked forms crushed against each other, hating how wet they truly were. They loved how even in their furious anger they could feel each other’s pussy practically pulsing against their skin, biting at her thigh as each woman grinded her powerful leg against the other’s soaking pussy. They were so furiously turned on, so hungry for their filthy war that neither woman was able to contain her sinful desires. With filthy cries of lust and passion Natalie and Aurelia began grinding uncontrollably against each other’s hot, powerful thigh, spreading their wetness across each other’s skin, panting like whores as their furious antics forced their pussies to grow wetter and wetter. Harder and faster they sliced their nipples across each other, deeper and more ravenously they twisted and corkscrewed their tongues, pulling each other’s hair painfully as they struggled to hold on. The tears glistening in their eyes reflected their glares, mirrored their gazes of ravenous lust; Natalie and Aurelia had barely begun, and already they wanted so desperately to come.

		

		“Oh my god bitch, you’re so wet!” Aurelia snarled, her voice shrill and trembling as she and Natalie grinded against each other’s pussy with reckless abandon. “Oh you weak little horny slut, you’re so fucking wet!” Her words were barely understandable as her tongue twisted and writhed against Natalie’s, as she and the redhead fought to steal each other’s delicious spit. Aurelia cried louder in fury and pain as Natalie’s fingers pulled even more hatefully on her long, raven tresses, her heart racing as the tug caused her lust to spike even further.

		

		“Oh, you’re wet too slut, you’re fucking wet too!” Natalie snarled back, her entire body quivering as she and Aurelia grinded against each other uncontrollably, practically fucking each other’s hot thigh as each woman rose her leg harder against the other’s sex. “Oh my fucking god bitch, you’re so fucking wet! You’re so fucking horny bitch, I’ll bet you want to come! Oh fuck, I’ll bet you want to fucking come!” Her pained cries echoed with Aurelia’s between their lips as her enemy’s fingers pulled harder on her disheveled auburn tresses, sexual fire burning in the eyes of both women as they fought for control.

		

		“You want to come too, bitch! You want to fucking come too, you filthy redheaded whore!” Aurelia shot back, her pussy pulsing so furiously against Natalie’s thigh that she knew she was barely holding on. She continued to twist her tongue ravenously against Natalie’s, continued to grind her nipples recklessly against the other model’s, squealing and crying every second their tender, erect rods sliced against each other. She could hear Natalie’s cries growing more ravenous and desperate as the redhead fought back, as Natalie’s hips thrashed wildly against her own with the same uncontrollable ferocity. “Come on bitch, harder! Fight me harder you pathetic fucking slut! Is that all you’ve got bitch!? Is that all you’ve fucking got, you dirty little cunt!?”

		

		“You fight harder, bitch! You fight fucking harder you weak little whore!” Natalie sobbed, trembling as she and Aurelia drove against each other more and more furiously. Their naked bodies trembled in their violent stalemate, each woman howling as the other’s sex spread more and more wetness across her skin. “Your tits are fucking weak slut! I can feel them fucking begging mine to destroy them, fucking pleading to be titfucked by a gorgeous fucking redhead!” She pulled her tongue from Aurelia’s mouth, spitting into the brunette’s face before driving her tongue in deeper once more. “Fuck your weak little tits are so fucking pathetic! Grind your fucking nipples harder against mine! Fucking show me your filthy fucking nipples are as hard and strong as everyone fucking says!” She nearly gagged as Aurelia’s tongue left her mouth, as the brunette spat in her face before driving just as deep. She felt so horny, so dirty, so ravenous as she and Aurelia struggled in the center of the room, moaning like vicious sluts as they struggled to drive each other over the edge. “That’s it bitch, treat me like a filthy whore, so that when I fucking make you scream my name I can show you you’re even less!”

		

		Aurelia and Natalie sliced their hard, tender nipples against each other as hard as they could, tears streaming down their cheeks as shock after desperate shock coursed through their gorgeous bodies. They could feel each other’s pussy squirting across their gorgeous thighs, could feel each other’s wetness spreading further across their skin. They loved each other’s scents, loved the smell of their sexual pheromones clashing around them as they drove each other closer and closer to the edge. They sealed their lips with bitter, muffled screams of desire as each woman’s shaven thigh grinded against the other’s squealing clit, as the furious, reckless fight caused their centers of pleasure to swell. Shock after violent shock coursed through their naked bodies, transferring between the two ravenous whores with every single second of their furious war. Nipples sliced against nipples, tongue twisted against tongue, thighs grinded against pussies while neither woman could help but fuck the other’s leg in return. They were so filthy, so horny, so desperate for sexual release; and then Aurelia’s eyes grew wide as she felt the floodgates of her furious emotions beginning to open.

		

		“No!” Aurelia squealed, tearing her tongue from Natalie’s mouth as her face arched towards the ceiling. Tears streamed down her precious cheeks as her entire body quivered with orgasmic ecstasy, struggling to hold in her violent climax as wave after wave of pleasure assaulted her form. “Natalie!” Aurelia cried, her voice trembling as she screamed her gorgeous, hated rival’s name. “Natalie, you filthy fucking whore! Fuck you bitch, fuck you!” She clenched her pussy desperately, fighting to hold back the filthy waves of cum as her pleasure grew higher and higher. She could feel her sexhorn begging for more as she grinded her pussy against the redhead’s powerful thigh, as she felt the other woman’s swollen, tender nipples overtaking her own as climactic pleasure threatened to detonate through her form.

		

		In a desperate attempt to regain control Aurelia pulled her gorgeous breasts backwards before slamming them forward as hard as she could. The violent impact caused Natalie cry out in pain, nearly driving the breath from their lungs as each woman’s nipples stabbed deep into the other’s dense titflesh like knives. Aurelia forced her face forward as the pain helped her focus, as she hoped the violent impact would drain the ferocity from the redhead’s powerful tits. In a filthy instant she felt the pressure between their perfect breasts relent, felt the wetness upon Natalie’s pussy grow even more frantic, but immediately her own screams drove to even higher panic as the redhead’s naked breasts crushed forward against her own just as violently.

		

		Natalie and Aurelia drove their heavy tits against each other again and again, screaming and crying as every impact shook their gorgeous, naked bodies to the core. Tears streamed down their cheeks in rampant hate as again and again they felt their dense titflesh bulge against each other, as they felt their hard, erect nipples stab into their sensitive breastmeat again and again. They hated each other’s tits, despised each other for being in the way. From the very second their naked tits had been revealed, the brunette and the redhead knew their breasts would be hated enemies…but neither woman expected such incredible ferocity.

		

		Aurelia could hardly believe how strong the other woman’s larger tits truly were, how their added size took nothing away from their firmness and power. Even as their perfect breasts bounced against each other again and again, as every collision caused both of them to sob, she could feel herself losing control. She clenched her pussy as tightly as she could, fighting a losing battle not to come as Natalie’s perfect tits began to overtake her own. Again and again her sex squirted across the redhead’s thigh, her micro-orgasms detonating from her form no matter how much she fought not to come. She sobbed in pleasure, moaned in pain as their hairpulling, their furious titfight, their mixing scents drove the ecstasy she fought against to climb higher and higher. Tears streamed down her face as she lost control, as she felt her pussy begging for release in her climactic shocks; and she knew Natalie could sense her weakness by the fire blazing in the redhead’s glistening eyes.

		

		“That’s it bitch, come!” Natalie cackled, slamming her heavy breasts against Aurelia’s again and again. “Fucking come like the filthy little whore you truly are!” She loved the way Aurelia’s mouth opened wide in panting gasps, loving how she could feel the brunette’s sex squirting across her thigh again and again. With a moan of sexual dominance Natalie spat between Aurelia’s gaping lips, loved how the other model’s furious cries of pleasure were broken as the brunette choked on the sweetness of her spit. “Fucking come all over me you dirty whore! Beg me for fucking mercy and say you’ll never fucking challenge me again!”

		

		Natalie pulled the brunette’s disheveled tresses as hard as she could, forcing Aurelia’s face to the ceiling, exposing her sensitive neck for her ravenous tongue. She kissed and licked the brunette’s neck between frantic clashes of their heavy breasts, admiring Aurelia’s determination as even in orgasmic bliss she still refused to relent. Aurelia’s gorgeous tits seemed every bit as tight as her own, knew it was the filthy orgasm threating to detonate from the brunette’s form that caused the weakness in her enemy’s attacks. She cackled with filthy glee as she listened to Aurelia’s trembling sobs, as she felt the resistance of her rival’s tits cease almost completely, as she felt the other woman’s grip on her auburn tresses weaken. She spat in Aurelia’s open mouth again, spat on her neck, spat on her perfect tits as she felt Aurelia’s body thrash frantically against her own in orgasmic explosions. “That it bitch, fucking come all over me! Tell me you’re mine! Fucking beg for me to let you go, or I’ll drag you by your hair back to the fucking lobby and punish you in front of everyone!”

		

		“Natalie!” Aurelia screamed, drawing out the final notes of her rival’s name as she could contain her pleasure no longer. She practically choked on the sweetness of the redhead’s spit as again her rival forced her saliva between her gaping lips. She felt the redhead’s spit upon her neck, felt Natalie’s saliva upon her perfect breasts as the redhead continued to crush and grind against them with reckless abandon. She could hardly see through her blistering tears as her body detonated into an orgasm so powerful that she nearly collapsed right then and there. She sobbed in violent ecstasy as she came like a slut, coating the redhead’s powerful thigh with the crippling climax she’d desperately struggled to hold in. She cried in furious hatred, in violent rage as the redhead’s words and threats echoed around them, as she could barely fight back against Natalie’s lustful punishment. She felt so dirty as Natalie continued to pull her hair, as the redhead’s lips sucked on her exposed neck, as her entire body thrashed uncontrollably from the searing pleasure scorching violently through her body. She could hardly believe the sensations scorching through her naked form, but she knew there would be so much more if she continued to fight Natalie on equal ground.

		

		Aurelia sobbed in desire and rage as already the orgasm forced her naked sex to ache, as her furious masturbation from the night before drove the devastation of her orgasm to skyrocket. In an instant she felt like she would collapse, like she would fall to her knees and bend to the mercy of the gorgeous redhead whore that threatened her rule. In an instant she saw everything she had worked so hard to achieve flash before her eyes, crying as she listened to the redhead’s threats to treat her like a whore in front of the organization. Her pussy throbbed as wave after wave of climactic ecstasy scorched through her form, her body practically begging to surrender to the redhead’s attacks and succumb to the redhead’s sexual power, but Aurelia knew she had to fight back. She could smell the redhead’s scents mixing desperately with her own, knew the gorgeous whore she struggled against was furiously close to the same orgasmic weakness. With trembling rage Aurelia slammed her naked body forward as hard as she could, the impact driving so powerfully into Natalie’s gorgeous form that the redhead’s lips stopped their attack on her neck, opening in a pained cry of surprise and rage. In a furious panic Aurelia’s powerful legs entwined behind Natalie’s, the powerful impact forcing the two filthy whores to tumble to the ground.

		

		In an instant the two gorgeous whores struggled for control in a frantic twisting of limbs, the violent fall practically blinding them with colors as they choked for breath. Their naked forms entwined awkwardly as they struggled, clawing and slapping at any bit of skin they could reach. Their gorgeous, sexual forms writhed in furious ecstasy, the orgasms detonating from Aurelia’s beautiful body driving her weak as Natalie forced the brunette’s form beneath her own. Aurelia sobbed as she felt Natalie’s body on top, orgasmic tears streaming down her cheeks as even through their painful tumble, filthy pleasure was still detonated like fire through her gorgeous form.

		

		Aurelia’s body quivered in violent lust as she smelled the other woman’s sexual scents stronger than she ever had before, as she felt the redhead’s hot breath spread across her trembling sex. She could hardly see through her orgasmic tears and the violent colors flashing from their desperate fall, but she knew their blind twisting of limbs had forced them into a desperate sixty-nine. In an instant she remembered how she had devoured her own cum from her fingertips, how she had praised herself for having the sweetest cream she had ever tasted, and she knew she had to prove her cum was still sweeter than any woman’s she had ever known. She could feel her redheaded rival hesitating, could feel Natalie’s faltering commitment as she glared down upon the shaven, squirting pussy of her rival; and Aurelia knew she had to take advantage of her gorgeous enemy’s pause if she were to force her rival’s body to surrender.

		

		Muffled screams of rapacious lust escaped Aurelia’s mouth as she buried her face between the redhead’s powerful legs, her entire body quivering as she felt Natalie’s wetness against her mouth. Even before the redhead’s taste spread across her tongue Aurelia could tell how horny Natalie was, could tell just from her incredible scents how close she was to the same frantic pleasure. She locked the lips of her mouth with the lips of the redhead’s shaven pussy before Natalie could react, driving her tongue inside the redhead’s sex with reckless abandon. Immediately Aurelia felt her rival’s cunt clench furiously around her tongue, listening to the redhead scream in ravenous pleasure. Still Aurelia was coming, her body detonating in furious pleasure, but the desperate screams of her gorgeous rival immediately helped her focus. She fought through the pleasure of her own climaxes to drive her tongue deeper into her rival’s gorgeous sex; and as Natalie’s entire body froze, Aurelia knew the redhead whore she fought against would be overcome with the same orgasmic pleasure.

		

		“Aurelia!” Natalie screamed, her entire body thrashing in more pleasure than she’d felt in days. “Aurelia, you whore! You filthy little lesbian whore!” Tears streamed down her precious cheeks as Aurelia’s tongue penetrated her gorgeous sex, as immediately Aurelia’s antics sent her to climax. “You filthy little fucking lesbian cunt!” she cried again, sobbing as she glared at the brunette’s glistening sex through blurred vision. “You really want to fucking do this, bitch!? You really want to fucking eat my pussy like a filthy little lesbian!?” Shock after orgasmic shock detonated through her gorgeous, naked form. Even through her hateful words she was ravenous to meet Aurelia on equal ground, couldn’t help but love how incredible Aurelia’s orgasmic juices smelled, how beautiful her naked sex looked glistening with cum. “If you wanted to eat me out like a pathetic little whore, all you had to do was get on your knees and fucking beg for it!”

		

		“Shut up and fucking eat me, slut!” Aurelia cried, howling as Natalie’s incredible cum filled her mouth. She was so ravenous to devour the redhead’s delicious juices, was so fucking desperate to devour the cream that her enemy’s orgasm was surrendering. “You want to fucking tame me, then fucking eat me you filthy, pathetic slut!” She had known Natalie’s cream would taste incredible just from the smell of the redhead’s arousal, but she never believed it would be this addicting. Had the two of them met in a different life she would have loved to pleasure Natalie’s pussy again and again with her tongue…but she knew no matter how much she loved her enemy’s sex, she couldn’t allow herself to melt. “You started this filthy little lesbian hatefuck from the first moment you forced your tongue into my mouth!” She trembled as she felt Natalie’s fingers spread wide across her thighs, practically begging for it as the redhead forced her legs open further. “Fucking eat me you filthy fucking whore! Let’s see how fucking good that tongue really—”

		

		Before she could even finish her sentence she felt Natalie’s tongue lash against her sex, the brunette’s frantic screams shattering the air around them as the redhead’s tongue pushed between her pussy lips. Tears of lust streamed down her cheeks as Natalie’s tongue ran between her tender sex lips, collecting her orgasmic cream as she swiped towards her squealing clit. Immediately as the redhead’s tongue clashed against her ravenous sexhorn Aurelia came again, screaming her enemy’s name against Natalie’s sex. The brunette hadn’t even finished her previous climax before the redhead’s tongue drove her to another, feeling like such a filthy whore as she listened to Natalie’s frantic cries become muffled by her orgasmic spray.

		

		“That’s it you filthy fucking whore, that’s it!” Aurelia screamed, her voice shrill from climactic pleasure as she fought to remain in control. She sobbed in ecstasy as her body thrashed wildly against Natalie’s, the hard, furious slaps of naked skin colliding against naked skin sounding again and again through the room. “There you fucking go bitch, there you fucking go! Eat me like a filthy lesbian whore and let’s get really dirty!” She glared across the gorgeous sex of her redheaded rival, practically melting as she stared across the cunt of the woman she was locked so desperately with. Everything about Natalie’s pussy was perfect, flawless and glistening in her orgasmic surrender. Even through the redhead’s attack Aurelia knew Natalie was still coming, was still trembling in filthy orgasmic hate; and she knew she had to drive the redhead’s climaxes to even greater heights if she were to truly tear Natalie apart. The ticking of the clock on the wall echoed around them as Aurelia pursed her lips around Natalie’s clit, as the redhead detonated into another filthy climax, as the two model whores filled each other’s mouth with their orgasmic cream…time was quickly running out.

		

		Desperate, hateful screams erupted around the two struggling sluts as they buried their faces between each other’s powerful thighs even more ravenously. Furiously they struggled not to melt into lesbian lust as they filled each other’s mouth with their delicious cream, each woman’s screams vibrating through the other’s form. They hated each other in their filthy, orgasmic spat, hated how much they loved each other’s taste despite the prize that hung in the balance. They opened their mouths wide across each other’s glistening sex, devouring every drop of arousal they could, licking and sucking on each other’s soaking pussy lips as even in hate they practically begged for more. When their climaxes began to slow Aurelia pursed her lips around Natalie’s clit once more, screaming in desperation as the redhead returned the favor. They sucked on each other’s swollen sexhorn like candy, screaming as another orgasm shocked through their forms, each woman spraying the other’s gorgeous, snarling face with their climactic cream. Tears and cum mixed upon their faces as the gorgeous whores fought for control, but even in their filthy lust neither woman was willing to stop.

		

		Orgasm after violent orgasm detonated through the two gorgeous whores struggling to drive each other under, tears and cum mixing upon their faces and thighs as they licked and sucked on each other’s squealing clit with reckless abandon. Cries of pain vibrated against their soaking pussies as each woman sank the claws of both hands into the other’s succulent ass, screaming in lust and disgust as she forced the other’s sex against her mouth even more deliberately. They sobbed into each other’s pussy as again and again Aurelia and Natalie made each other come, as over and over they sprayed their delicious sex-juices across each other’s lips and cheeks. What began as a furious fight where both were determined not to come soon erupted into an orgasmic frenzy where both were determined to outlast each other…to exhaust each other no matter what the cost. Neither woman even tried to defend herself from the other’s ravenous attacks, focusing solely on making each other come again and again. A filthy fuck they would normally have hours to settle needed to be finished in less than one; and both whores were determined to devour each other to frantic exhaustion.

		

		More and more desperately the redhead and the brunette ate each other out, sobbing in manic lust as they filled each other’s mouth with cream again and again. They sank their nails even deeper into each other’s tight, succulent ass, crying in pain as they struggled to command each other’s gorgeous body. They hated how much they enjoyed each other’s taste, how much they would have loved to devour each other’s pussy for hours if they had the time. Aurelia struggled to tell herself that her own cum was sweeter, that Natalie’s incredible fuck-juices couldn’t compare to her own, but as the redhead’s taste melted in her mouth like liquid sugar, she couldn’t help but love her enemy’s sexual cream. She could hear it in Natalie’s cries, could feel it in the way Natalie’s attacks on her clit would slow so she could devour Aurelia’s cum that the redhead was just as enraptured by her taste as she was; they would both desire this filthy lesbian sixty-nine for weeks to come.

		

		Natalie and Aurelia shared and traded orgasms with reckless abandon, screaming into each other’s sex as their countless orgasms drove their pussies sore. They sobbed as they ate each other out, as they sucked each other’s clit and penetrated each other’s pussy with their ravenous tongues. They were hungry to devour every single drop of each other’s delicious cream, breaking away from each other’s sexhorn in unison so they could lash their tongues furiously against each other’s soaking cunt. They trembled as they drove their tongues between each other’s sex lips, as they licked away every single drop of cum they could find.

		

		They called each other bitches and sluts and whores as they devoured each other’s sex again and again, as they drove their tongues deep into each other’s cunt to devour the final drops. Their furious penetration almost instantly forced them both to climax, the screams erupting from their naked forms muffled by more waves of their delicious cum; and in the middle of their frantic climaxes Natalie and Aurelia would purse their lips around each other’s oversexed clit, driving the pleasure of their climaxes to almost unbearable heights. They were so exhausted from thrashing against each other in reckless fury, so sore from coming…but they had to settle this no matter what the cost.

		

		The clock on the wall struck its hour, signaling the two rivals were out of time, but still Natalie and Aurelia refused to relent. Panting cries of strain echoed around them as the redhead and the brunette began to roll across each other in the midst of their furious sixty-nine, as each woman struggled to drive the other’s naked form beneath her own. Every moment either woman spent beneath her naked rival was a moment she could feel herself melting inside the other’s incredible mouth, every time her enemy gained the upper hand seemed to force her to climax. They sobbed in strain and sexual exhaustion, sweat and cum coating their gorgeous forms as the redhead and the brunette refused to relent.

		

		Aurelia and Natalie could see lights flashing in their desperate visions, could feel their bodies growing more and more exhausted from the strain. Every rotation grew slower and slower, their naked forms trembling on their sides for full seconds at a time before either woman could force her rival below. Aurelia had been so ravenous to instigate this insatiable pussy-eating sexfight, had been so desperate to taste Natalie’s cum from the first moment she smelled the redhead’s pheromones…but as Natalie forced her body to the top once more, Aurelia could feel herself beginning to surrender.

		

		“Oh God Natalie, I fucking hate you!” Aurelia screamed, sobbing as Natalie’s incredible tongue sent her to climax again and again. “I fucking hate you, filthy fucking slut! I love your fucking tongue, love the way you scream and cry, but I hate everything else about you!” She struggled to fight back as further and further she melted into the lustful haze of sexual combat, as she felt her gorgeous, naked body surrendering to Natalie’s incredible lust. The redhead continued to violently squirt again and again, continued to coat Aurelia’s snarling face with orgasmic bliss, showing the brunette there was still hope. “I love the way you fucking scream, bitch! I’m gonna fucking hear your gorgeous cries in my dreams every fucking night!”

		

		“Oh fuck bitch, I love the way you fucking come!” Natalie sobbed, her body practically begging to melt between the brunette’s thighs. “Oh fuck Aurelia, I love the way you fucking come!” She spat on the brunette’s gorgeous sex before driving her tongue deep into her enemy’s pussy once more. “I’m gonna fucking dream of you fucking screaming my name night after fucking night!”

		

		“You’re gonna be the one screaming my name slut! You’re gonna be the one fucking screaming my name!” Aurelia was practically blinded by tears even as she sobbed her threats, the redhead’s gorgeous body bearing down on top of hers so furiously that she could hardly move. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she felt the redhead spit upon her sex, spit upon the gorgeous, powerful pussy she was so proud of, and she spat back in furious retaliation before penetrating Natalie’s sex with the same reckless hatred. She could feel Natalie quivering in the same frantic lust as she and the redhead defiled each other’s sex, as their spit and countless orgasms drove their hatred for each other as deep as if they had been enemies for years. She could feel her body breaking down, could feel herself beginning to surrender, could feel the same hellish despair she had felt during the final moments of her fuck with Elaine; and then her own snarling image blazed into her mind, practically screaming at her to never give up.

		

		In a violent flash Aurelia was glaring into her own eyes once more, was fighting and fucking herself like a filthy whore, screaming and crying into the mouth of her clone as she and her mirror fought with reckless abandon. She heard her own cries of surrender as she declared herself a sexual goddess, as she swore up and down she would take back what was rightfully hers. The frantic images disappeared as quickly as they had come, but as Natalie’s filthy screams replaced the howls of her mirror image once more the brunette was filled with a ravenous determination. She sobbed as Natalie sucked on her incredible clit, as the redhead’s merciless tongue forced her to another frantic orgasm, but Aurelia knew she couldn’t relent.

		

		Rapacious screams erupted from Aurelia’s lips as she fought through the exhausting pleasure, fought through the crippling orgasm with tears in her eyes. With one hand still clenched tightly around Natalie’s voluptuous ass she reached across the redhead’s gorgeous body, her entire form trembling as her fingers wrapped tightly around Natalie’s long, auburn tresses. Her heart raced in her chest at the sound of the redhead’s pained cries as Aurelia pulled hard, loving the trembling in her rival’s scream as she forced her enemy’s face away from her sex. Just the violent pull of her tresses caused the redhead to squirt again, the sight of her rival’s incredible fuck-juices once again making the brunette moan in lust. She felt one of Natalie’s hands release her grip on her succulent ass with furious cries, knew the redhead was about to grab her hair and force her face away in retaliation…but the frantic screams of her mirror image inside her mind begged her not to surrender.

		

		With furious cries of ravenous hate Aurelia forced her lips against Natalie’s swollen clit, sucking so hard that her rival was immediately driven to another frantic climax. Even through the violent ecstasy Aurelia felt Natalie’s fingertips brush against her raven tresses, knew the next second could see the redhead forcing her face from between her legs as well, driving the two gorgeous whores once more into a frantic, trembling stalemate. In a violent fit of desperation Aurelia crushed her tongue against Natalie’s center of pleasure as furiously as she could, licking her rival’s engorged sexhorn as she sucked on it like candy. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she felt Natalie’s fingers begin to lace through her tresses, knew if it took much longer to drive Natalie under that she would lose the chance of a lifetime…but just before Natalie could secure her grip on Aurelia’s long, disheveled tresses the brunette felt Natalie’s body freeze in trembling ecstasy. She heard Natalie’s orgasmic screams dissolve into trembling silence, felt the scream of surrender building inside the redhead’s gorgeous, naked body; and in the next second the silence was shattered by Natalie’s furious screams of orgasmic surrender, the redhead’s body thrashing so wildly against her own that Aurelia’s grip was nearly broken.

		

		“Aurelia!” Natalie sobbed, her voice cracking with orgasmic lust as her gorgeous, naked form detonated into furious multiple orgasms. Tears streamed down her cheeks as pleasure that would rival even her most desperate orgasms against Mia exploded from her pussy, her entire body convulsing so violently that it was all she could do to hold onto consciousness. “Aurelia…you…fucking…FUCK!” Her screams of ravenous hate were broken again and again by her climactic ecstasy, as every single second seemed to cause another crippling climax to detonate across her gorgeous, sexual form. In an instant the only thing she could feel was her orgasmic explosions, the only thing she could see was her own tears as the ecstatic detonations nearly blinded her. Never before had she fought another whore who was so expert with her tongue, so expert with her mouth, so furious in a filthy sixty-nine that it made her collapse in pleasure. In an instant she had lost her grip on Aurelia’s hair, her naked body slapping against Aurelia’s again and again in her orgasmic thrashing. She had lost; and at the same time, she almost didn’t care.

		

		She could hardly believe the pleasure she was experiencing, could hardly believe the violent ecstasy scorching through her form like wildfire. The way Aurelia pulled on her hair, continuing to devour her sex even as she felt helpless to fight back drove the pleasure higher than she had ever thought possible from the tongue of a gorgeous rival. “Oh fuck bitch! Fuck fuck fuck bitch, don’t stop! Don’t fucking stop you filthy little fucking whore, don’t you dare fucking stop!” She could hardly believe the ferocity in her own voice, could hardly believe how desperately she was begging for Aurelia to continue eating her out like a frantic whore.

		

		Natalie knew she would beg for this again and again in her nighttime fantasies, would plead for every woman in her dreams to eat her pussy like a slut. “I hate you Aurelia! I fucking hate you bitch! I hate you, hate you, hate you!” She was blinded by her own frenzied tears as rage and desire scorched through her, as she despised the brunette for her ravenous victory and at the same time absolutely loved the crippling pleasure shocking through her gorgeous form. In a desperate attempt to keep the furious fight alive she forced three fingers deep into her enemy’s sex, pumping and twisting inside the brunette with reckless abandon…but as another frantic climax detonated through her gorgeous form Natalie’s body collapsed in surrender, tears streaming down her cheeks as her penetration of Aurelia’s pussy halted as soon as it had begun. She clawed and slapped at Aurelia’s ass in frenzied hate, spanking her gorgeous rival like a whore as she struggled to remain conscious; it was all she could do to not fully collapse as wave after wave of violent ecstasy scorched through her form.

		

		Over and over Natalie’s naked sex squirted furiously across Aurelia’s face, filling her mouth and spraying across her cheeks again and again. The brunette loved everything about Natalie’s filthy surrender, loved every single drop of the redhead’s incredible fuck-juices as again and again her gorgeous rival came. She knew the other woman’s cries of hate and lust would echo in her fantasies night after night, would be the cries she held onto in order to remind herself of the sexual goddess she knew she was. She lashed her tongue against Natalie’s clit, drove inside her enemy’s pussy lips, devouring every single drop of the other woman’s delicious cream. She loved the way Natalie spanked her in ravenous fury, the sounds of Natalie’s slaps even more proof of the ravenous surrender Aurelia had forced the redhead’s body to. She loved the violence of Natalie’s orgasmic thrashing, of the painful collisions between their naked bodies as the redhead came uncontrollably again and again. Tears of victory streamed down Aurelia’s cheeks as her tongue practically begged her to continue eating Natalie out, pleaded with her to continue stealing the sexual reward from her enemy’s pussy…but every tick of the clock was another second the true reason for this fight could slip away.

		

		With Natalie’s orgasmic screams still echoing in her ears Aurelia tore her tongue away from her enemy’s incredible sex, spitting upon the redhead’s gorgeous pussy in triumphant rage. She loved the way Natalie cried as Aurelia forced the redhead’s body away, loved the way the redhead sobbed as if she wasn’t ready for Aurelia’s punishment to relent. Her legs trembled violently beneath her as she stood, the furious orgasmic war against the redhead driving her pussy so sore that even as she glared down on top of her beautiful rival, she could feel her pussy aching. She loved the tears sparkled across the redhead’s precious cheeks, loved how bitterly Natalie glared up at her as still she came on the floor. Before her rival had even finished coming Aurelia grabbed Natalie’s hair with fire in her eyes, loving the pained cries of the redhead as Aurelia pulled hard.

		

		Aurelia loved how helpless Natalie was in her orgasmic surrender as she forced the redhead’s hair between her legs, using the other woman’s disheveled tresses to clean her thighs and pussy of the cum Natalie’s incredible tongue had been able to force from her gorgeous, naked body. She loved the hate burning in Natalie’s eyes from between her feet, and as the brunette glared down into the glistening orbs of the redhead, she knew their bitter, sexual rivalry had been sealed in sweat, cum and tears. She would have loved to continue punishing the redhead for trying to steal her photoshoot, would have loved to continue fighting and fucking the redhead in any way she could, but the set of a lifetime beckoned her forward. She knew this shoot could land her as a finalist in Jessy’s filthy competition; and once she had claimed her prize she would have all the time in the world to engage in her frenzied, sexual fantasies.

		

		With a furious growl Aurelia released Natalie’s messy auburn hair, finally breaking the ravenous glare between them as she stepped towards the closet in the corner. A single dress hung on a hook, even more beautiful than the one Natalie’s claws had torn from her gorgeous form. It fit her body perfectly as she put it on, hugging all the right curves as if fate had meant it to be hers after her victory. She glared again at the gorgeous redhead collapsed on the ground, Natalie’s panting breath mixing with her own in the silence after the sexual storm. With a filthy grin Aurelia spat upon her gorgeous enemy’s beaten, naked form, a show of dominance as the redhead squirmed from the act. “Whenever you want to fucking feel the body of a goddess grinding yours into surrender, you know where to find me…” Aurelia growled, loving the hate blazing in Natalie’s eyes; and before the redhead could reply Aurelia turned swiftly towards the door, closing it as she left so Natalie could lick her sexual wounds in peace.

		

		Aurelia’s heart was beating rapidly in her chest as she raced back to the lobby, praying the photographer had been patient enough not to leave immediately at the chime of the hour. She nearly fell into despair as she found the chairs in the lobby empty, but as she saw a shock of silver hair about to turn towards the furthest hallway Aurelia knew she still had her chance. “Kristina!” she called out, almost proud of herself for going back to her old confidence, using the photographer’s first name in a show of power. She could see the shock on the other woman’s face as the photographer turned towards her, and as Aurelia pranced across the lobby towards her, she felt like she could take on the world. “I’m ready for my photoshoot Kristina. The woman you had selfishly asked to take my place won’t be showing up today.”

		

		The photographer was taken aback by Aurelia’s tone. She could feel her own frustration rising in her body at the model’s disrespectful accusations…but at the same time she saw a confidence practically shining across Aurelia’s gorgeous body…confidence that hadn’t been present the day before. “I’m sorry Aurelia, but I’ve already told Natalie that—”

		

		“You want me.” Aurelia declared, interrupting the photographer before she could finish her blasphemous sentence. She was a sexual goddess…and she had proved it to another gorgeous whore in Natalie’s quivering surrender. “If you want this shoot to succeed, I’m the only model for the job.” She felt a haughty smile spreading across her gorgeous lips as she held the photographer’s gaze. “No one else can do what I do…and everyone knows it.”

		

		The photographer was nearly lost for words as Aurelia spoke. The woman she had seen the previous day had been shy and ashamed, had seemed almost scared of the world, but the Aurelia she saw today was completely different. On any other day she would have refused due to the brunette’s insolence…but as the scents of sweat and sex reached out to her, as she realized how Aurelia’s poise held a hidden disheveled aura, she paused. There was something about Aurelia’s eyes, something about the extra blush in her cheeks and the slight mess of her long, raven tresses that made her even more gorgeous than before. She could feel hidden fury burning in the other woman’s body, could see a slight sharpness to Aurelia’s incredible aura that would accent the planned photoshoot perfectly. “One last chance Aurelia…” the photographer stated, as if to prove to herself that she was still in control…but the confidence in Aurelia’s stance almost ensured the model was the woman in command. “It’s time for you to shine like I’ve always heard you can!”

		

		

		Chapter 4

		

	
		

		Chelsea’s spirit was soaring during her photoshoot, the defeated screams of Jessy ringing in her imagination with every pose. In the business she had learned to be rough, the bitter sexfights for power had made her sharp and cold…but today it felt like nothing could keep her down. She was extremely friendly to everyone, from the makeup artists and lighting crew to the photographers, and her unusually jovial nature caused the entire set to run smoothly.

		

		She ran her fingers through her long, dark tresses with a laugh as the end of the session finally came, the secretary’s moans in the back of her imagination as she thanked everyone for their hard work. As one by one the crews left, Chelsea felt her pussy tingling. Her victory over the woman who had fucked her father for power, who had destroyed her family, made her feel like she was on top of the world. The memories of Jessy’s cries made her tremble, made her want to lock the door and enjoy her filthy memories…but as the last of the crews filed through she saw Mia’s gorgeous form flash past the door.

		

		In an instant Chelsea remembered how after her first victory against Jessy, after the violent, hellish night when she and the secretary had traded climaxes again and again with the toy between them, she had seen Mia. She nearly moaned as she remembered the other woman’s struggle in the SUV, how Mia and Natalie had fought each other in the backseat with the door open, how she had seen their fury and heard their filthy cries echoing out to her from across the lot.

		

		As memories of what she had seen scorched through her, Chelsea felt her pussy practically tremble, squirting tiny drops of arousal beneath the hem of her skirt. She’d never truly met Mia, knew very little of her besides what she’d heard in the secret whisperings of the other models. Chelsea glanced up at the clock, the afternoon giving way to evening with its incessant ticking. After the long shoot and the happiness of the day, she felt she could use a drink; and she hated drinking alone. She would love to have a chance to finally get to know Mia, to know what made her tick. “Besides…” Chelsea whispered to herself, moaning again as she felt her horny curiosity beginning to fill her mind. “I would really love to know the story between Mia and Natalie…and maybe who won that desperate, filthy night.”

		

		Chelsea dashed out the door, dirty thoughts racing through her mind as she glanced down the hallway where she thought she had seen Mia’s form head down, her heart racing as she spied the other woman’s body turn down the stairwell. She half-walked, half-sprinted towards the stairs, the skirt she had worn for her photoshoot billowing slightly with her step. She knew the short skirt was giving everyone around a perfect view of her lace panties and succulent ass, but instead of embarrassment she felt a thrill of pride. She was a model now, gorgeous and proud; and she should flaunt her body like the sexual princess she was. Her tennis shoes echoed around her as she stepped onto the stairs, her eyes already tracing Mia’s body as the other woman stepped onto the landing. “Mia!” she called out, trying to hide her infatuation as the other model began to turn; she was already aroused just looking across the other brunette’s body. “Hey Mia, wait up!”

		

		Mia turned, confusion shadowed across her face. Her mind was still racing with the triumphant cries of Natalie, the filthy sounds both enraging and hatefully arousing. She and Natalie fought almost every chance they got, neither able to ever truly defeat the other no matter how hard they tried. When she and the redheaded whore had fought to collapse upon the abandoned catwalk, in the place they had first met and fought, in the place that haunted the dreams of both models, Mia had been triumphant. Their bodies had collapsed together, but Mia had been the first to awaken.

		

		Since then, every single struggle had ended in a draw, either with them being forced to break apart before the end or with both of them collapsing and waking together, too sore and exhausted to continue much further without collapsing together once more. Mia’s triumph in the abandoned studio had set her ahead of Natalie, had driven her body superior in her mind. She had always felt the hatred and rage burning in Natalie’s eyes, had always felt the disgust and anger as Mia reminded the redhead she was ahead…until their last fight just a few nights ago. The psychological advantage she’d always had was shattered by the redhead’s victory, and had set their filthy record equal once more.

		

		“Hey, are you alright?” Mia heard the other woman ask. Chelsea’s voice shattered the memories in her mind, and Mia shook her head, trying to drive them fully away. “I’m fine.” She snapped, unable to hide the frustration in her voice. In an instant she regretted speaking so soon, seeing the flicker of anger and hurt in the other woman’s eyes.

		

		“Look, I’m sorry.” Mia said, raising her hands apologetically. “It’s just been a long week. Chelsea, right?”

		

		Chelsea nodded silently, suddenly wondering if this was a bad idea. She had been so eager to talk to Mia, to offer her a drink and hear her story, but she wondered if perhaps she should have picked a better day. “I was…just gonna ask if maybe you wanted to get a drink? We’ve both worked here for a while now, but we’ve never really talked.” She was about to blurt out about her fascination with the rivalry between Mia and Natalie, already barely able to contain the question. “I’ve heard rumors management might set us up with some shoots together soon.” Chelsea lied, trying to make her spontaneous offer seem less suspicious. “I just thought it might be a good idea to get to know each other better! It’ll be my treat?”

		

		Mia was wary of Chelsea’s offer. So often was such a meeting only an opportunity for someone to challenge her power, to lock together with her in a sexfight that would leave both of them exhausted. She was already so tired from her photoshoots, from the taunting cries of Natalie in her memories. She was about to refuse, was about to go home and simply head for bed, but she saw no malice in the other woman’s eyes. There was something besides simply friendship, something about the glint in Chelsea’s eyes that held a curious, sexual air, but nothing like she was used to seeing in the eyes of a woman who wanted to fight. After the days of shoots, the nights of her mind echoing with her own cries of defeat, a change of pace might be exactly what she needed. After all, Chelsea was gorgeous; and if they truly would be working together in the future, it would be great to get to know the other brunette before viewer satisfaction was on the line. “Sure!” she replied, watching the other woman’s eyes closely. She felt the tension in her shoulders ease as the glint in Chelsea’s eyes remained unchanged, and as she lowered her guard her lips spread into a wide smile. “That would be great, thank you!”

		

		“Great!” Chelsea breathed, excited at the prospect of her night out with a new friend. It had been so long since she’d had a night outside of work, so long since she’d actually had a moment to unwind, and judging by the initial tension in Mia’s voice, she felt it had been at least as long for the other model as well. She knew her offer wasn’t purely professional, that once she had lowered Mia’s filters she wanted to ask details of her fight with Natalie. She knew she should feel guilty for the reason behind her offer, but she also didn’t plan on keeping her own secrets as well. She wanted to talk about her victory over the filthy secretary, wanted she and Mia to discuss the fights that had led them here…and if their filthy talk drove their bodies hot, perhaps they could escape the night together.

		

		A moment of silence passed between them as they stood alone in the stairwell, their locked gazes almost agreeing to release each other and glance across one another’s gorgeous form. In an instant both women realized their uniforms were almost exactly alike; a stark white blouse hugged their upper bodies tightly, each woman giving the other a perfect view of her gorgeous, heavy breasts even through the fabric. Their figures sloped down to succulent hips, their asses just barely hidden from view by the plaid skirts that seemed almost equal in length. Their long, shaven legs looked so powerful, so soft and yet so firm, down towards the white tennis shoes that finished the schoolgirl appearance their photoshoots had called for. Chelsea’s skirt was green and black, perfectly accenting the red and black hue of Mia’s; each woman thought the other was absolutely gorgeous. They glanced back up towards each other’s gorgeous face; they stood almost exactly the same height, and Chelsea’s raven tresses were slightly darker than Mia’s deep chocolate, both women’s hair sloping slightly across their shoulders before travelling down their backs. Mia’s eyes met Chelsea’s once more, the shock between them causing both women to blush; and they turned away slightly as if embarrassed from checking each other out.

		

		“I guess our photographers had the same idea!” Mia giggled, feeling the heat rising in her chest. “I’ve always loved the schoolgirl look!” she admitted. “Ever since my uniform at university, when I learned about modeling, I’ve enjoyed it. It holds a kind of dirty innocence, don’t you think? Back when I was nineteen, naïve and unaware of the sexual scandals and challenges behind the business…”

		

		“I learned to love it then as well!” Chelsea exclaimed, turning to look back at Mia’s gorgeous face. As the other woman looked back as well their eyes locked, each woman’s orbs so clear each could almost see her own reflection in the other’s gaze. “I have so many bittersweet memories from that time, when innocence turned to experience.” She ran her fingers nervously through her long, dark tresses, almost embarrassed at what she was about to say; but if she were to ask for personal accounts from Mia, she knew she had to share them as well. “I lost my virginity in that uniform, just a few weeks after I turned nineteen…” She saw the shock in Mia’s eyes, immediately felt the heat rising in her cheeks. “I’m so sorry!” she exclaimed, worried she’d been too upfront. “Did I say too much!?”

		

		“N…no, not at all!” Mia stammered, feeling herself blush as well. Immediately she felt her body growing hot as memories of intoxicated lust began to flow. “It’s just…I lost mine in that uniform as well…” Her voice fell silent as she struggled to find the words. “When I first joined the university I was still a virgin, but practically begging to lose it…” She looked deep into Chelsea’s eyes, shocks of lust and memories scorching through her. “I got drunk at a sorority party, escaped to the restroom with another gorgeous woman there…” She watched Chelsea’s eyes open wide as she told her story; she was almost certain of it now. “That was you, wasn’t it!?”

		

		The realization hit Chelsea like a slap across the face, her heart racing as her eyes immediately flashed with lustful memory. Just looking into Mia’s orbs immediately caused everything to flow back. The smells of sweat and sex as they hid away from the rest of the party, the moans of their panting breaths as they kissed, as they fingered, as they explored each other’s body and learned in the heat of the moment how to make another woman come. It had been awkward at first; neither woman knew what they were truly doing as they ran their tongues against each other, as they traced each other’s skin beneath their skirts with their fingertips…but even in their inexperience she remembered how incredible that night had felt.

		

		They had rubbed and caressed each other’s tits through their tops, had run their fingers through each other’s hair, pulling slightly to score moans of passion from each other’s lips. Even now she still remembered the first orgasm that had scorched through her form, the climax that forced her to fill her lace panties with her orgasmic cream. She remembered the other woman’s responding wetness, remembered how her own fingers had caused Mia to come at exactly the same time. She remembered the two of them driving their tongues deep into each other’s mouth, stifling each other’s cries so the rest of the world wouldn’t hear. She remembered the smells, remembered the sensations, remembered how perfect and naughty and sinful it had felt, both frightening and exhilarating at the same time.

		

		They had sent each other to several orgasms that night, panting and trembling against each other in the restroom as they flew each other to heaven and back. They had only been able to travel to paradise a few times before they were too sore to continue their incredible lesbian lust, and when they broke apart they knew they would remember this night forever. They never asked each other’s name, never saw each other again throughout the rest of their schooling. Chelsea hadn’t even recognized Mia was the woman she had shared and lost her innocence with…but now, looking into the other model’s eyes, everything came rushing back.

		

		“Oh my god!” Chelsea breathed, immediately feeling her pussy trembling as the memories of that incredible night caused her heart to race. She could see the same lust in Mia’s eyes, knew the other woman was remembering their shared sin with just as much passion. She worried her pheromones would give her desire away, would drive the other model to leave…but as she smelled Mia’s pheromones in response, she knew her counterpart was excited as well. “We’ve been working here all this time, and we’ve never known!”

		

		A few moments of silence passed between the gorgeous brunettes, moments that felt like hours as they looked deep into each other’s eyes. In an instant they were aware of every breath, every movement as their chests rose and fell in unison. They were aware of the heat rising in their cheeks, of their swirling scents as mentally reliving their wild night drove the two gorgeous women instantly horny. Each woman thought the other’s body was even more beautiful now, was even more proud than on the night they had lost their innocence. Immediately they wondered what it would feel like again, now after both of them had countless experiences of furious lust with other women…now that both of them knew exactly how to drive another woman to orgasm over and over. They could see the lustful shine in each other’s eyes, knew their dirty questions were the same, each woman almost embarrassed; and as their cheeks grew even redder the two women turned away from each other with nervous giggles, as if being reunited like this had turned them into horny schoolgirls once more.

		

		When Chelsea and Mia gazed back into each other’s eyes, there was a familiar flame kindling in their spirits. Now more than ever Chelsea wanted to talk about Mia’s rivalry with Natalie, wanted to talk about her own hatred for Jessy, wanted the two of them to drive each other’s body hot from their discussions. Chelsea’s lips spread wide into a wide smile as she felt the erotic aura emanating from Mia. “Do you still want to grab drinks?”

		

		“Of course!” Mia exclaimed, her own smile widening as she gazed into Chelsea’s eyes. The sudden wash of memories had made her horny, and her desires only made Chelsea’s gorgeous form look even more beautiful. She could feel her pussy trembling, could feel a spot of wetness upon her lace from the frantic visions, could tell by the pheromones swirling around them that Chelsea’s panties were probably wet as well. “Are you ready now?” she asked, her voice nearly trembling as the possibilities of the night unfolded. “Or do you want to change first?” She knew the wetness upon both of them might drive them even more painfully aware of their horny desires…but for them to meet again in uniforms that mirrored those they wore on their first night of passion felt so right that she silently begged Chelsea to want them to leave as they were.

		

		“Let’s get out of here!” Chelsea exclaimed, barely able to contain her excitement as the thoughts of she and Mia going out in their outfits immediately sent her desires skyrocketing. “For our second meeting to be so reminiscent of our first…it feels so right!” It was almost as if fate had designed their meeting this way, for the two of them to rekindle the desires they had shared in the same attire they had worn when they shattered each other’s sinful innocence. She glanced up and down Mia’s incredible body, allowing the other woman to do the same, neither even trying to hide how arousing she thought the other woman looked. “Fuck it looks so good on you!”

		

		“It looks good on you too, gorgeous!” Mia whispered back, winking. She loved how the compliment nearly made the other woman tremble, how the wink nearly set her off as if it was their first time again. Just the prospect of tonight made her almost as giddy as the night they had stolen away.

		

		Mia’s wink alone nearly drove Chelsea wetter, solidifying her hopes that this night would end with filthy lesbian lust. “I can’t wait for us to rekindle our friendship like our first night…” Chelsea whispered, allowing the offer to hang in the air between them.

		

		“Neither can I…” Mia moaned, her pussy throbbing just from Chelsea’s words. Their lips broke out into wide, excited grins, each woman trembling like they were going out on their first date. Their eyes sparkled with excitement as they followed each other swiftly down the stairwell, heading out the door to the main street. The light wind rippled their skirts as Mia and Chelsea hailed a cab, following each other into the back seat excited and horny as they directed the driver to the club.

		

		The emotions blazing between Chelsea and Mia grew even hotter during the drive. Sitting side by side the two models could feel the heat emanating from one another’s gorgeous body, could feel their auras mixing around them. At first they stole sideways glances at each other, as if embarrassed by their infatuation…but when they caught each other looking, as their eyes locked between them, they began to grow bolder. Their hot thighs were pressed side by side, barely hidden by the plaid skirts that covered their succulent asses. Each woman’s fingertips danced across the hem of her own skirt, raising it up slightly, teasing each other as they revealed more and more of their gorgeous legs. They could sense each other’s horny desires, neither able to keep the grin from her plush lips as she knew her antics were driving the other wild. Softly they began to run the sides of their shaven thighs against each other, their movements almost uncontrollable, both women opening their mouths in silent moans as they sensed each other’s sexual pheromones.

		

		The two gorgeous brunettes practically trembled as Chelsea raised left leg, as Mia slid her right thigh beneath, each woman slightly entwining their legs together until Chelsea was practically sitting upon her counterpart’s lap. They could feel each other’s silent moans, could sense each other’s wild desires, could smell each other’s intoxicating aromas. It was so fucking hard for them to stay their hands, to keep from pushing between each other’s legs. Mia could feel Chelsea’s wetness on her thigh from the other woman’s panties, knew her own lace was damp with arousal. They ran their fingers softly through each other’s hair, breathing sensually as the warmth around them spiked, and the two gorgeous women nearly broke down right there in the backseat of the cab…but just before they surrendered to their desires the cab began to slow. The music of the club thumped through their bodies to the beat of their racing hearts; already they knew the drinks were only foreplay.

		

		Mia and Chelsea could feel eyes upon them as they stepped into the club, but their bodies tingled only for each other. They interlocked their fingers as they walked side by side, showing the onlookers they were here only for each other. As they sat down at the bar and ordered their drinks the two brunettes gazed deep into each other’s eyes, almost fearful the lust they had first seen had only been a trick of their imagination…but if anything, their desires seemed to shine even brighter. Chelsea payed cash for the drinks, ensuring that if she and Mia had to…disappear…there would be no tab for the barkeep to collect. Their drinks were sweet upon their lips…but the two gorgeous women knew each other’s tongue would be even sweeter.

		

		At first they talked about the little things, what happened after their incredible night, how university went, how they decided on the path to becoming a model. Chelsea listened to Mia talk about the clothing, the desire for fame, the want to be in the spotlight. She was Jealous of how tame Mia’s beginnings seemed compared to her own, and as she listened to the other woman talk she couldn’t hold back the brief flashes of her mother’s tears. She hid those details from her story, feeling guilty for concealing the truth…but at the same time she felt those details belonged to her and her alone. For a moment the conversation switched to the modeling competition, each woman declaring her own photoset to be superior in their playful banter; the alcohol was making the glints in their eyes even more beautiful and sinful.

		

		Chelsea’s heart raced as she thought again to what made her follow Mia in the first place, as she struggled with how to ask about her vicious rivalry with Natalie. Again she saw the furious rocking of the SUV as Natalie and Mia writhed against each other like ravenous whores, heard their cries from across the parking lot as her own sore body watched on. In an instant she felt the exhaustion of her desperate fuckfight with Jessy earlier that night, how the toy had driven her pussy more tender than she could ever remember, even from her victory. She and Jessy had fought again between then and now, had fucked each other to tears as Jessy’s naked form lost again; and she knew if the rivalry between Mia and Natalie burned as hotly as she hoped it did, they had fought again as well.

		

		“I sometimes wondered if you ever thought of me, of that wild night together…” Chelsea began, her heart racing as she saw Mia pause to take a drink; she knew it was either now or never. “But I guess you’ve been preoccupied with that little redhead Natalie, huh?” Immediately she saw Mia’s face shadow with rage, knew the mention of Natalie’s name had hit a nerve. She could already see the anger in Mia’s eyes, but she knew if she was to get the story she wanted, she had to pressure her. “She seems like a hot little fuck, but I’m sure you have her under control, right?”

		

		Immediately Mia felt the anger rising in her chest, accented by the sounds of her own orgasmic cries as the redhead glared into her eyes in her frantic memories. She felt the soreness of her sex as she and Natalie fucked like ravenous whores, felt her own tears against her cheeks as the redhead’s palm drove against her face in victorious rage. The night that had been going so well was immediately tarnished by the mention of her filthy rival; and as her eyes narrowed, she wondered if that was what this night out was truly about. “How do you know her?” she said warily, trying not to overreact…but immediately she felt betrayed. “Are you a friend of hers? A bitch here to drive that redheaded cunt deeper into my memories!?”

		

		“What!? No!” Chelsea exclaimed, raising her hands in surprise. Immediately she wished she hadn’t spoken. “It’s just…I saw you and her in the backseat of an SUV about a week ago. I could hear you screaming at each other, watched you two fight until other vehicles began pulling into the lot. I saw you close the door, knew you were continuing your little spat; I just wanted to hear more, that’s all!”

		

		“Oh really!? That’s all, huh!?” Mia snarled, struggling to keep her voice to a whisper as her anger rose in her chest. “The stories of filthy little slutfights drive your body all hot and horny, do they!?” She knew she shouldn’t be this angry. It had only been a simple question, but with everything else going on she felt betrayed. “Here I was, thinking I could actually have someone on my side in this fucking business, but you’re just like all the rest!” Had she been sober she would have been able to control her temper, but with her filters dissolved by the alcohol, all her pent-up rage was beginning to rise to the surface. “We pulled each other’s hair until strands came away between our fingers! We kissed and spat until neither of us could tell whose saliva lay more inside our mouths! We came across each other’s pussy and thighs as we fingered and fucked, and then we slapped each other again and again with the hand coated in each other’s cum!”

		

		Now more than ever Mia was aware of Chelsea’s legs pressed up against her own as they sat glaring into each other’s eyes, aware of the heat from the other woman’s gorgeous body beginning to clash with her own. “We ended that filthy little fight before either of us could win, and then we fought again a few nights later when neither of us had a schedule to keep!” She was practically shaking now, her words taking out all the rage for her loss on the woman who had asked. “Is that enough to make your filthy pussy wet, bitch!?”

		

		At Mia’s insult Chelsea could feel her own anger beginning to rise. Everything about the other brunette was making her wet, including her angry recount, but hearing the edge in Mia’s voice immediately sent her body tense. It may have been a trick of the alcohol, a play caused by her own desires, but she thought she felt Mia increase the pressure between their legs. She pushed her legs firmly against Mia’s, and as the other woman equalized the tension she glared into the other woman’s gorgeous orbs challengingly. Without her intoxication she would have realized Mia’s rage was built upon something far deeper, but the alcohol immediately caused her pride to take over; and she wasn’t about to take any insult lightly.

		

		“Don’t act so fucking high and mighty!” Chelsea growled, moving her face closer to Mia’s as she glared deeper into the other brunette’s glistening eyes. Mia mirrored her approach until the two of them were almost forehead to forehead. Each woman could see her own face reflected in the other’s dazzling orbs, could hear the silent challenge in their mixing, panting breaths. “It’s not like your fucking lesbian hatefucks are any big secret! I’ve heard from several sluts here how much you two hate each other! I was just hoping to hear it from you!” She forced her forehead roughly against Mia’s, trembling as the other woman pushed back. Their panting breaths clashed furiously as they began to grind their foreheads against each other, both women quivering as their snarling faces rocked back and forth. “Don’t you dare fucking talk to me like that again, whore!”

		

		“Or what!?” Mia hissed, glaring deeper into the other woman’s eyes, the challenge hanging between them furiously. “You talk about me being all high and mighty, but what about you!?” Her heart raced in her chest as she felt lust burning in their mutual rage. She could feel her own panties growing wet as she and Chelsea argued, knowing the same secret desires were burning inside her counterpart. “I hear things too slut…about how you and Jessy fuck each other to tears every fucking chance you get!” The heat of their gorgeous, sexual bodies rose higher as the pressure between their foreheads grew painful. “You’re so quick to ask about mine, but you’ve fucking told me nothing about yours! What’s the matter!? Afraid I’ll know the truth about how much Jessy makes you beg for it!?” Without her intoxication she would have kept her mouth shut, would have known her words were unwarranted, but she no longer cared; she was angry and horny, practically begging for anything that would help her vent her frustration.

		

		“Jessy’s the one who fucking begs for it, cunt!” Chelsea growled, her own body trembling as she and Mia glared into each other’s eyes. Their hot breaths clashed between their gorgeous faces, filled with the lust of past ferocity and present rage. She knew what Mia was after, could feel the same furious desire flowing through her veins. “I won the last few fights with that filthy secretary bitch, but what about you!?” The rage burning in Mia’s eyes made her tremble with excitement, made her pussy even wetter as the answer to her question reflected in the other woman’s hate. “Was it you who made her scream like a whore!?”

		

		Tears of anger welled in Mia’s eyes as her own cries of orgasmic surrender sounded through her mind. With a furious snarl her right hand flashed to Chelsea’s tresses, lacing her fingers tightly through the other woman’s hair. With a furious tug she forced Chelsea’s lips against her own, their hot breaths clashing as the other woman cried out in pain. She loved the anger and lust that flared in Chelsea’s eyes, immediately reminiscent of the desire that had burned between them the night they stole each other’s innocence. “Shut up slut, or you’re gonna be moaning my name!”

		

		“I’ll take that as a no…” Chelsea sneered, her lips rubbing against Mia’s as she spoke. She loved how quick the other model was to start almost where they had left off during their ravenous night of sinful innocence. It was in that night they both learned they loved having their hair pulled during sex, where they both learned they loved it rough. They had started out slow, learning how to make each other tremble and squeal, but they were fast learners; and as the night went on and the heat of their bodies grew desperate, each woman had wanted to take control. It hadn’t really been a sexfight, at least not fully…but the way they had blushed and moaned, pulling each other’s hair and trying to force each other’s movements had been the most erotic thing either woman had ever experienced. When they had become too exhausted to continue their fingers had been laced through each other’s tresses, each woman reluctant to let the other go. Having her hair pulled just like before nearly sent Chelsea to orgasm right then and there…but she knew she couldn’t let Mia’s advancement go unpunished.

		

		In an instant Chelsea’s fingers buried themselves deep in Mia’s long, dark tresses, the fury in their eyes mirrored as shocks of pain sent erotic tension scorching through their gorgeous forms. “If you can’t fucking win your little lesbian sexfights, you have no right to fucking talk to me like that!” Chelsea snarled, her entire body trembling as their lips caressed furiously against each other as they spoke, as if even their lips were daring each other to fight. “Natalie and I fucked each other like filthy whores on the rooftops after watching those two sluts Aurelia and Elaine fuck, and even when I barely knew how to sexfight I had that whore coming long and hard!” She loved the anger in the other woman’s eyes, loved the way their hot breaths clashed between their open mouths as they began to pant with desire. “That filthy little whore had nothing that impressed me, so you must be a dirty slut if she got the better of you!”

		

		“You think you’re fucking better!?” Mia snarled, her entire body quivering, practically begging for a dirty sexual war as she and Chelsea argued. Even through her anger she was so turned on by the filthy tension, so turned on by the pulling of their hair and the way their hot breaths clashed between their open lips. The fingers of her other hand shot towards Chelsea’s tits, immediately taking hold of her companion’s left nipple through her blouse, pinching the painfully erect rod as hard as she could. In an instant she saw the tears well in Chelsea’s eyes, saw the hate flare in her counterpart’s glistening orbs. “I made you squeal like a filthy whore when we were both virgins, bitch! Think of what I could do to you now that—”

		

		Mia’s words were cut short immediately as the other model’s fingers constricted tightly around her own erect rods, the horny panting growing desperate as both women twisted each other’s nipples in anger. “And I made you squeal just as much, slut!” Chelsea growled, her tongue and Mia’s practically begging to drive against each other as their panting breaths clashed between them. Tears were welled in her eyes from the pleasurable pain, mirrored in the other brunette’s orbs, accenting the sexual fire blazing in their viciously locked glares. “Your filthy little pussy covered my fingers with your fucking cream!”

		

		“And yours covered mine!” Mia snarled back, her entire body begging to take the little whore in front of her to the ground right now. “Look me in the fucking eyes, bitch! Look me in the fucking eyes, and tell me your filthy little pussy is better than mine!”

		

		“Fuck yeah it’s better, cunt!” Chelsea growled, her body so violently horny that it took every ounce of control she had not to tear into the other brunette right then and there. “My pussy, my hair, my tongue, my tits, everything about me is fucking better!” She spat in Mia’s open mouth, loving how the other whore moaned in response, practically begging her enemy to return the filthy favor. “Fucking look me in the eyes and tell me I’m wrong, slut!”

		

		“You’re fucking wrong slut, and I’ll fucking make you scream if I have to in order to fucking prove it!” Mia snarled, her entire body begging for a violent fuck as she spat back in retaliation. Even in hate Chelsea’s spit was incredible, even sweeter than she remembered it being the first time. She listened to Chelsea moan as she devoured Mia’s spit, admitting her own furious lust, each woman practically begging the other to begin the dirty schoolgirl fuckfight they both desperately wanted. Mia could feel the eyes of the other patrons staring at them in shock, but she didn’t care; and she could tell by the blaze in Chelsea’s glistening orbs that she didn’t care either.

		

		“Then it looks like you and I have something to fucking settle, don’t we bitch!?” Chelsea snarled, slicing her tongue against Mia’s lips in a show of force. “You want to fucking start this right where we left off!?”

		

		“Restroom, right fucking now slut!” Mia demanded, slicing her tongue against Chelsea’s lips in retaliation. “I’m gonna make you fucking beg for it, just like you did when we were filthy virgin whores!”

		

		Their bodies trembled with violent desire as they stood from the bar, their hands releasing each other’s form only when they were sure they’d be able to hold in their lustful fury until they were alone. Without another word to anyone they stormed down the east hallway, towards the restrooms, running their fingers furiously through their disheveled hair in order to straighten their tresses, knowing it would only be seconds before their hair was violently messy once more. They glared into each other’s eyes as they ran their shoulders against each other again and again, stumbling around the hallway as even now they began to fight.

		

		Side by side each woman took the other by the hair with one hand, forcing their hips against each other as they pulled hard, moaning in hate and lust as they stumbled against each other in front of the restroom door. With furious, strangled screams Chelsea and Mia forced each other face to face, slamming their heavy breasts together with violent rage as they stumbled into the restroom. Their hearts raced as they realized they were alone, stumbling into the nearest stall so they wouldn’t be interrupted. Their fingers fumbled with the bolt, ensuring no one would be able to break them apart. They pulled on each other’s hair again, harder this time as the fingers of their other hand grabbed hold as well. Tears welled in their eyes from the pain, their panting breaths clashing between them as their lips opened wide in moans of rageful pleasure. Their hearts raced as they realized they were resuming where they had left off years ago, hot and horny with their fingers buried deep in each other’s tresses; and as memory after furious memory scorched through their minds Chelsea and Mia crushed their tits against each other as hard as they could, howling in pain as they met in lust like enemies.

		

		Neither woman even bothered with the other’s clothes as they grinded their tits against each other with reckless abandon, glaring hatefully into each other’s eyes as nipple sliced against nipple furiously through their blouses. Already Chelsea and Mia could feel the shocks of pleasurable pain scorching through their tits from the collisions of their swollen, erect rods, neither able to hide the furious arousal from her breathtaking rival. With both hands they pulled each other’s hair as they grinded tit to tit, each woman forcing the other’s snarling face against her own, crushing their lips together furiously, each woman practically challenging the other to drive her tongue in deep. The tiny stall held barely enough room for both of them; even with their backs firmly against opposite walls, neither woman’s tits had enough room to part with the other’s…just like the first night they had met on the field of furious virgin lust.

		

		Each woman pushed her ass firmly against the wall, driving her tits as hard against her rival’s as she could, crushing their nipples against each other tip to tip through their blouses, each woman nearly howling she felt the other’s powerful rods fighting against her own. They glared into each other’s eyes with blistering tears as they felt their nipples quivering in a violent stalemate, neither woman’s rods able to crush through her rival’s no matter how much power she directed to her hard, stiff nipples. As their swollen rods crushed past each other in unison, furiously burying themselves deep into each other’s dense titflesh, Mia and Chelsea nearly came right then and there. They immediately moaned in frantic lust, sensing the clench of the other’s tender pussy as they struggled to hold on. Even through their newfound hate Chelsea and Mia were violently horny, their filthy desires almost painful as they begged for frantic release. They could feel the heat of one another’s body, could smell the incredible aromas of their wetness fighting each other as they drove their perfect tits against each other with reckless abandon; and as they heard the door of the restroom open, as they heard the laughter of other women entering the room, the two gorgeous brunettes drove their tongues deep into each other’s mouth, stifling their horny, panting moans so they wouldn’t be caught.

		

		Chelsea and Mia had barely begun, and they already felt so filthy. They heard the voices of other women in the restroom talking and laughing, completely unaware of the furious sexual catfight flaring in the first stall. The two models twisted and corkscrewed their tongues around each other furiously as their silent moans vibrated through their gorgeous forms. They continued to crush and grind their tits furiously against each other, desperate to break each other down, to make each other squeal in pain, to draw attention to the struggle they were both so locked up in. Each woman knew the other would feel so filthy, would feel so dirty and embarrassed if her cries were what caused them to be interrupted. Either woman would be ashamed if her rival could make her squeal loud enough to be heard, for anyone who could have overheard them at the bar know her rival was making good on her whispered threats. They knew if they were found out they could simply move to an empty hotel room and fuck it out there, but if either of them was the reason for being interrupted the embarrassment would be crippling.

		

		Their cheeks were already flushed red from excitement, giving their furious glares an angelic sheen. They continued to struggle desperately with their delicious tongues, continued to grind their heavy breasts against each other, but they knew the painful pleasure wouldn’t be enough for either of them to spiral out of control. They pulled their tongues from one another’s mouth silently, each woman’s lips glistening with the other’s saliva, determined to endure anything they could give each other and still remains silent. Their hot breaths mixed between their plush girl-lips as they kept their mouths open, each woman practically welcoming the other to surrender her determination and drive her tongue in once more. They could see the filthy flash in each other’s glistening eyes, could feel each other’s horny desires to begin like they had left off during their night of passion. With the fingers of one hand still firmly laced through each other’s long tresses they forced the fingers of the other between each other’s thighs, gasping immediately at how wet their panties already were. Each woman could see the other’s silent insults at their mutual wetness blazing in their violently locked glares; and the sight of their filthy confidence immediately solidified their determination to make each other scream.

		

		Chelsea and Mia violently trembled as each woman’s middle finger found her rival’s clit, their backs shaking the walls of the stall slightly from their furious tremors, but the laughter and talk of the other women never faltered. Slowly the two gorgeous brunettes began to rub, glaring into each other’s glistening eyes as each woman grinded her middle finger against the other’s swollen clit. They began slowly, listening to their mixing, panting breaths growing silently ravenous. The first few seconds were a challenge, a test to see if either of them would falter. They glared deep into each other’s spirit, watching for any signs of weakness or fear; nothing but horny, desperate passion glared back. They could already hear the desire in each other’s quiet panting, each woman so turned on by the determination in the other’s eyes that already they wanted to sob in pleasure. They heard the laughter beside them grow louder, knew they would have to work harder to make each other’s cries heard; and with horny fury they began to rub faster.

		

		“Oh…my god…bitch…you’re so wet!” Mia panted, her insults broken by her own shocks of crippling pleasure. “Oh my…fucking god…you filthy whore…you’re so fucking wet!” She loved the filthy anger in her enemy’s eyes, loved and hated the desperate passion scorching through her body with every second they grinded against each other’s clit. “All our…fucking talk…at the bar…really did make…your filthy pussy…fucking excited!”

		

		“You’re…wet too…filthy slut!” Chelsea hissed, her entire body trembling as her rival’s finger grinded against her tender sexhorn in tiny circles. “Your filthy…fucking pussy…is fucking wet too…whore!” Their words were barely over a whisper, their panting breaths too quiet for anyone else to hear, but still every word they spoke felt riddled with danger. “Fucking talking about…the way you fucking lost…make you all hot and horny!?” She winced as her words drove Mia to pull even harder on her hair, a quiet cry of pain escaping her lips. She pulled just as hard on Mia’s long tresses, listened to the same silent moan echo from her rival’s delicious mouth, but still they remained undetected. “If…being treated…like a filthy fuck-servant turns you on…all you had to do…was fucking ask! I’ll…make sure…to treat you…nice and rough…when you fucking…cry for mercy…”

		

		“I’m gonna be…the one treating you…like a whore!” Mia snarled back, hot tears beginning to stream down her cheeks in rage. She hated how true Chelsea’s words were, how even in her defeat the filthy fuckfights between she and Natalie drove her hot just from her memories. She had been so desperately horny, so furiously wet before they had even started. “I can feel…your fucking pussy…begging for it! Just fucking…give in…cunt…and I’ll treat you right…as I make you fucking lick me to orgasm!”

		

		“I’m gonna…fucking pull your hair…just how you fucking like it!” Chelsea moaned, her face blushing as already she wanted to come. “I’m gonna slap…your pretty bitch face…while you fucking eat me out…like a filthy fuck-maid!” She forced a second finger against Mia’s clit, her entire body quivering as a moan of horny distress escaped the other woman’s lips. Already she knew her furious rival was trembling with desire, was silently pleading for the two of them to drive this filthy challenge to full orgasmic war. She saw the sinful lust flash in Mia’s eyes as she began to rub faster, nearly coming as the other brunette’s index finger crushed against her squealing sexhorn as well. Already their clits were swollen, violently tender from rekindling their filthy lust; and as Mia began rubbing faster as well, Chelsea’s own horny moans uncontrollably escaped her lips.

		

		The laughter outside the stall continued over the sounds of their furious arguments, over the sounds of their horny moans, hiding their gasping breaths from anyone but each other. They continued to crush and grind their heavy breasts against each other, continued to slice nipples against nipples through the fabric of their thin, tight blouses. Neither woman could believe how hard the other’s nipples already were, how proud and erect the rods of her gorgeous rival stood against her own in the heat of their frantic titfight. Every few seconds they pulled back as far as they could, slamming tit to tit with as much violent rage as the confined space of the stall would allow. The impacts would drive the two gorgeous whores almost breathless, would force Mia and Chelsea to contain the screams of pain that would have been deafening if they were alone. Somehow the confinement only heightened the desperation of their frantic titfight, each woman struggling ravenously to force her enemy’s back against the wall loudly while fighting just as desperately to keep her own from colliding with the barricade behind her. Tears would well in their eyes as their equal powers never surrendered, as Chelsea and Mia held strong against each other while their powerful, heavy breasts bulged painfully between their struggling forms. Their quiet sobs would echo in trembling cadence as each woman’s powerful nipples stabbed deep into the other’s dense titflesh, driven to even more fury as the violent, hateful grinding resumed once more.

		

		Even as they titfought the two gorgeous models continued to grind against each other’s squealing clit, merciless as every second sent filthy shocks of pleasure scorching through their gorgeous forms. Every moment they struggled drove Chelsea and Mia wetter, drove them hornier and more desperate, their gorgeous, trembling forms practically begging for orgasmic release. Their glistening eyes remained locked in frenzied rage, neither woman able to believe how incredibly ravenous she was for climactic pleasure even in the heat of furious warfare. They could smell each other’s intoxicating scents, fighting harder and harder around them as every moment drove their pussies to surrender tiny droplets of arousal. Already they were beginning to squirt, beginning to surrender to their desires.

		

		The aromas, the sensations, their mirrored outfits, everything about what they were doing was shocking memory after violent memory through their spirits. The hot, panting breaths of two schoolgirl sluts, of two model whores clashed furiously between their open lips. They could hear the laughter moving away, escaping towards the door, knew they had to drive each other to climax immediately if they were to force each other to orgasmic embarrassment in front of other patrons; and as if on some desperate cue Chelsea and Mia widened their middle and index fingers around each other other’s clit in the shape of a V, pinching each other’s swollen sexhorn as hard as they could.

		

		Immediately Chelsea and Mia saw each other’s eyes widen in panic, felt the frenzied pulse of one another’s sex even through their soaking lace panties. Their mouths opened in silent cries, their glistening eyes sparkling with delight as the sudden pinch around their sexhorns immediately sent them to rampant orgasm. They clenched their pussies desperately, fighting to contain the climactic pleasure detonating from their forms, but it was no use. Every second built the tension, built the pressure, built the explosive pleasure inside the two struggling whores. Immediately as the floodgates shattered Mia and Chelsea knew they wouldn’t be able to hold in their climactic screams, knew the pleasure was far too great for them to hide their bitter cries of ecstasy. They heard the door open, heard the voices leaving, knew if they screamed in orgasmic fury now the entire bar would hear them through the halls; and with strangled screams Chelsea and Mia drove their tongues deep into each other’s mouth, their lips sealing their cries tightly as they filled their panties with their incredible cream.

		

		Mia and Chelsea screamed like whores into each other’s mouth as ecstasy detonated through their forms. Every ounce of rampant passion vibrated through their gorgeous bodies, their palms crushing against each other’s sexhorn in place of their fingers, grinding so furiously against one another’s squealing center of pleasure that it immediately sent them to a second climax before the first had even reached its peak. Tears streamed down their faces as their tongues writhed against each other desperately, both women sobbing so loudly into each other’s delicious mouth that they knew their cries could be heard inside the room.

		

		The door seemed to remain open for longer than normal, as if one of the other women had heard them, was listening in for more. The two gorgeous brunettes grinded against each other’s clit as frantically as they could, fighting desperately to make each other give away their hiding position with her cries of bitter pleasure. They glared into each other’s eyes as Mia and Chelsea forced themselves to remain silent, as they dared each other to cry out and admit herself a filthy, horny slut. Every fiber of their beings begged them to scream, pleaded with them to give an outlet for their pleasure other than their silent, crippling orgasms, but they held their ground. They heard the door close, heard the silence echo even deeper as the other patrons left; and when they were sure they were alone once more they tore their tongues from each other’s mouth, moaning each other’s name like whores as their tears sparkled with their furious lust.

		

		“Mia you whore!” Chelsea sobbed, tears streaming down her cheeks as her pussy squirted again and again. “You filthy fucking whore!” She could hardly believe how hard she was coming, how frantic the pleasure detonating through her form was. Her entire body thrashed wildly against the other brunette’s as she came, as she filled her panties with her cream. “Fuck you Mia, you dirty little slut, fuck you!” She glared into her rival’s eyes as she felt the other woman’s responding pulses, as she felt the same soaking warmth spreading across her own hand through Mia’s lace. “Oh fuck yeah bitch, fucking come! Come like the little whore we both know you are!”

		

		“You’re a whore too Chelsea, you’re a filthy whore too!” Mia snarled, her gorgeous form thrashing so wildly against her rival’s from the pleasure that their heavy breasts crushed against each other again and again. “Oh fuck bitch, keep coming! Coat my fucking hand with your filthy juices! Tell me you’re nothing more than a slut, and I’ll fucking let you go!” She pulled hard on her lesbian rival’s hair, loving how her enemy’s cries were tinged with pain. “Tell me I’m fucking better, and I won’t have to fucking punish you like I did when we were virgins!”

		

		“You really think you were the bitch in control of our filthy little virgin fuck!?” Chelsea snarled, her entire body burning with lust and rage as she and Mia screamed in each other’s face. Still they were coming, still they coated each other’s hand with their orgasmic cream. “You’re coming just as much as I am, filthy little cunt! And you came just as much as I did when we shattered each other’s innocence!” She pulled Mia’s hair just as hard as the other brunette had pulled her own, scoring a moan of erotic pain from her rival’s delicious mouth. “You’re the one who should fucking give up, before I wreck that pussy of yours!”

		

		Strangled moans echoed around the two gorgeous sluts as they tugged tightly on each other’s disheveled tresses in unison, both women blushing along with their horny moans as the tension warring between them spiked even more furiously. Their lips were practically grinding against each other as they argued, as they called each other bitches and sluts and whores, as they insulted each other mercilessly about their frantic, mutual wetness. They glared ravenously into each other’s glistening eyes, daring each other to back down, recounting every single orgasm they had forced each other to on the lustful night they had surrendered to sin. Before they had even survived their furious climaxes Chelsea and Mia tore their hands away from each other’s soaking panties, slapping each other bitterly and spreading the arousal on their palms across each other’s precious cheek. Their blistering glares, locked in mutual disdain, nearly made the two gorgeous whores explode again; and as they sensed each other’s weakness they plunged their hand rapaciously inside each other’s skirt, moaning as they forced their fingers into the soaking panties that lay beneath.

		

		Unbelievable lust and primal disgust immediately scorched through their gorgeous forms as their fingers made contact with one another’s bare sex. Even when their filthy climaxes finally slowed the two brunettes could feel each other’s reckless desire for more. They were so wet, so sexually filthy, that the sensations of each other’s sweet girl-cum upon their fingertips immediately sent them spiraling out of control. Without warning they were awash with their frantic memories, how just the foreign sensations of each woman’s fingers dancing upon the other’s naked, virgin sex had made them come.

		

		Even locked in this sexual challenge with so much more experience, the erotic memories tinged their conflict with arousing innocence. For a split second they wanted to melt into each other’s arms, to surrender to the same lesbian desires that had first brought them together; and then their violent, horny trembling forced their nipples to slice against each other with uncontrollable fury. Their rods were so tender, so erect and sensitive that the ferocious contact nearly caused them to scream. Each woman felt the other had forced the contact on purpose, that the violent shocks were each other’s bitter declaration they wanted to fight and fuck until they both were sore and sobbing. Their holds tightened even more furiously through each other’s tresses, pulling so hard they felt strands beginning to come away between each other’s fingers; and with manic rage they crushed their palms against each other’s bare sex, screaming each other’s name as they commanded each other to fight with all they had.

		

		Chelsea and Mia crushed their nipples against each other head to head, immediately sobbing as they rammed forward to invert each other’s rods with reckless abandon. Each woman drove her middle finger deep into her rival’s sex, the violent penetration immediately sending the two beautiful brunettes to climax before they even had a chance to gain their bearings. They pulled each other’s hair, screamed each other’s name, hating how erotic their hot breaths felt clashing furiously between their gaping lips as they coated each other’s finger with their orgasmic cream. Their warring aromas drove their filthy desires even hotter, each woman hating how much the other’s scents turned her on. They were just as ravenous, just as horny as the first time…but as they glared into each other’s glistening eyes, they realized now their sexual prides were on the line.

		

		In a fit of rampant jealousy each woman realized the other’s nipples were holding strong against her own, realized the rods of the bitch she fought against seemed every bit as firm as her own perfect nipples. Mia’s tits were slightly smaller, but their firmness held no weakness even as both horny sluts crushed against each other harder in furious lust. They could hardly see each other through their tears, the violent orgasmic pulses coupled with the ferocious nipplewar waging between their gorgeous breasts immediately forced more memories to wash over them. They had tested their rods against each other during their sexual maiden voyage, their nineteen-year-old bodies nearly coming immediately as each woman felt the touch of her companion’s nipples against her own. Even without the challenge of a sexfight they had noted their rods seemed of equal strength…and as they had sliced them against each other in pleasure they had almost prayed to see each other’s bend further than her own.

		

		Each woman felt her enemy’s tug on her tresses, forcing their minds back to the present as their crippling orgasms began to slow. Already they could feel their legs beginning to tremble weakly beneath them, their climactic pulses forcing their bodies to the edge…but they knew they couldn’t surrender now. They drove a second finger deep into each other’s tender sex, and then a third, every further level of penetration causing their orgasmic pleasure higher and higher. Their tongues practically danced behind their lips as they screamed in climactic pleasure, each woman virtually pleading for another taste, begging for another delicious fight. They wanted so furiously to drive their tongues against each other…but as their screams swirled around them in filthy cadence, they knew they had to keep those cries unhindered for as long as they could.

		

		With frantic passion the two gorgeous models began pumping each other’s pussy like filthy whores, driving inside each other again and again. Just like the first time the two beautiful sluts began twisting their fingers inside each other, the added stimulation immediately causing Mia and Chelsea to come. They screamed each other’s name, the sensations of one another’s cum coating their fingers immediately driving the lust blazing between them ravenous. Tears streamed down their cheeks as they pulled each other’s hair, the tension causing their faces to flush even further and the pitch of their screams to skyrocket. Their entire bodies trembled, their voices screaming each other’s name like the schoolgirl sluts they used to be.

		

		They were so hot, so horny, so ravenous in their intoxicated, angry lust that they almost didn’t care how loud their filthy cries were. Harder and harder they came, faster and faster they fingered, their passionate cries growing so ravenous that just their sounds alone would drive a woman to orgasm. They almost didn’t care if they were found out, would have fought in front of the entire bar if they had to, but they knew they deserved this bitter war in all its secret glory. They heard drunken laughter outside the restroom once more, neither able to contain her ravenous ecstasy before the door opened; and in a frenzied panic they again drove their tongues deep into each other’s delicious mouth, just in time to silence one another’s frenzied cries.

		

		For over half an hour the two gorgeous whores continued in this way, fingering each other with reckless abandon as their furious sexes detonated into crippling pleasure again and again. In any other fight they would have tried desperately to hold in their furious pleasure, would have struggled to outlast each other with every single orgasm, but here they allowed their waves of orgasmic pleasure to flow unhindered. Locked together in such frantic sexual warfare, not only against the same woman they had lost their virginities to but in the same fashion they had lost them, felt so right. Even as tears streamed down their cheeks, as they pulled each other’s hair and fingered each other like filthy schoolgirl sluts, they refused to hold back. When they had shattered each other’s innocence, neither girl had known how to control her climactic explosions. In their erotic virgin lust their inexperience had forced them to succumb to the full extent of their horny passions; to hold back their pleasure on their second meeting, even locked in filthy sexual rivalry, wouldn’t do their incredible history justice. Their blistering glares practically challenged each other to fight with no defense, no control, a battle of ravenous orgasmic dominance between filthy lesbian whores who love to come; and the almost constant detonations proved both brunettes violently desired this frantic challenge.

		

		Mia and Chelsea came harder and faster than they could ever remember, even more furiously than the night they had first felt the sexual touch of another. Their frantic lesbian desires coupled with their mutual lack of defense drove them over the edge countless time in minutes. When the restroom that had become their sexual battleground was occupied by others the two model schoolgirls would drive their tongues deep into each other’s mouth, stifling their cries between their ravenous lips. When their orgasmic screams would vibrate in silent cadence inside their desperately locked mouths Chelsea and Mia would pull each other’s hair even harder, would finger each other deeper, filthy lust blazing in their hateful glares as they fought to make each other give away her frantic desires to those around. When they were alone they would tear their tongues from one another’s mouth, would spit in each other’s face, would scream and argue and release all their pent-up cries until the door would open, and they would force themselves silent once more.

		

		Tears streamed down their cheeks as they sobbed in lustful hate, their perfect pussies growing more and more tender with every climax. They loved each other’s fingers, loved each other’s cries, loved the way their intoxicating, orgasmic scents seemed to fight each other around them as they made each other come again and again. With every time they stifled each other’s cries with their delicious tongues the two beautiful brunettes wanted each other’s spit more and more, with every climax they wanted to be driven further into the throes of sexual madness. With every second they wanted to be locked together like this for longer and longer, until thoughts of remaining in this filthy lesbian clench forever began to scorch through their incredible bodies. The sensations of their fingers driving wildly inside each other’s sex was maddening, was so reminiscent of their first filthy fuck that they almost never wanted to stop…but their experience was begging them for more. They glared deep into each other’s glistening eyes, saw the mutual flare of orgasmic lesbian lust blaze in each other’s eyes. Desperate fingering may have satisfied their gorgeous virgin forms…but they knew their experience begged them for so much more.

		

		As another violent climax detonated through their gorgeous forms, the pleasure so furious that it caused the two gorgeous whores to scream each other’s name to the ceiling, they tore their hands from each other’s soaking cunt. Their fingers were coated with each other’s delicious cream, the sight of one another’s hand glistening in the dim light of the restroom driving the two gorgeous schoolgirls to tremble in frantic lust. Each woman wanted so furiously to devour the other’s cream from her fingers, to lick the proof of pleasure ravenously like the nectar of sexual life, but they were filled with so much rage that even in obvious lesbian lust neither woman wanted to show her truest desires. With hateful screams they slapped each other across the face once more, each woman spreading the other’s cum across her rival’s gorgeous cheeks.

		

		They cried out in anger as their faces were driven to the side, the glistening of cum mixing with tears as they turned back to face each other driving their bodies hotter than they had felt the entire night. They loved the sight of arousal streaked across one another’s gorgeous face, loved how it gave an even more primal aura to their gorgeous, snarling faces. The sting of their slaps, the tension of their tresses, the furious, horny breaths echoing around them as they glared into each other’s cum-streaked face was nearly too much for either woman to bear. With their fingers still laced tightly through each other’s tresses the two gorgeous models were tossed into a frenzy, their mixing scents driving them too ravenous to hold back much longer.

		

		Muffled screams of bitter passion echoed around them as Mia and Chelsea lashed their tongues across each other’s face, across each other’s lips and cheeks, each woman devouring the other’s cum from her skin as they continued to glare sexual daggers into each other’s eyes. They loved each other’s taste, loved each other’s orgasmic cream, neither woman even trying to stifle her furious, horny moans as her rival’s cum coated her tongue. Just the taste of their climactic passion nearly made the two gorgeous whores come again. In seconds they had cleaned the cum off each other’s snarling face, panting like ravenous sluts as they pulled their tongues from each other’s skin. Their ravenous, horny pants clashed between them as they practically begged each other for more, their entire bodies trembling desperately as even sore their sexes were throbbing for more.

		

		“Is this all you’ve got bitch!?” Chelsea snarled, her pussy aching violently as he glared furiously into Mia’s eyes. “Is this really all you’ve fucking got!? This is the filthy pussy that redhead can’t get enough of!?” She could still feel the frantic lesbian lust she had felt on their first night, knew she had to fight through that tenderness and treat her rival like a filthy enemy if she were to stand a chance. She spat in her enemy’s face like a slut, loving how in their bitter, angry lust Mia didn’t even flinch. “God your pussy is so fucking weak, little slut! I’ve never had another filthy whore come so fucking much just from my fucking fingers!”

		

		“You really think your pussy’s better bitch!? You really think your pussy’s fucking better!?” Mia’s frantic squeals were filled with orgasmic ecstasy, her pussy so sore and sensitive from her countless climaxes. “You’ve come just as many times from my fucking fingers you little slut! Admit it you filthy whore, you fucking love my touch!” Her heart raced frantically in her chest as she realized her own insults rang true for herself as well. Her pussy was so fucking tender from their mutual, frantic fingering, but every single orgasm seemed to make her even hornier. Every single climax made her want it again and again; she was addicted, and she couldn’t get enough. Even Chelsea’s spit speckled across her cheeks made her want countless more detonations, and as she spat in the other brunette’s face in retaliation, she knew her furious rival wanted more just as much as she did. “Your pussy is fucking weak bitch, I can fucking feel it begging to be dominated! Your filthy little sex wants more and more, even after my incredible fingers have already made you come so fucking much!”

		

		“I can feel your pussy fucking withering, slut!” Chelsea whimpered, struggling to hold her ground as every fiber in her being begged to break down and be fucked like a servant. “With every fucking climax I can feel your pussy growing weaker and weaker, practically begging me to let you rest! With every climax you give me more and more of your filthy sexual cream, and I fucking love it!” She glared furiously into Mia’s glistening eyes, struggling to hide the lie inside her furious insults. It was true that with every climax Mia’s pussy seemed to deliver more and more of her orgasmic juices, but through the panicked ecstasy the other model’s sex seemed to be getting stronger and stronger. She had felt the clench of her rival’s sex around her fingers growing more and more frantic with every detonation, practically forcing her fingers deeper into Mia’s warm, soaking cunt. “I wish I hadn’t let you fucking leave during our first furious fuck, bitch; I’d have fucking tamed you years ago!”

		

		“You’re the one who left bitch, you’re the one who fucking left!” Mia squealed, her pussy practically begging for more even after she had come so many times from Chelsea’s expert fingers. “Oh, you should have heard the way you whimpered when we pulled our fingers from each other’s pussy! I loved the way you trembled, telling me again and again how tender your pussy was, how you practically sobbed you were too sore to continue!” Mia knew her own incredible sex, so unused to orgasmic bliss, had been just as tender, far too sensitive to continue even though she had desperately wanted to. “I’ll bet your filthy fucking cunt is too sore to keep going now, isn’t it!? I’ll bet your wet, filthy, soaking pussy is begging me to fucking stop!” She forced her tits against Chelsea’s furiously, the impact causing both of them to squeal as she challenged her rival’s incredible womanhood. “Fucking tell me my pussy is better! Tell me my fucking sex is more powerful than yours ever was, than yours ever will be, and I’ll fucking let you go!”

		

		“You’re the whore who’d better tell me my sex is fucking better, or I’ll punish you like the filthy little schoolgirl slut you are!” Chelsea snarled, her pussy so fucking horny for desperate sex that her voice nearly cracked. She slammed her tits against Mia’s just like her rival had done, grinding her forehead against her rival’s when their gorgeous forms had forced themselves on equal ground. Her body begged to go pussy to pussy against the other beautiful bitch as Mia’s forehead grinded back, could see the same violent desire blazing in the other woman’s eyes as well. “My sex is fucking better bitch! My sex will always be fucking better, and if you think yours is then there’s only one way for two filthy model sluts to fucking settle this!”

		

		“Fuck yeah I think my pussy’s fucking better than yours, slut!” Mia sobbed, nearly coming just from her own declaration. She loved the filthy arguments between them, loved the way their sweet breaths clashed between their open lips as they challenged each other’s womanhood. “I know my fucking pussy’s better than yours, and if your pussy is gonna get in my fucking way for the title, then I’m gonna have to fuck you until you can’t fucking take it anymore!” Without even waiting for her rival’s acceptance she forced her hand between Chelsea’s legs once more, her fingers gripping the other woman’s soaking panties tightly. She nearly squealed as the other brunette mirrored her advancement without hesitation, the pressure between their gorgeous forms growing even tighter as they forced each other’s lace down their legs.

		

		For the first time since they began the two gorgeous brunettes tore their fingers from each other’s tresses, nearly slapping each other’s tender breasts as they forced each other’s back against the wall. Their furious, mutual attempt to control and dominate each other sent their frantic desires higher than they had ever known, neither woman even bothering with her skirt as she stepped out of her soaking panties. With their pussies bare against the open air the scents around them swirled unhindered, driving them so horny that even before they had met they could feel their pussies squirting. With violently locked glares each woman placed her right foot on the wall behind her gorgeous rival, their bodies arching sexually as each woman opened herself wide. For a moment they allowed their sexes to glare at each other like bitter enemies, their fingers raising their skirts so each woman could look fully upon the other’s perfect, glistening cunt.

		

		The seconds felt like hours as each woman glared across the other’s perfect sex. Neither could believe how gorgeous her rival’s pussy looked, how the glistening wetness only seemed to make their cunts even more ravenous and breathtaking. Even before contact they could feel their pussies battling against each other, each sex trying to outperform the other’s beauty. They were so hot, so horny, so ravenous to feel each other’s cunt against their own, to hear each other scream, to devour one another’s juices as they made each other come; and with passionate screams the two gorgeous whores braced their backs against the walls of the stall, crushing their pussies forward with as much desperate passion as they had ever known.

		

		Immediately as naked sex crushed against naked sex the two gorgeous whores threw their faces to the ceiling, howling in silent, orgasmic pleasure as already their beautiful forms begged to come. Their visions became blurred by frantic tears as they felt their sexes opening against each other, as they felt their pussy lips spreading wide, beginning to bite at each other as they increased the pressure. Their first meeting had been so orgasmic and sinful, but even when they had exhausted each other’s stamina they never went at it pussy to pussy. They had wanted so desperately to fully fuck, but their innocent forms had been too shy. Even after they had fingered each other to multiple climaxes they had been too timid to meet each other’s pussy with their own.

		

		With a furious adjustment Chelsea and Mia sliced their clits against each other, the grind between their swollen sexhorns immediately detonating into climactic ecstasy. In an instant they felt their mixing wetness explode in a fury of orgasms, and as their bodies violently quaked with excruciating ecstasy they knew this fuck would hold no hesitation. They crushed their tender cunts against each other even more desperately, forcing their sexes to practically seal in their soaking soreness; and as each woman’s pussy filled her enemy’s with orgasmic cum, the soaking penetration drove their sexes more tender than they had felt in days.

		

		Mia and Chelsea sobbed in manic pleasure, their climactic squeals clashing around them as each woman forced herself to glare deeply into the other’s glistening eyes. They held each other’s gaze, daring each other to pull away as their desperate pulses forced the tenderness of their cunts to soar higher and higher. Their mixing creams detonated so furiously inside their mating sexes that their powerful orgasms felt like liquid fingers penetrating them with reckless obsession. Even before their climaxes had reached their peaks Chelsea and Mia came again, the violent intrusion from their devastating orgasms driving the pleasure so furious that their insults could come only in the form of wordless cries. With violent passion the two beautiful brunettes embraced the full extent of their climactic weakness, allowing their explosions to detonate higher and higher, each woman practically forcing her pulsing cum harder and harder into her enemy’s tender sex; and still they wanted more.

		

		Every second drove their pleasure higher, drove their soaking cunts more and more tender. Even through the tears the two schoolgirl whores nearly cackled from the crippling pleasure, their climactic battle so incredible they almost never wanted it to end. They watched the color flushing even more furiously in each other’s cheeks, their gorgeous, snarling faces so engulfed in orgasmic beauty that it nearly made them melt. Each woman sent her palm furiously against the other’s cheek, their cries of pain echoing around them as they drove each other’s face to the side in mutual rage. The stinging slap helped the two model whores focus, forced them to remember that this fantastic pleasure was still only a product of their hateful war. Their hands shot towards each other’s tresses, burying the fingers of both hands deep into each other’s hair once more. They cried in pain as Mia and Chelsea pulled hard, forcing their bodies to bend awkwardly as each woman forced her enemy’s plush lips against her own; and as the door opened once more they buried their tongues deep into each other’s ravenous mouth for what felt like the hundredth time, their desperate cries vibrating through their sexually devastating forms as again they came like lesbian whores.

		

		They fought like filthy schoolgirls, their skirts rippling wildly against each other as they grinded their soaking pussies together with reckless abandon. Each woman’s tresses were violently disheveled from the other’s almost constant pulling, giving Chelsea and Mia an even more primal, ravenous appearance as they fought. Their screams remained muffled by their violently locked mouths, their lips clasped so tightly that they almost ached. Their delicious tongues were struggling wildly inside, twisting and writhing around each other, their tonguefight broken only when one bitch or the other would suck on her rival’s tongue like candy. Their vicious war drove higher and higher as more and more cum was shared between them, the constant flow of arousal practically fucking them from the inside, but still they refused to relent. Their pussies were so sore, their bodies quickly beginning to break down as orgasm after furious orgasm detonated from their forms…but the two beautiful brunettes only fought each other harder.

		

		Even with crippling pleasure scorching through their forms the two gorgeous models remained undetected, their violent cries vibrating silently between their desperately locked mouths. Every orgasm made Chelsea and Mia more tender, the following climaxes driving even more violently through their gorgeous forms. They could feel it in each other’s desperate trembling, could hear it in the way their mirrored moans were tinged with exhausted passion; they were running out of time.

		

		Sobbing screams vibrated through the bodies of the two gorgeous sluts as each woman tore her right hand from her enemy’s tresses, forcing their fingers against each other’s tender breasts with ravenous scorn. Their muffled cries grew even more frantic as Mia and Chelsea began massaging each other’s heavy tits roughly, pleasure and pain mixing as their hatred and lust melted into one. Immediately they could feel each other’s nipples growing violently erect, each woman’s palm violating the other’s hard, tender rods with violent passion. They heard the door open and shut, heard the silence echo around them almost as furiously as their mixing cries. They tore their tongues from each other’s mouth, frantic moans of agonizing pleasure filling the silence around them as they felt a second of calm interrupt their ceaseless orgasms. Their tears were sparkled upon their cheeks, their mixed spit glistened upon their plush lips, each woman’s hellish, orgasmic state mirrored upon the other’s gorgeous body. They were perfect rivals, filthy equals, gorgeous sluts who were destined to fuck like enemies. In the moment of calm they felt their orgasmic weakness beginning to set in, could feel the quivering in one another’s flawless form as their bodies threatened to collapse…but they forced themselves to remain strong.

		

		In a filthy act of desperate challenge the two gorgeous women clenched their pussies against each other as hard as they could, their panting sobs immediately echoing around them as the furious tension sent their pussies into overdrive. They were so violently sore as they felt their sex lips trembling against each other, as each woman felt the other’s pussy biting hers for control. The cum they had filled each other’s sex with began to quiver as they fought to devour each other, slowly trembling inside them as first one, then the other gained a minute advantage. Even in orgasmic exhaustion their strengths seemed so equal, their beauties fighting as they glared into each other’s glistening eyes. As they felt their cum flowing between them, as they felt their pussy lips folding inside each other in pleasurable agony before their advantages were reversed, it took every ounce of control they had not to collapse right then and there. They had hoped their frantic clench would end their agonizing war, that the filthy tension would immediately cause one or both of them to scream her enemy’s name in surrender, but even as the shocks detonating across their cunts grew crippling, neither woman was willing to surrender.

		

		They could sense each other’s determination, could sense each other’s pride and fury, knew this furious stalemate would last forever if they let it. They had to break each other down, had to force each other to surrender, had to drive each other to such climactic surrender that the loser’s pussy would be sore for days afterwards. With tears streaming down their cheeks they twisted each other’s erect nipples as hard as they could, grinding their tender, naked cunts in opposite directions as they struggled to contain their climactic ecstasy. Their swollen clits sliced against each other head to head, practically trembling against each other as their sexhorns detonated in frantic shocks of pleasure more powerful than anything else the two gorgeous whores had done to each other. They held each other’s violent gaze, barely able to see each other through their blistering tears as they fought to maintain the desperate clench between their shaven, ravenous sexes; only one of them could win this fated war.

		

		Pulse after violent pulse shocked so furiously through their bodies that every moment felt like sexual hell, every second drove their tenderness higher. They sobbed in manic hate as their bodies begged them to quit, as pleasure and agony scorched so desperately through their forms that they felt it would last forever. For a moment the furious pain shocking across their tender breasts from their violent nipple pinching helped them focus, helped the two gorgeous whores hold on to the climactic detonations begging to explode from their gorgeous forms. They were so sore, so tender, so violently horny even when their bodies begged for rest. They panted and sobbed as they felt their control beginning to shatter, as they felt their composure cracking beneath the weight of the orgasms they fought to hold back. They pulled each other’s hair hard, their sobs breaking with cries of pain in their final act to break each other’s concentration; and then Chelsea’s violent screams shattered the trembling silence around them, sounding so loud around the two struggling whores that it was a miracle no one heard her climactic screams.

		

		“Mia! Mia you fucking whore!” Chelsea sobbed, her body thrashing so wildly that the stall around them shook. “Fuck Mia, my pussy! My fucking pussy Mia, it hurts! Oh fuck you filthy fucking whore it hurts!” Tears streamed down her cheeks as she struggled to hold on, as she fought to maintain the desperate clench her sex had on her gorgeous rival’s. “Mia! Oh fuck bitch, it hurts but it feels so good! Oh fuck it feels so fucking good!” In an instant she came like a filthy slut, her pussy detonating with wave after wave of cum. Pleasure scorched violently through her body as Chelsea’s control shattered like glass, the desperate climaxes breaking her concentration so violently that her sex folded desperately inside her rival’s. The sensation of her gorgeous enemy’s sex lips biting around her own immediately sent the pleasure skyrocketing higher than she had ever known from a new rival before, driving her to multiple climaxes before the orgasm that had broken her even reached its peak. She struggled to hold on, struggled to fight back, struggled to clench her pussy and equalize the pressure between their cunts but it was no use; and as she screamed her rival’s name again and again it was all Chelsea could do to keep from collapsing.

		

		“That’s it bitch, come!” Mia cackled, her tears mirroring Chelsea’s as she fought to remain in control. “That’s it Chelsea, you filthy fucking whore! Come! Fucking come bitch, and tell me what a filthy little whore you really are!” It felt so incredible being in control, felt so amazing pinching the filthy pussy lips of a sexual rival between her own. She slapped her beautiful enemy across her tear-stained cheeks again and again, driving her enemy’s face to the side with every pulse of orgasmic juices her rival’s pussy squirted into her own. She loved how the impacts of her hand echoed with Chelsea’s cries of pain, how her enemy’s climaxes were so powerful and destructive that the other brunette couldn’t return her slaps no matter how hard she tried. For a moment she imagined Natalie’s face in place of Chelsea’s, the victory beginning to overtake the pain of her defeat at the hands of the redhead; and then she allowed her newfound rival’s face to fade in once more, reminding her of her victory against even the one who had made her scream in virgin lust.

		

		“Oh fuck slut!” Mia continued to scream, confidence blazing through her like wildfire as her gorgeous enemy came again and again. “Oh fuck I love the way you come! I love the way you fucking come bitch! I love how your filthy little sex fills mine with cream again and again! Oh fuck bitch I fucking love how you’re fucking coming inside me!” She and Chelsea still had their fingers laced tightly through each other’s tresses, and as Mia pulled hatefully she could feel her rival pulling weakly back. She loved Chelsea’s bitter weakness, knew her enemy wanted to fight back so hard but the orgasmic pleasure was too much. “Oh fuck yeah bitch, feel how your fucking pussy lips are inside mine!? How my cunt is fucking devouring yours, fucking eating yours while you can’t fucking do anything!?” She spat in her enemy’s face, loving how the filthy whore who had challenged her could do nothing but cry. “You’re the one who fucking started this, slut! You fucking started this by insulting my power, and now I’m gonna make you fucking pay!”

		

		“Oh fuck bitch, don’t stop!” Chelsea sobbed, her body practically begging for it as again and again she squirted inside her powerful enemy’s sex. “Don’t stop you filthy fucking whore, don’t you dare fucking stop!” Her pussy was so sore, was so violently tender from their frantic sexual war, was begging in orgasmic defeat for rest, but Chelsea couldn’t get enough. She could hardly see through the tears, could feel nothing but the violent detonations scorching through her gorgeous body. She could feel Mia’s powerful sex lips dominating her own, clenching tightly around her pussy, practically devouring it as even when Chelsea found moments of calm to fight back, she could gain no ground.

		

		“Mia you filthy fucking whore, I hate you! I hate you bitch, I fucking hate you!” Chelsea continued to sob, her words broken again and again as Mia’s palm snapped against her cheek. The stinging slaps drove her orgasmic defeat home again and again, drove the violent rage she held for the other gorgeous whore deeper and deeper even as she practically begged her rival to continue the punishment. She could feel her body breaking down, could feel her sexual exhaustion threatening to drive her under, but she forced herself to continue even when she knew her resistance was weak. “I fucking hate you slut, and my fucking pussy hates yours! It hates yours so fucking much slut!” Her sex was soaked with orgasmic arousal, could feel their mixing cum beginning to squirt between their sealed pussy lips and across her thighs, knew it would take days for their mixing scents to give her memories rest. “My fucking pussy will never fucking forgive yours, slut! My sex will want to fuck yours again and again and again, no matter how many fucking times we clash!”

		

		“Is that supposed to fucking scare me, you weak little whore!?” Mia snarled, her body aching from the strain of their violent sexwar…but she knew she had to teach the whore in front of her a lesson she’d never forget. “Tell me how fucking good I am, bitch! Tell me how much fucking better than you I am, and I’ll let your filthy fucking pussy go!” She loved the sounds of Chelsea’s sobs, knew the filthy, climactic screams would echo in her fantasies again and again in place of Natalie’s victory. She clenched Chelsea’s pussy lips between her own even harder, scoring even more climactic detonations from her gorgeous enemy, slicing her clit against Chelsea’s again and again with reckless abandon. The same violent urges to come were scorching through her own body as well, but Chelsea’s surrender seemed to drive Mia almost indestructible. “Fucking tell me I’m better! Tell me you fucking give up, or I’ll continue to punish you until my sex is all you’ll be able to fucking feel when you think about me!”

		

		“Fuck you, slut!” Chelsea spat, tears streaming down her cheeks as even when her body begged to give in, she knew she couldn’t. “I’ll never fucking give in to you, slut! I’ll never fucking give in to you!” With all the strength she could muster she sent her palm against Mia’s cheek, catching her with a glancing blow. She sobbed as the snap echoed around the room, as she heard her enemy cry out in pain, but she knew the blow would do nothing to cause Mia’s assault to falter. She loved the rage boiling in her enemy’s eyes, loved how her refusal to surrender drove the other woman livid. She screamed in pleasurable agony as she felt Mia’s sex drive violently against her own, never breaking the tight, destructive clench. “That’s it bitch, keep fucking!” Chelsea snarled, her cries of pain echoing again as Mia’s palm snapped against her cheek once more. “Fuck me slut! Make me fucking beg for it like a whore, because you’ll never hear me say you’re fucking better!”

		

		“You really want me to make you fucking beg for it!?” Mia screamed, practically blinded by rage as the bitch before her refused to relent. “You really want me to make you beg like a filthy little harlot!?” She drove her palm against Chelsea’s cheek like a disobedient whore before grabbing the filthy brunette slut’s tresses with both hands. “If you won’t fucking surrender, then I’m gonna make you scream my name again and again until it fucking echoes in your dreams for days to come!”

		

		With a rapacious cry Mia pulled on Chelsea’s long, dark tresses as hard as she could, the violent screams of her bitter rival sounding so violently around them that only sound louder was the pounding of her own heart as she forced Chelsea’s body sideways. The violent jerk forced their naked sexes to part, the orgasmic arousal that had mixed so furiously between them squirting frantically across their gorgeous, shaven thighs. In an instant their legs were coated with their mixing cream, their skin so filthy from each other’s orgasms, but Mia no longer cared. As she forced her rival’s ass onto the closed seat she tore her left hand from her enemy’s tresses, forcing Chelsea’s right leg over her shoulder, opening her enemy wide as Mia slammed her naked sex against her enemy’s again and again.

		

		“You want me to fucking make you beg for it bitch, then so be it!” Mia snarled, hating how even in orgasmic defeat her gorgeous rival refused to surrender. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she crushed her clit against Chelsea’s with reckless abandon, as the violent impact caused both rival whores to come, but the orgasmic pleasure only seemed to make Mia stronger. They squirted across each other’s sex, drenching their skirts as Chelsea crushed back, both women sobbing as they continued to fuck. They screamed each other’s name again and again, their climactic duel driven higher and higher by their intoxicating scents. They loved each other’s aromas even after so many violent climaxes…but they would hate each other’s body no matter how many times they drove each other to heaven.

		

		Chelsea sobbed like a whore as Mia’s incredible body forced her to climactic ecstasy again and again, every single climax driving her pussy so sore and tender that every impact seemed to send her to another orgasmic detonation. She could hear nothing over the sound of her own screams, could feel nothing besides the violent collisions of their sexes as Mia fucked her to orgasm again and again. She screamed and cried as she fought back hard, as she crushed and grinded her pussy against Mia’s with all her might; and even when she knew she had lost she refused to give in. Tears completely blurred her sight, and as the agonizing climaxes drove higher and higher her vision began to flash with violent colors. Her body begged for rest, pleaded with her pride to surrender, but again and again she challenged Mia to fuck harder and harder. Even through her false bravado, the pleasure and punishment reminded her of her first fuck with Jessy, of the first sexfight she had ever truly been a part of. Even now Jessy’s cackling face still haunted her dreams from that defeat, and she knew Mia’s equally gorgeous visage would burn inside her sexual fantasies for years to come. Even when pleasure and pain became inseparable Chelsea continued to fight; and long into the night, until the club forced them out, she and Mia fought and fucked with passionate, orgasmic hatred.
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